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PROLOGUE

Hong Kong
1997

| remember them. Their mouths, and their needles.

There were ten of them, that | recall. Not one of them was out of her twenties, and most were younger.
They'd not worked anywhere else, you could tell that. There was nothing usua about them. Nothing
used. Armed asthey were, they wereimmune to wesr.

| never saw them on the Street. Entering the respectabl e-seeming fabric wholesdersin whose attic they
worked, | cannot remember once passing agirl on her way through to the outside. The godowns and
junks, the coconut sellers of the wholesale market, the men sorting clams, the cranesloading trucks
parked along the Praya- did they ever see these things? Were they even aware of them? Did they know
thiswas Kennedy Town?

Inside, | never saw them dressed. Perhapsthey had no redl clothes. | never saw any. | remember sea
and flame-tinted silk; rich brown lace againgt white skin. That isdl. That, and their painted eyes. Their
mouths. They never spoke.

They widded their machines with the cold proficiency of nurses, screwing their needles through your skin
aseadly asthey might puncture therind of an overripefruit. Then they would straddle you. Hose
scratched your hips, or the buttery heat of flesh did there, and dready it seemed too much to bear. As
though, even without the machines, something obscene had taken place insde you: atumescence of the
nerves. So, for asecond, you were tempted to pluck out the needles, be donewith dl of that, and lose
yoursdf ingtead insde the girl: acomforting, proletarian fuck.

But you never did.
They clipped fine plastic-sheathed wires to the needles they had buried in your ssomach, pubis, thighs,

and plugged the wiresinto abox by the side of the bed. Sometimes, asthey leaned and twisted, sorting
wires, turning dids, you stroked their breasts. Y ou weighed their breastsin your hand as they hung,
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graining the embroidered cups of abraor diding wetly about against asilk dip. You could gently pinch a
nipple, or maybe tug a strap free, and the flesh would dip like mercury out of its sheer container and into
your sweating hand. Y ou could do that, but it wouldn't make any difference.

Sooner or later, shewould turn that dial.
They were merciless.

Evathought | was having an affair. Someone from work, she thought: ayoung ambitious business
graduate, arcing her taut body so her hips met mine a clear foot above the sheets, and her well-thumbed
mobile phone purred rhythmically benesth the damp pillows of our motel bed.

In the day, done with her imagination, Evawept. In the evening, when we went out, fashion shades hid
the pinkness of her eyes.

She did what she could to keep me solely hers. She went through my pockets while | wasin the shower.
When | made a phone call from our apartment she would hover behind the door, listening - and she
ordered itemised billsthat told her nothing she didn't aready know.

She dressed up for me. Gucci. Donna Karan. Alexander McQueen. | remember the night | camein
pissed from Frank Hamley's birthday party. She stepped out of the bedroom in anew StellaMcCartney
dip dressand let metakeit off her, very dowly.

She did not make love to me. She smply couldn't. The shame had eaten too deep. It had ruined her. She
made home instead. She studied World of Interiors and House and Garden. She hired designers. She
bought expensive originas. She browsed for homewaresin Seibu and Daimaru. (What would her
grand-daddy think, whose head had rolled on Stanley Beach some fifty years before, as he surveyed all
this Nipponese extravagance from his frame by the kitchen door?)

Sherang me late at the office to ensure | wasredly there. | dwayswas. Kennedy Town wasavery
occasond, and gtrictly daytime, affair: the snglerelease | dlowed myself. Anything more ordinary, more
human, would have probably finished me off.

Sending Justin to the Higashi school in Tokyo was costing me about £70,000 ayear. Then therewasthe
luxury to which Evawas accustomed. Her mother had been swaddling her in Chanel since her fourteenth
birthday, and had substituted cash for compassion the moment our son was diagnosed. 'Why can't you
treat him properly? sheldd say, and more: unmothering the daughter she had never loved.

To start with, Evaused her dlowanceto help pay for histherapy. But when at last | threw her mother out
the house, the cheques dried up. Justin was il living with us then. He wasin the room with us, that
evening of thefina row, banging his head steadily and with increasing force against the leg of a Franck
Evennou chair.

Thelast | saw of the Kennedy Town girls, they wereon TV. | was Sitting at the bar in the Big Apple on
Luard Road, trying to tune out an early-evening Mr Bean rerun, when the picture on the heavy JVC
hanging above the optiks yawed and span and the TV B Pearl newsroom came up; and after that a shot
of Kwa Chung.

The camerawas looking inland from the anonymous centre of the container port. Smuggler'sRidgewas a
grey line aove Kwa Chung's bruta grey apartment blocks. In the foreground, police boats were



gathering around an antique Saab junk, retrofitted for salvage work. The junk swung about. The gears a
the top of the derrick juddered spasmodically.

It was lifting a container from the shallow water: one of those long stedl boxes you see being loaded here
by their hundreds onto ships bound for Taiwan and Nagasaki. When | looked again they had lowered it
onto aconcrete jetty. There were no markings on the box's sides; no identifying plates. Trapped
sea-water sprayed from the door's seams, drenching the four policemen who were hammering away at
the latch. When the door came free the outflow knocked one of them over.

| grinned, ordered another bourbon. Then they opened the door.

Horror isn't dressed up here; it'san ordinary part of life. On Reclamation Street, men chop liveturtlesto
pieces. Caves heads bleed into the gutters. Later, on the portable TV a anearby da pai dong, | once
saw a policeman dipping the dismembered remains of ashark victiminto individual plastic bags. Once, a
car had burst into flame on the Eastern Corridor; the tabloid photographer used atelephoto lensto
capture theway thedriver's hair, caught in the searing updraught, ballooned and sprung away from her
crigoing scalp.

Theway it'sal displayed so openly - you never quite get used to it. It wasn't much before eight when the
TV displayed the contents of the container.

The police had cordoned off North Street by thetime | got there. | stood watching over the heads of a
curious crowd of restaurateurs and market traders asthe police carried box after box, crate after crate,
out of thefabric store. | guessed they were taking away the girls effects. It couldn't have been anything
other than perfume, lipstick, underwear, alittle cannabisif they werelucky. Certainly no heroin, no small
armsor haul of dirty money. It wasn't that sort of establishment.

| thought about their little black boxes: the dids, the pins and the wires. The scent of rosetalcum. |
redised | was crying.

Hamley wasn't at home and held switched off hismobile. | caught the tram into Central and crawled the
bars pretending to look for him until | was good and plastered. | hoped he was safe. If he wasnt, then
neither was|. Thelittle black boxes, the women with their shiny, silent mouths. Hamley had introduced
me to them, but he knew no more about them than | did. Less. Someone had decided to erase the
experiment. Did the erasure extend asfar asthe punters?

| rang hisflat again from a phone box off Citibank Plaza; thistime | woke up hisgirlfriend. | wasonly
making thingsworse. | crossed Garden Road and waved down a cab.

Welived above Magazine Gap, high up the Peak, where the Japanese had erected their Temple of the
Divine Wind during the occupation. They never got around to completing it, the British eventualy blew it
up, and now, from an eighth-floor gpartment in nearby Cameron Buildings, Evas martyred grandfather
looked out from his gilt frame on one of the most commanding viewsin Asa

| let myself into the gpartment as quietly as| could, but | needn't have worried. Evawas out for the
count. | swallowed ahandful of vitamin B with aglass of tapwater and dipped under the duvet beside
her. | lay there, stroking her, stroking her fingers, tracing the egant curve of her nails, the dight dryness
over her knuckles, the hot square of her pam. A little, childlike part of her came alive, just long enough to
squeeze my hand. Then | lost her again.



It turned out Hamley had seen the same news report | had. The next day he phoned me at the office,
from Macau. He had an onward flight aready booked.

‘Lisbon? | said. 'What the hell are you going to do in Lisbon?

Hedidn't know. He had no plans. He was just too frightened to stay. 'l mean, Adam, Chrigt, their
fingers...

'Yes'| said.

'Why the hell would someone do thét to their fingers?

"They did it themselves;' | told him. Trying to force the door.’

'Y ou reckon?

'A school-friend of mine saw it once.' Dimly, it occurred to methat | was making it worse. ‘A fireon
board a ship he was serving on. The hatcheslock automatically. Steam poursin. A rating got trapped ina

compartment and tried to claw hisway out.'

'l cal you from Lisbon," Hamley said. But he never did.

ONE

L ondon
Spring, 1998

The next time | saw Hamley - the last time - waslast spring. Evaand | were back in London by then,
running asmall cafe by Southwark Market. If you weren't told about us, you'd never have found us, we
were sgquashed in between on one side a specialist fabric wholesaler who opened maybe one day in the
week if the derly owner could be bothered, and on the other, aglorified garage full of broken barrow
whesels and boxes of fluorescent tubing.

Nevertheless, the day had been hectic. A bunch of public relations people from the Tate's Bankside
development had adopted us, and someone had put the word around about us at |PC tower, which
housed something like a hundred magazine titles. Hannah had to go out twice to buy more bread. |
thought we had enough chorizo and pecorino to last usthe rest of the week, and we were left with about



half aday's supply.

| kicked the last of our customers out around five forty-five. Hannah offered to stay and help clear up but
it was her early night so | didn't take advantage. | was stuck here until seven anyway, when Evaarrived
with the next week's stock.

| set about sweeping the floorboards clear of crumbs and dropped receipts. In the kitchen, hot water
spilled from the tap into a bucket plashed with Dettol, and the antiseptic smell of it wasjust now cutting
under the fug of coffee and burnt sugar and melted cheese. | reached for the handle of the front door so |
could sweep the step, when it opened by itsdlf. 'Were closed,' | said - then | registered who it was.

| asked him where held been, what he'd been doing with himsdlf, and he said held kill for acup of coffee.
The pressure had gone out of the Gaggiabut | had ajar of ingtant in the kitchen. When | got there the
bucket was overflowing and afine skein of spray had fanned the polished plaster behind the sink. The
floor tiles were sodden.

Hamley followed mein.

| reached for the mop. "Thiswon't take asecond,' | said.

He closed the door behind him.

It was only now | saw how old he had become - and strange. His shoes, which had that weird,
squared-off toe fashionable among the Italians, were scuffed down to the lesther. His green wool plested
trousers had lost their crease, and there was alarge grease-stain on the right lapdl of his nasty
brown-pink check sports jacket. A cheap blue-and-white stripe shirt was open at his neck, and white

chest hairs poked luxurioudy up through the gap. They grew so thickly, | imagined they'd run seamlesdy
into hisbeard, if he had one; but his face was so smooth and pink he might have shaved only an hour

ago.
Hesaid, "Y ou'd better pray I'm going to prison.’
'What?

‘The day | come out isthe day I'm coming after you. Cunt.' Theword sat clumsily in his mouth; he had no
practice, saying that sort of thing.

'l don't understand why you're so upset,’ | said.

He swallowed, broke eye contact. | thought maybe he was going to leave, as suddenly and inexplicably
as he had arrived, but he just stood there, staring off into the middle distance like abored life modd.

He had aface that had lost persondity asit aged: his sunken eyes had nothing to say. His cheeks had
grown jowly, and taken together with the unremarkable line of his chin, they leant him an air of weskness.

'Frank?
He reached into hisjacket and pulled out aletter for me to read.

It was from Hong Kong. The Top Luck inquiry had subbpoenaed him.



| folded it up and handed it back. | said, "'This hasn't got anything to do with me.’
| said, 'l don't know what it isyou think you're running from.'

Not grictly true: in May 1997 an investigation into the murder of senior Hong Kong movie executive
James Y au Sau-Lan stumbled across amoney laundering operation.

Y au's company, Top Luck Investments, was established in 1989 to finance Cantonese film production in
Hong Kong. 1n 1992 Top Luck floated its film interests on the Hong Kong stock exchange. They even
made movies: an output onefilm critic called 'pre-eminently forgettable, but pure box-office. Sofar, so
good. The problem came when you looked at the company's annua turnover. 50 million unaccounted-for
US dallars passed through Top Luck's books every year.

It wasn't the firgt time difficult questions had been asked of Top Luck. Aslong ago as 1991, an audit
report had been ordered on the company at the offices of the Serious Crime Group. The report, which |
had compiled and Hamley countersigned, drew only the most ambiguous and tentative conclusions,
however, and Top Luck was|eft freeto trade.

The shocking and violent death of its managing director ended Top Luck's run of remarkable - well -
luck. When it was reveded in court just how gently Hong Kong law enforcement had treated the
company over the years, an enquiry wasinevitable.

True, it should have been me giving evidence at the inquiry. But nothing in my behaviour snce could
possibly arouse suspicion. | served out my time, as shabby and undistinguished as countless others.
Come the handover of the colony to the People's Republic, | handed in my badge and dogged my way
over to Chek Lap Kok with the rest of the aparatchiks.

It was Hamley, my superior, who had fled so suddenly and inexplicably, and several months before his
time, and it was hardly surprising that the enquiry's suspicions had fallen first on him.

| tried pointing this out to him, but it didn't do any good. He wasn't much interested in talking. | don't
know what he expected to get out of this meeting, and | don't think he knew either, which of course
could made him even more frustrated. | don't remember much about what happened next, except that it
got physicd. Inthe end | had to throw the Dettol in hisface.

| ran water in the Snk for him to bathe his eyes, then | went and looked out atowel for himinthe
cupboard under the stairs. When | got back | found the kitchen empty and the water till doshing about
weakly inthe sink. | heard acar pulling away from the kerb. | ran to the door in timeto seethe
reflections of hisbrake lights gutter and die in the puddles of the opposite pavement. | rubbed my neck. |
thought maybe held twisted it, but it felt okay now. | went back inside and fished the Wray & Nephew
out of the holein the back of the cupboard under the sink. The bottle was half full. | looked at my watch:
| had about half an hour before Evaturned up. So | finished it.

By thetime she arrived I'd wiped down the tables, mopped the floors, and arranged the packet teasin



attractive pyramidsin front of the window. But | hadn't even begun to clear the paper linersfrom out the
counter, and I'd clean forgotten to scrub out the juicer. Carrot sediment had dribbled and set on the
chromein dirty orange stresks.

'l can't leave you to do any bloody thing,' she said, scrubbing the sheen off the metal with ascourer.

‘Leaveit to soak for acouple of minutes, darling.’

She dropped it into the sink, knocked the remaining piecesin after it, and tore off her gloves. Her eyes
darted about the kitchen, as she hunted for signs of catastrophe.

'l washed thefloor in here,' | offered.

'l didn't think it needed it,' she said.

'It was busy today. We're nearly out of sausage.’

'l told you to buy more last Saturday.'

'How were the roads?

She went back to thetill. 'Haven't you cashed up yet?

'l haven't had the chance,' | said, hating the whinein my voice.

She started scooping change out of thetill and onto the worktop in short, compulsive jerks. She scraped
penniesinto her pam, counting them much like aMacanese croupier dedls cardsin the Jai-Alai: with an
expression somewhere between boredom and contempt. | watched her fingers curl and jerk. She wore
her nails short now, and even so one of them had torn. The skin on that Sde of her finger was inflamed.
‘That canwait,' | said, wanting her to look a me, even if it meant a confrontation.

'Don't tell mewhat to do.'

'Look at me,' | said.

She looked at me. 'What? she said.

Shewas my age: twenty-six when we first met. But nothing that had happened in the years since had
changed her theway it had changed me, or Hamley. The crows feet at the corners of her amond eyes
were il the suggestive, bedroomy hints | remembered from our first meeting. Her skin was il sound
and white: the proverbiad porcelain of Orientaist fantasy. Only her hands had changed, coarsened by her
work at the cafe - but that was nothing alittle cream and areturn to our old life wouldn't cure,

'What?

Her mouth was small, her lipsfull and puckered: when she was younger she used adark lipstick to make

them appear bruised, an eruption of something absurdly sensua at the centre of that perfect doe-eyed
mask.



| said, 'l think the Japs must have put usin aguide. They like our tess:!

She darted counting the Silver.

"They come here after matinees at the Globe.’

'I'm counting,' she said.

Tweve,' | said, plucking anumber out of the air.

Sheflapped ahand a meto shut up.

'S, | shouted. Twenty-four. Plusthree.

‘The cakes are in the boot,' she said, not missing a best. ‘Let's not be here dl night.'

Our Mazda X edos was parked opposte. Its slver skin, so striking in the day, reflected back the
sodium-lit surfaces of the street like afly-spotted mirror. | got dl the way to the boot beforel
remembered the keys. Eva had them. Had she watched me, traipsing out here like anidiot? | went back
insde. 'l need the keys.'

'Oh - ' She pressed afistful of coinsto her forehead, as though the close contact might help her
remember what they came to. But it had gone out of her head. She dapped the coins back on the
counter with abang. Severa went spinning off and disappeared behind the worktop.

‘Sorry,' | said.

She fished in her pocket and threw her keysin my general direction. Ta,' | said, for adl the good it did.
In the boot there were stacks of flat square boxes:. the sturdy, corrugated cardboard ones contained
pecan pies and appletartins and carrot cakes so juicy and fatty you could hardly cut them without the
whole thing collapsing into agooey mess. The thin white onesheld rounds of brie. Therewas acarrier full
of large paper packets of coffee beans, and the smell coming out of it was so heady and spicy | stuck my
head in the bag for thirty seconds of pleasurable hyperventilation. | dung the carrier round my wrist and
carried the brie in on top of astack of cake boxes.

Evawas bagging up the money at last. | dropped the boxes and the bag on the worktop beside her.

She walked past me and out into the road. | followed her. 'I'm quite happy to unload,’ | said. She
reached into the boot, took hold of a stack and then stuck there. 'Oh fuck it,' she said.

What?
'Ugh.
What?

She hoisted the boxes out of the boot and made for the cafe. She was holding them away from her as
though they were dirty. They wobbled precarioudy.



'Let me,' | said. | made to take them from her.

She swerved to avoid me, staggering to keep the pile upright.
'Eva?

'l can manage.'

| glanced into the boot. Something had leaked onto the plastic sheet lining the boot. | ran my finger
through the goo and licked it. It was honey.

When | got back inside, Eva had gone through to the kitchen. | looked for an excuseto follow her. The
coffee needed decanting s0 | took the carrier of beans through. Evawas scrubbing her hands under the
hot tap. | edged around her to get to the shelf with the coffee jars. Normally | used the little stepladder
but Evawasin the way. | reached up on tiptoe for the first tin. But there was morein it than | expected; it
came down too fast and | dropped it. It bounced once. The lid sprang off. Beans shot al over thefloor.
Foam span off Eva's hands as she wheeled around. Y ou bloody o&f .

| knelt and felt under the sink for the dustpan and brush. They weren't in the usua corner. | reached
further in.

Eva stepped towards me, poised for the kill. 'Needing another tipple? she said.

| backed out the cupboard and looked up at her.

Shesaid, 'I know where you keepit.'

'I'm smply looking for the dustpan and brush,’ | said.

She laughed: it was the closest she ever cameto screaming. '‘Adam, | can smell it on your breath.' |
watched her, showing nothing, until she had to look away. Shelooked up &t the celling instead, haughty
asaNoe Coward heroine. ‘At least have the decency to switch to something tasteless,’ she said.
"Vodka. Now isn't that what people usualy do?

Evaturned everything that pained her into socia comedy. It madeit hard to take her serioudly.

| got out the dustpan and brush. Evawent back to bagging up day's takings. When she finaly returned,
arms laden with little plastic bags of change, | was pouring the beans I'd rescued back into thetin.

'l told you | washed thefloor,' | said. 'What's the problem?

'‘Adam.’

Back home, as usud, Boots got under my feet. | sat at the kitchen table with the day's post, kicking him
out of theway. Hetook it well. What agame! Scrabbling for purchase on the terracotta, chewing my
shoelaces...

'Ohfor fuck's-"'



'‘Bootse! Come here. Evaknelt at the foot of the stairs, arms extended towards him. He ignored her. He
growled, terrorisng my shoe.

It wasdl junk mail. | toreit up and threw it in the bin, turned and tripped over the dog.

'Oh for God's sake feed him, can't you see he's hungry? Eva straightened up. Her hand shook as she
gripped the banigter. ‘I'm going up to change.’

Boots gave her a cursory glance as she climbed the stairs, hedls clicking on the unpolished boards.

'Stupid sod,' | told him, when she was gone. 'Y ou're supposed to be hers.' Boots wagged histalil. | went
over to the fridge and took a half-empty can of shit from the door. He scampered over to hisbowl and
looked up a me with hisbig cow eyes, ready for our Big Bonding Experience. | emptied out the can into
the bowl. He let go abig grateful fart.

| poured myself a Coke and, hearing Eva ascend the carpeted stairs to our bedroom, spiked it with rum
from the bottle on top of the Welsh dresser. | sat back down at the table, drank off half, and tried to put
my head back together. Even Boots got bored, | sat there so long, and eventualy he hauled hisway out
of the room.

| watched him go, scratching up the wooden staircase Dad and | had buiilt.

Out in the garage, wrapped in greaseproof paper in the drawer of an old chest, sat the beeswax blocks
we had bought, the day we had hammered in thelast nail. Wefigured it would take about aweek to rub
al that wax into the raw pine, and give Evathe antique effect that she wanted. From where | was Sitting, |
could see the shiny pool where my dad had started the job.

'‘Adam?

| cameto with agtart. | hadn't heard her come down. | waslost in memories, she had taken off her
shoes, and besides, we'd done too good a job, Dad and | - not aboard on that staircase that squeaked.
| turned and read the clock over thefridge. It was half past midnight.

She came over, took the bottle from the table and screwed the cap on. 'Where does this one live?

| nodded at the dresser.

Maybe she figured something redlly was wrong; maybe she wasjust too tired to fight. She didn't say
anything, just put the bottle back where it belonged, then folded up a couple of jumpers that were drying
on chairs near the washing machine. She folded them up and dropped them onto the bottom step, ready
to take them up to the bedroom when she was done here.

'BEva?

But shewas milesaway, off in Tidy-up Land. Her own drear little vice. There were some cups on the
draining board. She checked they were dry, then she put them away. Boots had finished his shit. She put
on rubber gloves, washed his bowl under the hot tap and set it to drain.

'For fuck's sake,' | said.



I'd left the rest of my junk mail and empty envelopes on the table. She sorted through them, choosing
what to keep, what to throw away.

| nudged my empty colaglassto the edge of the table. Stuck out aforefinger. Tapped the rim.
The glass shattered a my fedt.

Eva, who was far too well bred ever to show a hit, crossed smoothly to the stairs, picked up the jJumpers
and dapped her way back to the bedroom.

| looked at the glass shards, glinting on the terracottatiles Dad and | had laid. About an hour later | got
around to sweeping them up, and alittle after that | turned off the lights.

The bedroom curtains were very thin and | could see well enough to undress without waking Eva. The
trouble began when | tried to get Boots off the bed. He was stretched out on my side like he owned the
place. 'Pissoff." | nudged him. He woke and wagged histail.

'Shush.’

He growled happily, paddling the bed like a cat.

'Shut up.'

Helay down again, still on my spot. Theroom stank of him.

‘Jesus.’

| eft them toit, got the pare duvet out of the airing cupboard and laid it out on the sofain theliving
room. In the bathroom, | sucked water from the tap and swallowed a couple of vitamin B. Closing the
cabinet door, | caught sight of mysdlf inthe mirror.

Recently, faced with my thinning hair, metalic-grey cheeks, and thickening nails, | had begunto fed as
though time were shuttling me off indifferently, eager to be done. Tonight | had something € seto worry
about.

There were red marks round my neck, where Hamley had seized me. An unmistakable pattern. By
morning they would be bruises.

| sneaked back into the bedroom. They were both adeep again. Bootswas laid up against Evas arse,
whimpering softly. Good on you, | thought. Pity you can't like her when she'sawake. | dug out a
turtle-neck from the cupboard and took it with me into the living room.

That way, in the morning, Evawouldn't see the marks.

Her knowing wasthe last thing | needed.



When Jmmy Y au Sau-Lan died, no one as much as phoned me. That's how far out of theloop | was.
That's how unimportant | had become. | had to find out through the newspaper, and that was only by
chance.

Severd days after his death - when the news of it was quite stale - the South ChinaMorning Post
happened to carry astory about the worsening Triad Situation in Macau. With pictures. After thet, |
knew it was only amatter of time before things started faling in on top of me.

What Jmmy Y au was doing in Macau that day no-one seemed to know. But there probably wasn't any
mystery in that. It'sonly aferry ride away from VictoriaHarbour; | used to take day tripsthere to sample
the restaurants.

What is mysteriousis how his attacker knew where and when to hide, to catch Jmmy ashedrove his
hired convertible aong the Ruadas Lorchas. The grenade fell short, blowing atwo-foot-deep hole in the
tarmeac; it was the shock wave lifted the vehicle over therail and dumped Jmmy into the Porto Interior.
Witnesses said they saw the upturned car plunge in on top of him. The police had divers and dredgers
out there dl day but they never found his body.

Four days after Hamley's short, sharp visit, Brian and Eddie - Jmmy Y au's sonsand heirs - came
bounding into the cafe. Y ou could tell they were the men of the family now because Eddie had got himself
asensble haircut.

| wasin the kitchen, making sandwiches, when | heard the prang and clatter of the table football machine.
Wed redly only put it in the cafe for decoration, and it was so near our busiest time, the players must
have been treading everyone underfoot as they rushed from handle to handle. | carried in an order of
Italian chicken baguettes to the counter. Hannah was spooning froth into the cappuccinos. She placed
them one a atime onto atray. Her hand was shaking.

Then again, her hand was dways shaking. People frightened her. The only reason she worked here was
her mother arranged it one summer holiday for her and she hadn't the self-confidence to move on. |
asked her what was wrong. She nodded at the boys capering about the table. 'Isit al right, Adam?

| glanced at them, saw who they were, and stretched my mouth into arictal smile. 'Of courseit'sdl right,
Hannah. Can you look after thislot? Table two." | nudged the tray towards her. Reluctantly, shetook it
up and headed into the room. She eased uneasily past the brothers. Eddie spun the handleswith a
flourish and stepped back into her. She dodged out the wayjust about. Eddie grinned. Brian scored.

'Fuck me,' said Eddie, surprised.

'Fuck yoursdlf, said Brian, his accent thick and catarrhal, and tossed the ball back into the centre. Brian
was fagter than hislittle brother, and more patient. Eddie was smarter. He hunted for an advantage. At a
crucid moment hetilted the table by the handles. The legsjuddered and scored the floor.

Hannah was still handing out plates and cups to table two, bending from the hipsin an unconscious,
neurotic display of sexudity. The tourists she were serving - they were so amorphoudy big, they could
have moddlled for Gary Larsson - took no notice.

Eddie did. He said something to Brian. Brian studied the backs of her knees. Unableto put it off any
longer, | went over. 'Fancy asandwich? | said. They turned to me.



Eddie smiled for the both of them. Smiling wasn't in Brian's vocabulary.

'Hey,' said Eddie. He came over and dapped my shoulder. He was wearing a blue and red skinny-rib
jumper, rolled up to the dbows. | glimpsed the tangle of scars up hisarm, the circular burn-marksfrom
fat cigars. No wonder people weren't eating much. ‘Adam, man.’

