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End of theworld or not, peonies, azdeas and camd liaswill till produce beautiful flowers...

—Hagakure Kikigaki (Way of the Samurai)

Prologue

Friday, 22 December
“That looks heavy.”

Glancing round, the girl saw aporter in the grey-green uniform of the Tokyo Metro, complete with smart
white gloves. Hewas amiling.

“No,” shesad. “It'sfine”
“If you' re sure?’

“I'm certain,” said Nijie, morefirmly than was palite... Kids today, she could see him think. No
manners.

Having wrestled her case into aleft-luggage locker at Shinjuku Sanchome, Nijie Kitagawa dammed its
steel door and fed 2,000 yen into adot. She followed thiswith two 500 yen coins and checked the door
wastight.

The longest she could leave her case was three days. After that, she’ d need to change lockers. AsNijie
wasfifteen and officid datistics suggested she should live to the age of elghty-three, this meant she'd
need to swap lockers 8,273 times before she died.

Mind you, officid statistics could be wrong.

Alternatively she could spend its contents. On that basis, the girl could afford to take $100 aday for the
rest of her life, minus the $500 she' d dready used. Fifteen million dollarswas alot of money to sted,
particularly for someone her age.

It was Friday, the twenty-second of December, the last day of school term. Nijie sfriendswould be
wondering where she was, she could imagine their conversation.

She' d left acup of sake, her videophone, and her high-school identity card at aroad-side shrine for luck,
before entering the station. As an afterthought, Nijie had swapped her card for five $100 hills, anchoring
them with her door keys. So now her card lay in agutter where it belonged. A girl with brown eyes, her
hair in bunches, still smiling as people trod on her.

Thefirg train wasfor Ginza, from where it would run the loop to Ikeburuko, giving her twenty-four
stations before she needed to change. Getting a corner seat was lucky; the metro was crowded with
Christmas shoppers carrying white-painted twigs and plastic snowmen. Nijie sat quietly, working out
what to do next. After awhile she remembered to keep her knees together.



Opposite her, awoman with that day’s Asahi Shimbun was tutting to her husband about the Kitagawa
killings, while a photograph of aman with swept-back hair stared from its front page. Tony Kitagawa
looked better in black and white, certainly alot better than when Nijielast saw him.

“l amacat,” sheannounced.

Acrosstheaideaboy inthe bluetunic of aloca high school glanced up, only to smile as he recognised
her words. “ As yet | have no name,” he said, finishing the quotefor her.

Nijie burgt into tears.

When she next looked he was gone. Maybe he was late for school, maybe the start times had changed,
or perhaps she' d been on the train longer than she realised. Looking around, Nijie decided it wasa
different train.

Station names changed and smartly dressed men got on or off, and when every seat but the one next to
her was taken, even that onefilled up. Having finished her crying, Nijie sniffed, being far too carefully
brought up to blow her nosein public.

Her old life had gone. She needed a new name and somewhere to hide. Most of dl she needed to stop
crying and pull hersdlf together. Reciting linesfrom | Am a Cat was perhaps not the best way to achieve
this, but the story came from her grandmother, who' d read it aoud one winter night many years before.

At the end of theline, the girl climbed out of her seat, crossed the platform, and waited for thetrain to
take her back. The station was suburban neet, its trees pruned into elegant shapes and aclock above the
tracks counted off the seconds until her train would arrive.

When the clock hit zero, Nijiefdt it happen, like paper ripping insde her. Severa things previoudy
muddled became clear. Neko meant cat, while niku meant meat; she was both of those. ..

Neku?

Y es, she thought, that wasit. Shewas Lady Neku. And suddenly, the girl who became Lady Neku
understood she' d never redlly been anyone else.

When the sdlaryman opposite began staring, Neku moved her magazine to obstruct hisview of her
knees. It was early afternoon, the metro was full of Christmas shoppers and Neku was severd hoursinto
her new life.

At this, the man shifted to get a better look and Neku decided subtlety wasn't going to work. “Pervert,”
she announced loudly. When no one paid any attention, Neku stood up and repeated hersdlf, only this
time she pointed.

The man got off at the next stop.

Although what actualy happened wasthat he got off, the woman stting next to Neku changed seets, and
two grandmothers opposite spent the next three stops muttering to each other.

Well, said their glances, what did she expect? Looking like that.

Shrugging, Neku raised a pencil and began to give hersaf eyebrows. Her cheeks stung from skin bleach
but sheignored it. The tube said apply over the course of two weeks, use not more than an inch and gtart



with asengtivity test. To be helpful, the makers even printed aline with the daily measurement.

Neku had applied haf the tube before deciding this was abad idea and washing most of it off. Far from
lightening her complexion, the cream had made her skin blotchy, so now Neku wore foundation to hidea
rash, which rather defeated the object...

Pulling out ablack lipstick, she dashed aline across her face and agoth girl began to appear in the
window opposite. White face, strong eyebrows, and a pastiche geisha pout. Neku sat too far from her
own reflection to see the silver bolt recently fixed through her tongue, but she could till taste its metal and
blood.

She wore afat amber ring on her right hand, a black plastic watch, and a bracelet made from glass beads
threaded onto slver mesh. Five gold hoops ran the rim of one aching ear and benegth her ripped blouse
she could fed flesh try to shrivel benesth the bolts now skewering it. Thefirst boy to touch her, and he'd
barely glanced at Niji€' s breasts as he swabbed on surgica spirit, reached for ametal clamp, and thrust a
spike through each nipple.

Pain meant nothing.
Remember that, Neku told hersdf.

Shewas not like the other kids arriving at Hargjuku Bridge with their fantasy identitieshiddeninLiz Lisa
bags. Little suburban showoffs who unpacked their dter-egos each weekend, flashing white knickers as
they made up their faces or struggled into thigh boots, lace tops, or ripped silver jeans. Shewas Lady
Neku, the origind: the others were just copies.

Swirling her cloak and raising her chin, Neku |eft the station by itsfirst exit, ignored a poster featuring a
winged, haloed, and very happy Santa Claus, and dodged two foreigners busy unpacking fake Rolex
from abox on the corner. Hargjuku Bridge was famous for its costume play gangs who gathered each
day to parade their outlandish clothes; but the Sky was getting dark, it was beginning to drizzle and most
of the spectators had aready gone home.

NoO matter.

A group of three cos-play glanced up and scowled when they redlised the Stranger in the scarlet cloak
was no one they knew. Neku kept walking, deet on her face. They’ d know her soon enough.

Korea issues complaint at Tokyo Olympic bid...Faceless corpse found on London motorway. So
said the paper she tossed onto a bench, earning aglare from an old man and more tuts from agroup of
women. It wasthe front page that irritated Neku.

Public Outrage Mounts

Shedidn’t need their outrage, approva, or anything elseto tell her what she dready knew. Ina bizarre
suicide pact, the family of Tony Kitagawa was found dead on a beach near Koyurugi Point...

Neku sighed.

Beyond the bridge a path split, one direction heading to the Meiji Jngu Shrine. It was here afamily had
gathered, fifteen and ahalf yearsearlier, for the marriage of ason to an Itaian girl he’d metin New Y ork.
A union strange enough to bring the Kitagawa clan together for thefirst timein five years.

It had been brief, this marriage; and there d been only one child, a daughter, nobody important. It had
not even been hisfirs marriage, so the girl was sent to live with her haf brothers, part of the family but



never quite equal. She had her gender, her foreign looks, and her mixed blood to thank for this.
Neku was glad that girl was dead.

Around her, winter-bare maples dripped with drizzle and swayed dowly in the chill wind as gravel shifted
wetly underfoot. A stream benegth atiny bridge had swollen, where rotted leaves created anatural dam,
and a black man with an old-fashioned twig broom was busy trying to brush the leaves away.

At the turning to a café, Neku made hersdlf turn back. The black man had been staring at her anyway, as
if to say someone dressed like her did not belong on the gravel paths benegth the treesleading to the
Meiji Shrine, and he was right. She belonged on the bridge with the other girls, that gaggle of gigglesand

ite.

A coupleof cos-play glanced up and Neku looked right through them, rolling her shoulders and letting
her arms hang loose. These were ijime-ko, suburban kidswith unconvincing sneers, thekind of people
who regarded pulling each other’ shair as afight bad enough to talk about for days.

Neku had seen redl fights.
“Careful whereyou walk.”

When Neku stepped too closeto aline of carefully arranged cosmetics their owner didn’'t even bother to
be polite. Just barked his order and went back to choosing alipstick from aline of sevenlaid outina
row. Shu Uemura, Chandl, Dior, Shiseido, and Bourjois...

Neku wondered if he’ d even checked the colours or just bought by label.
“Y ou hear me?’
“Ohyes” shesad. “I hear you.”

Kicking over hislipsticks, Neku stamped on the boy’ swrist before he had time to scramble avay. Bones
broke and Neku tried not to smile as agaggle of girls parted to et her through. That was all it ever took,
according to the Kitagawa brothers. One punch, one bullet, onekick.. . precedent was everything. Only,
the Kitagawa were dead and no amount of precedent was going to change that.

obvioudy only just finished unpacking their consignment of fake Rolex. When Neku paused to wetch, the
eldest of the two police officerswaved her away.

Go, hislook said.

It didn't say, We' ve been looking for you. Andit didn’t say, Stop right there, while | call baseto see
if you're a runaway. It just said, Who caresif you' re upset? Go away. We're too busy to bother
with stupidly dressed children.

Neku did asthelook said.

PART |



CHAPTER 1— Friday, 15 August 2003

Later, Kit Nouveau wasto redise that hisworld unravelled in Tokyo, six months after a cos-play stuffed
large amounts of money into alocker that could be opened with a cheap screwdriver, had anyone known
what it contained. Until then, he' d thought it ended fifteen yearsearlier, a 10.38 pm, on Friday, 15
August 2003, behind an old barn on the chdk hills above Middle Morton, asmal town in Hampshire.

Who knew? Certainly not the nineteen-year-old squaddie |eaning against the barn’ swooden wall. He' d
cometo the party with hislatest girlfriend, a high-breasted Welsh girl caled Amy who had afilthy laugh
and, he hoped, filthy habits. Only she wasinside sulking and the girl whose bandeau top he' d just undone
was going out with someone else.

“Hey,” said Kit. “1t' sokay.”

Pushing him away, the girl re-tied aribbon. “No,” shesaid. “It'snot.” Mary O’ Mally worelipstick, black
eydiner, and bare legs under afrayed white miniskirt...Both makeup and attitude put on in abus shelter
roughly half way between her parents house and the barn. She' d cut her hair since Kit last saw her and
hed red highlights put in.

Under his own waxed jacket Kit wore a Switchblade Liestee-shirt, with jeans and biker boots. Hisfair
hair had been cropped and the faintest trace of ablond, very non-regulation goatee ghosted his chin.

Inside the hut someonetook off Original Pirate Material and dung on Tight Smile, jacking up the
volume,

“Wait,” said Kit, when Mary tried to say something. And they both listened to the bassline, as Vita
Brevisthumbed a Vintage five-string. Then came Art Nouveau, splintering Vita sbasslinewith a
three-chord crash, and Kit found himsdlf fingering fret shapes onto empty air.

Mary grinned.
“I'll walk you home,” he said.
“Kit...”

Undoing her top had been stupid but old habits died hard. Josh was anice guy, in arich-boy kind of
way, but Mary was Kit' s ex-girlfriend and he still occasionaly dreamed about her. Reassuring dreams, at
least reassuring to someone who' d puked hisway through an Iraqi firefight, put his sniper training into
practise, and was on compassionate leave while his Colonel worked out what to do about an incident no
oneredly wanted to make the papers.

“I"d better go back.”
“Okay,” sad Kit.
“Y ou coming with me?’

Shaking his head, Kit said, “Better not. Can you get Josh to give Amy alift home? And, you know...”
Kit stopped, wondering how to put his thoughtsinto words.

“Wha?' sad Mary.
“You know. If you and Josh ever...”

“If we...?



“If you split up,” said Kit, “then maybe we could try again? Hisvoicetrailed off asheredlised Mary
wanted to dap him, which wouldn't be thefirgt time. “1 know,” he said, holding up his hands.

“Noyou don't,” shesad, dirty blonde hair brushing bare shoulders as she shook her head, each shake
fiercer than the one before. * You have no fucking idea.”

Mary and Kit went out for five months, right up to the start of last year’ s exams. She'd just about
convinced her mother that Kit and band practise weren't about to ruin her grades when Kit broke up
Switchblade Lies, dumped Mary, and talked himsdlf into a thirteen-week Army Preparation Course, all
in the same afternoon.

Josh was the one who picked up the pieces and walked Mary to her exams and convinced her life could
gtill be good. Josh wasthe one Mary’ s mother liked, though she' d probably have liked him moreif his
mother hadn’t been Korean.

“It wasjust athought,” said Kit.

“Yeah,” saidd Mary. “A shit one.” And there it might have rested, except the moon chose that moment to
dip between clouds, and Mary caught tearsin the eyes of the boy opposite.

“You brokeit off,” she said crosdy.
“It'snot that.”
“What then?’

“I don’'t know,” said Kit. “Life, | guess...You' d better go back inside. Josh will be wondering where
you've gone.”

“Hedoesn’'t own me.”

“Hey,” said Kit. “No one ownsyou, | know that. No one owns me. No one owns anyone. We just get
to borrow each other for awhile.”

Sheglared a him. “ Did you make that up?’
“Yeah, | think s0.” Kit thought about it. “At least, | don't think it’s stolen from anybody dse”

Kit and Mary ended up pushing his Kawasaki between them, while the moon stretched an elongated
couple and bike onto Blackboy Lane and night winds whispered through fields on the far sde of the
hedge.

The barn was stained black and had been built before any of them had been born, the pub to which the
hut belonged and the three farm cottages that made up Wintersprint were half amile behind. Two of the
cottages had been knocked together to make ahouse. It was his mother’ sidea.

“What are you thinking?’
“About Mum.”
Anyone dsewould haveleft it there. “Do you regret testifying?’