'Hi, Eddie,' | said.

'‘Mr Wyatt.'

'Hi, Brian.'

Brian was wearing a black shirt and black jeans. His hair was black. So were the pupils of hiseyes; it
waslike he was frozen in astate of dumbfounded astonishment.

'Are we making anoise here, Adam?

'It's okay, Eddie.’

'We didn't mean to hurt your table,' said Brian - atruculent child making arote excuse.
'It's had worse."

'Hey Brian, it'scoal, right? said Eddie. Jmmy Y au had sent Eddie to study in London, and Eddie had
picked up most of his English from partiesin Hoxton and ravesin posh squats off the M25.

‘Yeah,' | said, ‘it'scoal.’

'Coal.’ Brian blinked. It wasimpossible to say how much Brian understood. It never seemed to make
any differenceto what hedid.

There wasn't anything anyone wanted to say after that, so | went back to the counter.

'Iseverything al right? Hannah squinted across the room, like she wastrying to tune out the parts of it
that worried her.

'l know them, Hannah. It'sfine." | plucked ahandful of dipsfrom the hook by the coffee machine. ‘Are
these fresh orders? Without waiting for an answer | returned to the kitchen. If they wanted to say
something to me, they were going to haveto say it. | didn't have time for their Joe Pesci impressions.

It didn't take them long to start fucking the place about again. When Hannah camein to tdl me, she
gripped the door-jamb like it was the only thing keeping her upright.

'Get him another coffee,’ | told her. 'Sponge him off and calm him down.’
'He wantsto complain.’

'Solet him.'



‘Toyou.'
| followed her out of the kitchen in time to see ablue Mondeo pull away from the kerb.
'Hey, we're sorry, man,’ Eddie said.

The other customers|ooked like the only reason they were ill here was Brian had nailed them to their
sedts.

It was an accident, Mr Wyatt,' Brian glowered.
'No problem," | said.

Hannah meanwhile had fetched a cloth, and she began to mop up the table where Brian had backed into
it. Then she kndlt and ran the cloth over the floor. Brian had agood long look at her arse.

"That'senough,’ | said.

Brian looked a melike | was the one with the problem.
Eddie played diplomat.

'Do you have ten minutes? he said.

We walked down Stoney Street, past the Clink to the river. The sky was clear, and there were pockets
of warmth wherever the sun found away through to ground level.

Eddie sad, They listened to Hamley yesterday.'

'Was | mentioned?

'Ohyes!

He hadn't wasted any time. | said, 'What's going to happen to me?

Eddie shrugged. 'Frank knows alittle bit. It's nothing Top Luck's lawyers can't chip to shit.’

'He said | knew about the money?

'He said you turned ablind eye to certain things.'

Theroad led under Cannon Street railway bridge and dewed right, to meet the embankment. The
Thameswas il black and gelid, like it had bubbled up from an ice cave. A Japanese family were
hesitating outside the Anchor, intimidated by the pub's authentic interior: awarren of gloomy snugs.
The pub is set back from theriver. Trading In The British Tradition', runs the sign above the door; sadly,
it doesn't say what it'strading it in for. There's araised, paved seating areallooking over theriver, and
sometimes on summer evenings| sat out there, watching St Paul's mellow out in the dying light, while

around me the Germans and Japanese tucked into ‘Good 'Ole Fish & Chips and 'Dr Boswell's Lamb &
Mint Pie. | picked usatablein the shadow of therail bridge.



| indgsted on going in and buying; that way Eddie wouldn't be there to see me pouring one double into
another. A thin stream of Cokefiled off the pungency of the rum. While Brian and Eddie'slagerswere
pouring, | drank off afinger's-worth and added someice.

'Mum wants your help,’ said Eddie, when | got back.

'Oh yes?

Money. Great name, scary woman. | liked her, as much as you can like someone you don't trust.

'She wants you to come round for dinner.’

'l can't seewhat use| can beto her,' | said.

'Don't worry about that,' said Eddie. "Think what use she can beto you.'

| thought about Jmmy Y au's promisesto me, and | thought about Macaw. | thought about Frank Hamley
in Hong Kong, telling tales.

'l try and makeit,' | said. Thingsare busy right now.'

'She's doing ed's and bitter melon,’ said Eddie. Like thiswould tempt me.
| wondered if their Sister would be there. 'When? | said.

‘Next Thursday.'

| shook my head.

'Y ou can maketimefor it,' Brian said.

It'sJugtin's birthday,' | told him.

Brian blinked, like, So what? But Eddiewas al heart. 'Hey, man, we didn't know. How old ishe,
anyway?

We walked back to the cafe. | thought they were just going to get back in their car, but Brian whispered
something in his brother's ear, and after ashort conference, conducted out of my hearing, they followed
mein.

There was aqueue waiting to pay stretching dmost to the glass partition, and Hannah had given thetill a
nervous breakdown. Eddie and Brian waited patiently while | sorted her out and helped her get through
the line. When the counter was free, Eddie and Brian came and leant there. Eddie with me, Brian with
Hannah: he had drillsfor eyes. Hannah couldn't meet his stare. She turned her back on him and started
wiping down the juicer. He watched her backside.

'I'll get mum to suggest another night, then.'

'Sure,' | told Eddie. 'Right.’



'My nameis Brian,' said Brian, gartling us both. Eddie watched his brother. 'We'rein film,' Brian said.

The object of Brian's affections ducked down out of sight and changed the CD in the machine. And
changed it again. It was agood machine - aNabeshima- and it had lots of buttons...

Brian knew when he was being snubbed. He shoved hisfistsin the pockets of hisjeans and tried to act
casud.

Eddie sighed. 'Good to see you, Adam," he said.
‘Likewise!

Eddie led his brother out of the cafe. At the doorway he turned. 'Hey, Adam' He held up something small
and shiny. Oblique sunlight cast strange, intagliated shadows over his scarred arm. 'Catch.’ He threw it to
me. | snatched at it and missed. It ricocheted painfully off my thumb and bounced acrossthe floor. It was
the bal from the football table.

Eddie grinned. 'Too much Coca-Cola, mate," he said.

4.

| was dready haf-way up Hemingford Road before | remembered that tonight was Evas dinner party.
AngdicaLoh and her husband had dready arrived, drinking brandy from Evas best glasses. They |
could cope with; they were the least pretentious of Eva's Hong Kong friends. Loh Han-Wah wasa
patents lawyer with run-down officesin the City. Angelicahad resigned from her stylist'sjob at Elle
Decoration to look after their second baby and was well into her second year of domestic contentment.
They had left Hong Kong in 1995, eighteen months before we did, and had been good to us when we
first arrived. The others, who arrived in dribs and drabs over the following hour, were people | could
have lived without - women who spent their lives giving each other dinner partiesto help out various
fashionable charities.

How they'd rolled up in London | was never too sure; the Handover hadn't triggered the exodus some
British newspapers had expected, and most of the colony's smart money had stayed put. Maybe their
stockbroker husbands had caught wind of the depression soon to sweep over East Asia. Princesses from
mansions overlooking Shek O, they had emigrated en masseto Little Venice and the King's Road,
acquiring, after acouple of British winters, thelost and ludicrous aspect of exotic birds shivering their
livesaway inamunicipa zoo.

Thisevening Eva- ever ready to bind hersdf to the rack of socid disappointment - had invited them over
for supper in our tiny, petit-bourgeois kitchen.

While Evapoured brandy in the living room for David Kwok, the art degler, and Flora Chau and Brenda
Lal, Loh Han-Wah followed me downgtairs to the kitchen and helped me st the table. His eyes twinkled
behind round wire-framed spectacles as we worked. 'What's for dinner Adam?

'I'veno idea, | admitted, my mind still occupied with the day's disastrous trade at the cafZ. 'Here, welll



need an extra spoon, apparently.’

'Ah," he said. Heliked me, but my reputation made him uneasy. He aways seemed to be about to make
some devastating witticism, but he never did.

‘Busnessgoing wdll? | asked. A client of hiswas contesting rightsto aminidisc format. Hisfirm and the
suits from Nabeshima had been head-to-head for months.

'l think we're ready to settle!

'Shall we come down? Thisfrom Eva, peering a usfrom over the banister.
Loh smiled vagudly at her. His glasses, reflecting the hob light, hid hiseyes.
'Sure,' | said.

'Darling, you're dways so enterprising,’ said David Kwok. Kwok ran an off-Bond Street gallery of
antique orienta fabrics, prints, and what the decoration magazines cdl ‘artefacts. 1t was dl unbdievably
nasty stuff. Since shifting operations from Hong Kong's Hollywood Road to L ondon's West End he hed
begun to fancy himsdf as a connoisseur, which for him meant adding a nought to everything and
screaming abuse at the poor sods at Phillips whenever a piece didn't make its reserve. "And how long has
it been open? Hetented hisfingersin front of his mouth, waiting for the response. His hands, smooth and
plump as achild's, dways unnerved me.

'Eighteen months,’ Evatold us. 'The returns are excellent, especialy with al the work that'sgoing onin
Greenwich.'

The trouble with Evawas, she had to talk everything up. She had to compete. Our cafe wasn't anywhere
near Greenwich - the Millennium Dome was two whole bendsin theriver further east - it wasin
Southwark. When the new Tate opened at Millbank, then we'd have more trade than we could cope
with. But we'd spent the past e ghteen months serving sandwiches to road builders, and olives and
focacciato ahandful of corporate refugees from Sea Containers House. It was adow business but a
promising one. In fact the redlity of it was much more exciting than al her nonsense about the killing we
were making but weren't.

But oh no, Eva had to compete. ‘It'sabit of fun,' she said, with a casualness any fool could have seen
through. 'Just while Adam gets started again.’

| stared at her. Brendaand Flora exchanged glances. Loh fixed me with his speculative amile.

"That's S0 good,” hiswife, Angelica, enthused. Shelaid her perfectly manicured hand on Evaswrid. ‘It'sa
great idea.’ Shewas adreadful Polly-Anna, but she knew how to keep potentidly acid eveningslike this
bright and bubbling; | was grateful.

'Red, anyone? | said - my own attempt at socid lubrication. Very suave. Very urbane. Everyone here
knew I'd not be 'starting again’ any time soon. How could I, given the cloud surrounding my departure?

Againg dl evidence, | had given Top Luck aclean bill of hedth. If now the enquiry did not think | was
culpable, it was only because my subsequent performance provided me with adismd kind of dibi. |
spent alot of time between '92 and '97 on sick leave. Dreadful, shrieking scomach pains, like taons,



shredding my insides, had mein and out of clinicsfor months. The doctors couldn't find anything. And the
rum smdl in my skin and hair, the long lunch-hour, the tie askew and the three day-old shirt gave
personnel more straightforward reasons for my poor results.

'And how areyou, Adam? said Angdlica, treating melike an invaid asusual. 'How arewe? I'd
half-expected her to say - though | saw her difficulty. The codsup | had made of Hong Kong was hardly
for the dinner-table. If it hadn't been for the Handover, | wouldn't have lasted the year. Asfor another
appointment - well, word travelsfast in thisbusiness.

Easer, then, to make out that I'd suffered a misfortune, abreakdown, ME - something for which | could
not be held culpable. 'Oh, keeping busy,' | said, in my best duffer-pottering-about-the-garden manner.
‘Evakegpsmeintrim.’

David Kwok laughed adirty laugh. Eva coloured up.

'And you, David," | said, feeling the heat of the second bottle of merlot risein my throat. 'Flogged any
treasures recently?

Nobody else missed my tone - Loh's spectacles were flashing like there were LEDs built into the rims -
but David Kwok wastoo fat and too happy with himsdlf ever to notice ahit from me. 'Y ou must come,’
he went on, explaining about hislatest venture, afine arts gallery in Dering Street. 'It's next to Anthony
D'Offay.'

He had new pieces arriving from mainland Chinaevery couple of months. How he got away withit |
could never figure. Mogt of it belonged in amuseum, which is probably whereit originated. David Kwok
was going up in theworld. Thefirg timel met him he was churning out fake Alexander McQueen for
Stanley Market.

The phonerang. | stood up. David, bless him, decided he still wasn't getting enough attention, and got to
the phone before me. 'Wai?

| took the recaiver off him. He winced and shook hishand, like I'd hurt him. Asif.
'‘Adam?

s
It'sMoney.'

| swallowed. 'Uh-huh.' | couldn't have been put more off my stride if she'd turned up at the door.
'Did Eddie behave himsdlf today?

| glanced round at the dining table. Everyone was looking at me. 'Yes,' | said.

"Y ou know how those two are." She made them sound like a couple of feisty dogs.

'Yes,' | sad.

'I forgot it was Justin's birthday, I'm so sorry.'



That'sfine,' | said, asneutrally as| could.

Shetwigged at last that something was wrong. 'Have | caught you at an awkward moment?

'Weve got some friends round.’

'Whoisit? said Eva.

'It'sawoman, Eva,' said David Kwok. As though women were an exotic breed of deer. A well-spoken
woman.' Heturned to look a me over his shoulder, al coquettish. | haf expected him to flutter his
gyelashes. 'Very myserious.

'Would you like meto call back? said Money.

'No, no. Let metakeit upstairs. Stay on theline, yes?

Evawanted meto tell her who it was, but David was prancing around like afairy, distracting usall. 'So
sorry," hewas saying, 'l hear abdll, | answer itjust like Paviov'sdog.’

| ran up to the living room, where Boots was flopped disconsolately on the sofa. He stood up and shook
himself, expecting some attention. | ignored him, and took the stairsto the bedroom two at atime. But
Bootswastoo fast for me: as | opened the bedroom door he muscled in past me and jumped onto the
bed. | had to tusde with him to get to the phone. | snapped up the aeria. 'MrsYau? | sat down on the
edge of the bed and held Boots at bay by hisflea collar. He licked my hand.

'Eddietdls meyou have alovely cafe’ Money said.

God knows where that came from. | could hardly imagine Eddie saying, ‘Guess what, Mother, Adam
Wyatt and hiswiferun thislovdy cafe...

‘Thank you," | said.

'Look, Adam, | redlise you're busy but we redly ought to meet up. | haven't seen you since immy...
How does next Friday suit you?

I'll haveto ask Eva,' | said.

I'm not inviting Eva'

Thiswas more the woman | remembered; | almost smiled.

'Frankly, | don't think she'd be too delighted to know | was seeing you.'
'Do you haveto tdl your wife everything?

| stayed silent - the telephonic equivaent of ashrug.

'l don't suppose for a second you've told her about Frank Hamley.'



Boots |egpt on the bed and nuzzled the phone. | clouted him and he fell off the mattress.
'‘Adam?

I'm here!'

'Friday, then," she said.

'Friday | work at the cafe.’

'Wednesday?

'l don't think so.'

'Y ou might want to have aread of today's Post before you put me off dtogether.’
| swallowed.

'‘Adam?

'What's happened?

'Frank was knocked down by a hit-and-run crossing Queensway.'

| felt asthough | werefaling.

'He was dueto give further evidence. They don't think helll regain consciousness.'
'What are you saying?

‘The inquiry isgoing to be looking for anew witness!’

'Y ou know | wouldn't cooperate.’

'l know," Money said. '‘But I'm not the one who ran over Frank's head.’

| got downstairs again to find things warming up pleasantly. Angdlicaand Loh Han-Wah were holding
hands, listening to afunny story of Eva's. David Kwok had drunk himsdlf silent and Brendaand Flora
were bullying him into making alibera gesture for some charity or other. Hardly anyone noticed when |
took my sest.

‘But you musgt,' Horainssted. David blinked. 'It'll bring so many interesting peopleto your new galery -'

Loh's laughter drowned out Floras third-degree. Eva, pleased with her story, leaned over to me. 'Who
wasit? shesad.



‘Some old friends," | said, off the top of my head.
'Who?

'Mikeand Ylwa,' | said. They were old acquaintances of mine from Hong Kong. Still there, for dl |
knew.

'Really? Evalooked like she wanted dl sorts of gossip, so | set about clearing the table of empty bottles.
'More wine, anyone?

Floraand Brendawanted David Kwok to auction something for aregional operacompany they fancied.
'Something smdll," FHlora suggested. 'Something jade.’

They dl |eft early, off to mangonsin Barnes and mill-housesin quaint little villages served by the M4. Eva
washed up. | dried.

‘Even when you grill it, it just falls gpart,’ Evacomplained. ‘Let'snot do it again.’

She had cooked afavourite of hersthis evening - talapiawith a peach salsa. Sheld lifted it from acopy of
House & Garden.

It wasddlicious, | said, and meant it.
"It looked like we'd scraped it off the grill.”
'Nobody cares about that.'

But Eva cared. Nothing, apparently, had been quite right. "We should just have plonked abowl of fruit
on thetable,' she said, demolishing each stage of her perfectly nicemed inturn.

"Youliketirami su.'

'It was too wet,' she said.

| et it go. It wasn't the food was upsetting her, it was the people, and the games they played.
Therewas athird of abottle of red still on thetable, but | resisted and screwed the cork in.
Evasnapped off her rubber gloves. 'Let'sleavethis!

Il finish.

'No. Cometo bed.’

| followed her up.

In the bedroom, she took off her earrings and heeled her way out of her shoes. Boots bounded up the

gairs. Eva swung the door shut on him and after a couple of minutes whining and scrabbling, he got the
message and thumped back down the sairs.



| watched her undress. It had been along while since we had been thisintimate with each other. Her
body surprised me. Theway it had thickened. Was her period due? | had no idea. She dipped into bed.

| finished undressing and got in beside her. The sheets smelled of dog.

She reached for me. Her hands touched my hands. Fumbling, | took hold of her. Sherolled onto her
front, moving closer. | laid my hand like adead thing on her back. The knobs of her spine made aridged

lineagang my pam.
"Thanksfor tonight, she said.
'I'm sorry | got abit pissed.’
‘Didyou?

| yawned. | couldn't helpit.
'What did they haveto say?
'Who?

'Mikeand Ylwa'

I'd had time, by now, to get my story straight. ‘It wasasocia cdl,’ | said. They're coming to Londonin
about amonth.’

"It was nice of them to look us up.' She smiled, the way she used to. 'Don't you think it's nice?
'Yeah,' | said, resisting another yawn.

Shetouched my cheek. 'Seep tight.’

| closed my eyes. Relief flooded me. | couldn't lieto her any more - not tonight.

| lay there aminute, forcing my shouldersto untense. | thought she was going to turn off the light, but
nothing happened. | opened my eyes. She waslooking a me. "What are those marks on your neck?

| rubbed at them, hiding them; | turned the other way. 'Just muck, | suppose. | should have had a shower
when| camein.

She believed me. Because | wasagood liar. Because it was easier.

Sheturned out the light.



Money Y au lived in one of those huge Georgian piles overlooking Blackhegth. | had the taxi drop me at
the bottom of Eliot Hill, and waked the last haf mile from Lewisham. The streetlightsfell away at the
edge of the scrubland, and the roads that criss-crossed the darkness were barely wide enough for the
BMWsand Volvosthat frequented them. In place of road markings were lines of fussy white stakes,
everywhere chipped and scraped after one too many private parties at the V& A, one too many bottles of
riojaat Zinc.

Jmmy Y au bought the place, thinking to retire here come the Hnadover. He never lived to enjoy it. Hed
have been the only householder on Wat Tyler Road who didn't belong to the Chelsea Arts Club. What
he had seen in the place | had no idea, unlessit was an ancestra preference for high ground. | imagined
him, in furs and lesther helmet, defending his hilltop paisade. It wasthe only picture | had of him that ever
seemed to sum him up.

The gate was open when | arrived. | caught aglimpse of white walls, eegant high windows, honeysuckle

- the security light flashed on the moment | stepped on the gravel. | sumbled through a halogen glare and
took shelter in the porch. They must have noticed the light go on inside because the front door was

dready gar.

'‘Adam.’

| was gill dazzled, and the light from the hall was streaming out past the girl who stood there. All 1 could
seewas her slhouette.

'Remember me? she said. There was an edge to her voice; she had expected more from me than this
rabbit-in-the-headlights gawp.

'Zoe,' | said, stupidly.

Shewas at least astall as her father. Much taller than Brian and Eddie. | wondered if they envied her that
- her physical smilarity to their father.

'‘Comeonin.

'l hoped you'd be here,' | said, stepping past her. Her hair smelled sweet and androgynous - CK One, |
told mysdlf, though | knew well enough that startling scent. | watched as she shut the door.

She was wearing a georgette dip dress sheer enough that | could follow her long, too-dender legs past
the beaded hem. Her Miu-Miu sandals were so wafer-thin, the straps so wire-tight, they had to be some
kind of NASA by-product.

'Mother'sin the kitchen gtill. Would you like adrink? The pearl studsin her ears picked up and
accentuated her eerie, blind-seeming grey eyes. Her teenage gawkiness was gone, but she had filled out
hardly at al. Her breasts weretiny, pointed nubs against the grey slk. She looked more than ever likea
haf-sarved Siamese,

| followed her into theliving room.

'Do you il drink rum? she said; she was watching mein the mirror above the drinks cabinet.

'White, if you haveit.'



‘Bacardi?

My mate Ron. 'Why not?

Her eyes didn't leave me once.

| sat down uninvited on the sofaand stared into thefire. 'l| noticed theré'safilm on tonight. One of Brian
and Eddi€'s." It was one of those gas contraptions, the flames too blue at their heart to be convincing. 'l
think | remember it. What'sit called?

'Full Auto Angdl,' she said.

'l set my video.'

'l thought you couldn't watch them.’

'Well,' | said.

‘There." She sat on the seat next to mine, Spping from aglassthat was clear and ice-filled, like mine.
How old was she now? Twenty. Twenty-one. Her arms were smooth and unblemished. | thought about
Brian and Eddie. | wondered where her scars were.

'How'sEva? she said.

'Fine'

'Eddie said your cafes nice." She drew her nailsthrough her hair, drawing it from her ear, showing off her
smooth, freshly shaved arm-pit.

| looked away. 'l guessit'swhat | need right now,' | said, and strained the rum out of theice. As soon as
| swalowed | knew it was amistake. Everything went rubber: my neck, my gut. | closed my eyes,
fighting a sudden nausea. Deep inside, the diensflexed, multiple ebows drumming a my chest wal as
they sucked the clear hot goodness from my intestines.

‘And ugtin?

‘Justin'swell,' | said, when | could.

'Whereis he now?

‘A school in Kent.'

| tried breathing, and decided it was good.

'Knox Lodge,' | said. 'It'saspecia school. New.'

'l missed you at the service!'

I wasn't invited.'



"Would you have come?

Jmmy Y au was dways getting in the way of Zoe and me. Dezath itself had not stopped him.
'Dad liked you alot,’ she said. Shelooked &t the fire. She drank her drink. 'Do you misshim?
| didn't know what to say.

She put her glass down with athunk on the coffee table. 'Nobody € se does,' she said.

'I'm sure that's not true.'

‘Mother'sangry with him.'

‘That's not so unusud -

'Granddad's lost hismind. Brian and Eddie, wdll, they wouldn't show fedling if you chopped them into
little piecesin front of each other.’

| dared asmall amile.

Zoe watched me. Asusud, she was hungry for something.

I misshim," | said. 'In someways I'm not sorry about what happened. | took alot of damage, knowing
him.

'‘Adam?

| turned in my seet. Drops of split rum chilled my thigh.

'l hope you set your video." Money Y au had aged alot in the two years Sncewed last met. The
whiteness of her hair | had expected; but not the way her face had sunken in. 'I'm so glad we've done this
a last,' shesad.

'‘Money.' | stood up. 'lt's good to see you.'

Her eyes, which had aways seemed so mild and reticent, alone ill held the spark of life. And her voice -
that too remained poised and youthful. The overdl effect was of avitd and indomitable woman looking
and speaking through a grotesque paper mask. '‘Come through to the dining room," she said. 'Everything's
St

Eddie and Brian were carrying dishesin from the kitchen. Eddie grinned his not-quite-friendly grin and
asked me how | was doing. Brian, distracted by my arriva, lost the plot and began orbiting the table,
anxioudy sniffing the food on each plate. Obvioudy this med was something he found profoundly
unconvincing - acharade he might yet penetrate, given brains enough and time.

Either Eddie had been having alittle joke with me, or Money had changed her mind about serving edls.
Crispy duck wasfollowed by red mullet in ahot ginger sauce, adish of bitter melon, and asalad of
cucumber and beansprouts and about half aton of sdlt. I'd forgotten how much of ataste I'd acquired for



the Hong Kong style: | ate so fast | hardly spoke. Plus, | wastrying to soak up Zo€e's too-generous glass
of rum. My insdes were okay but my head il fdt like it was bobbing about near the ceiling rose. When
| swalowed it lashed about at the end of my rubber umbilical neck.

It'squite an early one, Money said/ 'Ian't it, Eddie?

'Y eah,’ said Eddie, poking experimentdly at his mobile phone.

'My husband did the choreography.’

It had always puzzled me, the smple pride Money took in talking up hher sons films. Asthough she
didn't know full well where they came from, or what they had involved. | wondered what the
commissioning editor at Channd 4 would think - some slk-tie innocent, scoffing posh school dinnersin
the Union - were he suddenly to be confronted by Eddie's smile, Brian's drowned eyes, their arms, their
burned and shredded backs.

| tried to get her to talk about Jmmy, | suppose to show Zoel cared.

'Privacy came naturally to immy,' Money said. 'It's very hard, now that he's gone, to know what to do
for the best.

'Zoetellsme hisfather doesn't understand what happened.’
"Zhenshu's senile, she said, flatly, refusing my easy sympathy. There were other things on her mind.

'Mogt of these are businesses I've never heard of. I'm beginning to think some of these so-cdled
managers are taking mefor aride.!’

| nodded and grunted, my mouth full of rice scented with lotusflowers. | fet awkward, listening to
Money's business problems when her children were in the room. Not that Brian or Eddie were paying
any atention. Some communication was taking place between them, some wordless, piquant traffic. They
seemed to gtir and turn their heads and move their hands in unison, as though this unlooked-for and
unprecedented screening had triggered old routinesin them.

"The tax office sent me another reminder.’

| dragged my attention back to Money. She was till on about her financia worries.

'l know they're going to fine me but it'sthe interest they charge that frightens me.”

A whole case of rum couldn't have made that evening any more surredl than it already was. Each year
organised crime launders about twenty billion US dollars through Hong Kong; not alittle of it passed
through Jmmy Y au's hands at one time or another. And here was hiswidow, worrying over her annua

tax return.

Thefirgt, stylophoned bars of FYr Elise burst from Eddi€'s jean-jacket. He took out his mobile and
thumbed it. 'Hello?

'Edward, turn that thing off.’



'Seb?Right -

Ed -

‘Cool.’

'Edward, we're eating.'

Smoothly, Eddie got up from the table and walked to the window, phone still pressed to hisear. 'Eleven
thirty, mate. Y eah. Kickin'. Rice grainsfedl from the lgp of hislinen trousers.

Everything was 'cool’ with him. 'Big/, or, even ‘wicked'. Things were 'happening’ with him. Hislaughter
was clipped, anxious, and coke-fuelled. Brian, meanwhile, sat watching his younger, smarter brother -
the grub who had usurped him - with eyesflat and impenetrable as stedl plate.