Kit'smother had been American, an artist from New Y ork. Hisfather was small-town Hampshire, a



Sergeant on the loca police force. It would have been hard to find two people more unsuited. Their
marriage had been coming apart for most of Kit's childhood; certainly for aslong as he could remember,
and Kit had agood memory.

One night, three years before, his parents had argued, which was nothing new. And Kit's mother had
demanded adivorce, which was aso nothing new. Only thistime she meant it, which was. A jogger
found her at the foot of Ashley chalk pit, her skull broken and her ribs badly fractured. She’ d been dead
for roughly two hours, according to the coroner.

Suicide, said hisfather.

Kit was interviewed and told the inspector what he' d heard. Which was far more than he' d ever wanted
to hear. When asked, It was the first such argument, wasn’t it? He said no. And kept saying no, al
the way through to appearing as awitness for the prosecution in court.

Kit's evidence was tainted, that was the position of the defence. He' d had his own argument with his
father, aday earlier. A fierce and vicious argument, that saw Sergeant Newton forced to physicaly
restrain his son. Thiswasthe boy’ srevenge. A twisted attempt to use the desth of his mother to hurt his
father, aman who was dready heartbroken by the loss. The jury believed the defence, and Kit and his
father had not spoken since, not asingle word. Although, until Kit enlisted, they’ d shared the same
house,

“Y ou don't think that maybe...”
“No,” said Kit, “I don't.”

She glanced away, moonlight on her face. Kit saw it happen. She glanced aside and bit her lip. Say it, he
wanted to tell her. Only Mary wouldn’t and if he was honest Kit was't sure he wanted it said. Being
wrong about his father was as bad as being right.

“A pity,” said Mary, sometimelater.
“What? About my mother?’
“No,” shesad, sghing. “About the band.”

Art Nouveaw, VitaBrevis, and Joshua Treece...Kit managed asmile. “Not redly,” he said. “We were
shit. None of us could even play.”

“That' sharsh,” said the girl who' d briefly been Vita Brevis—bass/ vocal skeyboardg/lyrics.
“We were worse than shit.”

Onesingle, aweek’sairplay onlocd radio, and afina fumblewith Mary in the back of avan, while Josh
pretended to deep and Colone Treece kept his eyes on the road. Kit had bought the Kawasaki with
money he got selling his guitar and the only thing he d kept was his new name, athough the Art bit of that
had gone the way of hishair.

“Y ou want acigarette?’

“No,” sad Kit, “I'vegiven up.” Kicking his bike onto its stand, he took the packet from her fingersand
tapped onefreg, lighting it with ahigh-chrome Zippo that reed, Iraq 2003, the Democracy in Action
Tour . He d borrowed it from an American Sergeant who was still waiting for him to give it back.



“Here)” hesaid.
“You know,” said Mary. “We should get out of the road.”

So Kit rolled his bike through agap in the hedge and parked it. In the old days people would have read
meaning into the jagged clouds and back-lit sky, the wind that dragged shivers from both their bodies and
amoon as cold and clear asaworld trapped in the cross-hairs of agun sight.

“Timeto go,” said Kit, watching Mary grind her cigarette underfoot.
Mary raised her eyebrows.

“Curfew, remember?’ Asif either of them could forget. One of the reasons Mary’ s mother didiked
Kit—he had treated her rules as something negotiable.

“They'reaway.”
Kit looked at her.
“Yeah,” shesaid. “Youwouldn't believe thelecture | got.”

“I would...no friends back to the house and no staying out al night. Y our dad knows exactly how many
beersthere are in the fridge and the level of every bottle in the drinks cupboard. I’ ve had it,” he added,
when she looked surprised. “ That time my parents went to London.”

Back in the days when my mother was alive.
“The weekend you had the party?’
Yeah, that weekend.

Clouds continued to scuttle across the sky and eleven o' clock came and went, measured in bells carried
on thewind from the village below. At Mary’ sinsstence, they counted off the bells, but called thefirst
bdl two and ended at twelve to muddle the devil.

“Don't ask,” she said. “Blame my grandmother.”

A battered red Mini came by, followed by ataxi. It looked asif those unable to squeeze into Josh's car
had banded together to get a cab. Amy was among them.

When the next round of bells began, Mary and Kit counted them from two to thirteen and then stood
up. It was meant to be asmple thank-you for watching the clouds, letting him count bells, and not
holding their last argument against him. A farewdl| to what had been, little more.

Leaning forward, Kit took Mary’ sfacein his hands. He expected akiss, ashrug, and to walk her home.
A snog for old times sake. Something by way of goodbye. Only, something happened.

AsMary’ s hand came up to touch hisface, hisfingers brushed the bare skin of her waist and acircuit
closed between them, the shiver of excitement catching them both by surprise. Her lipstasted of cheap
cigarettes and expensive brandy that she' d stolen from home. She said nothing when his hand found the
knot on her bandeau top for a second time and even less when he reached for the buttons on her skirt.
He was her first, something unexpected.

“I thought you and Josh...”



Mary said nothing, just raised herself on one elbow and stared until Kit looked away. “No,” she said,
into hisslence.

Sliversof daylight had begun to warm the chak hills around them. A maroon Volvo trundled out of the
village, headed for Southampton or London. Its headlights sweeping blindly over the spot where Mary
and Kit lay.

“Sorry,” said Kit. “Wrong question.”
Reaching over, Mary patted hisface. “You don’'t say.”

CHAPTER 2— Friday, 8 June

The bar occupied the second floor of anarrow building in Roppongi, behind atourist drag of burger
bars, clothes shops, and gtrip joints running south from Almond crossing. The building stood low ona
dopeinan areafull of crooked, dirty aleyways, one of few such areas remaining in Roppongi or
anywhereese.

A smadll patch of cinder-block parking occupied what was once garden, but because the origina garden
doped away from the road, awal had been built and ground in-filled to make space for three cars. This
had been done sixty years before, when most of Tokyo was crooked lanes or bomb sites, and US and
British soldiers were abandoning Roppongi to the bar owners and pimps who' d kept them so well
entertained.

These daysthe cinder patch was empty by day and home to arow of motorcyclesat night. Thisares,
directly opposite the cemetery, smelled dightly of sewage; the whole of Roppongi smelled of sewagein
summer. Mixed with the odour of noodles, it was one of Tokyo' s Sgnature smells.

The man who stared from Pirate Mary’ s basement window inhaled a deeper sourness, one that danced
in wisps of smoke from the heated foil in hisfingers. Kit Nouveau kept his habit on atight leash, limiting
himsdlf to one fix aday, but the dragon was restless and beginning to strain againg its chains. One of
them waswinning and Kit guessed it wasn't him.

Crumpling blackened fail, Kit tossed it into a bin and went to fetch hiswife. “Comeingde,” hetold her,
shrugging himself into abike jacket. “I need to go.”

“Okay,” sad Yoshi. “I'mleaving & nine.”
“I'll beback,” Kit promised.

Y oshi Tanakanodded, not redlly seeing her husband. She was wearing a blue yukata tied dumsly
around her narrow waist with the belt from something else. Her feet were bare and clay splattered, and
she' d twisted her sweat-darkened hair into aknot and fastened it with ayellow rubber band. In her hand
was an unfired bowl, unlike any work of hershe'd ever seen.

“What are you doing?’ Kit'svoice must have been abrupt, because his question made Y oshi flip her gaze
towards him. Her eyes were as glazed as the pots she made.

“Getting rid of it,” shesaid.

There were so many things wrong with thisKit barely knew where to begin, o he sarted with thefirst
thing that came to mind. “Y ou never waste clay,” he said. “I thought you told meit brought bad luck.”



Y oshi scowled.
“Anyway,” said Kit. “What’ swrong with it?’

He watched her think. And just when he was sure her thoughts had turned to something €l se altogether,
Y oshi glanced at the bowl and began to shake her head.

“It'snot me” shesad.

This, for Y oshi, was a statement of such overwhelming egotism that Kit was shocked. “It' s beautiful,” he
sad. “Look at thething...”

She peered a it doubtfully.

“Bringitindde” sadKit. “If you till hate it tomorrow we' Il chuck it out.” Heled hiswife through the
basement door and into the utility room. It was no cooler insde than out, but at least Y oshi was away
from direct sun and no longer standing semi-naked in full view of the Street.

Sweat dicked Y oshi’ s face and gathered in the valley between her breasts. She' d been awake for
thirty-two hours and treadling her potter’ swhed for almost fifteen of those. A stranger could havetold
how exhausted she was from the way her eyes kept diding out of focus.

“Get some deep,” Kit suggested. “ Before we open again.”

Pirate Mary’ swas one of five Irish barsin Roppongi. The area il traded on its reputation for seediness
and sex but it was rapidly becoming smarter than expatslike Kit redly liked. Exclusive designers opened
asfast asbrothels shut. The tiny cemetery behind Kit' s bar had started appearing on postcards, and the
prostitutes wal king Gaien-higashi-dori now wore faux rather than red fur in winter, so as not to upset
their dients senghilities

One day, the real Roppongi, with its hostess bars and filthy courtyards would vanish forever, like

Montmartre or London’s Soho beforeit, leaving an ersatz theme park of perversion lite. In the meantime,
the Irish bars pulled in regular crowds, with Pirate Mary’ s gathering one of the largest.

“Comeon,” hesaid. “Let’ sget you settled.”

Footsteps followed Kit up three flights of stairs and when heled Y oshi into their bedroom he was
relieved to discover that she' d left the bowl behind. “1'll set the alarm clock for you.”

Her nod was dight.

Lifting the yukata from her shoulders, Kit steered his wife towards a naked lavatory in the corner and
listened to her piss. Shedidn’t bother to clean her teeth in the basin or remove the smear of lip glossthat
served as makeup. When she finaly moved it wasto examine hersdf in along mirror.

“You can top,” hesad.
Y oshi shook her head. “No,” shesaid. “| can't.”

Rope burns circled her wrists, thighs, and breasts. The knots had been too loose the first time and she'd
made him tiethem dl again. It was aregular ritud, one he dill failed to understand.

Outside on the balcony her treadle was sticky with dops and the bucket of raw clay had been |eft
uncovered. So Kit found acloth, ran it under water, and protected the clay. Having done that, he cut the
dopsfrom her table and cleaned itswhed with the edge of awooden blade, flicking the scrapings on the



floor to dry. He could sweep them up later.
Y oshi was adeep by thetime hefinished.

The new bowl waswhere Y oshi |€ft it, next to one of the bins on the cinder patch beside the bar. She'd
been carrying it clumsily and her thumb had smudged a dark print beneath the rim, the bowl dready dry
enough to produce awhite bloom around the edge.

Kit' sfirg ingtinct was to run the bowl under atap, but itsrim was so thin that it looked asif it might bend
at the dightest pressure. So he put the bowl on atray, found some gauze, and soaked thisin water and
draped it over the bowl, protecting both with alarge upturned ceramic cake tin. As an afterthought he put
the caketin in a cupboard by the back door, checked the front door was aso locked, and went to get
his motorbike.

“Noovoo-san...”

The old man who tended the graveyard was waiting for Kit by therailings. In hisarms, I1to-san carried a
long bundle of prayer sticks, stained with age.

“Mr. Ito...”
“Policewere here”

“What?' said Kit. He should have said, I’ m sorry, who...? And thank you for letting me know. But dl
he wanted to do was arrive in timefor hislanguage lesson.

“Police,” Mr. Ito said. “From the ward office. One kept trying the door. | said you were probably out...”
Mr. Ito seemed embarrassed.
“It' sokay,” sad Kit. “Thank you for telling me.”

Ito-san gave a brief bow.

CHAPTER 3— Friday, 8 June
“Oniji-chan,” said Kit, “1 probably shouldn’t ask this, but where’ s your husband?’

Elegant, middle-aged, and happily naked, the Japanese woman lifted herself onto one elbow, reveding a
heavy breast. “He sbusy.”

Kit consdered that.

“What kind of busy?’ he asked finaly. There were many things about Mrs. Oniji’slife that puzzled him.
Including why her husband spent so little time with hiswife.

“Torturing someone.”
“God...” Kit sat upin bed. “Why?’

Mrs. Oniji shrugged. “1 don't know,” she said. “I never ask.” She amiled. “ Does my answer make you
fed efrad?

When Kit shook hishead, Mrs. Oniji sighed.



“It should,” she said, “but then I’'m not sure you fed much anything.” She paused. “Isthat correct?’
“Just about,” said Kit. “ Much about anything or anything much would be better...”
“Ahh,” said Mrs. Oniji. “| see”

Later, when they’ d made love again, rinsed themselves under a power shower, and returned to the bed,
Kit put his hand on Mrs. Oniji’ s ssomach and fdlt it rumble,

“Wesghould egt...”
Mrs. Oniji rolled over to stare into the pale blue of his eyes. She seemed puzzled. “Isthat an order?’
“No,” said Kit. “More of asuggestion. An order would be, We must eat now, or You will eat.”

Mrs. Oniji smiled. “I’ll remember that,” she said. Having understood its meaning and how the phrase
should be used, Mrs. Oniji would undoubtedly return to it, probably the next time they met. “Y ou know,”
she said aminute later, “thereisno food in this house. However, | have booked arestaurant.”

Kit's heart sank.

The bed on which he and Mrs. Oniji lay was ahundred and fifty years old and as uncomfortable asthe
day it was made. It sat in the upstairs room of awooden house in the lanes behind Aoyama-dori. The
building originaly belonged to her grandfather, and if Mrs. Oniji’ s husband ever knew hiswife owned it
he d forgotten.

Everything Kit knew about Mr. Oniji he d learned from Mrs. Oniji, relayed to him in increasingly
complex and confident sentences. Kisho Oniji had interestsin construction and shipping, both of which
kept him very busy. Also, fuzoku, the gaculation industry. He owned ahostess bar in Roppongi, five
sogpland brothels, alarge love hotel in Kabukicho, and Bottomless Kup, afranchise where ostentatiously
subservient waitresses waxed their pubic hair and served coffee, without knickers.

He aso liked gold watches and ceramics, but hated golf. Which was a problem because he owned a golf
coursein sght of Mount Fuji. The members, who paid handsomely for their membership, would have
liked their chairman to play.

When Kit first arrived in Tokyo it wasto work for an exclusive and very expensive language school that
catered to the wives of high-ranking executives expecting to be sent oversess.

Thejob waswdll paid and secure in the way that only Japanese jobs back then could be. It was also
fantagticaly boring. Although what finaly drove Kit out were the classroom posters, one of which reed,
Talent requires reformatting what you know. Having identified the Japanese as the world' sfirst
post-modern race, Per Sorenson had created post-modern language tuition, ideally suited to a country
where peopleinevitably told you something by telling you something else.

Kit's second job paid substantially less but catered to awider variety of students, one of whom was Mrs.
Oniji. It wasonly later that Kit discovered A1 Language Learning was owned by her husband.

When Kit resgned from A1 it was on the understanding he would continue to give Mrs. Oniji her
monthly lesson, and that was ten years ago. She' d been thirty-one and he d been twenty-five. The
arrangement had continued happily until six months earlier, when they’ d somehow ended up in bed.

“Areyou happy?’



It was unusua for Mrs. Oniji to ask such questions. And the fact shefelt able to ask a question quite that
persona came as a shock.

“Why?" asked Kit.
“Just wondered,” she said.

Pushing her down, Kit pulled aside the sheet and stilled the hand that came up to cover her breasts. “I'm
not unhappy,” he said, positioning himsdlf over her.

Mrs. Oniji Sghed. “That makestwo of us, | guess...”

Mogt people when they mention Tokyo mean the twenty-three wards. Metropolitan Tokyo isactualy
formed of twenty-three wards, twenty-six cities, three towns, one village, and two idands. For Mrs. Oniji
the city was smaller till, contained within only three wards: Chiyoda-ku, Chuo-ku, and Minato-ku.

Within these could be found the restaurants of Akasaka, the shopping digtrict of Ginza, and Marunouchi
itself, the centre of dl things commercia and palitical. 1t wasin Marunouchi that Kisho Oniji had offices.

Inevitably enough, the restaurant to which she took Kit wasin Akasaka, set back behind Hitosuki-dori
and separated from the bustle of the street by wooden fencing and aquiet garden. Inits courtyard a
senior and junior salaryman were finishing one of those clipped conversations that |ooked—to
outsders—like the verba equivaent of a punishment besting. Whatever was said, the younger of the two
bowed deeply and turned for the exit, sanding aside to let Mrs. Oniji pass.

Kit doubted she even noticed.

Walking into the restaurant was like walking into a bamboo grove; dried lengths had been used to divide
the low room into waiting area, bar area, and restaurant proper. Not by making walls, because that
would befar too obvious, it had been used to suggest where walls might be, asif each upwards stroke of
bamboo existed to provide structura supportsfor awal that had never been built.

Maybe the lengths wereredl, or perhaps they were cast from resin. Whatever, the light within each was
bright enough to illuminateits skin like neon bars on a cage. There were three dozen such strands, rising
from adate floor and disgppearing into the celling. The tables were dso date, the chairs wooden. A
length of counter was lined with rattan stools, each claimed by someone smart enough to pass mugter.
The tables might need reservations, but despite complaints Café Ryokan resolutely refused to take
reservationsfor places at the bar.

It wasamillion milesfrom Pirate Mary’ sin Roppongi, where bozozoku bikers mixed with Western
expatriates, Tokyo'sart crowd, and a smattering of Japanese students who believed, sometimesrightly,
that they wereliving dangeroudly.

“Another sake?’
Kit shrugged, caught himself, and smiled. “ Sounds nest...”

The Japanese woman opposite repeated the words to herself and Kit could see her think them through,
consider al possible meaningsto be found in the phrase, and fail to come up with one that made sense of
being offered adrink.

“Sang?



Nodding, Kit watched her file away theword for later use.
“We should eat,” shesaid.

Fragments of sea urchin did across Kit's bowl, and even black pepper did little to improve their taste,
which was over-rich and dimy to the tongue.

Thiswas, he knew, the entire point of eating ezobafun. Itstexture being asimportant asitstaste, maybe
moreimportant. He could tell himself ezobafun tasted like Mrs. Oniji a the mid point of her cycle, but
gtill histhroat tightened with every fresh piece. No amount of sake was enough to wash it down, and he
was drinking alot of sake.

“Sowly,” said Mrs. Oniji. “I1t is best to eat ezobafun dowly.”
Kit looked up from his bowl.

“Savour it,” she suggested.

He nodded doubtfully.

“You likethis place?’

Ordinarily yes, he wanted to say. Only today he was late getting home and Mrs. Oniji and he had at
least another three courses to go. The mistake had been in not booking arestaurant himself. Still, Kit
understood the compliment she was paying in bringing him here.

“It' svery degant,” hesaid. “Very sophidticated.”

“Elegant,” said Mrs. Oniji, turning the word over in her mouth. “ Sophigticated.” She got the stressdightly
wrong both times and swallowed the middle of her second word, but her English was il infinitely more
impressive than Kit' s Japanese, which consisted of five hundred or so words or phrases and could be
reduced to the three that mattered.

Domo arigato, Dozo, Sumimasen.
Thank you, Please, I'm sorry.
“Thereisadifference?
“Between...?’

He' d been too abrupt. “Let me see,” he said, pushing his bowl aside, while he explained why the
arrangement of bamboo in the rock garden outside was e egant while the American woman at the bar
was sophisticated. The weather, clothes, food, Impressionist art, and books, these were the things Mrs.
Oniji and Kit discussed during their weekly meetings.

“I thought, perhaps,” said Mrs. Oniji, “we could go late-night shopping...” Shewaited for Kit to nod, his
acceptance that thiswas agood idea. “1 need adressfor New York.”

He could hear the smple pride in that sentence. She was flying to Americafor aweek’ s holiday, with her
sgter, her sgter-in-law, and her mother. Her husband was too busy to make the trip—Kisho Oniji was



awaystoo busy—hbut hiswould be the money that paid for firs-classflights, the hotel near Central Park,
and, quite probably, the presentsthat al three women would buy him at the Takashimaya department
store on New Y ork’ s Fifth Avenue.

Standing up, Kit pulled back Mrs. Oniji’ s chair. He had been her English tutor for ten years, her friend
for three, and her lover only recently. He was not proud of cheating on hiswife, but life with Y oshi was
infinitely more complicated than most people redlised.

Neither Mrs. Oniji nor Kit noticed the man who watched them collect their coats and it would have made
little differenceif they had. Hiroshi Sato had been selected for the absol ute averageness of hislooks,
height, hair, and complexion.

Hewasnearly invisble.

Waiting afew seconds, Kisho Oniji’s personal assistant pushed back his stool, dropped a 10,000-yen
note onto the counter, and followed the couple outside.

CHAPTER 4 — Friday, 8 June

Below acast-iron streetlight that rusted in the shadow of an overpass built for Tokyo's 1964 Olympics
(and scheduled for demoalition should Japan win the next Olympic bid), on acorner by Best Soul Burger,
and a bit beyond where the Shuto Expressway 3 forks west to Shibuya or south towards the ersatz
Parisan splendour of the Tokyo Tower, a cos-play-zoku in afaded red cloak made knives appear and

disappear.

The knives came into being between the girl’ sfirst finger and thumb and disappeared a aflick of her
wrigt. She wore white gloves with the fingers cut away and was watched only by acat.

At least that was the night’ saudience until Mr. Oniji’ s persond assstant arrived.
“Clever,” hesad.

The girl bowed, bent quickly to scoop up haf the coins the man dropped into her plastic coffee cup, and
tossed one of her knives high into the air before catching it behind her back.

He noticed, dmost too late, that the girl in the cloak and white-lace wedding dress kept her eyes shut.
“Isn’t that dangerous?’

“Not reglly.”

Hiroshi Sato kept watching anyway. Although what he redlly watched was the dley beyond the girl,
where the foreigner headed for home. Mr. Oniji’ singtructions had been very clear, Sato was to observe
without being seen.

Thejob had begun five hours earlier when Mr. Nouveau ambled out of Pirate Mary’ s, conversed briefly
with an old man, and climbed onto a Kawasaki W650, which he rode north. Having paid aBrazilian
mechanic in advance, Mr. Nouveau left hisW650 at a machine shop on Akasaka-dori, waking the rest
of theway, to arrive a atiny wooden house near Temechi-dori at 4.30 exactly, the time given for Mrs.
Oniji’slesson.

Two and ahdf hourslater, Mrs. Oniji and her tutor had |eft the house. A short while later they reached a
well-known restaurant, where they sat at a corner table. Mrs. Oniji did the bulk of the talking and Hiroshi



Sato regarded this as gppropriate, Since she wasthe one practising her conversation. After this, they
went shopping.

The boss had not asked for afull report. He had merdly told Hiroshi Sato where the foreigner lived and
when the lesson would begin and ordered him to follow the man. He had not told Hiroshi Sato to writea
report or make notes. Although Mr. Sato was making them anyway, just in case. So far as he could tell,
nothing unseemly was taking place. Whether walking, talking, or egting, the boss swife and the foreigner
treated each other with polite respect.

Leaving the cos-play to her knives, Mr. Sato abandoned the corner near Best Soul Burger for air
conditioning insde. He nodded absent-mindedly at the Sing-song “ irashaimase” greeting from aKorean
girl behind the counter and ordered ateriyaki burger. When it came, by itsdf on awhite plate, with a
thick soy and plum sauce, he carried it to atable away from awindow and began to expand his notes.

Evenif windows had let Hiroshi Sato watch the aley outside, it’ sunlikely he' d have noticed the tramp
who staggered from a Club Kitty doorway. Thiswas the man who' d watched Mr. Sato bresk off his
careful if over-obvious shadowing of the drunken foreigner. It was even lesslikely Mr. Sato would have
noticed the cat, which ambled over to ook at the homeess man a anod from the cos-play.

“Trouble?’ Neku asked.
“Think s0,” said the cat. At least, that' s what she thought he said.

The cat might not be able to name days of the week, but he knew good days from bad, and, until Neku
appeared, the cat had been suffering bad traffic, weird weather, and arow of metal binswhere plastic
ones used to be.

Thiswas aproblem, because the cat had been ableto lift plastic lids. In fact, since hefirst stopped to
watch the juggling girl two months earlier, those bins had been where he ate every night. The cat wasn't
to know his egting habits had led to acal from the Citizens Recycling Society, suggesting Best Soul
adopt metal bins as good practise suggested.

“You'reodd,” the cat said.

“Andyou' renot?’ said Neku, twisting her hair into aknot and fixing it in place with two long ivory pins.
The blades she dipped into her pocket.

“Where arewe going?’ asked the cat. Although, what he actually said was, Now...?
“Work.”
The cat scowled.

“I'vegot this,” Neku said, reaching into her pocket for smoked ed. “Unagi set.” She added, “Y ou est
it.” They waked in silence, with Neku taking cold boiled rice for herself and tossing the cat divers of
mest from her bento box, gpplauding every timethe cat caught afragment beforeit hit the ground.

“All gone” shetold him.

Having checked to make sure she told the truth, the cat twisted between Neku' s ankles, almost tripping
her.

“Sorry,” said Neku, “1 need to be alone now.”



So the cat asked, Why? Which he did with asmple twitch of hiswhiskers and aquarter turn of one ear.
“Hunting,” said thegirl.

At thisthe cat looked interested. “More food?’

Neku shook her head. “Enemies...”

“Ahh,” said the cat. Food, hunting, sex, and fighting, such things he understood. Conversation waited for
none of those.

“Good to meet you,” said Neku.

The cat nodded and watched her walk away. He liked her cloak, which waslong and lined with shiny
suff. And he' d liked the edl, very much. After afew seconds' thought, the cat trotted after her.

Violent crimeisdtill rarein Japan. That' sthe officid verson. Thetruth is somewhat more complex,
though nothing like as grim as the hipper guide books suggest, with their dark rumours about heavily
massaged figures and officialy sanctioned underreporting. Violence happens. It still relatively common
within families, between senior and junior classesin school, and remains the currency of choiceinside
gangs, but it occurswithin rigidly defined hierarchies. Everybody understands that.

It felt out of place on darkened steps leading to a Roppongi graveyard.

Maybe thiswas why Kit was so dow to redlise he was being followed. Alternatively, his downess might
have been down to the sake swesting itsalf out of his body and making him stumble on the steps, areedy
aware hewastoo late to do anything but hope Y oshi had left No Neck in charge and goneto visit her
gger Yuko asorigindly planned.

Hewasinsde hisown thoughts, obliviousto the cloying humidity around him. Hislifewas not right, it was
not even wrong, it just was...and had been that way for so long Kit found it impossible to imaginelife
being any different. So he didn't try, hejust put onefoot in front of the other and wished himself home.

Neku sghed. If she' d been hunting she would have struck by now, so much time wasted on tracking was
merdly silly; unlessthe man with the Colt was having doubts? This seemed possible—the gap between
hunter and prey remained the same ten paces asit had been a minute earlier, only now the hunter was
glancing back, asif aware he too might befollowed.

And he was, for reasons that probably made sense only if you were Neku, the origind ... The foreigner
gave her coffee. HE d never actudly asked if sheliked coffee, but every morning, when he returned from
hiswalk, he presented her with a cup, giving Neku adight bow. Once she changed doorways just to see
what would happen and he arrived at her new doorway, carrying her cup, asif that was where she

awaysdent.

And before this, he’ d given her 5,000 yen. At akiosk on the way to the Mdiji Shrine. One day when he
was fedling sad and Neku was feding scared. In the early days when she was still getting used to being
hersdlf. It was unacceptabl e that someone should hunt him.