't takes me the whole of every morning, just replying to officia enquiries about the estate,’ Money
complained.

| couldn't work out what she wanted from me. She wasn't so naive: her anxiety over such routine matters
had to be part of some strategy. But what was she angling for? | gave her the calm-down speech I'd used
on tax evasion sugpects: your tax man isyour friend and your confessor, with good will al can be
redeemed, and so on.

Brian meanwhile had turned his attention back on hisfood. He prised a chopstick into the poached eye
of hisfish and used it to snap the bony plate over the gill.

‘Brian. Stop it
Brian stared his mother down.

'So, Adam,’ she said, fingersfluttering at her throat. Brian unnerved her - there was too much of hisfather
inthat dead stare of his. 'How long can an apped like that drag on?

Eddie laughed. 'Yes, mate. Yes. Hell, mate, yes. Hdll, yes. YES! Yes mate.’
The skull cameto pieces under Brian's chopstick. He mushed the cream insdefish'stiny brain pan.
"Thirty, forty minutes, mate,' said Eddie. 'Yes. Yes" He thumbed off his mobile. 'Fucker, he said.

He came back to the table and clapped Brian on the shoulder. Brian stood up and followed his brother
out of the room.

Money said nothing, just let them go. Was she intimidated, or just fed up? Her face was too loose and
sunken to read.

The front door banged shuit.
'Well,' shesighed, 'let'sall have adrink.' She said it as though she'd just put two toddlersto bed. Not

intimidated, then - and | had the sense that her flighty-and-no-good-with-numbers routine hadn't been
meant for meat al, but for them.



She led us back into the living room. "What'll you have, Adam?
I'd eaten well, so | risked awhisky and soda. Zoe went to the sideboard and made three.
'l was hoping you could come visit me sometimes, said Money, 'and hep mewith dl this!

It would be worth investing in some professiona advice,' | said. Zoe handed meaglass. | sipped. It was
practically nest. 'l can't seethat I'd be much use!’

Zoe sat on the sofa beside her mother and set down their glasses. Theliquid inside them was pae, the
sodawater fizzing furioudy. | Spped again from mine. Therewas barely ahint of gas. Was Zoetrying to
get me drunk?

'Of course,’ said Money, "Zoe does what she can to help.’

Zoe shrugged.

'Y ou know she deferred ayear at college? To hep me. Money smiled at her daughter. 'But | was never
agood listener, was 1?7

Zoereturned her mother's secret smile. Had they had arow? Were they making up?

‘Likel sad, professond help will be chegper inthelong run.’

‘But complicated.’

'How s07?

'‘Adam,’ said Money. 'l want you to do me afavour. | want you to ded with immy's affairs.’
| stared &t her.

'Zoe stayed hometo help, but I'd sooner she used the year to relax. It's been adifficult time for usal,
and she deservesthetime for hersdlf.

'l don't think -

'l want her to travel, to enjoy herself.’

'Another drink? Zoe said. | looked at my glass. It was empty.

‘JImmy's affars weren't dways very clear, Money admitted. 'l don't want her getting into trouble.’

Sheldd rather | did. Wdll, | could hardly blame her for that. | wouldn't want my child associated with



Jmmy Yau's'unclear affairs, either.
'What about Eddie? | said, angling for an easy out.

Money snorted. 'l need help, not stunts." Her contempt for her son was appalling. She had a crudeness
that had been bred out of Evasfriends, though they al came from the same stock.

'I'm sure he could do agood job," | said, 'given the chance.’

Zoe st down my glass. There wasn't the faintest hint of sodain it. She knew my weakness. She wanted
her mother to know it, too, for some reason.

Still, itwasmy out, 0| took it; | drained the glassin one. The diensin my chest spasmed and thrashed.
'l cant helpyou,' | said. 'For onething, I've adready got ajob.’

Money laughed. Y ou surely don't mean the cafe.’

'Evasrdyingonme,' | sad.

For another thing, | was breathing fire into her face. Sweat had broken on my forehead, that had nothing
to do with the gasfire. Even | could smdll it. Whisky, Wray & Nephew, last night'swine and God knows
what else. Sheredlly should have taken the hint.

'Would you like another? said Zoe, reinforcing the obvious point.

'Leave him done,’ Money said.

None of us said very much for awhile. We had moved into new territory. Black water. The deep dead
seawhere dedlsrise like foam off thetip of an oar - and last about aslong. Thereis nothing so

evanescent as organised crime.

'l want you to tidy up Jmmy'saffairs, Money said. Turn as much asyou can into legitimate interests.
Liquidate therest.’

Theenormity of it misfooted me. | struggled not to laugh.
'Isthat so unreasonable arequest?

| turned to Zoe. The kid who thought she could show me up with acouple of shots of Glenlivet. 'Isthis
what you've been up to, Zoe? It wastoo absurd. 'Taking apart atriad?

She sighed. 'We contral fifty money-changersin the Hong K ong-Kowloon region. Four money
transmitters, a securities broker, two remittance corporations. Dad shut down Miami operationsin '95,
once FiNCEN got wind of our Mexican giro house investments, and converted them to roubles. Thirty
billion, dl ready to plough into St Petersburg, only the Florence DIA arrested dad's co-investor. He
managed to divert about haf our moneysinto arranging exports of Kazakhstani mercury. The money we
get now from the mining companiesin Brazil we trade for cocainein Columbiaand changethat for Itdian
goldin Sovakia'

| stared at her.



'We are not afucking triad.’ Sherefilled my glass.

| looked at Money. Shewas serious. | looked at Zoe - her hungry eyes.
They were mongers.

'Y ou want to demolish dl that?

"Top Luck'sjust the weakest, thefirst to go,” Money sighed. 'But without Immy, everything e se will
come gpatintime.

Zoe explained. "When we launder money from Shenzhen, we take eighty percent. The market rateisonly
sixty, so why do our clients keep coming back to us? Last year we exported a consignment of caesum to
Korea, and they inssted on paying us for red mercury. That'striple our expected profit and we - '

'l don't want to know this,' | said.

They tried again.

| stood up. 'l don't want to know.'

We're sitting on atime bomb, Adam - '

'It had nothing to do with me.’

'No," Money agreed, coldly. 'But Top Luck has.'

Sowly, clumsly, | sat down. My hand was shaking so much, Zoe had to take the glass off me before she
couldfill it.

Money cocked her head on one side, examining me. 'How did you think you were keeping the enquiry at
bay? Persona charm?

‘Jmmy said -
‘Jmmy protected Frank Hamley, too.'
| tried picking up my drink. The rug was old but fuck it, | thought, whisky won't gainiit. I wiped my chin.

'I'm the one protecting you now," Money said. I'm al that's standing between you and the inquiry. For the
moment, you're safe. But it's only ameatter of time before my bluff iscdled. Look a Hamley.'

| looked at Zoe ingtead. She was studying theice in the bottom of her glass. It had been Money'sideato
get medrunk. That'swhy Zoewas till here. Money was using her daughter to soften me up.

| thought about what would happen if | said yesto them. The work they would have me do. Theliesl
would haveto tell Eva The doublelife | would lead. Zogsthin arms, her blind, hungry doll eyes. The
androgynous scent of her skin, like aperfume.



| thought about what would happen if | said no. About Hong Kong, about testifying at the inquiry, about
what | would say. | thought about Jmmy's colleagues, clinging to the wreckage of their fractured empire,
watching me from the gdlery, watching me on TV, reading about mein the papers and on the internet,
waiting for the moment when the gweilo starts to squedl.

Or rather, not waiting. What load does it take to crack open a skull’? Does the speed of the car make a
difference? The pressure in the tyre?

'Whichisit to be? Money said.
| told her no.

Never, but never, make agrand exit. Be quigt, dignified, melt into the background, fade gently away -
then if something goes wrong you won't make aprat of yourself.

They rang me ataxi but | didn't want to linger there amoment more than | had to. | said I'd wait outside
and get some air beforetheride; | said afew other thingsaswell, and | don't think they were sorry to see
me go.

They swung the door on me and | headed down the gravel drive between rhododendrons and untidy
ornamenta firs. It wasaclear night, and cold, and the air hit the back of my throat like menthal.

The moon, afat crescent, lit my way to the gate. A partia eclipse had taken abite out of its bottom
corner; it hung there, precise and asymmetrical, like acarefully turned engine part.

| cast my mind back, trying to recal when | had last seen the stars. A summer night beside the Cam, in
my first summer vacation. Segping under anet on asmall gamereservein Zimbabwe. The night the
eectricity failed in the resort town of Buzios, during my six-month affair with KPMG Rio...

I'd got asfar asthe open gates when the security light from Hell came on again to light my way. Even
reflected off the gateposts, the glare was unbearable. | winced, shielding my dark-adapted eyes, and
tripped on something hard and unyielding.

| threw my hands out to break my fall and crashed like atree. Something big and sharp razored my pam.
| sat up, dragged in aburning breath, and held my hand up to the moonlight. There was aglass shard
there, abig one, sticking up out of arising pool of blood. Black blood filled the basin of my pam and
dribbled off.

Shock made me stupid: | pulled the shard out. | must have screamed, but no one came to the door.

| got up and saw what had tripped me. A metd plate: the gates locked into it when they were shut. |
catted. Sdivaran down my chin. | wiped it away with my good hand. It smelled of spiritsand fish and
soy sauce. Blinking againgt the harsh light, | staggered back to the house.

| rang the bell and waited, studying the wound in the light from the glass-panelled door. Bits of shattered
glasswere dtill buried there. | could see them glittering - bright flecks. Or was it bone?

The door opened. 'Adam,’ Zoe said, then, 'Jesus.’

' fel,' | said.



'Let melook,' said Zoe. Shetook my hand in both of hers.
'What isthat? Glass?

'Can | comein?

‘Orisit grit?

'‘Come on, then,' she sighed, and led me down the hall.

There were voices coming from the kitchen. Music and screaming. Full Auto Angel through acheagp

Speaker.

The kitchen wasn't abit like the rest of the house. The red floor tiles were lifting. The table was topped
with Sckly ydlow Formica.

All I needisatissue,' | sad. 'I'll takethe cab to casudty.'

Money was clearing up after our meal. There were garlic skinsand fish-guts al over the chopping block.
'Don't beslly,' shesaid. 'Zoe, get methefirst-aid box.'

The TV sat on thetop of the fridge.

Brinwastied to atable. A girl in abikini and RayBanswaswhipping him with acar aerid. The scene
was cut to look like a specia effect.

In amoment the door would burst in under a hail of shotgun pellets. Cantonese extrasin Versace jeans
and blue sweatbands identifying them as members of the secret Order of the Paper Chrysanthemum
would gtedl in like ghodts, silence the girl with atouch, and pass through.

Brian would not appear again until the third redl, posing as awhee chair-bound cripple. Taken gpart and
resssembled, the whed chair would in Brian's hands make a primitive but impressively loud heavy
machine gun, in ascene praised by cult film critic Kim Newman for its ‘exuberant post-Besson pastiche,
and later analysed shot by shot in along behind-the-scenes exclusive in Fangoria magazine.

Zoe came back in with a Tupperware cake-box and a bottle of medicind acohol.

Money dipped the bottle over a cotton swab and cleaned the cut, then used a pair of eyebrow tweezers
to pull the bits out. | told her not to probe so deep, to let me go and get the cut seen to properly, but she
wasn't listening. | winced and tugged away. Sheleaned her wrist into mine, pinning my hand againgt the
table, and probed till deeper.

'Fuck! Shit!’



'Oh, grow up,’ she muttered, peering myopically into the tear.

Eddie wastaunting his pursuers, knocking one after the other off the top of the HSBC building in ever
more gymnastic and unlikely ways. It was like watching music. Like jazz. Likethe didogue you get
between guitars. Eddie was much fitter then.

She rummaged about in the cake box and came out with paper sachet. Shetore it open and withdrew a
bright, scythe-shaped needle. Now | wasredlly in trouble. 'I'd rather -

'Oh Adam,' she said, losing patience with me, 'l do thisdl the time for the boys.’

Thegirl inthebikini had revived and was being comforted by her faithful, somewhat boyish femae
companion.

| thought about Brian and Eddie - their scarred arms.

"The scrapsthey get into, if | hadn't learned how by now we'd never be out of Casualty.’
‘Butmy pam-"'

'Put your hand on the table.’

‘Cab'shere,’ said Zoe, leaning in.

‘Tl himwell beafew minutes!

T

'Oh for God's sake Adam keep il

| swallowed. 'Isthat proper surgical thread?

'For heaven's sake,' she sighed. She pressed the needlein.

'Chrigt!"

'What now?

'You can't just pokeitinlikethat.'

'Why not?

‘Because it hurts, you stupid bitch. It hurts, damniit.’

She blinked at me. 'Brian and Eddie don't carry on likethis,' she said.

'Here," said Zoe, coming in again. She handed me aglass. It was so full the rum dribbled off my fingers.

'What? she said, meeting my eyeswith her hungry, Siamese amile.



‘Now. Adam,’ said Money, 'hold still.

Zoe hunkered down beside me and did her arm round my shoulders. | looked away, at her hand. The
long bones of her fingers, her ddlicate wrigt, the blue tracery under her skin. | smelled her again.

Money's needle went in, and out, and in.

Theletter came lunchtime the following day, franked Hong Kong, with agovernment ssamp. Eva saw.
'Aren't you going to open it? she said.

It wasthin - asingle sheet. A friendly one-liner from aformer colleague? A forma summonson ICAC
letterhead? Would it make any difference, which it was? | crammed it unopened into the inside pocket of
my jacket, drew the jacket off the chair and dipped it on, one-handed. 'Let's get going,' | said.

"You can't drivein that sate.’ Eva pulled the plug out of the sink and snapped free of her rubber gloves.
Weéd just esten alate lunch, and planned to get to Knox Lodge by 4.30. "Why won't you listen? Well
have an accident.’

"Tell youwhat," | said, kicking the kitchen door open. The warped wood grated sickeningly on the stone
step. 'Y ou keep rehearsing that idea - seeif you can make it happen.’

There was anarrow |eaf-sodden path connecting the basement area to the garage. She followed me out
in her dippers.

'‘Adam, | am redly not that interested in your fragileego, | am -

I'mdriving,’ | said. | unlocked the garage door and pulled it up on itsrollers with my good hand. |
glanced at her, ready for the next round, but she had gone back inside.

The garage was on the same leve as the kitchen, which wasto say seven foot below the road. The drive
was absurdly steep - there were steps set into one side because you couldn't walk the dope without
them. In winter sometimes the whole thing became an ice-ramp. When we were visiting Justin once, the
AA had to winch us onto the road.

The Xedos needed cleaning - | tried not to rub against it as | sidled towards the driver'sdoor. | took a
moment to fuss about with the controls, adjusting wing mirrors and the seet position so | could drive
comfortably one-armed. Eva had insisted we buy an automatic and for once | was grateful. | reversed up
the steep drive and onto the Street. Evawas dready waiting on the pavement, arms folded over her
Karen Millen auit. | unclipped the door. She started to get in when | remembered Justin's birthday
present.

'l thought you had it,' she said.

'Of course | don't,' | said.



'‘Okay,' shesaid. 'I'll go and get it. Jesus.' | watched her back to the front door, noticing the stiffnessin
her shoulders, the mincing steps she took in her new boots. She let the door stand open while she went
ingde.

All thisdamage from one dy little visit to Money. | was a nervous wreck. My hand was stiffened and
useless. Evahad dressed it that morning and in the light of day the stitches |ooked frighteningly
professiond. "Where did you go? she asked me. 'Did you have to wait long?

'Didit hurt?

'Did they give you any antibiotics?

Drizzle spattered the windscreen. | thumbed the stick down one notch to turn on the wipers, and
gretched the gtitchesin my pam. | winced.

The pain became awarmth, then, asit eased, a buzzing shape - athick crescent, with an edge taken out
of one corner. It felt asif the shard was dtill there, and it reminded me of something.

'Adam.’

Evawas back dready, struggling with the PlayStation box. She had wrapped it in shiny gold paper. |
leaned over and opened the door for her. She clambered in part way and dropped the box over her seat
into the rear of the car.

'Careful,' | said, 'it'sddicate.

'Oh Adam, just -*

'What?

Shehit her lip.

| waited till she'd strapped hersdlf in. 'Eva? | wanted to say | was sorry.

‘Canwego now? shesad, tightly.

| put the car into gear. There's abutton on the stick you have to pressto take it out of reverse, and
another bolt of heat shot through my pam. Thistime | recognised the shape.

‘Therewas alunar eclipselast night,’ | said.
'l wishyou'd let medrive!

It was very pretty.'

'I'monly trying to be nice,' she said.

Wetook the A13 to the Dartford Crossing. The M25 was so unnaturaly quiet, | even got to play with
the cruise control. Since it was clear by then that | wasn't going to run us off the road, Eva cut back on



the anxious glances and sharp intakes of breath. She wasn't any more relaxed - but there were different
reasonsfor that.

Knox Lodgeliesjust outside Staplehurst, about forty minutes off the M 20. It started life as a country
house, but it's been ingtitutionalised for so long, accreting prefabs and benches and extratoilet blocks,
today it resembles any mediocre private school.

Injured pilots were trested here during the second world war; the Ministry of Defence used it asasort of
workhouse-cum-retirement home for fifty aged pen-pushers when they restructured Porton Down; in the
Seventies, young offenders went there as an dternative to Borstd. The digtrict hedlth authority rattled
about init until '92.

The rumour wasit was going to be Britain'sfirst Higashi school, especidly sincelocdl authoritieswere
refusing to help out parents paying for their kidsto go to the one in Boston.

The principa, Guy Criville, was aconvert - he had a photograph of himsalf with Dr Kitahara on the wall
behind his desk - but whatever his professiond alegiances, his school hadn't the money to run his
mentor'sfull programme. A lot of people found Crivill€s pint-sized version pretty disgppointing, but
Justin had aready been through Kitahara's Daily Life Therapy in Tokyo and it was pretty obvious by the
end that he smply wasn't up to the full programme.

If youreautistic, theworld ismeaningless.

Literdly. Meaningless. The parts of your brain that give meaningsto things don't work properly, or at dl.
That'swhy, in extreme cases, you never redlly acquire language. All you have, at best, isa serious of bird
cdls- noisesthat conform roughly to words, which you rote-learn to use in specific Stuations. Calsfor
food, cdlsfor thetoilet, calsfor Give-me-that and for Take-this-away.

Because nothing in the world makes any sense, you can't Spot the obvious patterns. Sunset, bedtime;
breskfagt, bathtime - to you it's just one damn thing after another. Y ou never know what's going to
happen next, and of courseit'sonly atiny step from that to thinking that the next thing that'll happen could
be very bad indeed.

The best you can hopefor isalittle control. A routine you can rehearse, repeat and comprehend. Lunch
at 12.05:00pm and not, under any circumstances, 12.06:35pm, because that opens awindow for the
chaosto get in. A teaof bread and butter cut always into isoscel es triangles of exactly the same size,
because a square piece once choked you, and you daren't risk it happening again.

And then, just when you think you've got thelid on things - thisiswhere the irony becomesredlly
delicious - there are other people.

Weredl born with amessage insde our heads: a piece of information so incredible, it hasto be coded in
our genes - because weld never work it out on our own. It saysto each of us- if you can believe this -
that there are other people, like us, waiting to make contact. Think about it: other people. It eventelsus
what they look like.

If you're autigtic, you can't hear the message. Without it, there is only one reasonable conclusion left for
you to draw: you are done. (The animated furniture around you wants you to join in with their
unpredictable games - and sometimes you do - but nothing on earth will convince you that thet you are
one of them.)



It was just before four thirty in the afternoon when three hat-stands entered Justin's room. They stood
there amoment, flailing and hooting, and then they Started interfering with him.

Justin's favourite carer, Francis, came and led usto his room. School was over for the day and the kids
here were left to themsalves until teaat Spm. Justin was bouncing up and down on the bed when we
camein. Hewas very beautiful. Eva's breath caught in her throat.

There was hisface, of course, but we were used to that. It's that expression of theirs. calm, untouched,
transcendent. If you let yoursdlf, you can end up believing it's not alack of something but - onthe
contrary - asurfeit, that makes them act the way they do. Popes have canonised such holy fools; there
are saintswhose lives read like case studiesin pervasive developmenta disorder.

These days, no-one'sfooled for long. The red world's the only radio show in town: dare to tune out and
you're nowhere but gone.

Francis crossed the room and extended his hand. ‘Justin,’ he said, easily, ‘come over here!'

Justin stopped bouncing. His hair, which had grown amost to his shoulders, descended in afan around
him. He shook his head, clearing it out his eyes.

It was his hair made the difference, | decided. A dark halo for afalen angdl. (Parents are entitled to their
metaphors, however trite.)

‘Judin?

He turned and looked at Francis with eerie beneficence.

Francis extended his hand. Take my hand.'

Justin gripped hisforearm.

Gently, Francis brought the hand into his.

'Remember? It'syour birthday. Remember the story? Y our birthday .

Hedidn't remember athing, so we sat down and read it dl through with him again, only thistime with Eva
there too.

The front of the scrap-book read 'My Birthday Book'. Inside there was a photographic mock-up of the
afternoon as we hoped it would go.

There were Polaroid snaps of the PlayStation game, and its modified handset with outsize buttons. There
were pictures of Evaand I; apicture of abirthday cake. Beside each picture there was a sticker with a
clock-face printed on it. Francisand | had drawn in the hands ourselves with agold pen, so Justin could
rehearse what was going to happen and when.

In Justin'sworld there was no such thing as a pleasant surprise. The previous year we took him to
Camber Sands, but it had never occurred to usto tell him that we were only going out for the day. Asfar
as he knew he was going to be stranded in this sandy wasteland for ever, never to see hishome again.



He spent the day screaming his head off, unable to tell uswhy he was so afraid.

Eva, feding excluded, got up and walked round the room. The walls were painted amuted orange - a
warm, restful colour. Justin's latest pictures were blu-tacked above the bed. A tree, ahouse, and a
picture of Francis. Y ou could tdll it was Francis because the head was dark brown. The facewasa
blank: tiny white dots for eyes, another dot for the mouth, no nose. Faces meant nothing to him, and
besides, being autistic means you look more at the edges of objectsthan at their surfaces - the same, they
say, istrue of cats.

Mobiles hung from the ceiling: planes, clowns, five-pointed stars, and some dough decorations we had
brought him last Christmas. The more glittery oneswere hung low enough for him to stir with an upraised
hand.

Evarardy visted Justin. It was her fear of him that had put him in resdentia carein thefirst place. Now
that he was older - now that he wasn't smashing light bulbs or poking hisfinger in and out of hisanus- a
more complex feeling was holding her back. Embarrassment, and an uneasy and mistaken ideathat, in
her absence, Justin and | had formed an exclusive bond.

Justin loved Eva's gold wrapping paper. While | assembled the machine he tore the sheet into confetti
and threw handfulsinto theair. | plugged the lead into the aeria socket of the TV and left Francisto sort
out thetuning. | sat on the floor and gathered the scraps up. Eva came and joined me. Justin held out his
hands. Eva poured the rubbish into his palms. He threw it straight away into the air. Evalaughed, shaking
it out of her hair.

Francisturned the PlayStation on. Sony's fanfare blasted across the room. Justin stuffed hisfingersinto
his ears and screamed.

'‘Nice one, Francis.'
'Fuck. Shit." Francis fumbled with the remote and killed the sound.
Justin rocked back and forward - an old stereotypy.

'Oh dear,' Evasighed, deflated by the sight. Justin did outgrow things, but so dowly, it was hard
sometimesto believein hisprogress.

'Hey, Judtin,' said Francis, 'show Daddy and Mummy your present?
Jugtin blinked & him.

"Y our other present?

Hedill had hisfingersin hisears

Francis extended his hand. Justin gripped hisforearm and stood up. They waked round the far sde of
the bed together.

'We got another present,’ Francis explained, as Justin disappeared under the bed.

‘A present? said Eva. 'From whom?



'l can't read the card.’

"Y our present!" Justin shouted. He turned to Eva. 'Y our birthday! Y our present!" He waved athick red
plastic cylinder over hishead. There were diamond patterns transferred onto the barrdl: white and blue
and green.

It came thismorning,’ said Francis, ushering Justin back into the centre of the room. 'Show mummy your
present.’

Justin hoofed the carpet, atemperamental fod. 'I'll get you Jews!'

'Do you want adrink? said Francis.

'l get you Jews!'

'Show mummy your present. I'll get you ajuice from the fridge.

| touched the cylinder in Justin's hand. He whipped it awvay from me.

'Was there a card? Eva asked.

Francishad it in his back pocket to show us. He handed it to Evaon hisway out to the fridge.
'I'll get you Jewd!" Justin chanted, waving the cylinder intheair.

'Soon, Jessie, soon,’ | soothed - not that "soon” meant anything to him, any more than the niceties of
"you'" and"I".

Jugtin thrust the cylinder a my face. | took it. Justin stood back and watched.
It was akaleidoscope. | held it up to my eye.

Justin clapped his hands, laughing.

It'sfrom Money,' said Eva. She crumpled the card in her figt.

| let the kaleidoscope drop from my eye. Justin pushed it back in my face; it cracked against my
cheekbone. 'Fuck.'

There.! Shethrew the card at me. ‘Look.'

| laid the kaleidoscope on the floor and flattened out the card. 'Now you are SEVEN,' it said. | opened
it. Underneath the doggerel, Money had written a message in Cantonese. 'What doesit say?

'Oh, it'sterribly nice,' Evaspat - but whatever sting hung off thetail of that remark, it wasinterrupted by
Francissreturn.



At teartime Francisled Justin off to eat with the other children. Normally Evaand | would have esten
with Guy Criville and his staff, who made a point of their hospitdity towards parents; but Criville was at
an NAS conference in Birmingham, and when Jugtin's language thergpist met usin the corridor, Evawas
full of excuses about how wed just eaten.

'We can't just ignore them,’ | complained, as she led me acrossthe lawn at the back of the main building.
'Don't you want to hear how heis?

'Don't you dare play the guilt card with me.’

| made a good show of being exasperated. Six brick stairsled us down to the sportsfield, and beyond it
- where | remembered fields, a couple of years ago - ahousing estate. 'What are we doing out here,

anyway?
'Y ou think | don't know what she'slike? Eva snapped. 'you think | don't know what she married into?
It didn't take ageniusto work out what thiswas dl about.

| thought of him, Evas luckless grandfather, looking out from hisframe on our living room wall, flushed
by thelight flooding in from Magazine Gap.

Come the Japanese occupation, it was said, Eva's granddad worked with Hong Kong's rag-tag
res stance, pying for Britain through acabd of canny pro-Allied fishing concerns. That, anyway, was the
excuse the Kempeitel had made for beheading him.

Why Jmmy's father Zhenshu should have been the one to betray Evas grandfather, no-one could ever
tell me. There were no persona or businesstiesto speak of between them. Eva's granddad owned a
fishing fleet; Zhenshu, one of ameagre handful of Chinese lecturers, taught eectrica engineering at the
University of Hong Kong. But Zhenshu's friendship with the senior officers of the Kempeitel had dready
made him anotorious figure long before any blood was spilled, and perhaps he was smply their spy.