The Rolex was afake but it was a good fake, triple-wrapped white gold, with a pearl face and appliqué
numbers, Korean made. Kit stared drunkenly at the man’s Colt automatic, then at his own watch.
“Okay,” said Kit, deciding to do what he wastold. “It' syours.”

Thiswas not the response his mugger had been expecting.
“Dropit.”
When Kit bent, the man shook hishead. “Dropit,” he said.

The fake Rolex hit the dirt with a thud, then bounced against the railings of the graveyard to become lost
in darkness.

“Now your wallet.”

Extracting asmall lesther billfold, Kit flipped it open, peered insde, and shrugged. Fifty thousand yen.
About the price of agood meal in Akasaka, aweek’ s heroin, or aproper service for hisbike. Hardly
worth getting killed over.

“No,” said the man, when Kit got ready to drop it. “Hand the thing to me.”
Kit did ashewastold.

His mugger was openly sneering now.

“Andtherest.”

Kit began to search his own pockets. Nothing but keysto the bar and a handful of coins, mostly 500-yen
coinsor lower. It was only when he dipped his hand into the inside pocket of hiswax jacket that Kit
hesitated, athough he imagined the expression on hisface was surprise.

“Comeon...”
“It'sjust a postcard.”
“] don't care,” said the man.

| always thought thisis where we' d both end up. How wrong can one girl be? Signed with aheart,
which wasredly just an M for Mary with thefirst and last downstroke squeezed together. If her card had
sentimentd value, how come he hadn’t answered the thing?

Dear Kit, it probably seems a long time ago now...
She' d got that right.

“Comeon,” said the man.

“I'mlate,” Kit said.

Theman stared a him.

“You'vedready got my wallet. And my watch. What difference can apostcard make?” Quite why it
mattered to Kit was hard to say. Although, from the mugger’ s scowl it obvioudy mattered that Kit was
refusing to do ashewastold.

“Afrad?’ the man demanded.



Thiswas when Kit redlised he was shivering. “Drugs,” said Kit, so matter of factly the man actudly
flushed.

“Fuck that,” said the mugger, railsing hisgun. “This should cure you.”

And just as Kit decided that perhapsit wasn't worth dying for ablack and white card of Amsterdam, his
world exploded into a hurricane of white lace and scarlet silk, the mugger’ s shot going wide asthe
cos-play spun between Kit and the firing gun, knocking it asde. Silver hair shook free and anivory hair
pin punched home, freezing afacid nerve asit ruptured the mugger’ s eardrum and entered hisbrain.

AsKit watched, the homeless man sank to his knees and tipped forward, coming to rest with his head
againg therailings. Thelast thing he did was stare a the cos-play who' d dropped to a crouch beside
him.

“Too dow,” shetold him. “Way too dow.”

“What have you done?’ said Kit.

“Spiked him,” she said. “ Simple, neat, and looks to the untrained eye like asmple aneurysm.”
“What about that?’ said Kit, nodding to the juggling knife now sticking from the man’sribs.

“Oh shit,” shesaid. “Ovexkill...I'm Lady Neku,” she added, before executing asmall bow and offering
her hand. When Kit shook, he couldn’t help noticing that her fingers were sticky.

“Youdl right?" asked Neku.

“Drugs.” Hesad it without thinking. “I’vegot a...” Kit looked at the dead body, and then from the
cos-play to the black cat who'd just appeared behind her. “Isthisfor real?” he said. “I mean, isany of

thishappening?’
Neku shrugged. “It' sasred as anything else on this planet.”

CHAPTER 5— Friday, 8 June

When Kit looked again the girl was gone and so was her cat. The body, however, was very definitely ill
there.

“Ohfuck,” said Kit, afairly usdessthing to say.

Picking up hiswatch, Kit threaded hiswrist through its metal strap and managed to click the catch on his
third attempt. It was ten minutes after midnight, which meant it was actualy fifteen, because the watch
could be guaranteed to lose five minutesin aday. Apart from a splatter pattern, hiswallet looked fine, so
Kit pocketed that too, having first wiped it on the dead man’ sjacket.

If thiswas shock...
A hot night wind, adead body, and the shakes.

| should call the police, thought Kit, only what would he say? | was about to be shot when a cos-play
saved me. No, | don’t know why. Actualy, he didn’t know why he had been getting mugged either. His
clothes were cheap, hisfake Rolex out of sight, and there had to be better targets out there.



He' d seen bodies before, of course. Watched the living die through the cross-hairs of a sniper rifle, each
hit walled off in an areaof hismind Kit no longer visited. Before that there was Josh, looking neater than
he' d ever looked when aive, hair combed and shoes shined, wearing atweed jacket he’ d have hated.

Getting mugged, that was aso shocking. And ye, it was the ease with which the cos-play turned the
homeless man to meat... A spike through the ear and ablade to his side, before victim or Kit even knew
it had happened.

That was the rea shock.

He should leave before someone saw him standing next to abody and called the police anyway. In the
timeit took Kit to think this, he put a dozen paces between himself and the dead man, only to turn back.
Had the girl been wearing gloves? Most cos-play-zoku did. Long black glovesthat went up to their
elbows, white-lace mittens, or some atrocity of chain mail and sted. What if her gloves had been
fingerless? Some of the kidswore those. She' d have lft fingerprints.

The drunken conversation Kit had with himsdf halted him on the edge of flight. In the end he went back,
if only becauseif he decided to leave he' d waste more time frozen to the spot, worrying it was the wrong
choice.

Kit knew himsdf well.

Tryingtolook asif he'd only just sumbled over the body, Kit touched ahand to the man’ sthroat and
then reached for the knife, but it refused to move. Eventualy he remembered to twist its handle and the
blade did free with a sucking sound.

“Nouveau-san...”

Kit turned at his name and found himself staring into the worried eyes of Mr. 1to, who still carried his
rickety home-made brush. The man bowed and, after a second, Kit remembered his own manners and
bowed back.

Sweeping the cemetery might actually be Mr. 1to’s job. Although it seemed morelikely that the old man
did it from respect or out of love for his dead wife. Whichever, he was there most hours of the day,
dressed in atraditiona jacket and wearing wooden clogs that were down at the hedl.

“Athief,” sad Kit.
The old man looked at the corpse.

“I'didn’t kill him,” Kit added, wanting to make this clear. The old man glanced from the dead mugger to
thethin blade in Kit' s hand.

“lt was someone dsg,” said Kit.

“Ahh.” The man nodded, something clicking into place behind hiseyes. “It was someone dse. |
understand.”

“It was someoned<se.”

“Hai.” A little bow. “Yes, | understand. Someone else.” Glancing anxioudy at the bladein Kit' s hand,
he asked, “Did | see this someone?’

Kit sghed. “I’'m going now,” he said. “Y ou might want to call the police.”



The man thought about that. “Might I?7" he asked findly. “Only they were hereagain...” He paused.
“Apparently, | didn’'t seethem ether.”

CHAPTER 6 — Friday, 8 June

An uyoku van blocked the stepsto Pirate Mary’ s parking lot. Revere the throne. Expel the barbarian,
announced | ettering down both sides. Unlike most such vans, which were black with agold
chrysanthemum, this one was gold with theimperid chrysanthemum picked out in black. It till had a
revolving fog-horn though, bolted to the cabin roof, ready to harangue people on al sides.

The van was empty, al its doorslocked.

Kit shrugged. He was drunk, tired, and stank of someone else’ swife; which was probably just aswell, at
least being drunk was, because had Kit been sober he’ d be terrified. Not about the fascist van, but about
the dead man behind him and the cos-play’ s blade hanging heavy in his pocket.

Three Suzuki cruisers, al chopped beyond recognition, blocked the truck’ s accessto the dley. Soits
driver would need to climb two flights of sairsto Pirate Mary’s, track down three drunk bozozoku
bikers, and persuade them to let him out. The faithful-sword-to-the-throne was going to require al the
luck he could get.

Kit knew he should goin. And yet...

From habit, he reached into his back pocket for amultitool, flipped out the flat-blade screwdriver, and
began to re-fix Pirate Mary’ shistory to the dley wall. Someone was forever trying to stedl it. Towards
the end of the 1500s a single figure controlled the seas around Ireland—Grainne Ni Mhaille, known to
Elizabeth Tudor, the Queen of England, as Grace O’ Mdlley and to Elizabeth’ s government as a wicked
director of thieves and murderers.

She held hostage Elizabeth’ s ships, raided villages on the English mainland, stole cattle, and forced
Elizabeth to the negotiating table. Mairin Ni Mhaille was Grace O’ Mdley’ s eldest daughter, better
known as Pirate Mary. Some reports said she ended on the gallows in Dublin, others that she took
James Stuart’ s offer of asmall castle on the Connemara coast. A revisionist version, recorded by the
Bishop of Santiago, had her repenting of her snsand living out her find yearsasanun in Spain.

About haf of that wastrue. Therest Kit had invented after he bought the narrow wooden building in
Roppongi and begun fitting out its second floor as an Irish pub. Such isthe nature of history that Mérin
ending her days at a Spanish convent now feetured asfact ina TV documentary examining the links
between Ireland and Spain.

Buying the house had been Y oshi’ sidea. Cold and brilliant Y oshi, who blew into Kit' slife and left him
standing, because unlike her other lovers helet her blow right through him. He' d asked Y oshi once, near
the beginning, if something terrible had happened in her childhood and she’ d given asmile both dight and
mocking.

“Sogmpligtic,” shesad.

A day later she asked him if that was his excuse. Kit intended to tell her about his mother, but talked
about being a sniper instead.

“A rurouni,” said Yoshi, a theend of it. “A hitokiri and arurouni...A killer and atraveler with no
degtination.”



It took her three days to make the Kawakami Gensai sequence, a series of twelve potsin shades of
desert yellow, dashed across the sdes with quick flicks of aknife. The sequence sold within hours of
going on display in Mitsukashi, the mgority going to private collectors, although one ended up in New
Y ork’ s Metropolitan Museum of Art.

It had taken two yearsto repair the wreck of abuilding, but they’ d doneit eventudly. Another six
monthswerelost in creating abar, ingtaling the bathrooms and white-washing wooden walls. Thesign
camelag, painted by asmal Vietnamese woman who owned atattoo parlour behind the Almond coffee
shop. Shedid it from atatty snapshot of Mary O’ Mdly and a postcard showing the Disney version of
Captain Hook.

Pirate Mary s—Tokyo's Best Irish Bar. No one but Kit knew where Marin Ni Mhaille got her face.

CHAPTER 7— Friday, 8 June
“Dozo...”

The bozozoku glanced round, ready to take offence, recognised his host, and decided to move aside,
abeit reluctantly and without bothering to take his hand from the panties of agirl in atartan skirt.

Oh well, thought Kit, it gives the place colour. Dope thickened the stairs around him and a snatch of
jig, ripped from an old Riverdance DV D, ran on awall screen outside the bar.

Without thinking about it, Kit tucked the cos-play’ sknife abovethe lintel, where he usudly left aspare
key. Then he took a deep breath and pushed open the pub door. The room stank of warm beer and too
much skunk. Someone had ripped achrome grill off the juke box in the hope of making it louder, and
two bozozoku in leathers and replica WW2 helmets had crashed atable of art students and were coming
on to the girls. No Neck was meant to be having aword with hisfriends about that.

“Kit, mate. Over here...”

People began cdling before Kit even shut the door. Y oshi was still here, working the Guinness pumps, a
job she hated. No Neck was definitely missing and the food cabinet was entirely empty.

“Ligen...” It was Gaz, an Englishman who ran astudio by day, with asdelinein “portfolios’ by night.
Every would-be hostess who staggered off a plane at Narita already knew she was sdlling her breast
sze, hair colour, and smile. When Gaz suggested life could be better asamodd most were happy to
bdieveit.

He charged them camera use, studio time, the use of cheap clothes, and the services of abad makeup
artist. Model cards came extra. Cards being the best shot printed up with the mode’ s name, age, and
vitd gdidics

Theselied as often as Gaz did.

Kit didn’t redly didike him. He wasjust one of those people...one of athousand expats who' d dragged
their unhappinessto the other side of the world, expecting everything to be different, and never quite got
over thefact it felt the same. At least Kit had arrived with no such expectations.

“Swest fuck,” said Gaz, cancelling what he was about to say. “Y ou look wrecked.”

“Yeah,” Kit sad. “Tough night, catch you later...”



Until Micki appeared, Kit redly thought he might make it across the smoky room without being stopped.
She looked about twelve but then she also looked like aboy. Her twenty-first birthday had been at
Pirate Mary’s, courtesy of her friendsin the bozozoku.

“I'm so sorry,” said Micki, bowing. “My faullt...”
“What is?”

“Everything,” she said, and promptly burst into tears.
Kit took adeep breath. “What happened?’

“Y oshi-san fired No Neck.”

“Shewhat...?’

“When he wouldn't leave, she called the police.” Tears were streaming down the Japanese girl’ sface.
“They hit No Neck with sticks” shesaid, “very hard...”

“The police?’

Micki nodded, her mouth atight butterfly of misery. Tommy No Neck had been chapter leader with the
Rebds, Audtraia’ s most notorious gang of bikers. And he was the only foreigner Kit knew who rode
with the bozozoku, Japan’s very own speed tribe,

“Yoshi...”

Looking up from her pump, Y oshi glanced back long enough to check a glasswas full and dapped the
lever, ddivering apint of Caffrey’ sto the counter with adight bang. For Y ashi, this counted asfull-on

rage.

“Kit,” shesad, just hisname.

“About No Neck...”

“Leaveit,” sad Yaoshi. “I’'m not having thisdiscussion.”

“He'smy best friend.”

“That’ swhy he sdls drugs, drinks beer without paying for it, and stedls money from thetill...”
“Smdl change,” Kit sad.

“Also packets of cigarettes, whole boxes of condoms, whisky from the cabinet. He treats this pub like he
ownsit.”

“Okay,” sad Kit, “well discussthislater.”