Whatever - by the time the war was over, the rumour of Zhenshu's treachery wasrrife enough that living
any longer in Hong Kong was clearly impossible. Zhenshu met hiswife the day he arrived in Tokyo,
penniless and brandishing questionable papers. A wealthy woman by al accounts, she died in childbirth,
lessthan ayear after they met. Where her fortune went to wasn't clear, though as| later discovered while
looking through his papers, Zhenshu'slife was along and confusing cata ogue of lega wranglingsand
Quixoatic projects, and might easily have consumed a dozen such personal fortunes.

Little Jmmy grew up with hisfather in the Japanese whaing port of Abashiri. He told me about it once.
The boats. The smdll. Hisdad, living from hand to mouth, fixing short-wave radios.

Yes, | knew what Money had married into. | aso knew, better than mogt, the price she had paid. 'She's
living in aforeign country,' | said, 'and she'sjust lost her husband. Cut her some dack, love, plesse.’

'Y ou wouldn't know athreat if it grabbed you by the neck and shook you.'

‘Redlly,’ | said, conscious of the faint yellow marks under my chin.



'She knows where Judtin lives!

'So?

'Adam, think. How could she know that? She's been spying on us!'

'Oh, redlly..." Money wasn't spying on us. She didn't have to. She knew where Justin was, because | had
told her daughter, only the night before. 'She's got no reason at al to threaten us, Eva. None. She'sjust a

londy old woman.'

We got back to find Justin knedling on the bed, the kaleidoscope glued to his eye, and Francis hogging
the PlayStation.

'Y es, he should be able to manage that,’ Francis said, quickly dropping the outsize, brightly-coloured
control box. ‘Justin? Come here, your daddy wants to show you something.'

Eva, sidelined again, shot him a hurt look.

‘Justin,’ | said, ‘comelook &t this.'

Justin climbed off the bed.

'Mummy? | said, 'are you going to see, too?

Eva sat down cross-legged between me and Francis.
‘Judin!’

Jugtin came over to our friendly triangle, collided with Evaand, unable to distinguish her from the
furniture, clambered right over her into the centre,

'Oh. But - Chrigt, said Eva, fending off Justin's random, scything movements.
'Areyou okay?

'Oh, it'sterribly nice.' It was so close to her intonation - a perfect playback - | thought at first it was Eva
had spoken. But it was Justin.

‘Justin,’ said Francis, ‘come here.' He got him sat facing the screen and gave him the control box. Justin
turned it over and over under hisnose, sniffing it.

When hewas done, Francis guided hisfingers over the buttons, into thefirst level of Return of the Jedi.
'No, Jugtin, moveit likethis!

Justin dropped the control box and started flapping his hands.
'‘Comeon, Jugtin.'

'Oh, it'sterribly nice



‘No. Takeit. It'sfun.’

'Oh, it'sterribly nice!

Something was disturbing him. The sound from the TV waslow enough, it shouldn't be distressing him.
Wasit the screen - something in the repest-rate of the frames? Or had the bresk to hisusua schedule
unnerved him at lagt, in spite of al our rehearsals?

Evatried stroking hishair. He dapped down her hands.

‘Such hair," she cooed, ‘why'sit so long?

Francis caught my eye before | forgot and gave the game away. Justin'sterror of having hishair cut wasa
quite usual obsession at his stage of development. The last time the school barber was round his tantrum
lasted well into the night. I'd tried a couple of times, but | was expecting trouble, and maybe some of my
nervousness had transmitted itself to him. Justin was hypersengtive to other people's anxiety.

Saying nothing, Francis | eft the room amoment and returned with scissors and acomb. He offered them
toEva

'Oh - ' Evacrooned. 'But it's such a pity to cut your beautiful hair, isn't it? Justin flapped at her to be still.
| saw how, as she stroked him, the deeve of her dress was rubbing back and forth across hisarm, just
below the hem of his T-shirt. Evas dresswasn't aharsh material, but to Justin - it must fed like
sandpaper to him.

'Maybethisisn't thebest time,' | said, aslightly and casudly as| could manage.

Francis shot me alook to be quiet.

Evablinked puzzled, from Francisto me. 'What isit? she said.

"Try cutting hishair,' said Francis.

Evasmiled. 'Okay.'

Francis reached over to hand Evathe scissors.

Justin looked up asthey passed overhead.

He threw the control box at the screen.

‘Judin!'

He came upright suddenly, asthough jerked on the end of awire, and started prancing and hopping al
over Evaslegs.

‘Cdm down,’ Francis urged, trying to steer him away.

Justin gave ayelp of fear and batted Franciss arm out the way. Seeing a gap open up between Evaand
Francis, he bolted for freedom and flung himsdlf on his bed.



From the TV came amuffled explosion. Justin whedled round and |ooked up at the screen. 1t wasfull of
flame and spinning wreckage. Justin started banging the back of his head against the headboard. It
boomed, rebounding off the wall.

‘Justin, stop that,’ said Eva.

Justin looked at her, his mouth a perfect O, and screamed.

Eva, brooking no nonsense, went over to him, grabbed him by the arm and pulled him off the bed.
What happened then was so predictable, | could only stand there and watch it happen, asin abad
dream. Evarecoiled, blood streaming from her nose. Justin lashed out again and again. He caught her in
the chest, againin theface.

| launched mysdlf a him, snaring him, pinning hisarms at hisSdes. He screamed and bit my hair. | yelped
asit torefrom my scalp. | squeezed ashard as| could. He kept struggling. | turned us both round and
saw Evawith her face buried in her hands, blood streamed between her fingers. 'Oh fuck!" She bent
over, her head between her knees, the way she used to when morning sickness hit her unawares.

Justin, exhausted at last, gave himsdlf to my bear hug, and brokeinto anew fit of more melodic

screaming. | squeezed harder. My bad hand was on fire, the moon-shaped cut opening round the
gtitches, and | could fed blood sticking my hand to Jugtin'stowelling shirt.

Evatook her hands away from her face and stumbled out the room and down the hall. If she wanted the
bathroom she was going the wrong way.

Francis, defeated and embarrassed, picked up the scissors and comb from the floor, and started
straightening the room. He bent down at the foot of the bed and picked up the kaleidoscope.

Hetipped it upright. Shards of brightly coloured plastic fell onto the carpet. 'Shit, he said.

We must have made apicture, driving back from the school. Evas nose wouldn't stop bleeding, which
meant she couldn't drive. Not unless she wanted to be snorting and spitting blood out the window the
wholeway: hardly her style. My hand was so stiff and sore, meanwhile, | had to dow to a 10mph crawl
and steady the whed with my forearm whenever | made a sharp turn.

The driveway was a particular chalenge.

'For God's sake watch what you're doing,’ Eva cried, as the gatepost loomed up out of the darkness
towards her window.

| braked hard, to be spiteful. 'Is your nose better?
Yes!
‘Then you bloody doiit."

T will.!



'Oh don't bother," | grumbled, yanking into Reverse.
'Let meout first, Evasaid.

'l can do this, goddamnit.’

'l just want to go inside.’

| watched her to the door. She let hersdlf in and switched on the hall light. Her round-shouldered, mincing
turn as she swung the front door shut reminded me, in away her words could not, how much damage she
wastaking.

| put the car into first gear, with the little button they give you for that purpose, and did the whed around.
Thistimel got theangle.

| pushed the car into Park, got out and walked round the front of the car, rummaging through my trouser
pockets for the garage keys. Standing there, knowing that the Xedos, at the flick of a button, could roll
down and emboss me on the garage door, gave me the usua chegp thrill.

| unlocked the door and swung it up on itsweights.

The stench of dog shit assaulted meimmediately. My first thought was, | must have locked Bootsinside.
But there was no sound. The door trundled and clanged to astop. | stood aside, removing my shadow,
letting the car's headlampslight up theinterior.

It took me amoment to make sense of it.

Bootswas nailed to the wall.

10.

They had crucified him St Andrew-style. Hislegs, splayed and stretched, made arough X. His chest was
impossibly expanded, the two halves stretched apart by the unnatural extension of hisforepaws. The skin
over theribswastight like adrum. The bely, its contents drawn up under the ribcage, wastiny and
concave, likethe pictures| had seen of Sarvation victims.

The left eye wastight shut, the eye muscles puckered and creased. Thelip onthat Sdewasdrawnupina
snarl so extreme, it looked as though his cheek had been cut away. Flecks of blood on the teeth sparkled
inthe headlights.

The top two bolts were driven between the bones of Bootss forelegs, just below the paws. The paws
hung limp, at right angles; it looked, comicdly, asthough Boots was waving. Congeded blood hid the
bolt heads.

His back legs had been more difficult to fix. The bolts were only part-way into thewall, and the tissue
through which they'd been shot was broken and shapeless.



| got back inthe car. | shifted into neutral and feathered the brake, edging into the garage. Once | was
parked | engaged the handbrake, turned off the headlights, and pressed the lever that unlocked the
bonnet. | left the engineidling, so the exhaust would cover the smell.

| had |eft a crawl-space of a couple of feet between the front bumper and the rear wall, where Boots was
fastened. | edged along it and felt under the bonnet for the bonnet release. | got the bonnet up and
manoeuvred the rod into placeto hold it upright.

| kept atool chest in the corner of the garage. | emptied it out one-handed and found thetire-iron -
absurdly small, it was more like atin-opener - fishing about in the bottom. | edged back to where Boots
was hanging and wedged the iron under the first bolt. But | was one-handed and clumsy and thelip did
off the head. A bone cracked.

The kitchen door grated open.

| dropped thetireiron and came out from behind the bonnet.

Evapoked her head around the garage door. 'Have you seen Boots? she called, over the purr of the
engine.

‘No.'

'He's not in the house.!”
'Hemust be,' | said.
'He's not.'

'Well hesnot in here!’

She hesitated at the door, dl little-girl-lost. ‘What are you doing? She wrinkled her nose. 'Trying to gas
yoursdf?

'Well don't stand over the exhaust pipe,' | said.
She stepped round the side of the car.

‘No.'

'What?

"The car'sfilthy, you'll get your dress messed up.'
'What are you doing anyway?

' think a spark plug needs replacing.

‘Now?

It'sokay.'



'How can you seeto work?

'It's okay.'

'What's the matter with the light?

Shereached for the switch.

'l don't need it,’ | snapped.

'Oh well break your neck in the dark then,’ she said. 'Miserable sod.'

| waited until | heard the kitchen door dam shut.

Bootssleg was shattered, splinters of bone sticking through the skin. | bent the leg away from thewall: it
made awet, clicking sound. If | wasn't careful 1'd prise the leg away and |eave the paw bolted to the
wall.

With my good hand | fixed the tire iron under the bolt again and worked it more gently. It began grinding
inits socket. Another minute and the thread disintegrated. After that | managed to jiggle the bolt out by
hand. | looked for somewhere to wipe the blood off my fingers. Therewas an old pair of jeans| used for
painting in abag behind the toolbox. | was just fishing them out when the kitchen door opened again.

'‘Bootsie?

| heard Evascuffing about in the basement area, and arustling as she pulled aside the undergrowth of
overgrown budleia and honeysuckle. ‘Oh Boots.'

The other bolts were loose. They'd used too powerful a gun, because the cement had pulverised around
the metal. Oncethat first, difficult bolt was free, Boots was pretty much just hooked there.

| got him down, clumsily enough, trying to keep hisblood off my clothes. When hefdl hismuzzle came
open and ablack pool ran out of hismouth. | knelt down and felt insde.

Histongue was missing.

The message was pretty much unmistakable. How many more of these, | wondered, before they ran over
my head?

| cast around for the tongue in the dark. Maybe it was somewhere in that puddie of brown durry at my
feet. Either that or we were going to find it under the pillow come bedtime. Or floating in the milk carton
at breakfast. Or -

The exhaust fumes were making me nauseous so | did into the driver's seat and turned off the engine. |
took the keyswith meas| climbed out. | went round the back of the car and opened the boot. | lifted
out the plagtic liner Evahad laid there to catch crumbs and spillages. Flakes of dried icing dusted my
trousers.

| carried the liner round to the front of the car, laid it out and rolled Boots onto it. | wrapped him up and



dragged him round to the boot. | needed both handsto get him into the car. | tried not to rub the liner
across my dtitched pam, got my armsround him at last, and manhandled him into the boot.

'Areyou going to help me or not?

| dammed the boot shut so hard the car bounced.
'He's not in the house,' she said.

'Did we leave adoor unlocked?

‘No.'

| put my handsin my pockets in case she saw blood stains. | stood side on to her, and glanced down my
shirt front. It wastoo dark to see anything. "Then how can he have gone?

| followed her back into the house along the leaf-sodden path to the kitchen door. In the light from the
kitchen window | saw my shirt was clean.

In the house, there was nothing out of place. No sign, beyond the missing dog, that they had been here. |
couldn't resist looking under the pillowsin the bedroom - God knows what Evamade of that - but there
was nothing there,

| wondered how | was going to explain the holesin the garage wall.

| said, 'Did you see him when you went back for the present, this afternoon?

| left himin thekitchen.'

'Did you seehim?

She thought about it. 'No.'

'But you |eft the door open when you went back.'

‘No | didn't.’

'You did. | saw you.'

'Did 1?7

s

She thought about it. 'l went upstairs for the PlayStation. It was il in the bedroom.’

'Well,' | said, 'thereyou are, then.'

"Wl wouldn't you have seen him?

'I don't know,' | said.



She swadlowed. 'Oh, Adam..." She reached out to touch my arm. | stepped away, conscious suddenly of
the smell sticking to me; something gluey between the second and third fingers of my left hand. | shoved
my hands back in my pockets. 'l'd better get moving,' | said, and headed down the stairs to the kitchen.
Shefollowed me down. 'Where are you off to?

'Wdll if he'snot in the house I'd better go look for him, hadn't I?

I'll comewithyou.'

'Wait in the house. He hasn't been fed - helll probably be back before | am.’

'Where are you going to go?

'l just drive around awhile, seeif | canseehim.’

It needed two hands to open the kitchen door.

'‘Adam," she said, ‘wait."

'What?

"Y our hand's bleeding again.’

It doesn't matter,' | said. | gave the bottom of the door akick and it came open.

'Let medrive

'For God's sake,' | shouted, 'let me do something.’

Her smile was so gentle, something dropped inside me. 'Thanks,' she said, softly. 'If you're sure.’

| smiled back at her, because it was what she wanted, and went back to the car.

11.

My hand felt like there was awasps nest under my skin. It was so swollen, the palm so blackened, |
couldn't bear to look at it. | drove one-handed down Hemingford Road, then swung aleft and tried
heading south, but the traffic was so heavy | lost my temper and turned again too early, losng mysdf in
the mewses and plazas that fill the junction of Liverpool Road and Upper Street. When at last | found a
way through, | found mysdf on Idington Green, heading towards the Angel. | remembered the cana and
braked sharply for the left turn down Duncan Street. The driver behind neerly rear-ended me. Ashe
overtook, we wound down our windows and he called me a cunt. ‘Leather interior,’ | sneered back. It
was nice not having Evainthe car.

The Grand Union Cana runs underground through Idington, directly beneath the road | was driving



down. At the end of the street, where the tunnel ends, a small copse of mature trees hides the emerging
water. | dog-legged right and drove dowly, trying to seeinto the cutting. There were lights down there -
houseboats, moored aong the towpath from the mouth of the tunnd al the way down to the next bridge.
So that was out. After that the road veered right, awvay from the water. There wasn't any other traffic just
then so | whipped asfast as| could through afour-point turn and drove back the other way, and over
the candl. | took thefirgt right turn, hoping thisroad would follow the line of the water. The Georgian
facades moving past me were smart enough but the road might have been adirt track, theway it felt
under my wheels, dl patched and pitted, with speed bumps every few yards. | gritted my teeth, kept to a
steady 25mph, and tried not to hear Boots thumping about in the back.

| reached the junction, looked right, and there was a pub, the Narrowboat, built on the corner of the
bridge and the cutting. So that was out.

| dog-legged left again and then | redlly lost it: every street | tried turned out to be adead end until |
reached Rheidol Terrace, by which timeit felt like | was miles off course. | drove down it anyway until it
suddenly opened out, roads |leading off every place, and a church rose up ahead of me, and | findly
admitted defeat. | turned immediately right, more out of panic than anything else, and found mysdf inthe
middle of acouncil estate. The road disgppeared into the darkness, straight and uniform as a scene from
an arcade game. Every few yardsit narrowed into pedestrian crossings, but the only people | saw were
gathered around a phone-box on one of those paved dead spaces the designers call squares.

| should have turned around, but | was mesmerised by the road and the smple shapes of the buildings.
There were climbing frames and swingsin front of each block; and lawns, if you could call them that.
Someone had gone mad on the landscaping: there wasn't aflat foot of grass anywhere.

The darkness ahead of me grew. The estate ended. | couldn't make out what lay beyond. Belatedly, it
dawned on me: that unlit strip, where the road finished, could only be the candl.

The kerbs branched off here and there like ciliainto parking bays. The ground rose dightly and the road
ended at last inasmall turning circle. | found an empty bay and parked.

The road, barred to vehicles by meta posts, ended here. But the pavements met and continued over the
cana on a concrete footbridge. About eight feet upstream, a square metal duct carried power cables
over the water on aseparate bridge, topped by a cruel metd railing. The gap between the footbridge and
the duct was in shadow: neither the lights from the factory opposite nor the estate's streetlights penetrated
that strip of water. | looked around, wondering how easily | would be observed.

Thekidswere dill lingering near the telephone box, it brutally by the fluorescent light coming from the
all-night store on one side of the square: they were too far away to matter.

| opened the boot. Thein-built light came on. The plastic was smeared brown in places where Boots had
shifted about in hiswrapper, but nothing had lesked. | gathered him up, cast around quickly and,
unobserved, carried him onto the bridge.

| balanced him on therail amoment as| tried to get my bad hand out the way, but he tipped off anyway.
He plummeted into the water, leaving behind, as his epitaph, the scent of honey.

The wrapper came undone immediately. It unwrapped, agrey, shapeess bloom. Trapped air kept it
bobbing on the surface as, caught by the small, duggish current of the water, it disgppeared under the
footbridge.



| should havetied him up.

| crossed the bridge and waited for Boots to emerge. The wrapper camefirgt, the old plagtic glistening,
smeared by Streetlights. Then Boots. Hislegs were sticking up out of the water.

| should have weighted him down.

Thel€eft front paw hung at adrunken angle, where I'd broken it with the tire iron. His head was bent back
under the water, and the collar looked like a strangler's cord around his neck.

Thecallar.
I'd forgotten the collar.

All this cloak-and-dagger business and I'd forgotten the one thing that really mattered - the collar had a
brass disc clipped to it, and engraved on the disc, the word BOOTS. And our phone number.

| had to remove the collar. | had to get Boots back.

Downstream there was alarge play area, landscaped into terraces. A winding path connected the bays -
onefor swings, one for aWendy house, one for aframe; others| couldn't make out. There were no
lights, and | couldn't see the steps. They were so shalow and needless, | couldn't predict where they'd
be. Twice | sumbled.

The fence separating the playground from the towpath was only just above waist-height. There were
trees growing near the fence so scaling it wasn't a problem.

Boots wasn't much further downstream than when 1'd left him, but he'd moved further into the middle.

| cast round for something - astick, anything - to pull him into the bank. | tried breaking a branch off a
tree. The bark cracked easily enough, but the green wood within tore wetly and wouldn't give. | tried
twisting the branch and got amouthful of leaves. It wastoo heavy to twist with one hand anyway - in my
hurry 1'd snapped off about athird of the tree.

The gtriking of amatch brought me back to redlity.

Therewas aboy on the footbridge. He was Sitting astride amountain bike, lighting a cigarette. He took in
alungful of smoke, and blew it over the match. The flame guttered and died. He flicked the dead match
idly into the water.

He didn't take his eyes off me once.

| dropped the branch. The leaves, hitting the gravel, made asound like rain.

The boy tapped ash over therail.

| walked along the cand towards him. Silhouetted by streetlight, his face was unreadable. | avoided his

eyes and kept walking, under the bridge and out the other side. | heard the rhythmic clicking of his back
whedl as he rocked back and forth on the bike. As| came out from under the bridge I looked up,



nervoudy, expecting to see him there, but he wasn't. The towpath opened out for astrip of grassand
some benches, some trees: the ground was white with blackthorn blossom. | looked back again.

The bridge was empty.

The Narrowboat was barely five minutes wak upstream. | looked for away up to street level, but it
turned out | didn't need one: the pub had a narrow yard which gave onto the towpath; the door was open
and spird stairsled up to averandawith aview of Wenlock Basin.

Inside, blackboards offered 'good food', board games, and After Noah playing live on Friday night. |
ordered alarge Lamb's and used the wallphone by the bar. | lost my only small change straight off
because | didn't redise it was one of those phones you pay only when the other party answers. Which
meant getting more change from the barman and another double.

| said, 'Is he back yet?

'No. Where the hell are you?

'I've been round everywhere. Y ou sure he's not in the garden or something?

'‘Adam, | don't understand this. I'm sure he didn't get out while | was upstairs. Y ou'd have seen.’
'‘Maybel didnt.’

The jukebox kicked in.

'What's that music?

"The Champions, | think.'

'What?

"It had William Gaunt in it. Look, I'm coming home. | can't drive much more with this hand.’

'Isthat ajukebox?

'l seeyou in afew minutes.’

‘You'reinapub!

'Well of courseI'm in abloody pub,’ | said, 'It's got abloody phone, hasn't it?

She dammed the phone down on me.

| got athird large one, stared down the barman, and looked for somewhere quiet to Sit. The back room
was carpeted and done out like a barge, with wooden doping walls and awooden ceiling. There were
old prints of canals on thewalls, and a photographic blow-up of arustic lock-gate on the back wall.
Most of the tables were free: atable of students, one of whom thought Merce Cunningham was 'crap’; a

middle-aged couple in pebble glasses, nurang their drinksin slence until the woman started describing
the pins and needles down the backs of her knees.



| nursed my rum, working up the courage to open that morning'sletter. It had been burning aholein my
pocket al day. Findly | got it open.

It was official enough. On ICAC letterhead, no less. They were even offering to pay my air fare. They
had a contact number for meto ring in London ‘at your earliest convenience’. Undernegth therewas a
PS.

'Cdll mefirst - DW.'

Danid White: typica of him, still keeping things so friendly so long after the event. | missed him.

| screwed the letter up and dropped it in the ash tray.

Which left mewith my only other dterndtive.

| got my wallet out and counted through my small change.

Directory Enquiries had no number listed under Money or Jmmy Y aul.

Try Yau Wai-hing,' | said, and spelled it out, stretching the operator's patience. Y au Wai-hing - Money's
Cantonese name.

'Her€'s your number,’ she said.

| let the number repeat, so | had it. | took a deep breath - and | dialed

Hong Kong
1989

12.

When | firgt arrived in Hong Kong, in March 1989, it was with the idearthat 1'd be lecturing on
management culture or business ethics or some such thing - ajunket, basically.

It was aview my boss, Frank Hamley, seemed happy to encourage. He wasn't a policeman - he had no
law enforcement background at al - but had joined the Serious Crime Group straight from astint
pen-pushing for Legco. When | arrived, Hamley's unlikely empire consisted of ahandful of underpaid,
overworked pen-pushersin an annex off the old Serious Crime Group building.

Massive expansion in the Far Eastern exchanges had snapped the old lines of corporate accountability;
nobody, insde or out of these vastly distended companies, knew how to maintain effective control of
them.



'We're the ones with our fingersin the dike,' Hamley told me proudly, over deep-fried oysters on the
terrace of arestaurant in Lau Fau Shan. 'We're the ones at the sharp end,’ he added - he had an unhappy
knack of mixing his metaphors.

Thejob excited him. Y ou could see it was agame with him. He didn't have to work. Hamley had money
- hewasborninto it. With that came certain socia expectations, which he seemed determined to foil.
Stll, joining the Serious Crime Group hadn't seemed to spoil his socid life any. Had hejoined an ouitfit
more obvioudy targeted at the Establishment - the Independent Commission Againgt Corruption, say -
reactions would have been quite different.

Hamley did alot of entertaining, thosefirst few weeks of my stay, and he was never dow to show me
around. | shook handswith Chris Petten and talked dogs with hiswife Lavender. A minor Jardineinvited
meto Bermuda. At apiano recitd in the China Club Hamley, staggeringly drunk, insisted to David
Bonaviathat | was the man he had to talk to for his latest volume of punditry.

Everyone wanted the novelty of knowing him. Even minor royalty like Victor Pang.

'l met him at Jardine's Hamley told me. He had away of talking about his business contacts as though
he'd stumbled across them at a cocktail party. ‘Miserable old sod. Mind, his daughter's good for one.'

Victor Pang Ka-Shing was an anomaly. Born in Hong Kong during the Japanese occupation, he was
brought up by hismother in Shanghai. A fervent and romantic Maoist in histeens, hejoined the PLA
draight from school, and it was only during the Cultura Revolution that he fled to Hong Kong. A
self-made man, he proved himsalf as much of aworkaholic as any of his peers. But he broke the mould
early on, usng hismoney to create aprivate world far away from their influence.

They despised him for that. In the Lusitano Club he had become a'character’, for which crime hiswife
had never forgiven him. But that wouldn't stop the Lusitano Clubnor hiswife, cometo thatdriving here
tonight and esting hisfood and drinking his brandy.

While we ate, the sun mellowed into |ate afternoon over the Chinese mainland. On the shordline, a
hundred metres off, the waves spat and rattled, sculpting dunes from the town's beach of abillion
discarded oyster shells.

'So what went wrong in Rio? Hamley said.

Riowasmy last job - a consultancy post with KPMG. | enjoyed the city more than my job, but Hamley's
guestion mystified me. ‘Nothing went wrong,' | said, pursuing an oyster round my plate.

| looked up at him. He'd gone back to hisfood. A drop of sauce ran down his dightly receding chin - he
wiped it off with his hand. He leaned back into the late sunlight. Tiny crumbs of golden batter clung to the
chest hairs poking luxuriantly out of his open-necked shirt. "Y ou lft pretty suddenly, they said.’

'My contract expired.'

'Our friend Harold said you're an adventurer.'

Harold was my old boss. It was his reference had got me my posting.



‘A bit of abuccaneer, he said.' He shovelled rice into his mouth and swallowed it without chewing. 'Only
you don't know it yet.'

| pushed my plate awvay. 'Very Harold,' | said.

'Redly?

'Dramatic. He spends his weekends writing screenplay proposals.’

'l didn't know that,' Hamley admitted.

‘They dont sl | said.

Essentidly, the Serious Crime Group were an anti-Triad office, fielding two hundred detectives - many of
them in deep cover - dl over the New Territories. They had few establishment connections, and no

background in finance. So how had they managed to recruit Hamley, aleading market consultant?

Today, the arrangement seems quiite natural, because we're much more used to theidea of crimeasan
industry. The south-east Asian crash of '97-'98, for example, isdirectly related to agloba crimina
recession: between ten and thirty per cent of al Japanese non-performing bank |oans are gang debts.