Shaking her head, Y oshi said, “No, wewon'’t. There s nothing to discuss.” She glanced at her watch.
Almost an hour after midnight. Officidly the bar shut a 11 pm. In practise, because his clientele were
mostly foreign and the bozozoku fought only among themsealves, the police overlooked the fact he stayed
open late. Whether that arrangement would last beyond their arrest of No Neck was another matter.

“Y ou want meto ring the bell?”’

Y oshi shrugged.



“Lagt cal,” Kit shouted at the noisy crowd. Ten minutes after this, he rang the bl for drinking up and
ten minutes after that he called time, smultaneoudy turning up dl the houselights. Cdling timewas
tradition, and tradition waswhat Tokyo's Irish pubs sold.

It was as he hooked back the doors and began to herd his customers towards the stairwel | that Kit finally
heard the furious how! of a police siren, coming closer by the second. Mr. Ito, it seemed, had |€ft the
body for someone elseto find.

Y oshi and he cleaned the bar together, Kit taking four trays on which newly pulled pints were placed and
tipping their dopsinto abucket. He collected up the glasses and emptied the ashtraysinto a plagtic bag,
tying it tightly. Y oshi wanted to say something. It was the way she stood, with one foot forward and her
arms awkward at her sides.

“Youwerelate,” shesad.
“Yes” sadKit, “I know. Something happened...”
“| was meant to see Y uko tonight.”

Y uko and Y oshi, the Tanakatwins. Y uko was afew minutes younger, and had married Tek
Tamagusuku, awell-known property developer. Y oshi was famous, so famous that complete strangers
turned up begging Y oshi to sdll her potsto them. It had taken Kit yearsto work out what she wanted
from him and why they were dill together: he kept her family away, apart from'Y uko.

“Youwere meant to... 7’

“1 told you,” Yoshi said. “ Tamagusuku-san’sin London. So Y uko invited me to supper. | was meant to
stay the night. | even bought the baby presents.” Thiswasn’t as big acommitment asit sounded. Y oshi
spent her life buying presentsfor Y uko' s children.

“You promised,” said Yoshi.

That was the problem. Y oshi kept her promises. If she said she was going to do something she did it. Kit
was into territory he understood, without actualy fegling the intricate web of Japanese emotions that
accompanied it.

“About No Neck...”

“I fired him,” Y oshi said crossly. “He kept saying you' d be back. | asked him where you were. He
wouldn't tell me.”

“I wasgiving an English lesson.”
Y oshi shook her head. “No,” she said, “that was over hours ago. Why wouldn’'t No Neck tell me?’

“Hedidn’t know,” said Kit. “Mrs. Oniji booked atable at Red Bamboo. Y ou know how long those
thingsteke.”

“You'relying.” Yoshi’seyeswere large with tears.

“No. I’'mnot...Look,” Kit said, “why don’t we get you ataxi. Y uko will understand.”
“It'stoo late,” said Y oshi.

He hoped she was taking about the taxi.



CHAPTER 8 — Friday, 8 June

Neku'scloak was actualy acoat. That is, it was cut with deevesrather than mere ditsthrough which to
put one' sarms, though its deeves were very short, dmost vestigid. The garment appeared to be
modelled on oneworn by Vampire Hunter D in an old film, with an upturned collar and asilk lining that
glistened wetly as Neku climbed the stairs towards Pirate Mary’s.

In an ided world the cloak would keep her warm at night, wrap itself around her against therain, and
harden to ashell should anyonetry to kick her while she dept. But in an ideal world Neku wouldn't be
deegping in doorwaysin thefirst place and she wasin thisworld, so her cloak just flgpped, dthough it il
managed to look better than she did.

Wrapping the cloak around her, Neku knocked politely at the half-open door of the bar.
“ Gomen-kudasi.”

“We'reshut.”

The voice wasflat to the point of being hostile. So Neku knocked again, because she wasn't sure what
elseto do, then put her head round the edge. The bar was empty, chairs upended on tables and thetiles
wet from having been recently mopped.

“I told you, we're...” Thewoman looked up and whoever she was expecting to see she saw someone
dse

“Yoshi...”

Seeing the woman blink, Neku redlised that perhaps she should have called the woman something more
formd. Y et Y oshi was famous. People wrote about her in Tokyo Today. How could Neku not know her
name?

“Who areyou?’
“Lady Neku,” said Neku, bowing dightly. “In exile on thisworld.”

Y oshi scowled. “1 don't havetimefor games,” she said. “If someon€e stold you about the bar job Il
need to know your proper name. And you will call me madame.”

“Bar job?’

“You didn’'t come about No Neck’ sjob?’

Neku shook her head. “Y our man,” she said, looking around. “1s he here?’
“Why?" demanded Y oshi.

“Because we have business.”

“Youhave...?

Watching the other woman’ s eyes open, Neku wondered what this famous potter saw. A curve of
cheek? A sngle line encompassing Neku' s nose, mouth, and chin...? When Neku caught hersdlf ina
shop window she saw aragged cos-play, with flattish face and hunched shoulders. Thelithe and deadly
assassin Neku remembered had been missing for awhile,



“What business?’ Y oshi demanded.
“He has something of mine.”

“Of yours?’ Y oshi must have known how lame that sounded, Neku decided, because the woman
blushed and then shook her head iniirritation. “What?’ Y oshi demanded. “What could Kit-san possibly
have of yours?’

My knife.

This seemed an inappropriate thing to say, so Neku just shrugged. “He borrowed something,” she said.
“I want it back.” Shelooked round for somewhereto sit.

“He'sout,” said Y oshi. “Banking tonight’ s cash. Y ou can’'t wait here.” She seemed torn between insisting
Neku leave and aneed to ask more questions. And it was obvious, at least to the younger of the two,
that the fewer questions anyone asked the better.

“I'll be downdtairs,” said Neku.
“Wait...” Yoshi hed up one hand. “This thing, when did he borrow it?’

W, Neku dmogt said, it wasn't exactly borrowed. She' d gone back for her knife the second she
redised it was missing and found the body, till warm and dumped againg therailings, only her knife was
gone and the police were due to arrive. So she’ d come here because this was where the cat said the
foreigner lived, and because her knife wasimportant.

“About an hour ago,” said Neku, then wondered what she' d said.

When Kit got back he found the outside light till on. That was hisfirst warning al was not right. His
second was that the cos-play sat on Pirate Mary’ s bottom step, wrapped in her cloak. Kit'sthird and
find clue camewhen Y oshi threw an ashtray from the top of the stairwell. Shethrew it badly, possibly
because tears ruined her am. It was aso possible she intended to miss.

“How could you?’

“What?’ Kit asked.

“Look at her,” saidYoghi.

Neku clambered to her feet. “I’m sorry,” shesaid. “I didn’t mean to cause problems.”
“She'sjust akid,” sadYoshi.

Neku's chin came up at that. “No, I’'m not.”

Kit looked between Y oshi and the cos-play, who were now glaring at each other. “God,” he said.
“Y oshi. How could you even...”

Thegirl samped, it was avery childish gesture. “Look,” she said, holding out her hand. “ Just giveit
back.” Her fingernails beneath her lace gloves were bitten and broken, the gloves themsalves were torn.

Pulling 15,000 yen from hiswallet, Kit held the notes out to her. “Find somewhereto deep,” he said.
“Have ashower. Get something to eat.”



“| want my—"

“| don't have anything of yours,” said Kit. Turning to Y oshi, he shrugged. “ She' sagtreet kid,” he said.
“I’ve given her acouple of coffees, bought her abowl of noodles, that'sall.”

“Kit...”

He hadn’t expected Neku to know his name.

“Leave” hetold her. “Beforewe call the police.”

“Y ouwouldn’'t dare.”

“Try me” said Kit. What ese could he say?'Y oshi was within listening distance.
“Yesgh,” saidthegirl. “Ain’t that the truth...”

CHAPTER 9— Saturday, 9 June

When Kit got back after locking the door to the aley where the bins were kept, and the door at the top
of thedtairs, which let cusomersinto Pirate Mary's, he found the dishwasher rumbling and Y oshi
nowhere in sight. So he checked the window locks, wiped down the counter one final time, and began to
type out a note advertisng No Neck’ sjob, since thislooked like the price Y ashi intended to extract for

making peace.

“You okay?" he asked, having tracked Y oshi down to the bathroom. A question too stupid to merit an
answer.

“Tomorrow,” shesad, “we |l tak tomorrow.”

Kit shut the bathroom door on hisway out. He shut it softly, climbed the stairs to the next level, and
walked out onto the balcony, to watch Tokyo' slightstwinkle like amat of stars around him. He no
longer felt drunk, he no longer fdlt afraid. Kit was coming to accept that he no longer felt anything very
much at all.

The bath was large enough for two adultsto sit upright, and so deep when filled that the level would
reach their necks. Made from cast iron, it had been dragged to the third floor years earlier and sunk so
far through the floor that it protruded into the areabelow, which was the bar these days. Above the bath
was a shower that took water from arain tank on the roof. The spray waswarm in summer and cold in
winter, which wastheway Y oshi liked it.

The house had belonged to a grandfather on her mother’ s sde, and when Kit put up the money it had
been to buy thewreck of abuilding from Y ashi’ s cousin, the old man’sheir. The price had till been low
enough to make the rest of Y oshi’ sfamily muitter.

It was her grandfather who originally dragged the metd bath to the third floor, before the walls had even
been put in place. The bath was destined for the top floor, but her grandfather settled on the floor below,
having decided that getting it that far wasamiracle.

Such abath would never now get planning permission. Partly thiswas because its weight made the
cast-iron bath unsuitable for awooden-framed house and partly because e ectric cabling ran closeto one



sde. But mostly it was because the bath was heated by a gas burner bolted directly to itsrim.

Naked flame played on metal and this heated the water. The only time Y ashi dipped as a child she had
burned hersdf so badly the scar on her hip was till there, although growing had shrunk it tothe sze of a
flower.

Asadways, Yoshi showered before taking a bath. Her other grandfather had squatted naked at an
outside tap and rinsed himsdlf with acloth, but most of the old man’s children and grandchildren had
grown up with showers. Kit was the first person Y oshi met who actualy washed in the bath and he
stopped the moment he understood how much this upset her.

Shewasno foal. Yoshi knew Kit didn’t love her. At least, not any longer. He was fond of her and put up
with her moods and bound her tightly when she demanded it, but that wasn’t love. He admired her work,
the way she had of throwing pots so fine they looked too fragile to exist. And he admired her body,
which was lean and spare and his whenever he wanted. But he didn’t love her. Which wasfine, because
she' d aways been honest about not loving him.

Discarding her dressing gown once the water was hot, Y oshi sank benesth its surface, letting the heat
make her deepy. And as she sat, with the water up to her neck, barely half awake and trying not to get
the pages of her paperback wet, the frivolousflickering of abillion stars fought the city’ s sodium glare for
the right to the night sky beyond her window. Silent backdrop to the street noise of Roppongi.

Drunken tourists leaving aclub. A motorbike at the lights, something large. The dying howl of acop car
and an amplified order to behave properly. A woman in a house opposite having sex, more noisily than
was grictly necessary. Y oshi knew her city and its sounds. Kit might insst he belonged here. So he'd
told her, right at the beginning, the summer he arrived at Narita with one suit, three battered Murakami
paperbacks, and a Berlitz phrase book. She’ d been right not to believe him.

Sheheard acat first, then abin going over.
“Kit...?"

Y oshi listened in vain for hisanswer.

“Y ou want to check that?”

The cat was expected, round here there was always a cat; but the bin was heavy, too large she'd have
thought to be knocked over by an animd that smal. Sighing, Y oshi climbed out of the bath and reached
for her dressing gown, without bothering to dry hersdlf first. She shuffled on some dippers and climbed
the singleflight of stairsto their bedroom to fetch her husband.

The sheet was thrown back and his yukata was missing from its hook on the door. Sinceit was hardly
worth going back in her bath, Y oshi collected her book of poems, relit the gas to heat the water for Kit,
and returned to the bedroom, climbing wearily into bed.

Outside, a car started up and a cat yowled, wooden walls cresked, as they often did, and ametallic
clang at ground level told Y oshi that Kit had opened the grill which covered Pirate Mary’ srear door. She
fell adeep to thoughts of Y uko, her sister’ s new baby, and how she' d telephone in the morning to

gpologise.

CHAPTER 10— Saturday, 9 June



Kit wore ajacket over his yukata, though he' d forgotten to put on shoes. The baseball bat in his hand
camefrom addl in Asakusaand was so old it had afacamile of Babe Ruth’ s signature, the words 1948
Memorial Edition and Produced in Occupied Japan stamped into the handle.

Flicking on the overhead lights, Kit said, “1 know you'rein here”

Halogen gtrips stuttered into life overhead, reveding three microwaves, aZanuss deep fat fryer, an
industrial-si ze dishwasher, and a butcher’ s block that had been there when he and Y oshi bought the
building.

Other than this hiskitchen was empty.

Bat in hand, Kit returned to the bar, realising too late that he'd just provided a perfect target for anybody
now hidden behind the door.

“I'marmed,” he added.

Kit recognised the snort before he saw the girl. She was over by awindow, wrapped in the folds of her
cloak. It would have made more sense to Kit to discard the thing before she broke in, but then he wasn’'t
fifteen or a cos-play-zoku and who knew what rules they worked to?

“Found it,” shesaid, holding up her knife. “That' sdl | wanted.” Neku did something clever with her
fingers and the blade disappeared, only to pop back into being when she reversed the movement.

“See,” shesaid. “Not hard.”

Another twist of thewrist and it was gone again.

“I'mleaving now.”

Kit nodded.

“I won't be back.”

“That worksfor me,” he said.

“Okay, I'moff...” Neku hesitated on the edge of leaving. “ Can | ask you something?’
“Youcanak...”

“How did you know | was down here?’

“That binlid,” Kit said. “Y ou shouldn’t have knocked it over.”

Neku looked puzzled. 1 haven’t been near the bins,” she said, before shifting to her next question. “And
why did you buy me coffee?’