Back in '89, though, the arrangement was unprecedented, and not alittle spacy. Somewhere - working
undercover in ahong, ransacking secret data cores - an SCG detective (thisiswhat | fantasised) had
stumbled across something. A hint of what wasto come. | imagined it: alaundering network so big, the
markets themselves were at risk!

| ironed my shirts very diligently in those days, and trawled Golden Arcade for the most fuck-off
counterfeit RayBans| could find.

"The Rolex too?
Coyly, | flashed my fifty-dollar timepiecein the sun.

Hamley shook his head. 'l can never keep my focusin those places. Thelast timel went in for awatch |
came out with a Shrap Elsmate cal culator and afive-CD set of AnitaMui.’

Before sunset, we drove on. Hamley wrestled the Saab through eddies of traffic bound for Un Long and
Sheung Shui. It was turning saven when we turned | eft onto agravel road and wound round ahill bright
with suburban overspill and night-time construction. Another turn-off took us onto an older road, once
metaled, now pitted and rough. The Saab's cultivated suspension wallowed and pinged in distress.

| pulled the shade down againgt the setting sun. We were driving straight into it now, awvay from the
suburbs of Y uen Long and into aregion of market gardens.

The windscreen was tinted, browning out the sunset, and mellowing the raw dectric lights of the villages.
The road dipped sharply. We rounded a bend, and the sea came back into view. It burned like blood in

thedying light.

‘A pretty place, don't you think?



| nodded.

'Make the most of it. Most of our clients have land deals round here. Here and Shenzhen.'
'Pang actudly lives around here?

'Why not?

It'saway out of town," | said. I'd expected an exclusive retreat; | was disappointed.

'He got fed up of Shek O,' Hamley said. 'or maybe he got fed up of hiswife. Shelivesthere, anyway,
doing the Shek O thing.'

About haf way down the hill we joined the queue of big cars pulling into sandy lots dong the beach.
Flameslegpt from iron drums, screwed into the shingle every twenty metres.

Hamley led me up the bank, hands shoved casudly in histrouser pockets, and down again towardsthe
party. Old oil drums gave way to bespoke iron braziers, camp fires to barbecues. The coconut matting
laid over the beach must have run to acouple of acres. Paper lanterns, swinging in the sea breeze, lit the
way from pavilion to pavilion, barbecue to barbecue. Tibetan prayer-flags fluttered against bamboo
poles, marking thetide line.

We passed a servant in whites carrying asiver tray. Hamley picked up a couple of glasses and handed
me one. | drank, and snorted, as the champagne went up my nose.

Victor?

Victor Pang stood sentind at the head of the path, absurdly formal in ablack linen suit and ashirt so flat
and shiny it might have been made out of plastic. He had one of those childlike, despotic faces you find
leering through the fog in old Sherlock Holmes serids. Hamley introduced me. Pang squeezed the blood
frommy hand.

Hamley and Pang caught up while Pang greeted the new arrivas. They came from private idands off
Lantau, from casnosin Macau and car dedershipsin Shenzhen and private gdleriesin Centrd. They'd
acquired their wives the way you acquire expensive sports cars - late in life and with a degree of
embarrassment. Their wives, like ther cars, had a skittish look about them, as though at asharp bend
they would cheerfully tramline and send you flying over the crash barriers.

‘Come on,' said Pang, already bored of hisrole ashogt, 'Let's eat.'

Thefirst fire we cameto stank of burnt feathers. Foeta chickenslay in neat rows, charring over white
charcoal.

Try it," Pang indgsted. 'Go on.
| glanced at Hamley but he wasn't going to help me.
| capitulated. A soft baby skull burst its Sweetness over my tongue.

'‘Come on, Frank,' said Pang.



'Y ou must be kidding," Hamley laughed. We followed Pang to the next barbecue. Hamley took me by the
arm and whispered in my ear. 'Don't try and compete with this monster. Y ou'll end up eating cat.’

Pang heard. 'Cat? That peasant crgp? A boy in whites handed him aplate of spareribs. He offered it
round. '"Monkey, Adam?

| looked a him.

'He'sonly joking, Hamley said.

‘Come on,’ said Pang, 'meet the vultures.”

| hovered at adiscreet distance, fascinated by the women, picking their way uncomfortably acrossthe
shingle. They were dressed to impress, their smple, deek clothes scul pting mere wayward flesh into
forms out of Vogue and Tatler. Their ungainly gpproach | found disarming, though | wondered if the
beach setting - the raw smoke and the uncertain ground - were not some subtle misogynistic joke on
Pang's part. The men talked to me, found my salary wanting, smiled and moved on; their wives, wiseto
me from aglance, struck apose, as pretentious as fashion models and somewhat thinner.

| kept trying to withdraw but Pang, presumably because I'd arrived with Hamley, had taken ashineto
me

"Y ou're going to have to come up with ajob title," he said. Y ou're frightening everyone off.'

| should have found it patronising, being talked to like this. Maybe Pang's irony was seductive; maybe |
wasjust intimidated.

'But | don't have ajob description.’

'Y ou can't keep saying you're a consultant. Nobody will ever trust you.'
'What do you suggest?

'How about "spy"?

‘That'll make people trust me?

'Oh Adam, we're dl spies or thieves here. Y ou should read your le CarrZ.!

A guttura croaking interrupted us. It was supposed to be laughter. "Taking of the honourable school boy,
where's Patten?

The voice came from behind and above us. | turned round. Pang winced as though someone had drawn
their fingernails down ablackboard.

The stranger was Chinese, but not of any caste that | had seen. He was taller than me. His teeth were
jagged, grey and shiny like sted. Unusudly, he was bald: what hair was | eft to him was shaved closeto
his skull. Hisearswere too smdl: delicate pink shells. He picked at one with athick, dark workman's

finger.



'‘Adam Wyatt.' | held my hand out to shake.
His calluses scraped my pam.

Pang, making no effort to keep the sigh out of hisvoice, introduced us. ‘James Y au Sau-Lan,' he
announced, deadly formdl.

'Cdl me Jmmy,' saidd Jmmy Y au, cutting Pang out. 'Have you been in Hong Kong long?
"Just a couple of weeks!'

'One of Rob's boys, eh? Fresh from SIMEX?

'SCG,' Pang told him, stiffly. 'He'sapolice spy.'

Jmmy Yau didn't bat an eye - maybe Pang was right. ‘London, then," he said, brightly. There was such
srength and certainty in hisface, | didn't like to contradict him.

| looked to Pang for help, but he was glowering into the middle distance. | said, ‘Do you know Frank
Hamley?

'Frank? Sure.'

Pang barked, humourlesdy. 'Oh Jmmy's great friends with Frank," he spat. He was till facing
ddiberately away from us. '‘Aren't you, Immy?

Jmmy Y au shot Pang an amused, supercilious glance, like asmal dog had just yapped at him. '‘Been to
Shenzhen? he asked me.

‘Thiswinter,' | said, too eagerly.

'Carry agun,’ hesaid.

Pang wandered off. Immy Y au watched him go, and smiled.
'So how come you know Frank? | said.

‘Just business!

'S -

I'minimport,' he said.

'For?

'Have you been out to Lantau?

'Not yet,' | said.



'We speciaisein land reclamation. Pumping equipment and pipework.'
'Uh-huh.’ | wondered what possible business he had with the Serious Crime Group.
Jmmy Yau yawned. 'Want adrink?

Pebbles crunched dully beneath the matting as we walked. He was a big nasty man, in abig nasty suit,
and | fet dwarfed and child-like beside him. Fireflies and moths as big as my palm dive-bombed the linen
curtain. Jmmy Y au pulled it back for me and wewent ingde. A bar ran the full length of the tent.
Chandédliers hung from the roof, filling the space with creamy light. Below the buzz of conversation came
the purr of apetrol-driven generator. A string quartet was assembling itself out of apile of casesand
music standsin the far corner.

‘Brandy?

'Whisky.'

'Whenin Rome-"'

'I'm afraid brandy makes me sick.’

Jmmy Y au shrugged and got me aGlenlivet.

Hewas so tal, he must have come from the North - from Shanxi or Manchuria, where the mildest clerk
cracks his knuckles sometimes, and dreams of rape and wild horsecraft, the sun setting on aMongol
camp. 'So you know Shenzhenwell? | said.

Things could only get more asinine after that, but it was hard to get awvay. Pang was deep in conference
with Lavender Petten and he was hardly going to come over and rescue me; | hadn't seen Hamley since
wed arrived.

Saved in the end by my bladder, | made my excuses and left the tent. The toilets were little pavilions,
arranged in a horseshoe facing the sea. They might have been changing roomsin an upmarket Edwardian
resort. When | was done and pulled the braided curtain aside, it was like | was stepping out onto a
flame-lit stage. Everything was theatrica here: afancy-dress party where everybody had come as more
vivid versons of themsdves.

The barbecued chicks had done for my appetite and | was too nervousto drink any more.
Overpowered, | headed towards the sea. The matting stopped just out of the circle cast by the last
brazier. My feet sank unsteadily into the shingle. | moved dowly, finding my feet, while my eyes adjusted
to the dark.

| wasn't done. People were walking back and forth along the tide-line, where the shingle gave way to
sand. Most werein couples: men in Sam's dinner jackets, women glimmering in dresses from Sogo and
Matsuzakaya, shoes hanging from their hands like necklaces. Againgt the stars, against a seabright with
reflections, they moved, poised and dow as ghosts.

But inland, it was clouding over: the Sky had turned orange beyond the hill-line, reflecting the streetlights
of Shenzhen. | imagined that dead glow, sweeping over us. It was only amatter of time beforethe
developers got here, too, sank marinasinto the sand and blurred the sky with sodium.



Back out to sea, aghost woman passed, al soft cream curves, barefoot, carrying aflamein her hand.
She brought it to her lipsand drew in, lighting a cigarette.

'Have you got aspare? | said.
She turned to me, taken aback. A red princess. 'Of course," she said. She opened her purse.

Her shoeswere dung round her wrist by their straps. They sparkled like glasswhen shelit her lighter for
me

| looked into her face. Her mouth was red like awound. She crinkled up her eyes against the light of the
flame. Shelooked so vulnerable.

| took a deep drag from the cigarette and my head reeled.

‘Areyou dl right?

‘A bit strong,’ | said.

It'sonly Silk Cut." She smiled. Theflamewas gone, | couldn't see her properlyonly the dark, provoking
crescent of her mouth. God had dapped and beaten her into shape, puffing up her lipsin bee-stings,
bruisng her eyesinto bedroomy dlits.

'I'm Adam,’ | said, bumbling and bearish.

'Eva’ Her hand was cold and smooth.

'I'm new here,' | said.

'I'll show you around.’

'Please don't.’

"The governor's here.’

I met him.'

Wedidn't have anything to say.

'Adam, isit?

| threw the stub into the waves.

'What do you do?

Land reclamation. Import-export. Futures. | work for a Saab dealership.

Y ou're not a merchant banker, are you?



I'mapolice py.’

'Oh," she said.

‘Apparently.’

'Isit exciting?

'Yes,' | said. 'No. | don't know.' | looked out to sea. 'l only started thisweek,' | said.
| was surprised when she didn't laugh. 'I'm sure it must be,' she said.

'What do you do, Eva?

'Me? Shelaughed. 'Oh, | don't do anything. | lunch.'

'Oh.’

She studied mein the light coming off the sea. She wrinkled her nose. That's sweet.’
'What?

'You'reintimidated, she said. 'Most gweilos just take the piss.” Her hand found minein the dark. Take
me for awalk,' she said.

It was about three when | got back to the car. Hamley had picked up a couple of accountants from

somewhere. Thegirl, ablondein an pencil skirt that did little to hide her generous backside, had her face
pressed to the boy's chest and her hand down the front of his pants. The boy had beefy, blown, ruggerish
looksthe sort that deteriorate as soon as schooldays end. He fixed mewith awild, blind blue eye. | didn't

engage. When Hamley saw me he unlocked the rear door and poured them into the back. They entered
the vehiclelike asingle defective anima, arms and legsflailing. | went round to the passengers side and

strapped mysdf in.

Hamley put the car into Drive. 'Enjoy yoursdf?

‘Some.’

Behind me, a zipper whined open.

| caught Hamley's eye and gestured with my thumb to the couple in the back. He just shrugged.

He gunned the car and we wallowed out onto the track, trailing distant tail-lights over the hill and deep
into the darkness of Lau Fau Shan.

'Saw you with Jmmy Yau,' said Hamley.
"Cdl meJmmy".

'Fucker.'



‘How s07?

Hamley shook hishead.

'Isheafriend of yours?

'Jmmy Y au doesn't have friends:’

A knee dug into the back of my sest.

Hamley adjusted the rear-view so he could watch.

'Pang left mewith him," | said.

‘Aslizards|eave thelr tailsbehind.’

‘There'sno love lost between them, | noticed.’

'Jmmy's dad got Victor's dad executed by the Japs.’

'You'rekidding.'

'It'stheway Victor tellsit. Y ou seemed to make an impression.’
'‘Onwhom?

Victor.'

'l hardly spoketo him,' | said.

"You weredl over hisdaughter.'

'Bva?

A bdt-bucklerattled. The girl in the back started making 'Mmm' noises.
Hamley let go thewhed. 'Hold thisa sec.’ He loosened histie.

| seized the whed in apanic and held it steady againgt the rightwards pull of the camber.

| wasjust thinking that maybe wed get away with it, when the road did suddenly to the left. A single
concrete post marked the turn. Behind it, the hillsdefel awvay.

| yanked thewhedl. | practicaly fell in Hamley'slap to make the full turn. Hamley hit the brake and the
safety-belt snatched my throat like ahand. 'Jesus Chrigt.'

Hamley shot out histhumb and gave the whed alife-saving nudge. He went back to histie, pulling it off
and away in asingle gesture. He took back the wheel and checked hismirrors. 'Ugh.' He reached up and
knocked the rear-view askew. | glimpsed skin; maybe it was upholstery.



'In the glove compartment.’

'What?

Hamley undid his collar button. 'In there. In there.’
| openedit.

'Oh shit.’

Wasthat the boy or the girl?

'Oh shit....

‘Go on!'

The bottle was till cold; there was sweat on the glass. | tore off the foil and unwound the wire. The cork
ricocheted off the edge of the sunroof and into the night. Foam ran down my hand.

‘Go on, then.'

| didn't want it, but | took aswig anyway. Bubbles shot up my nose.
'Not you,' said Hamley, exasperated. Them.'

| looked back.

'Cool those little fuckers off.'

13.

Any ideas | had about becoming alatter-day Harry Pamer were quickly scotched, those first few weeks
in the office. It was modern enough for itstime | suppose, itsworkspaces arranged in littleidands, its
coffee point acomfortable if smoke-laden lounge where al the rea work went on. But if a firgt thisall
seemed very Silicon Valley, very Bill Gates, | soon learned there was agood reason for it: for we were
as severely desk-bound as any code-monkey rattling the bars at Microsoft, and our work was asfar
away from "police work', asit's popularly imagined, asit is possible to get.

There are three stages or levels of laundering. First, thereé's the messy business of actudly finding
somewhere secure to hide your ill-gotten loot. Second theréswhat's euphemisticaly called 'layering’,
whichisamiddle-classway of saying 'burying'. The more layers of mind-numbingly complex transactions
you make with your dirty money, the cleaner it seems; if only because anyone who triesto follow the
paper trail quickly ends up on Prozac. Then therésintegration: now your dirty money isindistinguishable
from clean, you can feed it back into the economy: | egitimate money making more legitimate money, the
way Adam Smith and Margaret Thatcher intended.

At thedirty end of the businessthere's a vibrant and well-lubricated socia scene. A crimina mastermind



(at least by his own estimation) meets a sharp broker (ditto) at some cocktail party or other - usualy in
Happy Valley - and gets him good and plastered. The next day the broker, al pie-eyed, isbuying
hair-of-the-dog for al his office pals on account of he just pulled thisredlly great new client at last night's
shindig. And it's only weeks or even months later, when hisingructions get dl muddied up - full of last
minute changes, investments in unrelated third parties, purchased outsde aregular custodid system,
cancelled early, refunded to third-party accounts, or what you will - that your credulous broker starts
getting anasty taste in his mouth.

At the other end of the business - the end we had most to do with - isthe dew of strategies, practices,
legd obligations and compliances that are supposed to prevent thiskind of scenario from ever happening.

If companies don't put safety proceduresin place, or more usudly if they fail to comply with their own
safety procedures, then they're breaking the law. And the only way you find out about thet isby chasing

paper. Lots of paper. Mountains of bloody paper.

Maybe my old bossin Rio had a point about my buccaneering instinct, because soon my disappointment
and frudtration began to show in my work.

"Y ou can't go pulling people around in bars. Y ou haven't the authority.'

'For God's sake, Frank,' | said - and sank uninvited into the chair opposite him - 'he knew when they
approached him that the deal wasn't straight. What kind of investments were they suggesting anyway?
Two-per cent. Who the hell invests clean funds at such a shitty rate of return? If we can only -

'Y ou're not a policeman and you're not empowered to question witnesses!'

'Frank, the paper trail's cold, like | said. Haven't you read my report?

There was amoment'simpasse and then, quite unexpectedly, Frank Hamley grinned. 'Y ourealittle
monkey, Adam.’

'Oh?

'Don't take it as acompliment. Right now you're my offices biggest liability.'
'Because | meet someonein abar?

'Because you scared the life out of him.'

'Well -

Tipping off asuspect carriesajail term, Adam.' He left that hanging over me for agood long while. It
soaked inwell enough. At last he rdented: 'l can't useyou in here, he said.

| stared at him. 1'd never been sacked in my life.

'Oh don't look so gobsmacked,” Hamley complained, waving away my astonishment. 'It's not like we're
going to stick your head on apike.’

My dad was ddighted when | told him | was moving desks. | tried playing it down, but it didn't do any
good. 'It's not apromoation, dad. It's a secondment.’



'Do you get more money?
‘No, dad.'

Hamley had been very friendly, very avuncular. He promised to smooth things over at work about what
he dubbed my 'over-zea ous approach’. And, since | was not 'a natural team player', perhapsit would be
best, he said, if he gave me'more of aroving brief.'

Thiswasn't unusud. With few resources of its own, Hamley's Serious Crime Group team regularly
provided expert assistance to other Hong Kong agencies. '|CAC would redly benefit from your

perspective,’ he said.
'l don't know anything about them.’

'Four legsand atail: what's the difficulty? Victor Pang took afinal durped spoonful of bird's nest soup
and leaned back in hiswing chair, weather-eyeing the monitors strung above the restaurant bar.

For now hewaslaughing at me, but if | didn't place abet soon held think | didn't know how to enjoy
mysdlf. | tried to make sense of the odds spooling across the distant screen. | wished Hamley were here.
'How about Fool's Money?

'‘An accumulator would be safer.!
‘A what?
Victor Pang hid hisfrustration behind his brandy glass.

Spoiled by Hamley's toting me around everywhere, 1'd expected this evening to be spent, if notina
private humidor fug high above the track's vast public video screen, then at least buoyed up by
champagnein the Lusitano Club's private quarter. (I knew Pang waswell established there; he had
inherited Portuguese connections from his bereaved mother's remarriage in the |ate Forties, and
maintained severd businessinterestsin Macau.)

But Pang took his gambling serioudy, theway hiswife and her American cronies could not. Once the
races started and they dl started jumping up and down like game show contestants, held shot them a
look of contempt worthy of the surliest Gerrard Street waiter, and led me by the arm out of the club and
into a public restaurant barely onelevel from the public stands, ‘where we can concentrate. Where he
could concentrate, and | could look like alemon.

Now, it seemed, I'd failed the restaurant test. ‘Come on.' He stood up, left an insultingly largetip, and led
the way from the terrace restaurant straight down to the members enclosure. So much for waiter service
and highbals under the stars.

I'd expected an hour, maybe less, in Pang's company: the usua glancing socia contact. Not an entire
evening of painful misconnection. | couldn't see why he was bothering with mein thefirgt place, unlessit
had to do with work. But he had friends more powerful than | to lean on, hadn't he?

Hadn't he?



I'd never been to arace before, and obvioudy thiswasthe place to start. At Happy Valley, even the
horses have private swimming pools. As | watched the gates spring open on the huge public video screen
inthe centre of thetrack, | thought maybe dl this gloss and brilliance and high-tech was missing the point
of the place, but then Pang elbowed us a path to therail and | got my first red taste of occasion.

The riders gppeared, rounding abend in the track: aterrifying, hectic blur of limbsand leather. The
ground shook. | didn't know to expect that. The horses thundered past, and the sound of them rose
through my feet, and something fluid and free stirred ingde me.

Maybethat'swhy | asked him.

'God, no," he laughed, ‘it wasn't my idea." Like he wouldn't be so dumb asto invite me. He glanced
around. 'Whereis she, anyway?

| knew gtraight away who he meant. If it wasn't him had invited me here, there was only onewoman in
hiscircleit could be. Adolescent paranoia swept over me: My God, what if she's?

The ground trembleda smple, regular rhythm thistime. | turned to look. A single, laggard horse, so far
behind the pack it might have been running a different race, scrambled past.

Pang squinted. 'lsn't that Fool's Money?
| crumpled up my card.
'Don't take it too hard, Mr Wyait.'

'Get back on the bloody horse, isthat it? | meant it to come out ironic. Funny, even. It didn't. | smirked
likeaprat to cover my embarrassment and went inside to place yet another blind wager.

Evawaswaiting for me, just indgde the glass doors. She was experimenting with LauraAshley, and it
wasn't working. She kissed me on the cheek and came with meto the linefor thetdler. It was hard for
usto say what we had to say.

'He preferswet ground,’ she warned me, as my pen descended uncertainly toward Secret Service.

"It pissed down thismorning,’ | said.

About four people ahead of us, the teller was explaining complex accumulatorsto apair of befuddled
Audrdian tourigs.

"Thetrack's synthetic,' she warned me, but | bet anyway.

| lost again, and just to rub the painin it started to spot with rain. Told you,' she sighed, leading the way
fromtherall into shelter.

'Yes, you did.’
'‘Don't be down.'

'I'mno gambler,' | sad.



"Y ou wouldn't have come here if you weren't.' Typicaly Eva: so gphoristic, so Nod Coward.
I wasinvited,' | said. Y ou invited me.’

Her smile was shy and adult and | felt asthough | wasfaling into it. 'I'm talking about Hong Kong,' she
sad.

The rain came to nothing, so we went back to therail. It was deserted now. Unlit. We were done. She
said, 'We're dways wandering off into the dark.'

'It does seem that way.'

Her hand wastiny and strong. Not achild'shand at al.

'‘One more race,' she said.

‘Not again.’

'Forget your plagtic? Therain glistened in her hair.

I likeit here,' | said.

'Inthe dark?

'Withyou,' | said. 'l thought | wasn't going to see you again.’

She glanced around. Her father was standing behind us, in apool of light, yards away. Rainwater drizzled
from the baconies. It was like a curtain, cutting him off. | made to raise ahand but Eva stopped mewith
atouch. He hadn't seen us. We turned back towards the track.

Shesad, 'l wasn't pregnant, incidentaly, if that'swhat you're thinking.'

| shrugged.

'Sorry. That was arotten thing to say.’

'No it wasn't.'

She leaned againsgt the wet rail, her hands clasped, very earnest. She said, 'l wouldn't have minded.'
'What?

'Y ou can fuck me as much as you want. | love you. I've been acow.’

'What was that about'

'l want to be your girl,' she said.

| glanced round, nervous as hell. Pang was till standing there, till looking in the wrong direction. It



couldn't last. 'Can't we do this somewhere €l s2?

Sheled meinto the shadow of the stewards socid club, and down acovered dley, out of therain. It was
very dark. | had to touch her just to figure out where she was. There was asweet refuse smell coming
from somewhere. Above us, cheap cigarette smoke and muffled Cantonese wafted from akitchen
window.

'I'm going to tell them,’ she said. 'Everybody. Friends, parents. | want you to cometo lots of partieswith
me. | want to show you off. | don't know why | was so afraid. It wasn't you, it was me

| shut her up with akiss. Big lower-middle-class brute that | was.
Y our dad'll think I've buggered off,' | said, when we were done.
'Don't be 0 nervous of him.'

An unpleasant thought struck me. ‘God, you don't want meto ask him for permission or anything, do
you?

She laughed and kissed my nose.

'HethinksI'mawussasit is.’

'Let me choose you awinner then." Out in the middle of the track, the big video monitor was screening
oddsfor the next race. Shetried to read them over my shoulder. ‘Get your hand out my knickersthere.'
She bobbed up on tiptoe and squinted. 'Who do you fancy?

'| daren't look.'

It'sonly arace.’ Sheled me out of the dley and back into the Jockey Club building. 'Pride of Asa?
'Sounds like afruit company.'

‘Lucky Jm?

"Too Kingdey Amis!

'Hmm?

| picked blindly.

'Oh Adam,’ she cried, despairing of me, 'It'sforty to one.’

'Double Happiness or nothing.'

'Adam, why? Victor Pang cried, drawing level with usin the queue. | practically had a heart attack.

Pang, on the other hand, seemed quite unsurprised, finding Evaand | with our arms round each other.
She must have told him about us. Or had he seen her unhappy these past weeks, and set this up himsalf?



| thought about Pang's notorioudy snobbish wife, Evals motherhow he had arranged it so that shewas
gtill blithely ensconced with her Vanderbil dt/Stepford mab...

'Y es, Adam,’ Evachipped in, ‘why?
Theworst chip shop in theworld isthe Double Happinessin Mile Endl was hardly going to tell her that.

'Okay,' Evasighed, admitting defest. She reached into her purse and pulled out her plastic. Dad
contained himsdfjust. 'I'll match you,' she said.

It was a big wedding; even the Hong Kong Tatler said so. Our winnings barely paid for the reception.

ICAC's choice of offices - above afortress-like multi-storey car park on Garden Road - might indeed
have been invented by John le CarrZ. High in their forbidding concrete eyrie, Hong Kong's Independent
Commission Against Corruption answered to no-one. No-one had even bothered to tell them how long
they could entertain their suspects without tria - an oversight that caused more than one Hong Kong
broker to glance up nervoudy as he crossed Statue Square of a Friday night.

'‘Adam?
| turned from the window.

His suit was reddish brown; ametalic thread ran through it, lending the materid a strange, hectic bloom.
'Daniel White," he said. 'How're you doing? | came and shook his hand.

Hewas your typicd FINCEN yuppy, fresh from some Tony Robbins-style leadership coursein Key
West. They were dl bastards. | hadn't met one yet who didn't own avideo of Wall Street.

Heleaned his head to one sde, squinting at me from under thin, gingerish eyebrows. Hiseyeswerethe
blue of oxidised egg yolk. "Y ou want to see him now?

'Sure,' | said.

|CAC needed bodiesto beef up itsinvestigation into Top Luck, aloca film investment company. Hamley
had recommended me, for hisown reasons; | impressed at interview, and | wasin.