“Y ou looked cold,” said Kit.
Shesighed. “You know,” said Neku, “I’'m not sure I’ m ever going to understand thisworld.”

“I'll seeyou out,” hesaid.

Stepping onto cinder block, Neku flicked open her cloak and twisted one hand, summoning the knife



she' d taken from the bar. A flick of her other wrist and she had the second knife. With atwirl, she cut
one blade through the air and then cut again with the other, folding them out of sight with asmpletwist of
her fingers.

And then—and thisiswhere it became impossible—Neku forced her fingersinto the cut in the air and
began to priseit gpart, thetips of her fingers vanishing from sight.

“Wait,” Kit demanded.
Neku shook her head.
“Pleass,” sad Kit.

“You'redrunk,” shetold him. “And the drugs are eating what little you have left insde. Go to bed, get
some deep...I'm going home.” Neku didn’t sound very happy about this.

“No,” hesad, “not yet...”

Kit shouldn’t have touched her. That was hisfirst mistake. He reached out and tried to grab her arm, his
fingers closng on her wrist, and then Neku was behind him, beside him, and in front, a blur of movement
that ended with Kit sitting in the dirt holding Neku' s broken bracel et, awicked knife gash disfiguring the
pam of hisleft hand.

...Incredible heat.

Bone splintering as a child flipped backwards, his ancient Lee-Enfield tracing a parabola before it
hit desert behind him, Kit's cross-hairs already hunting their next target...

...Slver night and no stars. A wedding dressin the dirt, the body within it also discarded. A web
of ropes holding the sky in place.

A girl on her bed, knees pulled up to her chin and her arms wrapped tight around her legs, in tears
and naked...

“Shit,” said Neku, shaking her head. 1 so didn’t need to know that.”

Astheair around her began to shimmer, Neku rammed her hands into the haze and began to drag it
gpart, one arm disappearing as she began to squeeze through the gap.

“Comeback,” Kit demanded. “1 need...”

And then what he needed stopped mattering. Because glass exploded from the upper windows behind
them and the front of Pirate Mary’s peeled away, fragments of broken boards splintering acrossthe
street. The broken celling of the bar, now open to view, curled billows of smoke into adownward roll.

Made almost entirely of wood, the old building did what wooden buildings do best, it began to burn.
Dark and oily from seven decades of paint, the smoke billowed above the fire. Kit didn’t remember

climbing to hisfeet or charging towards the stairs. And he barely registered the flamesthat forced his
retreat into the grip of Mr. Ito.

“Who hasthe keys?’
Kit looked blank.

“That van,” said Mr. Ito. “It will block the fire engine. We must moveit.” He shook Kit's shoulder.



“Come on, who hasthe keys?’

“I don't know.” Pulling free, Kit screamed, “ Yoshi.”
A wall of flames roared back.

“ My wife,” said Kit.

Hands dragged him away and when Kit looked again there was no doorway from which to be dragged.
Thefury had swallowed every detall within itsflames.

A fire officer was demanding answers. Try as he might, Kit couldn’t remember having been asked a
question. After a second, he understood.

“Hai,” hesad. Thetwo Iwatani burnersin the kitchen used butane. Y es, there were spare bottles
stacked near the grill. Four, maybefive. But what he really needed to do wasfind...

“Yoshi,” heydled.

The next time he tried to break free, agirl in awhite coat appeared at anod from the officer and snapped
open her leather bag. The jab took |ess than five seconds to disconnect Kit from the chaos around him.

CHAPTER 11 — Nawa-no-ukiyo (Floating Rope World)

Stumbling through the door, Lady Neku, otherwise known as Baroness Nawa-no-ukiyo, Countess High
Strange, and Chatelaine of Schloss Omga, fdll to her knees and threw up al over mother-of-pearl floor
tiles. What she' d seen insde his head clung to her like static, and he' d taken memories from her. Lady
Neku could till fed the holes.

“Fuck.”

Polyglot, polygoyle...

Polyandrous?

Double fuck. Shewasn't dlowed to forget what shape those tiles were, remembering stuff like that was
her job.

Lady Neku was adso Duchesse de Temps Perdu. Sometime around the start of the last millennium there
had been about of title inflation. Hyperinflation, her grandfather said sniffily, guards became captains,
captains became generas, and the fugees got rights. Although, to be honest, they were no more free than
before.

When Lady Neku looked again the tilesweretriangular.
“Stopit,” shetold Schloss Omga, her family’ s castle.

Maybe the castle was listening, or maybe it just got bored and decided to stop the architectura
equivaent of twiddling its hair. Whatever, next time Lady Neku looked, thetilesin her bedroom had
changed back to polygons and that was the last change of the day.

Dragging hersdlf to her feet, Lady Neku stared around her. The vomit was aready gone, swallowed by
the floor and fed back to the castle. Schloss Omgawas good &t telling the difference between living



organics and waste. It hardly ever got thiswrong.
“Shit.”

Shefdt sick. Hell, she'd been sick. The damage to her shadow must be worse than she thought. Lady
Neku turned the cloak over in her hands until shefound asmal tear. He shouldn't have grabbed her like
that, she'd amost let therip close around her. And then where would she have been?

Dead, obvioudy.

So crosswas Lady Neku at having damaged the red cloak that it took her five minutes to notice her
memory bracelet was missing, and another fiveto realise her real body wasn't in the room waiting for
her. No back-up beads and no original from which to burn more. Thiswas serious. Actudly, it was
beyond serious.

She' d Ieft her body on achair beside the door. At first sheimagined her bedroom had just tidied it away,
but al her wardrobes were empty. So she checked the room she' d used asachild, just in case
household gods were being more forgetful than usud, only her body wasn't there either.

“Cadtle,” Neku demanded.

All shegot by way of answer was an echoing emptinessin her head.
“Comeon,” shesaid.

Agansdlence

Thiswas not unusual. The Katchatkafamily castle could sulk for decadesif redlly pushed, and everyone
but Neku regarded Schloss Omga asirretrievably senile and did their best to ignoreit. Work arounds,
her Lady Mother caled them.

Work arounds involved cutting new doors rather than waiting for them to grow and quarrying storage
gpace out of the bloody flesh beneath the council chamber rather than asking the living core of the castle
to withdraw.

Just to be certain she hadn’t overlooked her body, Lady Neku checked the first bedroom again, walking
aong each wall in turn and opening every wardrobe. The castle knew she was looking because
wardrobes started to appear that she' d never even seen before. Needlessto say, al were empty.

The castle could imitate marble and manage avery good approximation of granite—which seemed to be
congtructed from the glueit used to stick itsdlf to the dopes of their mountain—but what Schloss Omga
redly liked was mother of pearl. Neku imagined thiswas because it had origindly been asnail. Although,
obvioudy enough, it had only been asnall in the sense that her ancestors had been human.

They weretaking avery long time back. Certainly pre-Cenoarchean, if not actualy
pre-Cenoproterozoic.

All of the wardrobes that appeared out of her walls were made from mother of pearl, many extruded into
intricate rococo shapes that Lady Neku recognised from the library. Either the castle had remembered
how to do this stuff, or she was being shown work that no one had seen for generations.

Art had been the topic of the only red conversation she and the castle ever had, though that talk had
been rather one-sided. Mostly because few of the castle’ s thoughts seemed to make sense. Half amillion
years glitched between humanity’ sfirg flint blade and itsfirst image, on acave wal. Before pictures had



been beads and before beads, pigments to make colour. Thisindicated a conceptua lag between
technology and art that reflected a downessin the species to understand the importance of symbolic
thought. Which was, apparently, the basisfor dl sentient behavioura organisation.

At this point the castle had paused. Which was Lady Neku's cue to think of something intelligent to say.
So she’ d wondered, What' s flint? And the conversation had been over. Persondly, she thought it
impressive she' d known what a human was. .. Humans were fugees, unlessit was the other way round.

“Thesearewild,” said Lady Neku, running her fingers across a pair of flying babies holding a heart
pierced by an arrow. Not to mention, kitsch and hyper-clichéd. Although Lady Neku refrained from
saying this. The castle could be sengtive about such comments.

Having examined all the acoves, cupboards, and wardrobes, Lady Neku climbed insde the largest, so
the castle could impress her with itsfalse back and spiral stairs up to an entire floor that waited empty
and anxious. Lady Neku knew this, having been shown the wardrobe before. Its style and the winding
gtairs had an organic smoothness that spoke of her family’ s very earliest years a the end of the world.

It wasn't redlly the end of the world, of course...That would be when the planet turned to cinder and the
last wisps of atmosphere burned off, as the seaswould do firgt, given time. Meanwhile, Sx over-worlds
kept the sun at bay and protected the planet as best they could.

Six families owned the off-world habitats, the biggest of which was High Strange, belonging to her family,
the Katchatka. And amesh of sky ropes held amantle of silver gauze in place exactly ahundred
kilometers above the world' s surface.

Her brother Petro, who was oldest, said the ropes were alien and no one knew what the mantle around
the planet was meant to do. Antonio disagreed, because Antonio always disagreed with Petro. It was
Nico, the youngest of her brothers, who took Lady Neku's question serioudly. He said the gossamer ate
charged particles and the ropes crested amagnetic field, which was why it was bad that their bit of sky

had ripped.

Lady Neku had atheory about this. Mind you, she had atheory about everything and she was aware her
body was till missng. She was merdly avoiding panic and trying to gpproach the matter in agrown-up
fashion. Lady Neku' stheory said the earliest styles of furniture were fluid and organic because this
reflected confidence in the future.

Her family were explorers, new to the end of the world and owners of what remained of human time,
which could still be counted in tens of millennia. Not much, maybe, for a planet that had aready existed
for countless billions of years, but it was enough.

When the sky tore, doubts set in. Asthe fugees stopped coming, the need for reassurance became
stronger, hence the regression into fusser styles, an explosion in pointlesstitles, and an endlessrecycling
of cultureslong gone. Of course, fugee was amisnomer. They were tempord exiles, removed from their
own cultures. Although it had taken Lady Neku’ sfamily more centuries than was sensible to redise that
they themsalveswere aso exiles, as much imprisoned asthe fugeesthey ruled.

If the cupboard was warm and the stairs warmer, the suite of roomsinto which Lady Neku made herself
venture was claustrophobic beyond description.

“Hot,” shesad.

Insde her head Lady Neku fdlt the castle agree and ingtantly felt guilty. Shewasn't the one endlessy
crawling up adope, trying to get away from the shrinking lakes, methane pockets, and somatolite mats of



the dead lands. No onelived in the castle these days, dl her family preferred High Strange.

“Need to go home,” said Lady Neku, and fdlt the castle sgnd its understanding. She had more of
Schloss Omga s attention than she remembered having been given before. “My body,” she added, trying
to keep the hope out of her thoughts. “Don’t suppose you remember where you put it?’

“Didn't,” said the cadtle.
“Didn’'t what?’ asked Lady Neku.

The castle thought about that. It thought about it while Lady Neku retraced her stepsto the twist of

dairs. It thought about it while she scrabbled her way down the stairs and out of the cupboard, rank with
swest that stuck her dressto her spine and made her hair fed disgusting. And it thought about it while she
stripped off her dress, gloves, and thong and watched them dissolve into a puddle on the floor.

There had been atime when Schloss Omgawas not dive. Lady Neku knew this because her brother
Nico had told her. Walls had been spun from smple shell, the rooms had been soulless, many of them
barely sentient. It seemed unlikely, but Neku had come to understand something about Nico. However
much he might tease her, Nico never lied.

“S0,” said Neku, when she fdlt the castle’ s attention begin to drift. “ About my body...?"
“Not me,” said the castle.

“You'resure?’

“Quite.” It seemed certain about that.

With asigh, Lady Neku broke the connection and et the castle return its attention to whatever had been
occupying it when shefirgt interrupted; crawling up its dope most probably. All that now remained of
Lady Neku' s clotheswas the cloak. Thiswould never dissolve or need cleaning and that wasiits virtue.
The garment was indestructible and guaranteed to protect its wearer from family explosions, black ice,
and dectricran...

She'd listened to the label once, hidden in adoorway in Shinjuku, one afternoon when she was very
bored. It had kept talking until she had to tell it to stop. And yet, guarantee or not, her cloak was now
damaged. Which, Lady Neku guessed, was what one should expect if one caught it onarip intime.

Because Lady Neku was stubborn, and being stubborn often did unnecessary things because she'd
already decided to do them, she rechecked the wardrobes in her room. There were ahundred and
thirteen, which was at least seventy more than normd.

Among these was her new favourite, the mother-of-pearl wardrobe with the winged cherubs. Neku
checked thislagt, just in case the castle was trying to tell her something, but it was as empty asthe others.
Her body was definitely gone.

Unless...
Now that was athought.

Her mother was perfectly capable of having taken Lady Neku' s current real asaway of telling her
daughter it wastimeto grow up. There was only one problem with this. It would mean, firgtly, that Lady
Katchatka knew her daughter had been breaking bounds. Secondly, it would require Lady Katchatkato
vigt the schlossin person, something that had not occurred in Lady Neku' slifetime.



The corridor down to her mother’ s castle quarters twisted more than was gtrictly necessary to
accommodate the spira nature of Schloss Omga. Sometimes it seemed that the castle wasted too much
effort trying to match form, not so much to function asorigina inspiration.

“My Lady...”
Silence greeted her.

So Lady Neku waited enough time to be polite and then called again. The Katchatka were avery formal
family. Dust covered the table and something sticky smeared the oiled paper screen dividing her mother’s
study in two. Forbidden from touching or changing anything in Lady Katchatka s room, the castle had
chosen to assumethisrule gpplied to cleaning it aswell.

When it became clear that not even servants had visited her mother’ s quarters for weeks, if not longer,
Lady Neku turned to go, turned back, then went with her origina choice, making herself walk away
without another glance.

“Cadtle)” said Lady Neku, “prepare me alift to High Strange.”

“Madame. The overworld isempty.”

Lady Neku wondered if she' d heard that correctly. “Patch me through,” she demanded. “ Do it now.”
“Link made,” said the cadtle.

Having tried to contact her mother, Lady Neku tried each of her brothersin turn, starting with Nico, her
favourite. “Where are they?” she asked. When Schloss Omgafailed to reply, she asked again.

“1 haven't seen them,” the castle admitted. “Not since...”
“Sincewhat?’

“Your wedding,” said the castle. And Lady Neku found herself knedling on thetiles, vomiting again.
Polyglot, polygoyle...

Polyandrous?
There was so much Lady Neku needed to remember. So much she needed to forget.

CHAPTER 12 — Tuesday, 12 June

A naked girl sfted hot rubble with her bare hands. She waswatched by acat. A sign on afence behind
them read, Danger—Keep Out. Thegirl clawed a the dirt so frantically that anyone observing would
imagine shefought to save alife. But when shefinaly sat back on her haunches, darkness between her
kneesand in her eyes...

“Fever,” someone said, when Kit whispered Neku' s name. “Drug induced, we' re investigating.”

“Also,” another voice announced, “ cuts, bruises, and minor burns.” If they were so minor, Kit wondered,
why was he lying naked on afoam sheet being sprayed with electrolysed water, whatever that was.

After the voices came a darkness both cool and forgiving. When Kit woke he had a plaster cast on one
arm, bandages around hisribs, and was wired to amonitor. A fat blood bag hung from ahook above his



head, itstube feeding into hisleft wrist. Another tube, with atwist valve, seemed to be draining old
blood.

Kit looked around for someone to plunge him back into the darkness but the room was empty.

Outsde the window a blue sky hung above asmal garden filled with plum and cherry trees. Thefruit on
the plum trees was green, and that was how Kit knew he' d been lost in darkness for days rather than
weeks. Theion-rich skies of hisdreams, the heat and the matrix of slver threads that hung static
overhead were nowhere to be seen. An ugly gash across the palm of hisright hand had been stitched
shut.

Kit Nouveau, read atag on hisarm. It was written in kanji.
Hewasin hospital, Kit realised, then wondered if he dready knew this. He wasin hospital because...

The Korean orderly who came running wore a green uniform that hid her hair under asquare cap. She
was on her knees and wiping up Kit'svomit before the nurse behind her even made it through the door.
The nurse had one of those upside down watches, which she flipped up to note the time, then wrote
something on a board hooked to the end of his bed.

“Yoshi,” sad Kit.
“Tdl them he' sawake.”

Hesitating on the edge of wiping up the last of Kit's mess, the orderly jumped to her feet at abarked
order from the nurse. When she returned it was with a suited man and the floor cloth was ill in her hand.

“They’recoming,” hesad.

Thefirst policeman had the glossy-pesked cap of aregular officer. Asdid the man behind, dthough he
aso had ashiny stripe down the outside of histrousers. The third officer wore a soft cap that proclaimed
him a Detective. But it was the last man, the onein the suit, that Kit redlly noticed.

His hair was grey and worn cropped. Heavy glasses hid eyes that were flat and watchful, the eyes of an
Ainu hunter from the northern idands. A man whose ancestors would have grown used to watching their
boats sunk and houses ripped apart by storms, who knew what it was like to rebuild life from the ground
up. It seemed strange that such a man could rise so high in the Tokyo police.

Now was when the newcomer should announce that he was with the Organised Crime Squad. Hewould
tell Kit that Y oshi was dead and his bar destroyed—and ask about recent enemies, unpaid bills, or
protection payments overdue. Although, perhaps, he would ask first about a dead tramp found againgt
cemetery railings near the bar.

Kit tried to think of a suitable answer, but his head was empty and what could he say anyway? That a
cos-play-zoku with aneet linein juggling knives had broken into his bar 1ooking for the murder weapon,
then cut open thin air to crawl ingde...

Asfor Yodhi.
“Here” said the man.

Reaching for the tissue, Kit snagged hiswrist on adrip tube and three people started forward at once,
only to hestate. It was the nurse who replaced the drip, renewed the sticking plaster holding the needlein
place, and wiped Kit'seyesfor him. At anod from the man she opened a buff folder and extracted an



MRI scan, clipping it to alight box on thewall.
“Show me” hesaid.

Stepping aside, she pointed to asmudge of shadow. “Brodmann’sarea 10, in the rostral prefrontal
cortex.” She seemed to be reciting words from memory.

“Dangerous?’
The nurse shook her head. “ Just unusud .”
“What is?’ Kit demanded.

“Unexpected development within your prefronta white matter,” said the man, then offered his hand.
From the shock on the faces of the uniformed officers, this courtesy wasasurprise. “I’m Mr. Oniji,” he
added. “1 believe you know my wife.”

Darknessfdt welcome.

When Kit woke someone was diding aneedle from hisarm. “Hisbody’ s coping with drug withdrawal,”
said the someone. “He |l probably go under again, so you might want to ask your questions now.”

“Right,” said Mr. Oniji. “ About these lessons.”

“English lessons,” said Kit, working hard to pull himself together. “She’'sgood.” It seemed best not to
mention the time Mrs. Oniji rendered the saying Out of sight, out of mind, as invisible/insane. “Hard
working,” sad Kit. “ Extremely conscientious.”

“I'msuresheis” said Mr. Oniji. “ She' sgood at many things...” He paused. “Did you know shewasa
mainebiologit?’

“No,” sad Kit, he could confidently say this had passed him by.

“Eleven kilometres down, the gap between biology, chemidtry, and physics becomesimmaterid.” Mr.
Oniji smiled. “Or s0 shetold me on our first date. She was working on foraminifera, which are billions of
yearsold. Unlessthat’ sjust microbesin generd...”

He hegitated, asif he' d forgotten what he intended to say. After amoment, he glanced at the officers, a
fact that |eft them looking unhappy. All the same they went. The orderly, the nurse, and the suited
adminigirator followed without having to be asked.

“May | St?

“Of course,” said Kit. “I"'m sorry.” He nodded to achair in the corner. It was stedl, with raw leather and
bead highlights. Dragging it acrossthe floor, Mr. Oniji positioned himsdf closeto Kit' s bed. When he sat
it wasformally, hisback straight and hislegstogether, his ebows on the arms of the chair, his handsflat
and angled dightly inwards where they rested on each knee.

“How good is your Japanese?’
“Good enough,” said Kit.

Mr. Oniji nodded. “There arethings| need to say,” he said. “We can speak in English if that is better for
you?



Kit shook his head.
“Okay,” said Mr. Oniji. “The most important thing | haveto say isthis...Y ou need to leave Tokyo.”
“Tokyo?’

“Japan,” Mr. Oniji said, amending hiswords. “1 suggest you go soon. Vist Augtraiaor Thailand. Tekea
holiday...”

“For how long?’

“A month, two months, maybe longer.” The Japanese man ran one hand through his sat and pepper hair,
wiping hisfingers on atissue. Helooked tired, but determined. “It is not safe for you to remain here.”

Was that a threat? Kit wondered.

Straightening the jacket of his suit, Mr. Oniji brushed invisible dust from one knee of histrousers and shot
the cuffsof hisshirt, reveding smple gold cuff links. The oyaban was nervous, Kit redised. Anideathat
seemed absurd.

“My wifewill havetold you | am High Yakuza. Maybe she'ssaid | am rarely at home and havelittleto
do with her family or my own. If she has not aready told you then you have probably deduced we have
no children...”

When Kit nodded, Mr. Oniji smiled.

“Only thelast of thoseistrue,” said Mr. Oniji. “We have no children.” He paused, choosing hiswords
with care. “Have you ever done anything you redly regret? No,” he said. “No need to reply. | can see
the answer in your eyes.”

Mr. Oniji took asip of water from afresh glass on Kit's bedside table.

“My regret,” hesad, “ismarrying my wife...” He must have decided he' d either said too much or too
little, because after adight hesitation, he added, “1 knew from the beginning we were not suited.”

“Sowhy marry?’
“You know how it is,” said Mr. Oniji. “ She was young and pretty and | needed awife.”
“But youdidn't love her?’

Whether Mr. Oniji looked sad for himsdlf, hiswife, or theworld in general was hard to say. “Thisis
difficult,” he said. “Women have never been of much interest to me. Unfortunately, awife was
necessary ...l should havetold her,” he added. “ Explained things. That ismy regret.”

“Why tell me?’

“The police will want to ask you questions,” said Mr. Oniji. “ They will ask you, because they aways ask,
if you have any enemies...”

“I don't,” said Kit.

Mr. Oniji’ ssmile wastight. “ Everyone has enemies” hesaid. “1 would like to make clear that | am not
one of them. Also, thereisthe possibility of arson. If that istrue, | had nothing to do with it.”



Early next morning a Korean orderly carried asmall book and abusiness card into Kit’sroom and
presented the card firdt, hisfingertips barely touching its edges as he offered the object to Kit.

Hiroshi Sato, second assistant to Mr. Oniji, presented his compliments. Should Mr. Nouveau wish to
send amessage to Mr. Oniji, he could do so through the good offices of Mr. Sato. An e-mail and
telephone number were both given on the card. Quite why Kit might need thiswent unsaid.

The book had been wrapped by aprofessional. A sheet of hand-laid paper, folded so every edge
formed a perfect line, was wrapped into the covers and tied in place with alength of dried grass. The
grass bisected the book twice, the angle between each length chosen with care,

On thefront of the book was awood-block illustration of asamurai in awolf skin coat. In the Shadow
of Leaves announced thetitle. The date was 1934, the language English. It had been printed by the
Board of Tourist Industry, on behdf of Japanese Governmentd Railways.

The essence of speaking isin not speaking at all. If you think you can accomplish a task without
words then do so...When compelled to choose between death now or death later, choose now. It
justis...

There were eighty-six pages of such gphorisms, with five more wood-block prints and afoldout map of
feuda Japan. Mr. Oniji’ s note was tucked between the cover and thetitle page. Read this, he said.

Some hourslater, just asKit wasfinishing In the Shadow of Leaves for the second time, anurse arrived
to change the staplesin hisface. Her name was L ucy, at least that was the name on her badge, and until
she began tossing ant-like pincers of plastic into an enamel dish Kit hadn’t even known hisface had
staples.

When thiswas done, she fixed two metd splintsto hisright ankle, braced the splints with stedl cross
bars, and fed strips of foam over the braces and under the cross bars, hardening the padding witha UV
light wand.

“Wednesday,” she said, when Kit asked what day it was. She shaved him very carefully, helped him to
the lavatory, and waited, telling him to lean on her when he walked back to hisroom. “Now I’'m going to
giveyou ablanket bath,” Lucy announced when Kit was back in his bed.

“| can manage ashower.”
“No.” Lucy shook her head. “Y ou’ re much too weak. In fact, you can barely answer questions...”
“Quedions?’

Unbuttoning his pgjamatop, Lucy extracted a sterile flanne fromitsfoil wrapper and dunked the flannel
into abasin that had appeared on the locker beside Kit’ s bed. She wiped his face and neck, washed
under hisarms and across the top of his chest, taking care not to wet the bandages over hisribs.

“A cut,” shesad, in answer to hisquestion. “Meta shrgpnd from the explosion. Y ou werelucky...”
Lucy must have caught the shock on Kit' sface, because she smiled. “It barely grazed your side,” she
said. “And it was hot enough to sear the edges of the wound.”

After she' d washed his chest, she washed hisback and undid his pgama bottoms. “Y ou stink,” she said,



when hetried to protest. She said thisfirmly, but with asmile. A Mgor from the National Policeisgoing
to question you. Hisarriva is unexpected and he intendsto catch you unaware. We will, as ahospital,
make the strongest protest possible.”

“If it' sunexpected...”

“Then how do we know?’

Kit nodded.

“I believe the manager had acall from police HQ.”

When Kit looked puzzled, Lucy sghed. “Mr. Oniji ownsthis hospitd,” she said. “He owns many things
in Tokyo and his contacts are good.” Having washed Kit'slegs, genitals, and backside with casua
competence, the nurse dried him with adifferent cloth and helped him into afresh pair of pgama
bottoms.

A few minutes later Kit was sat up in bed, new dripsinserted into one wrist, and the window opened to
let in the warm breeze. Hisleg, with the new ankle cast, had been attached to a system of pulleys.

“Y ou are Christopher Alan Nouveau, known asKit...?’

“Yes” sad Kit, with awince. Maybe trying to pull himsdf up in bed was amistake, what with the
traction weightstugging on hisankle.

“Hurt?’
Kit nodded.

The officer wore fawn dacks and a tweed sports coat. His hair was dark and swept back, worn dightly
longer than Kit expected, and he carried asmall |eather bag, half way between awallet and abrief case.
“I'mMgor Yamota,” announced the young man, carefully handing Kit his card.

MAJOR TOM YAMOTA
Organised Crime Section/Tokyo Branch

Inside the leather carry case was avoice recorder, obvioudy far too hitech to bother with anything like
buttons, snce Mgor Y amotamerely put the machine on the table beside Kit' s bed and began talking.

“So,” hesaid. “I gather you were badly injured in the explosion. Also, that you' ve only recently regained
consciousness?’

At least two things were wrong with this suggestion. The most obvious being that Kit had been conscious
amogt from the time he was brought in for treatment. Well, more or less.

“The hospitd told us you were unfit for questioning. Theloca police agreed. We have been waiting for
four days.” Mgor Yamotadid not seem happy about this.

“Unfit... 7’

“Y ou can speak Japanese? Y ou understand what I’ m saying?’



Kit nodded.

“Good.” The Mgor glanced down at anotebook. Since he was having trouble deciphering the
characters, the notes had to be compiled by someone ese. “You' ve lived in Japan for twelve years. Y our
wife owned Pirate Mary’s. Y ou were happily married... Thisiswhat I’ ve been told by thelocd force. Is
that correct?’

“l owned the bar.”

TheMgjor looked up. “Ms. Tanaka sSster says Ms. Yoshi owned it. Also...” Mgor Y amota scowled
at the notes. “My department can find no officia record of your marriage.”