It turned out that Daniel White, my immediate superior, was on secondment, too, though held been
working a ICAC full-time for acouple of years now. | followed him through an open-plan office and
past aline of rooms, none of them occupied. | watched my reflection bounce back off every glass pand.
White saw. 'Why do office doors these days all have to have windows? he complained. 'What do they
think we'd do in there? Mainline?

| smiled abestific amile.

He cracked, eventualy: "Y ou don't say much, do you?

'l have my moments,' | said. | was only obeying orders. Back then, British officias were required to fedl
alot of animosity towardstheir US counterparts. All through the Cold War the CIA had thought it was

running the government, and no sooner was that over then these FINCEN yuppies turned up thinking they
were palicing our economy.



We entered a conference room, startling its sole occupant: ayoung man with a cheeky, freckled face.
‘John Pollard, thisis my colleague Adam Wyait.'

There were huge bags under his eyes, and when he reached out to shake, his hand trembled. Imagine
Richma Crompton's William once he's discovered masturbation. His palm was so damp, as soon as he
wasn't looking | wiped my hand on my trousers.

He unpacked his squash bag onto the big centrd table: files and notebooks and a handful of computer
disks. By thelook of him, he hadn't used the bag for itsintended purpose since arriving in the colony.
When he bent over the bag, his gut folded itself over thetable.

Three extremely scary Chinese women from ICAC followed usin. We only ever addressed them by their
family names because their first nameswere dl Suzy. Privately, ICAC staff had nicknamed them the
Weird Sigters.

Pollard must have been made stupid by the intimidating surroundings because it took him half the
interview to redise White and | were mere observers, and it was up to the women whether this belated
whistle-blowing of hiswas enough to keep him from prison.

'And asfar as you've been able to ascertain,’ thefirst Sister began - ashark could not have smiled an
uglier smile- ‘your firm has had no previous dedingswith Top Luck?

'No. Maam, he panted, his eyesflicking back and forth as he tried to keep al three predatorsin hisfield
of view.

It took usthe best part of two hours to assemble an order of events from the records Pollard had copied
for us, and they made unedifying reading. No wonder he was blushing as we returned to run it through
withhim.

'When were you first gpproached?

"Five months ago.’

'Where?

‘A wrap party in Chatham Square.’

""Wrap party”"? Thethird Sister made it sound like a pyjama party, or worse.

'Yes, afilm party, Pollard explained, and added, unwisdly, "' Double-barrdled Vengeance’, | think.'
The Sigters sneered collectively.

"Who approached you?

'One of thedirectors. Yau Sau-Lan.'

Cdl him Immy, | remembered, and a cold thrill went down my spine.



Sau-Lan was his Chinese name. Jmmy was the name he went by. Immy. Jmmy Y au.

'‘And Mr Pollard, did you know that Chatham Square is notorious as the headquarters of Sun'Yee On
triad?

Pollard swallowed. Helooked to melike | could help him. Like | wanted to.

Pollard had agreed to do business for Top Luck Investments after only the most cursory of verifications.
A lot of it was his company'sfault: their compliance systems were culpably shoddy and thiswasn't the
fird timethey'd falled in ther legd obligetions.

Neverthdess, Pollard only had himself to blame for what followed. Soon he was recelving ingtructionsto
redirect funds to random-seeming accounts in Switzerland and the Caymans, sometimes aslittle ashaf an
hour before those transactions were due to process. No-one Pollard spoketo at Top Luck ever showed
the dightest interest in the relatively poor rate of return they were getting from their investments. So at last
- thiswas his story - the penny dropped. Poor sod. His only available defence was that he was a
completeidiot.

It was astraightforward case on the surface, and the amounts involved were positively trifling. If it wasn't
for the bizarre persona connection - Jmmy Y au's dad getting my girlfriend's granddad dain on Stanley
beach - | wouldn't have been that excited. 'And besides," | asked White, when we were done, ‘what's a
sraightforward compliance failure got to do with the ICAC?

White hit the button for the third floor. He looked a me, enquiringly.

'Same,' | said.

Thelift did shut and jerked into life,

'‘Maybe Pollard's paranoid,’ White admitted, as we rode down. 'ICAC's the only body he says he
trusts.’

'Yes, but thisishardly ICAC's scde: you'd think with an ordinary case like this ICAC would refer him
down to the SCG,' | said.

White fixed mewith his discoloured eyes. He amiled. They did, he said.

The doors opened.

He said, 'Frank Hamley's had this on his books for two months now.’

| was so surprised, | nearly got stuck in the doors.

'So when you run your paperchase,' said White, as| caught up with him, ‘on Top Luck and these
brokers, you might keep aweather-eye open for Frank Hamley. See how he reactsto what you're

doing. Yes?

| felt dizzy.



White stopped. Thisismine.' He pushed the remote button on his car key, and a nearby white Porsche
911 blinked and serenaded him.

| found my voice, somehow. Maybe it wasn't my voice. Maybe it was someone elsg's. It sounded very
odd. 'Are you accusing Frank of obstructing an investigation?

'Whatever,' White said, losing interest in me. He crossed to his car.

A bolt of anger shot up my throat. ‘I don't answer to you,' | said. 'l don't haveto tell you what my boss
does or doesn't do.'

'Well of courseyou don't.' He looked at melike | was stupid. Y ou got seconded to the Weird Sisters,
didn't you? I'm just the errand boy. It'sthem you haveto tel.’

'Wéll, why the bloody hell would they think Frank's obstructing? | pleaded.

'How the fuck would I know? He shed his suit jacket. Its metdlic thread caught the lights. It glittered,
like it was wet. He opened the driver's door and threw the jacket over onto the passenger seet. 'It'syou
that worksfor him, he said.

TWO
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Summer, 1998

14.

Boots never turned up. Eventualy Eva gave up puzzling over his disappearance. Did she accept that he'd
run out, in the couple of seconds the door had stood open that day? Or had she consigned the puzzle to
whatever part of her couldn't see the bruises on my neck, or hear the Wray and Nephew bottles clinking
about in thetrash?| didn't know, and | didn't care to know. | was gtill waiting for Bootss mummified
tongue to turn up one day, mulching aflower-bed or blocking adrain.

There were no more little warnings. | tried not to think about it too much. The work, incidentally, was as
Money had promised: clericd, easy, dmogt legitimate.

When Jmmy Y au vanished under the waves, heleft behind ahotd in Mauritius, fifty-one per cent of the
sharesin aSdt Lake City bottling plant, and interestsin tea plantationsin Kenya, titanium sandsin
Malawi, container shipping in Nagasaki and oil from the Gulf. These were the mgor businesses, and at a
first glance they seemed legitimate. Big enough, anyway, to employ area workforce and keep up at least



apretence of norma trading.

The scary part of the animal wasits soft accretion of dormant, shell and holding companies. Funds
passed through them dlincluding the dormants, which was far from sensiblebut where from and why and
to whom these funds were eventuadly to go, it was next to impossble to find out.

Jmmy Y au had functionariesin the usud places. Hong Kong and Macau, Belgium and Amsterdam,
Toronto and even Miami; their names kept coming up as directors, treasurers, company secretaries and
so on. They were courteous enough on the phone, because why wouldn't they be? They were getting
their take from the cash flow; in return, it was their names on the paperwork and it was they would be
carrying the can should the authoritiestrip over whatever it was they were doing.

Money wanted me to set about liquidating any company that couldn't show alegitimate yearly trading
record. 'Import-export,’ she sneered, reading off my scratch-pad, 'isthat al you could dicit?

'He owns the company, Money," | said. It was 11amtoo, too early to have my ballsbroken. 'Asfar as
he's concerned I'm just some curious gweilo at the wrong end of aphoneline. If | tell him to pack up and
he calls my bluff, what am | supposed to say? Either we find what it is Jmmy had on these people or we
let them get on with it and look suitably blank when they implode!

| glanced down my crib sheet. That ‘import-export' business had no warehousing and had paid nothing to
manufacturers since 1978. 'And that's only the start of it,' | said. ‘Once we get control of bastards like
this, once we sart laying off saff..."

'Staff? Money barked, increduloudy. This company employs people?

That'smy point,' | said, gently. The paperwork saysyes. Ingtinct says noit saysthat thisisasmply a
laundering outfit. But if its paperwork has created the illusion of employees, we have to maintain that
illusion. We have to make these paper employees redundant. We may even haveto pay them. All so the
tax recordstdly. Believe me, if thisoutfit isalaundryif itsimport-export businessisentirely
fictitiousclosing it down isgoing to be like defusing abomb.'

'And how many companieslike this are there?

'Altogether, or the ones that make no sense? | didn't want her to panic. If she did she might be tempted
to throw in the towel and give evidence at the enquiry. If she did that, she wasn't going to be ableto
protect hersdlf, let doneme,

Besides, the more she bought into the dream of legitimising her dead husband's concerns, the longerand
betterl got paid. So far she'd been more generous than | had expected. She'd even arranged me an dibi
for thetime | spent working for her. | was now the proud manager of along-dormant software publisher
in Holborn.

‘The onesthat are obvioustrouble,’ said Money. 'How many companies?

'One hundred and forty-seven,' | said.

Evawas impressed when she saw my job offer, the | etter-headed paper, the address. 'Darling, you're
back in the City."



It'shardly that,' | said. Thediensin my chest squirmed with embarrassment. They scrabbled at my chest
wall, desperate to bail out.

‘How did you find out about this?

'l rang Mike,' I lied. 'He'sjust back from Hong Kong. He said that time he phoned he might put some
busnessmy way.'

'Wel?

'Well what?

'So come on,’ sheinssted, eagerly, 'tell me!'

Luckily for me, I'd spent that afternoon reading the company's scrapbooks.

‘Telex verification,' | told her. And, "Their platform-independent financia software ran on the Arpanet.’
All true. | hazed and hazed, and meanwhile the taste in my mouth got worse and worse.

At least Evawas pleased, more pleased than sheld been in avery long time - and the sheets didn't smell
of dog any more.

Afterwards she said, '‘Are we going to ask Mike and Y Iwa over for dinner?

15.

| started work most mornings at 6.30am, which meant | could ride into work with Eva. But the main
reason for the dawn start was Hong Kong's punishing time difference. Nobody takes you serioudy out
there after lunch, and they're five hours ahead of GMT. | worked best in the mornings, fudling my way
through a solids-free business day with take-out cappuccinos laced with Wray and Nephew. | was
drinking awholelot less now | wasn't having to keep the bottlein ahole in the wall.

Money agreed | should have my own office, and paid the deposit for aroom above a sandwich shop
opposite Southwark Cathedra. A spot of brinkmanship, that - alittle touch of the old Hong Kong
gambling ethicmy working so near Evas cafe. It wasn't long before | began to enjoy my double life.
Fooling Evawasn't something | felt good about, but it sure as hdll helped me nail thelid shut on the
emasculated duffer | had been. After ayear pouring wine for Kwok and Floraand the rest of Eva's Hong
Kong cronies, like Max in Sunset Boulevard, | deserved a bresk or two.

There's great pleasure, | discovered, in propping your feet on your forty-quid office-surplus sted desk,
leaning back in your broken-down swivel chair with foam busting out of the arm-rests, and telling a
slk-suited poacher on the other sde of the world not to bother shipping his container of oh-so-innocent
leather goods this month, or next month, orcome to thatever again.

Money had learned most of her management techniques from her husband: more often than not, it was|
who had to go visit her. Brian and Eddie stomped around madly as soon as| crossed the threshold. The
moment my caf-skin bag hit the living-room table, Eddie would do this yuppie riff with his mobilerunning



through stored number after stored number until he found someone he could say 'Hell, mate, yes,' toand
then they'd take off, Eddie and histalented animal assstant Brian, tearing the gravel driveto shit intheir
4X4.

‘Littlefarts'

'Zoe.
‘Sorry, mum.'

Dinnerswere tense affairs. Money and | had nothing in common. Zoe sad little; her blind grey eyes
paraysed me.

'And how is Justin? Money asked, every time. If my wife could have seen her flat expresson as she
trotted thisline out, time after time, it would have dlayed al her fears.

'Oh," | said, 'much the same." Once or twice | had launched into an account of life a the schoolhygiene
lessons, Snging games, group outings, gym-workon and on, until you could have cracked the glaze on her
eyeswith ateaspoon. It never made any difference. Every timeit was the same.

Thesame,
'Oh, much the same,' | said, with my bravelittle smile.

She never quite knew what to say next. Week after week, the formula she sought eluded her. ‘Oh good,’
sheld say, and then qudify it immediatdy, readising she should have said, 'Oh dear,’ and then sheld qudify
the qudification, figuring that, as there was no hope for him, it was rude of her to be rubbingitin.

It wasn't how it once was between Evaand |. The smart young shark in hissuit and his cellular phone; his
adoring young wife reading Hong Kong Tatler at home: we could never be that way again, thank God.
What we had now was new and uncertain.

Eva had sensed the change in me, and liking it, gave it achance to grow. Relieved of the need to beat up
on me, able somehow to trust me again, her own pain receded, and something youthful and bright
returned to her crinkled, bedroomy eyes.

We didn't know how to behave with each other. We floundered happily, shaping out the new space we
were making together. At night, we grappled with each other, drowning and saving each other at once.
They were nights when the sex got us so high, | redly didn't care very much whether | was getting awvay
with whatever it was | was doing. Afterward, of course, my heart wasin my throat.

Awaiting judgment, | kicked the duvet off the bed and tried to pry ropes of twisted sheet out from under
my back. Evawas moving about the en-suite bathroom in ashambling, beat-up sort of way. 'Jesus
Chrigt.'

'What?

'My face.

'‘What's the matter?



She came in and posed for me, red cheek turned, eyes shining. Proud. 'Vicious sod.'
‘Let'sseeyour arse!’

It was very red. | stroked her buttocks with the backs of my fingers; let them ride down the backs of her
legs, drew acircleinthe smal of her back, round and round. She crumpled onto the bed.

She couldn't keep her tongue out of my mouth. It was like the first times. No it wasnt. It was tougher
than that, raw and scary and honest. More violent in its demands than any play-rape.

'Chrigt you'reimpossibly hard.

Wedidn't know what to do with it. She was too sore; | was scared of her teeth.

'Don't worry about it,' | said.

‘Butl loveit.

'I' know you do."

'l do.'

It knows.'

She wrapped her legs around me. | moved, touching her cunt with the tip of my cock, withdrawing,
touching. Her hair prickled me. She pulled me close and laughed into my ear, until after awhile the
laughter grew regular and desperate, and | knew she was crying.

| kissed my way across her neck to her chin, her cheeks, her eyes.

Ironic, that the dreadful threats wed lived through should have given usthis: anew Start, after dl.
Strange, that by my deceiving her, we could be more properly ourselves.

She had waited for me for so long. So long, she had waited for me to come back to her. Did what she
could to keep mewhole. Failed, yes: but failed while meaning well. | felt no gratitude towards her:
nothing so cold asthat. No guilt, either, for turning out the way | had - the bottles hidden in thewall. All
that mattered in the end was that she had waited and | had weethered, and now we were here, together,
and her tears had stopped and | was il licking her face and it was starting to get ticklish and awful and
she was laughing and trying to push me away -

'Ugh. Get off.’

| pinned her hands to the bed and gave her mouth awet lick.

'Drink!" she squedled, threshing about under me,

'What?

'l thought that'd stop you.'



| tried to lick her again. She fended me off. 'Drink! Drink! | want to get pissed!" She crawled off the bed.
I'll beback inasec.’

'Loveyou,' | Sighed, as she went out the door.
‘Loveyou too.'

'l Loveyou.'

'LOVEYOU.'

It went on like this, stupidly, the way these things do. It was along way down to the kitchen and we were
screaming a each other just to be heard.

'l fucking love your cock.'

Clink. Smash.

'Oh fuck...

'Areyou okay? | shouted. | sat up. 'Zoe?
Thediensflexed and tittered.

" eah!

Zoe...

Had she heard?

They werelaughing, oh yes. They wereralling around. They were splitting their Sdes.
'‘Adam?

'Yes?

'Ice?

Yes, yes!

She hadn't heard. She hadn't, hadn't.
'Herel come.’

| heard her onthe dtairs. | Srained for breath. The dienswere il laughing, they were sucking up al my
oxygen. She stood in the doorway, her armsfull of bottles, lovely green bottles. | gasped it out.

'l loveyou, Eva'



Evasmiled amdting smile. 'l loveyou too, Adam, she said.

16.

The next day, Money phoned meto say that her father-in-law had just died.
'I'm sorry to hear that, Money,' | said.

It was early in the afternoon, twenty-five degreesin the shade, and outside it sounded like the world was
ending. Buildersfrom Rattee & Kett were taking down their scaffolding from round the newly restored
Southwark Cathedral. An ambulance had got log-jammed on London Bridge and wastrying to blast a
path clear with its sSiren. Two doors down, abunch of boorish suits had strayed acrosstheriver for a
boozy Iunch outside the Mug House wine bar. Normaly around now 1'd have cooled off with awak by
theriver, but only yesterday at thistime | had seen Hannah walking towards me down Park Street, laden
with bagsfrom Ned's Yard Dairy, and I'd barely time to get out of sight. | didn't daretake arisk like that

agan.
'l waswondering,' said Money, ‘whether you'd fedl ableto go and take care of histhingsfor me.'

| balked dightly at that. "Well, I'm not sureI'm redly the person - '

The sun best in through the dust-bleared sash window. The back of my neck was burning. Theair inthe
office was unbearably close now, but the heat had warped the window shut and besides, there were too
many waspsin theroom asit was. While | watched, one crept drowsily in through the ventilator grillein
thecaling.

'l don't know the family - '

'It'ssmply impossible for meto get away at the moment, Adam. | redlly need you to take care of thisfor
rre.I

The wasp swung drunkenly towards the window. | levered mysdlf out the way. The office chair dropped
aninch or two under meas| rose.

'Adam?

Y au Zhenshu. | wondered how on earth | was going to explain thisoneto Eva

Physicigt; informant; traitor; radio engineer; spy. Over the years, provoked by Evas framed photograph
of her grandfather, | had collected snippets about the man they said had caused his degth. Zhenshu'slife -
pieced together out of scraps and hintsfrom Jmmy, Money, Hamley, Victor and the Hong Kong
grapevine - belonged to the darker, Dashiel Hammett end of a Thirties sexid.

'His affairs may take sometimeto sort out,’ Money warned me. ‘He has property in Hong Kong.'

| had to admit, | was curious. Money was unwittingly pressing al the police-paperchaser buttonsin me.
There would not come another opportunity like this, to test Zhenshu's heinous reputation against redlity.



| said, "Y ou won't want to sdll anything.' Property prices there had fdlen to athird of their Handover
leves

'I'm dways very grateful for your advice, Adam.'

| thought about it some more. 'Where did helive? | asked.

'Wye, in Kent.'

It was just about commutable. Maybe | wouldn't have to say anything to Eva.

The wasp, frustrated, turned and dive-bombed my head. | dodged, tugging the phone across the desk on
atoboggan of |oose papers.

"Therés no immediate family. | can give you the number of hiscarer -

The wasp landed on the armrest of the broken-down chair and caught itsleg in the burst foam. It
wrestled and fizzed, usdesdy. If | had to spend another day in here | would surely mdt into thelino.

| took a biro from out my shirt pocket. 'Sure,' | said. 'Go ahead.'
Outside, ascaffolding pipe struck the pavement. It rang like abell.

If you havetolig liein detall. Thelast timel visited Money | told Evathat Richard Kitney had invited me
to Imperid College's new medica school for ademongtration of Dicom 3.

Today, | told Eval was attending asymposium on emotiona interfacing chaired by Kevin Leicester a
Reading University. Evawas so impressed she offered me the car. The mileage discrepancy between
Reading and Wye was too grest, so | chose the train instead, and was punished for my deceit by getting
trapped in awindow seat on the sunny side of a carriage that had probably carried my grandfather to the
Great War. By thetime | arrived my skin was rendered to glue. | tried straightening my shirt and the back
of it was soaking.

Thetown was far too small for taxis: | waswalking up the street to where the shops seemed to be -
antiques, antiques, and, yes, no doubt about it, antiques - when asilver MX5 flew round the bend and
didto ahdt, impossbly fast, like a CGl effect, against the opposite pavement.

That car - there was probably a button to shoot knives out of the hubcaps.

Of course, | could guesswho it was.

'Hopin.'

'Y ou should have got a 5-series,' | told her. Then you could kill yoursdlf inreal comfort.' | strapped
mysdf in. It felt like | was Sitting on the road.

Zoe sniffed and reached down to scratch her ankle. She was barefoot. 'Y ou know who buys them?

'Who?



She gunned the engine, paddied the whedl, and car legpt round like a cat to face the way it had come.
'Restaurateurs!’

"What the fuck are you doing here, Zoe?

Shetook my mood in her stride. ‘Mother sent me.'

'Yeah, sure!

‘Shefigured I'd know who to invite to the cremation.’

'For that you needed to come dl thisway?

‘It didn't take long.'

She dewed the car around a couple of back streetsto show me how little time it would have taken her.
'Christ's sakes!'

She laughed. She was nowhere near as good as she thought she was. ‘Nearly there." She turned down a
narrow lane between old high walls and hit the brakes so hard, | could fee my guts being strained out

through the seat-belt webbing.

| looked around, dazed. Zoe had tel eported us out of town entirely. | could see nothing but trees. A dirt
driveway led |eft.

'‘Down there?
'Peaceful, isn't it?

Suddenly we were doing barely ten miles an hour, over the dirt and onto a poorly-maintained drive. Zoe
wanted to show the place off to me. The avenue was old, untended for years, and the chestnut trees had
bust up the tarmac; roots rippled the surface. The MX5's rock-hard suspension jounced us about aswe
approached the house.

It was old, rebuilt and refitted so many times, it had lost adl memory of itself.

Zoe shod hersdlf and climbed out of the car. She didn't bother with the door. The hed of her Miu Miu
sandd left an oval dent in the segt leather. Her outfit today was by her standards pretty restrained: a
kitsch floral summer dress, probably Sogo. She picked her way across the crazed tarmac. She was so
smdl, so childishly thin - the girl in the Hello Kitty comic Strip. Y ou will see her sort any fine day on
Shaftesbury Avenue, dumped, bored as a supermodd, in the trophy seat of ayacht-white Audi.

| tried not to think of the time she had sat there for me.

She fanned through the keys Zhenshu's nurse had given us, looking for a'Y de among the heavy, eccentric
shapes. | sat waiting on the low brick wall which framed the portico. The gardenswere al overgrown.
Roses, long-since outgrowing their pyramida frames, threw off afaint perfume from scant, sickly flower
heads. The dominant scent was of loam and damp.



'Herewe are!'
'l thought Zhenshu was supposed to be the money-man of thefamily,' | said, following her into the front

room. The furniture was chegp and old-fashioned, unworthy of these high-ceilinged roomswith their
painted dado rails and elegant ceiling roses. Zhenshu hadn't so much lived here as camped ouit.

'He didn't want much for himsdlf.'
In the kitchen, the fridge and the cooker were old models - an Electrolux, a Belling - kept spotlesdy
clean. The table was a nasty wood-effect laminate effort that folded up against the wall when not in use.

There were net curtains over the windows, and nasty chinafigurines gathering dust on the window-sills.

It reminded me of Arnos Grove, and of the house where | grew up when mother was Htill dive, dusting
every day.

Updtairs, therooms smelled of glue. Out in the hall, damp had got into the plaster, and a corner of the
caling had fdlenin.

'Nice to see he was being looked after properly.’ | toed through the pile of plaster and Artex beneath the
hole.

'He never used the rooms upgtairs.’

| looked up into the hole, where the attic had to be: awire crate had fallen onto the unsupported part of
the ceiling and cracked it open. There were papers poking through the mesh of the crate. | stood on
tiptoe and pulled onefree.

'‘Adam! You'll have it down on top of you.'

| stepped smartly away: my Indiana Jones moment. Nothing happened.

'I'm hungry,’ said Zoe, aready bored with this.

'We can go grab somelunch inaminute.' The letter was full of technical details: an argument about
tolerances, too involved to make any immediate sense. 'If you like." It carried the Nabeshimalletterhead. |
showed it to her.

'Oh," she said, unsurprised, 'yes, ther€lll be tons of that here.’

| looked at her, blank. 'l thought he was a teacher.'

'He worked at the University of Hong Kong, but heinvented stuff, didn't you know?

‘No.'

‘That'swhat caused dl the nastinessin Hong Kong. He was forced to work for Nabeshima during the
occupation. That's when the rumours got started about him being atraitor.’

| looked at the letter again. Thisisdated '55.



'He rg oined the company when he moved to Japan.'
'Y our dad told me they lived on the bread-line in Abashiri.'
'Oh, that was only to start with.’

| remember thinking, just how complicated were Zhenshu's affairs going to be? | wondered how many
more crates were waiting for usin theloft.

We droveto Dover for lunch. Zoe wanted to rediscover atea shop she remembered from when she was
little - apig-tailed, six-year-old tourist armed with a Nikon camera Jmmy had bought her for her
birthday. 'It was a proper camera, lenses and everything. It weighed aton.’

'A strange sort of present for alittlegirl,' | said.

"Y ou know that's how he was with me,' she said, without rancour. | felt petty.

We were walking aong the top of the seawall. The sun was so bright, the seawasfull of shattered
mirrors. | thought about Jmmy, the Praya, the car swerving and faling. 'How were you two getting
aong? Before hedied?

'He gave me money for my car.'

| looked at her. She shrugged.

Poor Jmmy: the third time around, hefindly got achild worthy of him, and it was agirl. She had nowhere
he could make his scars.

'No, she sad, ‘thingswerefine. | thought maybe when | went to study in London it might have got eesier
between us, but whenever | answered the phone al he ever said was, "Can | talk to your mother?*

"That'snot immy,' | said, ‘that's men, period.’

'Redly?

'Well, my dad -

| stopped myself.

'Were you often here asachild?

'Only once,' she said. 'Zhenshu took meto the Ide of Wight." She swung her sasndalsin her hand. | had
forgotten that about her: how she was dways dancing. 'There's a castle there, and alighthouse. It was
open, and the lighthouse keeper showed me round. | don't suppose he wasred - aren't they al operated
by machine now?

'l suppose' | said, watching her dance.

'| ate sugared dmonds,’ she said. It was strange, hearing her account of these ordinary places; even now,



they had akind of foreign glamour for her. 'l remember he took me sailing once,' she sad. ‘It wasvery
rough. Y ou wouldn't think it, would you? It's such a pretty stretch of water.'

'Yes.!' | wasthinking about my father: his collections of things; histiny, meticulous handwriting. Theforma
gestures he used with peopleto hide hisfear.

The concrete had weathered and crumbled here, and there was abig puddlein front of us. | jumped
acrossit and offered Zoe my hands. 'Jump,' | said.

She jumped, and snatched my hands. | overbaanced and ssumbled into the puddle. She leaned into me,
struggling to regain her balance. Her hair smelled of salt water and seaweed. Her breasts brushed me.
She looked up a me; her eyeswere blind eyes, the pupils pin-point smal in grey irises. They expressed
nothing.

| tried to smile. My mouth gaveway. 'l -

She laughed. 'I'm soaking.'

Water glistened on her ankles.

17.

My feet were wet through and my socks were baling around my toes as we wandered from street to
Street in search of Zoe's cafe. Every road seemed to lead us further away from the sea-front, into closes
lined with four-whed drive cars and ornamental conifer hedges and ruched blindsin every window.

"Theré's nothing here,’ she said, turning afull circle as she walked. 'What do people do? Where do they
shop?It'slike an episode of Siders.

‘They al have cars,' | said. 'lt'slike this everywhere now.’

We went back to the coast road and entered a greasy spoon we had passed earlier. It wanted to be a
Fifties diner, with American number plates screwed to the walls and Jmmy Dean on the front of every
plasticated menu.

'Egg and chips.’

If Money could have heard us, she would have approved. Zoe, missing her studies at the L SE, wanted
meto recall my dayswith KPMG. | gave her the usua milk-round pep talk about pension funds, ethical
investments, and the ret. It was strange, seeing her on the threshold of that world, taking it al on board,
drinking itin.

Shesaid, 'l did an ethics paper last year on affinity cards.

It was a Strange conversation.

| can't remember at what point | started not to beieveinit. It just snuck up on me somehow: the anger,



the desire to confront whatever it was | thought was reglly going on behind these niceties.

'Why did Money kill my dog?

'What?

'I guessit was Brian and Eddie got their hands dirty. It seemsther syle.

'What dog?

'Y ou mean they're working through alist?

‘Adam -

'Evasdog. Evas Y orkshireterrier.'

Her fork was loaded with ham. Shelet it fal back on her plate. 'What are you talking about? She knew
it was something bad. Her face had paled already. But it wastoo late now. 'Evas dog was crucified
againg our garagewall.'

Zoe swallowed.

It was the day after the medl. It wasthe day | called your mum and said I'd work for you, after al.’
'Y ou didn't say anything about adog.’

| shrugged. 'Never show ahit,’ | said.

"You know,' | said, 'shedidn't have to do that. It's fucking crude, apart from anything else. Jmmy would
never have done anything like that.'

'Shedidn't doit!" It was amost a shout.
‘Comeon, Zoe...'
'Shedidn't.’ There weretearsin her eyes.

It was no good. | couldn't stop. 'She has Hamley killed, because he was dumb enough to let the inquiry
catch up with him. And when it looked to her like | might get out of line-

It'snot true.’
| smiled. She had so much to learn. 'Eat your chips,' | said.
Shewas crying openly now. 'It's not,' she kept saying.

‘Shemore or lesstold me, Zoe. She's been waving Hamley's accident in my face every time weve
spoken.’

‘Shetold you shedidn't doit.'



| wiped a scrap of bread round my plate.

'| was there when she phoned to invite you round. She said, "I wasn't the one who ran - who ran over -
"' Her jaw trembled.

'Shefelt she had to force me into working for her.’

'Stop it

'l suppose she didn't have anyone el se she could threaten.’

Zoe stirred her coffee with a spoon. She wiped her eyes. She waited.

Thereisn't much you can do with ablanket denial, especialy when there's no other evidence to hand.

Besides, theré's only so long you can fed good about making a pretty girl cry. So though the paranoia
was till thereinsgde me | packed it back into its box and put it away and began the long climb down.

I'msorry,' | said.

"Y ou can't blame mefor being on edge,’ | said.

'Friends?

'Please, Zoe,' | said.

She shook her head. 'It doesn't matter whether we're friends or not,' she said.

‘It mattersto me.'

"I mean it's not the point.' She looked at me. Anyone elsg, it would have been what they cdl a'significant'
look. But her blind grey eyeswere uselessfor that - they conveyed nothing. 'Did you mean it about your

dog?
'l 'had to get rid of him before Evasaw.’
Thenit'slike mum said, isn't it? Someone somewhereis caling her bluff.’

It had never occurred to me that Boots's death might be intended as awarning, not for me, but for my
protectors the Y aus. "'Well, who would want to do that? | protested.

Zoe tasted her coffee, grimaced, and pushed the cup away. 'How am | supposed to know? she said.
'You'rethe spy.’

I'd wanted to clear theair, but al I'd done was stir up more dust. So | did my best to crow-bar the
conversation back onto itsorigina track. Zoe joined in. But nothing either of us said after that had much
to do with what we were redlly thinking.

'I'd like to go back to Hong Kong one day,’ she said. 'Start my own businessthere. If the bust bottoms
out.



It startled me, how quick she wasto forgive my accusations. | wanted to thank her but I didn't know
how so | followed her lead and pretended nothing had happened. ‘More than half China's trade spills
through Hong Kong,' | said. 'Sure the bust'll end.’

"Just solong as| can lose our heinous family reputation.”

Well, | thought, | guess| deservethat. 'If we do our job well,' | said, 'you won't owe anybody anything.’
'God,' she said, pushing her plate away, still haf-full, ‘they certainly give you enough.'

We walked back along the main road and through a public marinato the car park. The wind was damp
and feverish, and linestinked againgt their magts, setting my nerves on edge.

‘The thing isto keep Brian and Eddie out of it," she said, picking between the puddies and flotsam. My
trainers and socks were soon so sodden through, it didn't make any difference, and | dopped along
untidily beside her. They wouldn't have aclue’

"They seem pretty entrepreneurid,’ | said, ineffectudly polite. Only five minutes before 1'd been cdling
them dog-killers. 'Especiadly Eddie,’ | offered - alimp olive-branch.

'Eddie imports snowboards," she said.

‘Thereyou are.' My feet were so wet, | felt blistersforming.

'He stuffsthem with dope.’

| didn't know what to say.

'He has a sculptor from Central St Martin's hollow them out for him with aplaster saw. Meanwhile he
sends Brian over on the Dieppe Ferry in aFord van with a clapped out gas heater in the back. When he
returnsit's crammed to the gillswith beer. No-one ever notices the Caor canister's stuffed with cocaine.’
'Does Money know?

'Mum's not good at asking the right questions. They keep the emptiesin her garage.'

'Have you talked to them about it?

She shook her head. 'l dropped Eddie's mobile phone into the toilet once.’

| laughed. That must have given him pause’

'Hesgoing to land mum in trouble.’

'Andyou,’ | said.

She said, They've got thisidea Hong Kong's hasde-free, " catch-as-catch-can, mate”." Her impersonation

of Eddie was merciless. They want to become film producers. The new Heung brothers. They'll be eaten
dive'



There was nothing to say. Brian and Eddie worshipped their father. If they wanted to follow in his
footsteps, there wasn't much anyone could do except try and contain the damage.

Back at Zhenshu's house, | shed my shoes and washed my feet in the shower. There wasn't atowe, 0|
made do with aflannd | found, folded up, clean and fresh, on the shelf by the sink.

When | came out | found Zoe struggling with a stepladder she had brought in from the garage. 'For the
attic,' she explained.

| put that off aslong as| could, but Zhenshu had been very organised, and it didn't take long to gather the
papersin the ground floor rooms. His insurance and pension certificates were arranged in a phabetical
order in aseries of concertinafiles. Even his cheque stubs were kept in abox labelled 'Stubs.

'Shall we have alook in the loft now?

It wasdl abig gameto her. Shewasirresstible.

| went first up the stepladder. The stairs were warm under my bare feet. There was no lock, and the
pand lifted easily enough. | did it out of the way.

‘Can you see anything?

‘Theré'sapull-cord here." | reached up and tugged. Nothing happened. 'The eectricity's off,' | said,
feding foolish.

'No.' Zoe went and flicked the hall light on and off, proving her point.
'Well the bulb'sgone!'

Zoe found atorch and a spare bulb under the sink and handed them up. The socket was live when |
pushed the bulb home. 'Fuck.’

'What isit?

'I hate doing that." | looked around. The boxes were stacked so close together, there wasn't even space
to walk between the stacks. 'Bloody hell.

'What?

They were Viking archive boxes. | pulled the lid off the nearest. Inside lay astack of nestly typed
technical specifications; alaminated Nabeshima company brochure from the mid-Fifties; a dot-matrix
printout in hexadecimdl.

| looked for away through the stacks.

‘Can | come up?

'Let me make someroom.'



An MDF floor had been laid over thejoists. | started making a path and found that the stack was only
two boxes deep. Beyond, narrow paths of chipboard off-cuts made meandering paths from beam to
beam, over fungd, bulbous pools of old insulating flt.

'How'sit look?

'Manageable. Come on up.' Therewas an old tricycle under a drop-leaf table. 'l thought he didn't have
kids,' | said.

'What have you found? Zoe's voice was bright and excited. She came up the ladder. | made room for

her.

'He kept it!" she said. She rushed over to examine it, jJumping from board to board. | winced: they
weren't even nailed down. She ran her hands over the handlebars. Her fingers amost fitted the brakes,
dill. | fet something medt insde me, leaving me hollow ingde.

Leather trunks and plastic bags, rolls of carpet, awardrobe rack on casters, jam-packed, the clothes
hidden behind dry cleaning bags. | said, 'l don't think he ever threw anything away.'

Behind the table were three tea chests. The first was full of technical drawings, rolled neatly into
cardboard cylinders. Zoe helped me unwrap a couple: blueprintsfor radios, or what looked like radios.

The next chest was covered with ablanket. Therewasno lid. | looked in. It was asif Zhenshu had taken
abunch of old radiosto pieces and thrown the bitsin here.

| stirred around in the junk; it meant nothing to me. Y ou think all those boxes of |etters and print-outs are
about this?

Zoe came over to look. 'God,’ she said, ‘what adepressing idea.’
Thethird chest contained crockery.

In an old leather trunk we found notebooks written in Cantonese interspersed with mathematical
equations, amended, scribbled over and crossed through again and again in angry black ink until surely
even Zhenshu couldn't have made any sense of them. There were hardback diaries, used as scribbling
pads, and a pile of school exercise bookstied with string. When we opened them we found ajournal,
again in Cantonesg, interleaved with photographs, most so faded and blotched we couldn't make out the

images.

Old ornaments. Prints. A box full of Goss china. A schoolroom globe minusits stand, wrapped in
newspaper. The map petals were lifting off the ball. We smoothed them down and read off forgotten
names. Rhodesia. Sudetenland.

Zoe found apile of 78swrapped in brown paper, but we couldn't find a player. | opened aLloyd Loom
laundry basket and it wasfull of sk cheongsams. | held one out for her.

She held it againgt her. ‘It'slovely,’ she said.

| said, 'Put it on.'



'What?

'Put it on.' | had completely lost control of my mouth. ‘It looksthe right size!’

At the bottom of the basket was aHuntley and Palmer's biscuit tin full of her grandmother'sjewd lery.
Shelaid the pieces out in the silk nest weld made beside the laundry basket. Jade and silver. Gold
bracd ets. Rings that might have been diamond, and probably were. A velvet choker with aruby sewn
into the front.

'l never knew her,' said Zoe, sadly, telling mewhat | already knew: 'She died giving birth to dad.’
‘There's probably a photograph of her somewhere,' | said.

But we couldn't find one.

‘Jesus, what amess.'

We surveyed the damage - the pile of old clothes, the papers scattered everywhere, the globe, perched
precarioudy on top of the pile of 78s. 'It was amess anyway,' she said. 'Only now it looks like amess!’

'Wed better put it Straight.’ | said.

But Zoe had noticed something in the junk filling the middle tea chest.

'What isit?

She was having trouble untangling itswires. 'I'll show youif | can only - there!

It looked like aWakman - abakelite Wakman, with half a dozen cloth-sheathed wires dangling from
one end. Each ended in acrocodile clip.

| swallowed. | knew what it was.
How could | forget?

She misread my expression totaly; she smiled, and handed the box over to me. ‘Now thiswould be
worth suing over,' she said.

The diensingde mebacked away franticaly, bumping againg my spine.

There was a brass switch on the side of the box, like an old-fashioned light-switch, and ameta knob
with numbered settings up to ten.

'My dad had one. It'sa stress-relief thing.'
| didn't dare meet her eyes. Stress?
"Y ou know. Biofeedback.’

Maybe | waswrong. Maybe it wasn't what | thought it was. Maybe it was dl one big jolly coincidence.



Maybe | was panicking.
"Zhenshu made this?

'Yes,' shesaid. 'The family story goes Nabeshimawanted it but Zhenshu would never agreeto adedl.’
Shelaughed adry laugh. 'Not very likely, isit?

'l don't know.' | weighed the box in my hand. It was very light. "' Biofeedback™? Zoe, the word wasn't
even invented until the Sixties!

‘Maybe that'swhy he could never strike adeal. Hiswork was ahead of itstime.’

'How does it work?

'Y ou pinch the clipsto your skin.'

| looked at her.

‘It doesn't hurt. Dad's version has acupuncture needles, so be grateful !

She did off the backing plate. 'No batteries,’ she said, disappointed, and put the box back together again.

| turned away and stuffed newspaper back around the globe. | had to hide my face somehow. 'L et's get
on.'

| threw Zhenshu'sjournasinto thetrunk. | rolled up the blueprints. | worked steadily. When | turned
round, Zoe had gone.

Downdairs, | heard atoilet flush.
Zoe had thrown the box back into the trunk. Maybe it meant nothing to her, after dl. Evenif it was what
| thought it was, it was probably thefirst, an early prototype: probably it couldn't do what the models|

had known could do.

| ran my hand across my eyes, trying to wipe avay theimages. Their needles and their eyes. Their
mouths, their centres, the taste of them.

The diensrattled my spine, shaking me awake.

| picked up Zhenshu'slittle bakelite box and pushed open the backing plate. The case was made to hold
size 3 batteries. | crossed to the hatch and picked up the torch. | took out the batteries. | dipped them
into place insde Zhenshu's box. | must have put the battery cover down someplace stupid because |
couldnt find it.

| examined the casing for alight, but there was nothing to indicate that the machine wasworking.

| dabbed my finger against adangling aligator clip. Nothing. | threw the switch on the side of the box.
The heavy spring snapped the contacts together with a satisfying clack. | touched the clip again.



Thetiniest charge sorang off my finger, like Satic off aTV screen.

'‘Adam?

She had changed into a cheongsam. It was gold, painted with flowers. She/d had to pull it up above her
kneesto climb the stairs and the materid was still rucked up. She stooped and pulled it down around her
ankles, smoothing the silk over her calves. Her breasts moved againgt the front of her dress. She stood
up. Her belly wasflat and hard. Her hip-bones jutting sharply against the narrow cut of the dress - two
bright points, sheened by the naked dectric light. "What do you think? Her grandmother's ruby glittered
at her throat.

'l think you're beautiful,' | said.

'Yes?

"Y ou know what | think.'

She saw the machinein my hand. She came over and sat at my feet. As she sank to her knees, the long
dit a the side of her dress opened to show me her thigh. She took the box from me. She saw the
batteries there, and smiled.

'What?

'Put your hand out,’ she said. She clipped the wiresto my skin: one on the web of my forefinger and
thumb, two to the skin below my wrist, another two to the loose skin over my knuckles. She got meto
sueeze the last one between my third and fourth fingers. The clips were only weakly sprung. They didn't
hurt at dl - just adight tingle asthey first touched my skin.

She knew what she was doing.

'Z0€e?

Therewas an old trunk lying next to us. She had melay my hand, palm down, on the worn leather
surface.

'Zoe, please -

'Do you remember Hong Kong? she said, and turned the did.

My hand swelled.

| feltit. It grew and grew. It became heavy. It tugged a my wrist. Pints of blood welled in my fingers. |
fdlt thetips of my fingersfilling like balloons, stretching, about to burst. My wrist twisted Sckeningly. The
snew and linkage insde puffed and knotted, struggling to bear the heavy hand.

The clips were expanding too. No matter how big my hand got, the clips grew at the same rate. Great
metd jaws dragged at skin grown leathery and thick, like whae hide, and | could fed the way each layer
of dermistugged and clung, ressting the pull of the teeth.

| stedled mysdlf, and glanced at my hand.



| knew what to expect, though | still couldn't redly believeit. It waslying on the trunk, attached by wires
to Zoe'smachine. It was exactly asit had been. It wasn't swollen at dll.

| swallowed. | tried lifting my forefinger off thetable.

| felt the muscles knot inside my hand, and let out aragged breeth as the tendon did dickly aong its
carpal tunndl. At last the great bloody bag of my fingertip tore free of its sticky fingerprint and rose from
the trunk.

1-"1 said.

Zoe held her hand over mine,

| felt her eectricity before she ever touched me. The aura of her flesh. The atic hum. The hairsaong the
back of my hand stood erect for her. Her hand came closer and closer.

| swallowed and closed my eyes.
The weight of her crushed my hand into the trunk. Bone bulged through tissue. Nerves sparked.

She clenched her hand round mine. Her flesh was soft and insistent. It throbbed against meto an dien
rhythm, her rhythm, and | could fed the pulse of her heart through her bones.

| blinked away tears. She drew my hand towards her.

'Feel what it can do,’ she said - and took my thumb inside her mouth.

Hong Kong
1992

18.

All Evahad ever wanted was love. All her life she had thirsted for it. Her mother had never returned it.
Thefirst year of our marriage, | had plotted with an awful fascination the dark void it had |eft inside her,
and, because | loved her, filled it up asbest | could. But sex and words cantt fill that gaping need, and so
we'd had a child, both wanting it, both needing it, and both so happy when it came, we never noticed
anything waswrong till well into Jugtin'sthird year. We thought for awhile it was a hearing problem.



Then the results came back from the DSM-1V diagnogtic interview: it was like the flameinsde her
guittered.

Oneday in early 1992, on the fourth floor of City Hall Library in Hong Kong, | came acrossa
two-year-old paper by Chung, Luk and Leein the Journa of Autism. Autistic children, they wrote, do
unusudly well in the colony, supported and encouraged by a close-knit network of relatives and friends.
Thetroublewith Evaand | was, | had just that week cut us out of that supportive family loop - and | il
had her mother's scratches to proveit.

'He's gone backwards,’ Eva sobbed, that evening, 'Just listen to him.'

Alone, in the dark, Justin whirled around his room. His bare toes hoofed the carpet. He had smashed the
ceiling light so often, we had stopped replacing the bulb. Besides, he hardly ever bumped into things. He
looked at everything out the corner of hiseye, and as any amateur astronomer or night fisherman will tell
you, peripheral vision works better at night. The orange glow of night-time Hong Kong was more than
enough for himto see by.

'I'm not doing him any good, Adam.’

| had known thiswas coming. | had seen it in Evasface: the self-doubt, the guilt. Her own mother had
gpat the seeds in through her ear one Saturday when she came round to baby-sit.

'If you only treated him normaly, Eva, dl thiswould go away.'

All'I could do was St there, open-mouthed, gravy dripping off my fork. If sheld leaned over the dining
table and plunged her steak knife through my wife's heart, | couldn't have been more dumbfounded or
more useless.

Evas mother wasincapable of love. Justin, lucky animal, had no need of it. Needlessto say Evas mother
handled her grandson better than she had ever handled her own daughter. Around him, and only around
him, could shefed whole.

She blamed Evafor Jugtin's condition. Justin was alovdly little boy, sheinssted, the night | threw her out.
'Why can't you two treat him properly?

She withdrew the knifein time, but not without a hefty twidt.

'All I know is, anyone could have done this. Anyone. | don't know asingle mother who hasn't felt thisin
themsalves!

Not Mummy's pearls of wisdom, thistime, but those of a Gestalt counsdllor she got Evato see every
Thursday afternoon.

And after that | saw it fed, that usdless guilt eating my wife, in fits and spurts, by every phone-cal
Mummy made, and every trip to psychotherapy.

Autistic children cannot show love because they do not know what it is. For along time it was assumed
that autistic children were so cold because their parents - their mothers especialy - were cold to them.
Autism, it was once thought, was just a symptom of emotiona neglect.



Whichiscrap, of course. Neglected children may exhibit some autistic behaviours at first but put themin
amore stimulating environment - put them together, even - and they will begin to recover very quickly.
Theimprovements are blindingly obvious after about twenty-four hours.

But there was no point trying to explain thisto Evas mother, or arguerationdly at dl, cometo that. She
was bent on her daughter's destruction.

It was up to me then, to tear Evas guilt up by the root. The trouble was, that 'refrigerator mother' bullshit,
however dreadful it was, had at least provided Evawith akind of explanation for why Justin was the way
hewas. All | could offer in exchange were scraps and snatches: athreadbare and - thanksto my own
ignorance and aspirin-popping upbringing - alargely pharmaceutica hope.

For alittle while, Justin had responded well to the dietary supplement DMG. | got our suppliesfrom an
outfit caling itsdf Cognitiona - basicaly aworn, gangly, engaging neurologist caled Michad Yildiz.

His offices were not immediately reassuring. On the coffee table in the reception t here was a copy of
Caduceus among the Hong Kong Tatlers. 'Hedling into Wholeness, it said on thefront. Treesfor life,' it
sad.

'Our Ancient Guardians.'
'Can dolphins hed ?

| wasjust reaching for the lift when Yildiz buzzed the desk. 'Y ou can go through,’ the receptionist said,
without looking a me, like it was beyond her why | should want to.

Quite what Damascene conversion had drawn Dr Yildiz into the woolly world of complementary
medicine, | never found out. One minute he was performing the Wada test on bike crash victimsin
Bangkok, the next he was knocking down the doors of venture capitalists, buttonholing them about a
crazy vison he hadfor anew kind of medica care - something he caled 'integrated natura healing
technologies.

What this meant for Evaand Justin and | was reliable information about casein- and gluten-free diets, a
video made by parents of autistic children in San Diego about the effects of taurine intake, and near-cost
supplies of DMG from a Stateside health-food store.

In his pine-pandled office - it might have been asaunain aformer life - Yildiz handed me somefoail strips
stamped DMG. 'This stuff's been around since 1965, he yawned, handing me a copy of Allan Cott's
origind paper. 'He came acrossit in Moscow, in the form of pangamic acid. It's not specific to autism:
Blumenaand Belyakova saw improvement in the speech of twelve out of fifteen mentally handicapped
kids!

| searched hisfacefor clues. He couldn't have changed his razor in months because his neck was one big
bloody rash. His clothes were expensive but ill-kempt. His off-hand manner suggested a certain
professional assurance, but | was new to al this, and distrustful.

'Has this stuff been tested? | asked him.

Yildiz samiled. There have been plenty of non-autism studies which show it's safe. I'm afraid no-one's



going to spend quarter of amillion dollars sponsoring adouble-blind study for its effects on autistic
children.’

'Why not?

'Because no-one owns exclusive rights to manufacture it. It's ahealth-food, not a pharmaceutical .
Hewastdlling the truth, and he was ahead of the game. Evaand Justin and | were already out the other
sde of the DMG roller-coaster when the hype about it hit the press. A Los Angeles mother crashes her
car when her five-year-old autistic mute son shouts 'No! No baby-gtter!" At aMoscow funerd, a

mentally retarded girl asks her younger brother why heiscrying.

It'sofficidly afood, not adrug, you can't overdose on it, and no-one owns exclusive manufacturing
rights, so it's as cheap as pit. It works, too, just like the stories say - for awhile, at least.

If researching my son's condition was consuming al my free time and draining my areedy
much-bel eaguered bank baance, at least ICAC provided a certain amount of light relief.

'Spying' on Frank Hamley meant little more than accepting hisinvitations. A bar here. A grip club there.
It was never my style, and it was refreshing, to have Hamley draw me out of mysdlf thisway. | tried
claming my evenings on expenses but White wasn't having any.

'I'm not doing thisfor fun, you know.'

"Y ou could just try paperchasing him, Adam. We want areport, not atabloid exclusive.’

It got Slly. He used to set me up with cocktail waitresses. | wasn't very interested, but the attention was
flattering. We used to go eat where the lgp-dancers got intimate with the desert trolley. Hewas a Virgil of
bad taste, leading his Home-Counties Dante from one unedifying venue to another, abandoning him
whenever the mood took him. He used to get me drunk and 1'd wake about three in the morning to find
myself being carried out of some porno thestre by weary bouncers.

Around about thistime, Evas mother found out that Evawas spending her alowance on Justin, and
stopped it.

| shrugged the news off and gave Eva a cheque of my own, like it was nothing, someone else's tantrum,
nothing to do with us, something we could easily cover.

It washdf my monthly sdary.
It was time to sober up, to close down the hatches, to tighten the belt.

| told Hamley | was going on the wagon for awhile, | borrowed a cheap laptop from work, and did my
researchesinto Jugtin'sillness from the living-room table.

'‘Cometo bed, love!
'Inaminute. It'saredly good site.

'‘Adam, please -



'Have we any more paper?

Hamley took it hard. | mean, you know the one I'm talking about, don't you? Y ou have seen her, haven't
you?

I'm married.

'l promised her.’

'l can't come out tonight.'

'I've got the entire personnd desk hot for you. They're drooling into their soups.’
'Have agood time.'

'Not even a pritzer?

'Goodnight."

It tuned out there was more on his mind than aworks outing. He had something to tell me. | stuck to my
guns. In the end he had to take alunch hour - something he never usudly did. ‘Let'sgo for awalk, he
said. Intrigued, | agreed.

Indl thetimeit took usto walk to the Star Ferry Termind, | don't think we exchanged morethan a
dozen words. Hamley had something on his mind. The further we walked, the heavier that something
seemed, so that by the time we boarded the Shining Stars his dismal, crushed body language suggested a
different persondity atogether from the ebullient, sensua ogre | had known. For thefirgt time, | was
struck by the weakness of hischin.

He bought me afirgt-classticket for the crossing of the harbour. | was surprised. Nobody ever rides
upstairs but tourists - it takes you five times aslong to leave the boat. A striped awning shaded the
port-side of the double-prowed ferry. Hamley swung the reversible seat-backs to face front and
beckoned meto st beside him. A gaggle of Filipinahousemaids on aday-trip came and sat in front of us,
drowning out, for the gweil os and Japanese businessmen and Austraian tourists gethered at therail,

anything we might say.

Hamley seemed pleased with the arrangement.

The crossing only took ten minutes so he made his pitch brief. 'l want to show you something,’ he said.
He plunged his hand into histrouser pocket, rummaged about there, double-took, rummaged some

more, haf-rosein his seat and plunged hisfingersfurther in - like abest man who'sforgotten thering. At
last hefound it, whatever it was, and handed it over. It wasameta disc, like alarge watch battery. There
was aserid number stamped on the edge, half adozen kanji, and aname: Nabeshima.

"Thanks,' | said, stupidly enough.

'It'satracker,’ hesaid.

‘Uh-huh.’



'Y ou know what atracker is?

'Uh, no.'

"Then don't pretend that you do.' He snatched the thing off me. 'God, that'sirritating.’
I'msorry,' | said.

It'satracker. People useit to track people. Y ou know: atag.'

| looked at thething in hishand. | looked a him.

Hesaid, 'l found it down the back seat of my car when | was creaming the leather last Sunday.

'Oh,' | said. | hunted furioudy for something intelligent to say. 'l guess you don't know whoseit is, then.'
Brilliant, | thought, even before | quit speaking. Jm Rockford lives.

'Yes,' Hamley said, 'yes| do.'
| waited. | didn't trust mysdlf to speak.

"Y ou can buy any number of shoddy toys like thisin Golden Arcade. Some of them not so shoddy. But
not thissort.’

'‘No?

‘No.' Heweighed it in hishand. His fingers closed over it. They tightened. | thought for amoment he was
going to throw it overboard. Instead, he tucked it carefully back ingde histrouser pocket. Hefolded his
arms over his chest. Helooked out over the water. 'It's police issue, he said.

That afternoon | found Whitein his office and pinned him thereawhile.

Hewasn't giving anything away. 'Do we have to do thisin the office?

'No," | said. 'If you'd rather we can both go talk this through in front of the Weird Sigters:”

'I'd rather talk about this outside.’

'l bet you would.'

| wanted to know why 1'd been |eft out of the loop. "Y ou should have told me you'd put him under radio
survellance. All the while you've been playing Popular Mechanics I've been out there with my arse

hanging out.’
'Oh come on, Adam, it'salovely day, why don't we- ?

'Y ou told me to keep an eye on him. What's he going to think now? | don't give a shit about what you
think you're on to, but if you losememy job - '



White compromised. He hung his suit jacket over the glass panel in the door, turned on his desk fan and
sat down besideit. He spoke so softly | had to lean into the breeze to hear him. It made my eyes go

funny.

Itisntus' hesad.

‘But -

Itisnt ICAC. We haven't bugged him.’
'Hamley said the tracker was policeissue.’
'Did he show it to you?

s
'What did it look like?

'It had the word Nabeshima on the side.’
Whitebit hislip.

'Wel?

'Nabeshimaare our exclusive suppliers. ICAC, the Serious Crime Group, all the other spooks get their
hardware from Nabeshima, viathe Roya Hong Kong Police!

'Y ou know alot about it."

White grunted. 'l get their salesman drunk every quarter. Filthy job but somebody hasto doit.’

'So who - who, if not us, isinvestigating Frank?

White shrugged. 'If it was the regular RHKP wed aready have been told about it. One of Frank's
colleaguesin the Serious Crime Group, maybe? Only | don't think the SCG have the brief to conduct
internd investigations. If it'snot ICAC, there aren't many higher levels could order such an aggressive
investigetion.’

‘The CIA? | sneered. MI15, maybe? UNCLE?

Heturned off the fan. The Spies Like Us routine had gone sour in his mouth.

'Wel?

'Well - White grinned. Pure Schadenfreude - no humour there at dl. 'I'm fucked if | know.'

‘Judtin's gone backwards,’ Eva cried.

Judtin'stiny, temporary gains, hisflashes, his brief moments of connection that weredl | won for al my
reading, dl my money - they brought him little enough gain, and Evano comfort.



She wanted to mourn him, but | wouldn't let her. | kept wiring him up to the lightning conductor. | kept
him jerking. | wouldn't let hope die. 'l talked to Dr Yildiz on Monday,' | said. I'd been doing my
homework for this. "There's an anti-convulsant called ethosuximide.”

Shelooked at melike| was mad.

'It's been linked to language gain. Very modest. Nothing like the DMG. But maybe a combination of that
and DMG -

'Can you hear yoursdlf?

'For God'ssake,' | said, 'DMG's ajust bloody food supplement. What harm can it do?

Evarubbed her face. 'How long are we going to go on like this?

'On likewhat? | had to engage her. | had to keep her enthused. Somehow.

‘Justin's - it'slike he's bleeding to death and we're just dapping on Band-Aids!’

That'snot fair. DMG got him talking - '

'‘Adam.’ Her anger startled me. 'It'sover.'

It wears off, | know,' | replied, limply enough.

If I could have kept Evain the life she was used to, things might have been easier for us. But specidist
day-care and private consultants and even the workaday costs of research were pushing me so far into
thered, | could barely afford to run my car, let done my wife.

It wasn't that Evawas shallow. Material comforts weren't some kind of fetish with her. She just needed
some stability in her life, some sense that we weren't spilling oursalves down the plughole of hopelessness
and debt.

| hid my bank statements. Eva spent my cheques the way she had spent her mother's - on Justin.

| spent moretime at home, poring over the screen in the living room. Eva, the cyberwidow, stroked
Jugtin'sforehead while he dept.

| knew shewaslonely. | knew | wasn't much company for her. But | couldn't seethat | had much choice.
Every day | scoured the papers, looking for aloan, adeal, away to keep our sinking ship afl oat. But
that, obvioudy, could never be alasting solution. What | really needed was an answer, amiracle. A
treatment. A cure.

That'swhat | was holding out for.

A cure.

Theway | figured it, it was the only thing could save us.



And then, againgt all reason and al expectation, | found one.

'l cannot do thisany more.’

She shouted it 0 loud, the party at the next table turned round.

'Oh Jesus Chrigt.' Eva hid her face behind her glass.

'So you raised your voice,' | said, 'so what?

'For God's sake Adam, not here, please.’

I'd meant it al to bealovely surprise: aterrace table at the Bela Vistain Macau, to celebrate our
anniversary. But then, for thefirst and probably last timein the hotel's history, they called to confirm the

reservation, and blew the surprise. Then our baby-sitter failed to show, and we had to cal in the maid.

'You'reright,' | said, caming her asbest | could. 'Drugs and diet aren't the answer, no-one ever said they
were. But lvar Lovaass study claims his method's cured somekids- '

Wewere under alot of strain a thetime. The Lovaas method is very time- and effort-intensive and
parenta involvement isvitd. It'sabehavioura programme, very intensive, forty hours aweek minimum,
at home and in specia classes.

Lilly the maid was Lovaas-trained herself, as we had been, and had children of her own enough to
populate awhole New Town, but something in Eva- some ingrained class-anxiety - wouldn't let her rest
thisevening. Shefretted for her son, nursed by amere amah...

‘Adam, Jugtin - he's beginning to frighten me. Isthat dreadful ?

'No," | soothed. "Y ou're just reading into him what isn't there. Y ou know' The cataplana arrived just then,
the spices so heady, | lost the thread of what | was saying.

'Adam?

'What were we talking about? Thethings| said to comfort her were by now worn so smooth, | kept
losgng my grip onthem.

Evasad, 'Y esterday, for example. | hurt mysdif. | cut myself. | was getting lunch. The way he looked at
me-"'

‘But we know dl this;' | interrupted, losing my patience. "We've aready lived through this. We know he
doesn't understand other peoplesfedings. Y ou'retdling me nothing about Justin that we haven't dready
cometo termswith.'

Evaamiled alittle smile, and pretended not to mind my butting in. 'Maybe mother can hep me,' she said.
Her eyes glistened in the candlelight. The breeze blowing down Rua Comendador caught her hair. She
was so beautiful tonight, the undisputed star of the terrace of the Hotel BelaVigta. The waiterswere
taking turnsto serve us, just to get alook at her face. 'I know how you fed, darling, but she's so good
withhim-"



‘No.'
'‘Adam -
'Will she do the Lovaastraining? Will she stick with it?

Evatossed her fork into her cataplana and pushed it aside. In the candldight, the skin around her eyes
looked more bruised than ever, and her lips looked bitten to a dreadful, swollen softness.

I'msorry,' | said.

'Y ou want everything your own way,' she said.

'l just hate seeing you bullied.’

'Mein the house wiping food off thewalls. Y ou in the library pretending you're Nick Nolte.’

Thelast happy surprise | had sprung on Eva had been two tickets to see Lorenzo's Oil. Nolte and Susan
Sarandon play parents reading up on acure for their dying son: not, on mature reflection, a happy choice
for us.

'l know I'm fuckingup -

'Don't do that!" Eva snapped. 'Don't back away like that. Every timel try to tell you something redl, you
bland me out.’

'l don't.'

‘You do.'

| needed something to cadm me down. To soothe me. | drank off the glass of white port | had
misguidedly ordered seconds before my fish arrived. Theice had melted: | downed it in one. Alcohoal,

that famous maritd aid.

'l can't cope with Justin in the house any more. | spoke to mother. She's prepared to pay for himto goto
the Higashi schoal.’

Higashi's'Daily Life Therapy'. Another very highly regarded behavioura programme, only thisoneis
resdentia. And exclusve.

‘Tokyo?

'‘Adam -

'l won't let that bitch sted my son from me.’

My time was now evenly spent smoking Silk Cut in the SCG lounge and getting vertigo inthe ICAC car
park. | was il reporting to the Weird Sisters about Hamley, and now Hamley, made paranoid by the

tracker he had found in his car, had me reporting to him about the Weird Sisters. When Hamley found
out I wasworking on Top Luck he must have seen the writing on the wall because he immediately began



his own investigation into the company. Thisquickly spirdled into amgjor - if intractably complicated -
money laundering case. Hamley had meworking on it on the days| wasin the SCG building. Meanwhile
Danie White had meworking on it when | was at ICAC. Which meant that while | was reporting on Top
Luck to White | was dso reporting dizzyingly smilar information to Hamley.

If | was actually getting anything out of this arrangement, it might have been dmost bearable. But there
were no bonuses to be had with a secondment like mine, and every month saw me eating further and
further into what few savings| had put by, smply to meet the household expenses.

| was earning wdll, but the sdlary transfers bardly touched my account before they were gone. Everything
| earned was going on Justin.

It wasthe only way | could keep him.

In the end, Eva's mother won. Her hatchet job on her daughter wastotal. The Lovaas regime we were
running a home broke down in awelter of tears and recrimination. My wife was wrecked, and Justin
was suffering.

Eva needed timeto put hersalf back together. A respite from Justin, she said, needlesdy ashamed; and
her mother repeated her offer to sweep our son off to Daily Life Therapy in Tokyo. But that, | knew,
would only be the beginning, as piece by piece she reclaimed and reconsumed her daughter.

The only way | could think of to fend her off wasif we sent Justin to Tokyo and | paid for the therapy
mysdf.

So that'swhat we did. I'd been ditting up long into the smal hours many nights now, poring over the
laptop, juggling figures, trying to make things balance. It was al so hopeless, once | phoned dad, to ask
whether maybe he could remortgage his houseif | paid theingtalments. It turned out he had aready
remortgaged years before, without telling me, to pay for mum's respite care. He said he had savings.
'What do you need? he said.

'Chrigt, Dad.’

'‘Comeon. It'sokay.' He knew I'd married money, but he didn't say anything. It wasdl | could do not to
burst into tears. | said something dumb and put down the phone.

We didn't entertain any more. We couldn't afford to. It became embarrassing, not inviting people back,
S0 Evaspent most of her timeindoors.

It got so that an unannounced visit by Danid White was amajor bregk in routine. Evawent into
overdrive. '"Another drink? she called, hovering at the kitchen door. Her face was drawn and weary.
Jugtin was home after hisfirst term at Higashi, and the flight had left him nervous and irritable. But despite
her weariness Eva kept on determinedly fussing around us like the perfect hostess.

'Wdll, I'mfine, Whitetold her. 'In fact it's such anice day, shall we all takeawak?
It was obvious White wanted to speak to me aone - appearances aside he was hardly afriend of the

family, so why esewould he turn up like this unannounced on a Sunday afternoon? But he extended the
invitation to Eva, guessing rightly that she would haveto stay in and look after Justin.



| despised him, suddenly and fiercely, for his hypocrisy. Americans are a their very worst when they
think they're being tactful.

| walked him down Lugard Road. | liked White, trand ation problems apart, but he had begun to
represent for me anemesis| knew would come very soon, if | wasn't bloody careful.

'He'sabeautiful little boy.'

‘Hmm?

‘Judtin.'

'Yes'| said. 'He'sautistic,' | said.

'Y eah, | know." Absently, White broke a sprig of jasmine off atree hanging over the path. Therewasa
gap in thefoliage here, and we stood for amoment |ooking down on Hong Kong. They have amazing
faces, don't they?

'Y ou know about that?

'My sster livesin asheltered house in Delray Beach. Every oncein awhile Dad hasto go rescue her.
Fort Myers, once she madeit asfar as Orlando. She has an obsession with bustravel. Muridl. She'svery

bright." He put his handsin his pockets and started walking again along the bridle track. 'Small world,
huh?

A party of Australian joggers tramped past us.

White was going back to the States for aweek to see hisfather safely out of hospitd.
'What happened?

'Golfing accident.'

'He get hit by aball?

'No, an dligator bit hishand off.’

'l was-'

'Redlly. Bit hisforefinger clean off and savered atendon in histhumb. They snesk into the water fegtures
a night.

‘Jesus.’
'One hell of ahandicap.' He turned histroubled blue eyes on me. 'I'll be away, these next six days.’
'Wdll,' | said, 'if therésanything - '

"Whoever'stracking Hamley, they did more than bug hiscar.’



| didn't need this. My life was complicated enough. ‘Haven't you found out who it isyet?
"Therésalistening devicein hisoffice phone!

| felt mysalf colour up. Whenever Hamley was out of the office I'd go in there and use that very phone. It
was the only way, in an office as crowded as ours, that | could plead with my bank manager in private.
(I'd given up my mobile. | couldn't afford the bill.)

'In hisdesk. In hiswashroom..."

'l can't be doing with this, Dan. | work for him. He employs me. | can't hear this!'

‘They'redl policeissue soit'sapiece of pissfor usto listen in on them.’

'Redlly.

"Troubleis, now Hamley's on hisguard, it's only ameatter of time before he has his office swept.’

‘Not my problem.’

'‘And when he finds them, hell blame ICAC. We're the only spooks are entitled to plant equipment on
him.

‘Not my problem.’

"Whoever worksfor ICAC and has accessto hisoffice - * White shrugged. 'Obvioudly, until we know
who's actudly bugging him, suspicion'sgoing to haveto fal somewhere!

| couldn't believe what | was hearing. 'Y ou're framing me?

'Don't be dumb. I'm just telling you how things are going to look.'

'But you've go to do something.'

He shrugged. 'What can | do? I'm off to see my dad.’

Wewaked on alittleway. 'If you want to cover your back,' he said, 'you'll haveto do it yourself.'
| laughed. | couldn't hepit.

"They're only bloody microphones. They'rein his office. We can tell you what they look like, where to
find them. Please, Adam.’

'l don't believe I'm hearing this!'
'What's so difficult?

'Y ou want me to save ICAC embarrassment? Danidl, | work for Frank Hamley. I'm not going to put my
jobonthelinelikethat.'



Y our job'sdready ontheline. If hefindsthem, he's going to suspect you, isn't he?

'Hang on aminute," | said, using anger to concedl my confusion. 'Every month sincel got here the Weird
Sigters have been pumping me for everything | know about Hamley. Now they have abug in Hamley's
office and they want meto pull it out?

‘Tomorrow," he said. 'Without fail. Adam, thisis serious. We can't naill Hamley with an unauthorised
listening device-'

'Y ou're nowhere near to nailing Hamley for anything Daniel and you never have been.’
'Oh yes?

'Itsdl office-politics bullshit and you know it.'

'Redly.

'What if | get caught? | said. 'I'm sorry, Daniel. | can't get involved with thingslikethis!'

Helet me done until my anger dissipated. Then he started in again: adifferent tack, thistime. 'All your
victories are on paper, right?

'l suppose so,' | replied, sulkily. Let him insult my manhood, | thought. I'm British. | don't need manhood.

'Wdll," White sighed, 'l guess that's where your strengths are.’ His discoloured eyes had a saurian quality:
he knew it and used it. '| mean it. Frank Hamley's very impressed with your paperchasing, Adam.'

‘Oh?
‘According to the last tape we lifted from that bug in your office!
"Youlisened inon it?

White shrugged. 'No crimein just listening, Adam. Yes| heard him. Hamley, | mean. Takingto Top
Luck'sMD Jmmy Yau.'

'Hecdled-'
'Hewasin kind of astate. I've got the tape. Do you want to hear it?

| don't know how | responded. White saw he was getting through. 'He warned Mr Y au about you,' he
said. 'He said you were avery good paperchaser.’

'So?
He said you're close to breaking Top Luck's operation. He said you would have to be dedlt with.’
IDarl - ]

"We can't dways be holding your hand Adam,’ he said. 'Y ou're going to have to learn to look out for



yoursdf.

The next day, arrived a the office an hour earlier than usud. | wasthefirst onein.

Hamley'sinner sanctum was locked. | went and borrowed the key off the cleaner, said | had some
papersin there | needed. The cleaner waited for me by the door. | told him I'd bring him hiskeys. He
told me he was leaving now, and was happy to wait. | gave him some money and told him to buy mea
coffee, and something for himsalf. He treatest me to anasty smile and doped off.

| looked at my watch. | had forty-five minutes.

Hamley's phone was the ol d-fashioned kind where the mouthpiece smply unscrews from the handset. It
was stuck.

| tapped it against the edge of the desk.
It wouldn't comefree. | hitit again, hard.

'Oh. Adam.' Lucy Wah, the receptionit, bit the tip of her thumb and leaned against the door jamb. ‘It's
you.'

ves!
Youreinearly.

s

‘Do you want a coffee or anything?

'Sorry, Lucy, I've got to makethiscal.

"Hm." She went back to her desk. Now | needed to make a call so thelight would light up on her
switchboard. | dialed home, got the answerphone, and let it run. | pulled my shirt-tail out and used it to
get agrip on the mouthpiece.

Therewas aknock at the door.

'Y our coffee’

Hedidn't offer me any change. | didn't ask for it. 'Go away,' | said, when he lingered. Y ou're not
supposed to bein here.’

' want to leave. I'm late!
'Here. Takethe keys!'

Hamley would just have to think the cleaners had forgotten to lock the door behind them. | looked at my
watch.

Thirty-five minutes.



| reached forward to close the door. Lucy was watching me from her desk by the lifts. We were the only
onesthere still. How well could she hear from there? Could shetell | wasn't talking down the phone? |
smiled at her, got nothing back, closed the door.

The handset came undone.

| tipped the microphone out so it dangled from itswires and looked inside.
There was nothing there.

The door swung open. ‘Morning, Adam.'

Hamley put his briefcase on the desk, took the phone out of my hand, screwed the mouthpiece cover
back on, and dropped it into its cradle. He sat down and put his feet on the desk. 'L ost something?

| don't remember what | said.

It'sdl right, Adam, he sighed. 'l guessed it wasyou.'

19.

Indl thetimel knew him, Jmmy Y au never went nowhere for nobody. They aways cameto him.

Jmmy's home was a hillside retreat near Wong Nai Chung Gap, overlooking the Tai Tam Reservoir. The
exclusive, tourist-crammed beaches around Shek O were just afew minutes drive away, but up here, the
worgt intruson heéd ever suffer would come from the expats who regularly hiked over these hills back to
Happy Vdley. After lunch near the office | took the Eastern Idand Corridor along the coast, and even
though | dawdled, savouring the elevated view of high-rise beach gpartments, aflame with early summer
light, | reached Shau Kei Wan by 2:30. Today was the Tam Kung temple'sfestival day and the Streets
were full of fish; wire head-dresses, costumes of card and crepe - it took me for ever to get through it all,
and then | missed theturn for the reservoir.

It wasjust as | dropped the car into amean-tempered first that | saw histurning. There was no sign, but
then, there were no other houses. | could just seeitsgrey tile roof, over the trees that lined the fence.
They had been planted here in defiance of the landscape, lush and unlikely asthe dressings of afilm st.

There was an intercom beside the heavy, brutal gate. | got out and used it and something clanged. |
pushed experimentally at the drab-painted bars. The gates rolled back on tracks mulched over with dead
Gingko leaves.

Thefoliage went on and on, rhododendrons and wax trees and jasmine, wild indigo: the garden seemed
arranged to take dl the light from the earth. The drive madeitsfina turn.

The house was intimidating. Three storeys. A cupola above the front door. Deco mouldings round each
window. A portico with pillars. It might once, but for itslocation, have been an ambassador's resdence.

The most I'd expected of Jmmy wasaminimalist gpartment in Good Profit Towers. Indeed, before |



saw his address, | assumed he'd conform to the usua pattern of hiskind - holed upinasingle,
subdivided room within spitting distance of adai pai dong, surrounded by boxes of kiddie-porn videos
and counterfeit Dunhill lighters.

Wrong.

The door was opened by an old man wearing an apron over a cheap but well-cut suit. He smelled of
beeswax. Hislined, defeated face belied his strength; there was something hard and thick about the set of
his shoulders. | followed him through avestibule tiled with pink marble. | imagined him of amorning,
wading treacle-ishly through his Tai Chi moves, splitting logswith his bare handsfor firewood. Anyway,
he couldn't have got those muscles from just rubbing down the Chippendale.

Garden urns converted to uplighters it the neutraly-painted hal. Campaign-style curtains bused-up the
narrow windows. It was a strange, chinzed-up house; like a society woman who can't follow the new
make-up. Morelikely, Jmmy Y au's wife had come late to the CondZ Nast ook, and this was her
attempt tofitin.

Either the front of the house was a period fake, or the back of the house had been outraged, because the
room the old servant finally led meto had awal al of glass. Outside, ateenage girl in ablack strappy
swimming costume was turning lapsin akidney-shaped pool. The old man shuffled out without aword.

The room was more what | had expected, but perhaps only because it revedled so little. Low-voltage
track lighting hung from taut sted wires anchored lengthways across the room. The desk &t the far end
wanted to be a Kubrick monolith when it grew up. A notebook computer sat ostentatiously askew on its
black granite surface. Behind it, the floor-to-celling limed ash shelves were empty.

| went to thewindow. The glasswastinted, lending agreenish cast to the girl's kin as she lifted hersalf
from the pool. Water ran off her back and her legs. Shewas very thin, very young. Her hipswere
beginning tofill. She got to her feet, water puddling the pink tiles. She crossed her arms, reaching for her
shoulder straps, and pulled them down. She bent, pulling the costume away. She was evenly tanned. As
she stepped out of the suit she hooked it with atoe and kicked it expertly onto the table beside her sun
lounger. Water Catherine-wheded from the damp lycra. She settled on the lounger, facing the window.
Her shallow breasts hardly bobbed as she moved, they were so taut. She couldn't be more than sixteen.

She wasfacing the window now; | turned away.
Jmmy Y au stood in the doorway.

He was wearing chinos; his white shirt was untucked. Jesus sanda s bound his powerful, hairy fegt. He
was eating pears out of a paper bag.

| swallowed, smiled, watched as he walked dowly across the room and around behind his desk. He

pulled out his chair. He sat down. '‘Adam.’ It was his favourite weapon - the pause. 'Y ou got anew job, |
hear.'

Before my walk with Danidl White, | would have been impressed. 'Newstravelsfast,' | said. Now,
thanksto White, | knew just how fadt it travelled.

"Y ou're making quite an impression, for a newcomer.'

'Old job. New title.'



'Up to you.' He took the last pear, bit the stalk off and spat it back into the bag

| said, "Y ou know | know about Top Luck.'

Helooked at me, and looked, and looked. ‘Are you acinephile, Adam?

'What?

Heleant back in hischair. 'An enthusast of the cinema. A moviefan. Do you follow our films?
'Frank Hamley,' | said.

Jmmy Yau blinked.

'Sack him,' | said.

Jmmy Y au'slaughter was mischievous and childish. It sent ashiver down my back. ‘Adam," he chided
me, 'you're supposed to be hisfriend.’

'If it wasn't for Hamley, ICAC would be dangling you by your ankles over Garden Road by now.
Troubleis, ICAC know it. Frank's no use to you, any more. He'saliability. Get rid of him.’

He studied me, probably wondering which of my limbsto tear off first. 'Andif | don't? hesaid at lat,
very measured, very cam. | wasimpressed.

'How long do you think it will be before | crack your operation?

'‘Operation?

'l work for ICAC now. | know you're layering funds through Top Luck. | know how.'
'Get to the point, please.’

'Only | know how.' | let it Snk in a second.

‘Goon.'

| said, "Y ou need aplayer in ICAC. Someone who can cover your back.'

He smiled. 'No | don't,’ he said.

‘Buy me,' | said. 'I've better things to spend your money on than whores.’

Jmmy Y au bit through the core of his pear, pushed both havesinto his mouth and swallowed them
down.

'I'm broke, Jmmy.'

Jmmy pulled out ahandkerchief and wiped his hands. He screwed the empty bag into atight ball.



| explained about Justin. ‘I can't meet the school fees,' | said. They were setting me back seventy
thousand pounds a year.

From adesk drawer he pulled out a mobile phone, thumbed it on, and spoke Cantonese. Seconds later
the long, defeated face that had greeted me on my arrival resppeared at the open door. He was il
wearing his gpron.

‘Take somefruit for Eva,' said Jmmy Yau. 'lt'sripe’

| must have looked apicture.

He threw me the balled-up bag. 'Willy, take him through the garden. Send her in while you're about it."

Willy glanced at the girl by the pool, and back to Jmmy, without turning his heed. A well-trained
retriever.

Jmmy, | -
'‘Okay?

There was nothing more to say. There never had been. | wondered, with asick feding in the pit of my
stomach, whether he'd heard asingleword I'd said.

| stood up. | even managed to muster up alittle dignity. 'Y ou have my number, Jmmy,' | said.

'Oh yes." Histeeth were long and grey as old bones. 'Take somefruit before you go.'

Jmmy Yau's soldier did open the glassdoor. | followed him through onto the patio surrounding the pooal.
The girl was till naked, stretched out on her sun-lounger. Her breastswere small and round and

unfinished. The hair between her legs was sparse: she had dready begun shaving it into shape.

Willy barked something in Cantonese. The girl blinked at him and stretched and smiled, but hiseyeswere
aready off her. He picked anarrow dirt path between jasmine trees and beckoned meto follow.

Thiswasn't theway to my car. Thiswasn't theway to anywhere. Willy saw my hesitation and sighed.
'Sir, you wanted some fruit?

The girl brushed my back as she eased between me and the edge of the pooal.

'Yeah,' | said. 'Whatever." | watched her go: her towe was dung low round her back, showing off her
powerful shoulders. Immy waswaiting for her at the open door.

‘dmmy likesthem young,' | said, following Willy in between the trees.
'She's his daughter.’
'Oh.’

The orchard waslaid out in neat, well-maintained rows. Roses bordered the plot. The air was so thick
and scented here, it was like wafting aswest jar under your nose.



'Hisyoungest,' said Willy. 'Her brothers are stunt fighters. Karate, al that. For Top Luck films. Here.' He
picked a pear for me.

I'msorry,’ | said, taking it. 'l didn't mean any offence.’

The fruit was soft and rotten. A wasp crawled out of it onto my hand. | cried out and dropped the pear.
It landed on Willy's shoe and burst over the polished leather. Willy looked at his shoe, looked back up at
me, and tried to smile. The lines on hisface were so melancholy and deep, a Pierrot could not have
looked more pitiable. Y ou don't have to apologise,” he said. Heflicked hisfist into my gut.

| fell. Ash clogged my nostrils.

Willy trod on my head. My face sank easily into the forked earth. He twisted hisfoot over my ear,
tearingit. | couldn't breath, it felt like my lungswereironed flat.

'Message from Mr Yau.' Helifted hisfoot, and stamped. Blood filled the deafened cavity.
Hegot off me.

‘Areyou listening? He kicked me again and again until | lay face up. The sky wasfull of insects. Little
black insects, swooping and flocking bet