“We got hitched in San Francisco,” said Kit. “ Y oshi was going to register the marriage with the
Shimin-ka on our return.”

“Stll,” theMgor said. “No record exists. Why do you think that is?’
“I don’'t know. Maybe Y oshi never got round to it.”
Maor Y amotachewed hislip. “And you're certain,” he said. “ About having no enemies?’

Kit thought of Mr. Oniji and his promisethat Y oshi’ s desth had nothing to do with him. And he thought
of the strange cos-play returning to collect her knife. Neither seemed like an enemy to him.

“None” Kit said.

After afind question, about any enemies’Y oshi might have, Mgor Y amota stood up, bowed very
dightly, and left without bothering to say goodbye.

CHAPTER 13— Friday, 15 June

“Put the following statementsin order of descending incongruity...” On screen thefina round of atrivia
quiz kicked off and aman in ablack suit and dark glasses began to read from hislis.

AsKit wasthe only person in the room, he got up and changed channels. A teen drama, in which three
school friendstried to talk anew girl out of throwing hersdlf off the roof. A comedy cop show about an
ex-Yakuza turned policeman and a documentary about spawning eds. He'd lived too long in Tokyo to
find anything about that selection unusud.

In Kit's hand was a photograph, found tucked into the back of hiswallet. One of those thumbnail
pictures that everyone was printing out back when camera phones were still news. It showed agirl with
dirty blonde hair, asmileto kill, and wide eyes, wrapped up in aface that was al cheekbones.

Shelooked more fragile than he remembered.

Asfifteen minutes crawled towards thirty and finally became forty-five, Kit stood up from hisbenchin
Roppongi’ s police station and decided to see what happened if hetried to leave. At which point ayoung
officer stuck his head round the door and glanced from Kit to the suitcase he'd just picked up. Kit was
pretty sureit was an officer he' d seen a the hospital.

“Areyoudl right?’
Rather sheepishly, Kit nodded.



“Magor Yamotawon't be much longer.”
“What's he doing?’ asked Kit, quickly adding, “ Of course, | redise he’ svery busy.”

For asecond it looked asif the young man was about to say that Mgjor Y amota was doing something
both important and secret. Instead, he shrugged. “Who knows,” the man said. “He' sfrom Organised.”

It seemed the junior officer was there to inspect the level in the water cooler and check that the coffee
machine was functioning. Asthe water cooler was virtualy empty, the officer removed itsold bottle,
upended afresh one, and left Kit to histhoughts and memories. In anided world, of course, he' d have
|eft the rubbish and taken the memories.

Onthemorning Y oshi died, Kit and Y oshi had made love, if that was the right word. Kit bound nine
metres of cord around hiswife' s body, in acomplicated pattern that went between her legs and around
her neck, squeezed both breasts and constricted her hips, before coming to aknot over her belly button.

Edo rope bondage.

On the days sheredly needed to lose herself, Y ashi had Kit hoist her from thefloor, in the
gyaku-ebi-tsuri position. For thisthey used a single rope, ahook attached to the storeroom ceiling, and
apulley bought from achandler in Chiba, where her brother-in-law got fittingsfor his precious yacht.

That morning was smpler. Kit just bound Y oshi tight, lay her flat on atatami mat, and left her donefor

an hour. Then he untied her and helped her shower, telling her to get somerest. The next timethey saw
each other, she had been standing by the bins behind Pirate Mary’s, about to destroy a pot so perfect it
was dmost not there. ..

On screen aKorean girl raced towards afinish line, with her mouth open and one hand stretched
desperately for a Japanese child waiting to start the next l1ap. The Korean was too saf-consciousto run
happily, her bust thick benesth a black tracksuit. Although ten girlsran a any onetime, fivein black and
fivein white, the camera stayed with the girl at the back, itsfocustight to her upper body. Inthefind
seconds, it flipped to the face of the girl she needed to reach.

Although this one ran hersdlf into the ground, rolling onto her side to gasp for air, the race was dready
lost. When she raised her face for the camera, her eyes had flooded with tears. Child by child, the
cameracut from one losing face to another, twenty-five schoolgirlsin black, every sngle one crying.

What was interesting was that the K orean—who was large by Japanese standards, but would pass
unnoticed on the streets of any capital in the Western world—had known her team waslosing before she
even began to run, as had the girl who took her place. Y et both had run themselvesinto gasping despair
at not being able to close the gap. Maybe that had been how Y oshi felt.

A police car had collected Kit from hospital and ddlivered him to thisroom on the ground floor of the
new Azabu Police Station. A courtesy, that was how his transport arrangements had been presented.
Equally, there had been no suggestion Kit might refuse theride.

Hewould have signed himself out of hospital days before, but this suggestion had produced the
adminigtrator. A smdl man in adark suit and tortoiseshell glasses who appeared in the doorway and
announced, politdy but firmly, that the doctorsinssted Kit stay in bed for at least aweek. He ill needed
to recover.

“Fromthis?’ said Kit, indicating the cast on hisleft arm.



The amdl man had amiled.

“Isit redly broken?’ Kit'sfingersworked perfectly, and gpart from adull achein the elbow, hisarm felt
fine. The wordt thing that could be said was that his skinitched like fuck beneath the plaster.

“We have X-rays showing aminor fracture. Nothing too serious.” The man spoke with a Hokkaido
accent, the extra stress on each Z added a harshness to words someone from Tokyo would have |eft
S0oft.

“What about my ankle?’ Kit said.

The administrator appeared to think about this. “All right,” he said. “ The cast on that can come off.” He
hesitated. “Y ou were killing yoursdf with drugs,” he said finaly. “1 don't expect you to believe that
because addicts never do, until they become ex-addicts. Only you know on which side of that line you
now stand...”

Thearivd of apolice driver at lunchtime the following day was enough to make the administrator
reappear, flanked by two technica assistants who looked asiif they’ d been chosen mostly for the width
of their shoulders. Standing once again in Kit' s doorway, the administrator looked asif he persondly
intended to stop his patient and the police officer from leaving.

“I am troubled by this,” said the small man. Helooked at the driver, who nodded to indicate that the
adminigtrator’ s reservations had been noted. “ Obvioudy, we are happy to do everything we can to help
the authorities, but...”

“I have my orders” said thedriver.

The adminigtrator sighed, his sigh obvioudy intended to indicate both his unease and the fact the matter
was now out of hishands. “I’ll have his cases sent to the sation,” he said. It was dl Kit could do not to
ak, What cases?

Half an hour after Kit arrived &t the police sation, till in pgjamas and adressing gown, apair of matching
leather suitcasesturned up, full of clothesin hissize. A brown envel ope tucked into the top of his case
contained a broken watch, a broken bead bracelet, and Kit' swallet, minusitslast twist of heroin. Mind
you, thewallet bulged with money, far more than when Kit was bundled into an ambulance outside Pirate
Mary’'s.

So now Kit wore dark cotton trousers, a pale blue shirt with short deeves, and atan leather belt. Not his
dyleat all, but they seemed to play well with everyone who came through the waiting room door.

“If you're ready?’

“If I'm...?" Kit shut his mouth and followed ayoung policewoman adong a corridor and up aflight of
dairs. It was obvious that the carpet in the public areas was more expensive than the carpet in areas seen
only by the police and those they brought in for interviews.

“Ah,” said Mgor Yamota. “Thereyou are... Thiswon't take long.” Nodding to his assistant, he waited
whilethe junior officer spread papers and photographs across adesk. The photographs mostly showed
the ruins of Kit' s bar. The papers were more varied, with one whole pile relating only to Y oshi,
everything from a certified copy of her family register to school certificates and a newspaper article about
her status as one of Jgpan’srisng stars.

The paper Mgor Y amota actually wanted was an official-looking document from the Tokyo Ingtitute of
Police Science, Investigation Divison/Explosions. “It was an accident,” said Mgor Y amota, holding up



thereport. “A gasexploson. All the evidenceisin here”
“Evidence?’

“Of fire patterns,” said the Mgor. “ Smoke signatures and burning rates. Deeply regrettable, but ill an
accident.”

Kit held out hishand. “May | seethe report?’
Major Y amota s mouth twisted.

He had, Kit redised, just insulted the man. Aninsult so deep that it would have been regarded as utterly
unforgivable had Kit not been gaijin. Assuch, his crassness was excused on the smple grounds that it
would be unreasonabl e to expect better from aforeigner.

“I'll have acopy made.”
“Thank you,” said Kit. “And therest?’ he asked, indicating the papers and files spread across the desk.

“Let’'ssee” Maor Yamotasaid. He gathered up a couple of forms and hesitated for a second over a
third, before sdlecting it and ahandful of other pieces of paper. “All of these you can read. Unfortunately,
to seereportsrelating directly to Miss Tanakayou will need her family’ s permission.”

A stab of abutton produced Mgor Yamota s assistant, who rushed away the bundle of forms. Seconds
later the sound of a photocopier could be heard through the walls.

“Why do | need their permisson?’ Kit demanded.

“Because of the complication,” said Mgor Y amota, and before Kit could ask which complication, the
Mgor told him. “1t ssemsthe two of you were not married.”

“Butwe...”

“Under Japanese law,” said the Mgor. “ Citizens who wed abroad must register their marriage with the
relevant ward office within ayear. Thisdid not happen. Asyou were not actualy married to Miss Tanaka
your rightsto information are limited by statutory regulation. Her family aso havetheright to clam her
remains. | should probably tell you,” he added, “that the funerd was yesterday.”

“In Tokyo?’
“No,” said Mgor Yamota. “ They took her home.”

Kit knew where Y oshi’ ssister lived and that Y oshi had an aunt in Kobe. Y oshi and Kit had shared a
bed, lived in the same house, and together run abar but he still didn’t know where she’ d been born.
Some shitty little villagein the hills... That waswhat Y oshi said, when he asked her in the early days.

He had no ideawhich village or which hills.

CHAPTER 14 — Friday, 15 June

Major Y amota cut Kit loose from Azabu station with the two suitcasesfull of clothes he hadn’t chosen
and areplacement resident’ s permit. He had some money in hiswallet and about 2,000,000 yenin his
savings, roughly £10,000. Without it ever being put into words, Mr. Oniji had made it clear that Kit'sjob



teaching English to Mrs. Oniji was now over. At the door to his office, Mgor Y amota asked Kit where
he intended to go.

“Back tothebar,” Kit said.

The Mg or opened his mouth to say something, then changed hismind. Thisis no longer my business,
said the expression on hisface. That Kit could read Mg or Y amota s expression was asurprise. Maybe
Kit had learned more from histimein Tokyo than he thought.

Thewind outsde was warm and stank of the river, which was adightly sour smdll, like that of an
unwashed dog. It was years since Kit had smoked anything but the dragon, but a ot machine stood
outside the steps to the metro and he found himsdlf feeding coinsinto the dot before he even redised
what he was doing.

Crumpling cellophane, Kit pushed the wrapper deep into his pocket and redised he still needed alight.

“Here,” said aboy. He looked about thirteen, bleach-blond hair and brutally ripped jeans. Too old to be
out this early from schoal, but till young enough to offer hislighter to aforeigner sanding on a street
corner with an unlit cigarette.

“Domo arigato,” said Kit.

The truant brushed away histhanks. “Tourig?’

“Probably morethan | redised...”

“I'msorry?’

“Nothing,” said Kit. He smiled a the boy. “ Y our Englishisvery good...”

The boy nodded. In the end, because Kit was unable to face the ruins of Pirate Mary’s, the boy found
him ataxi. None of thiswas put into words. Instead, the boy looked at Kit's suitcase, looked at the
crowds streaming around them, and smiled sympathetically. Putting up an arm, he pulled an empty taxi
out of the afternoon traffic asif performing magic and stepped back so the automeatic doors could open.

“Green for occupied, red for empty,” said the boy. “Don’t tip.”

Nodding to show he understood, Kit watched the boy wave brightly asthetaxi pulled away. It felt redlly
shitty to check he still had awallet and hiswatch but Kit checked anyway.

Thetaxi dropped him outside the Shinjuku branch of Mitsukoshi, next to abank of ATM machinesand a
street down from Ryuchi’ s Burger Bar. There was atwo-star hotel above the bar, run by Ryuchi’s
mother and catering mainly to sex tourists too nervous to base themselvesin the heart of Kabukicho.

Mrs. Keitaknew dl thelocal girls and kept an eye on their comings and goings, having once been one
hersdf. On occasion, she would even call their pimpsif customers got ugly or thingslooked like they
were getting out of hand.

“ Konban wa,” Kit said, reaching thetop of the sairs.

Mrs. Ketaglanced up from her paper and Kit caught the moment she recognised him. Very carefully,
Mrs. Keitafolded her copy of the Asahi Evening News, dthough she' d quite obvioudy finished it, right
down to doodling little squares across the sports section at the back.

“Canl hdpyou?



It was't the reply Kit had been expecting.
“It' sKit Nouveau,” he said. “ Ryuchi’ sfriend.”
The woman nodded.

“I need aroom,” said Kit, “for aweek, maybe more. Until...” He expected her to say something about
Pirate Mary’s. At the very least to mention Y oshi, but the woman remained silent.

“A room,” repeated Kit.

“Very difficult,” she said, consulting her ledger. “ Unfortunately we' re fully booked.” She made a pretence
of studying the ledger to make sure, shifting her bulk onto her elbows as she pored over its pages.
“Sadly,” shesad, “they’redl taken. You could try...”

She recommended alove hotd at the edge of the Golden Gai shopping mall, once site of Kabukicho's
most notorious maze of nomiya bars, jazz clubs, and pigeons permanently drunk on salaryman vomit.
The Moonlight VVenus got by on location alone, being within spitting distance of two soaplands, astrip
club, and abranch of Bottomless Kup. It was deazy even by Piss Alley standards.

Opening hiswallet, Kit extracted 50,000 yen. “ Surely you must have one room?’

Mrs. Ketaregarded the money wistfully, something very closeto regret crossing her wide face.
“Unfortunately not,” she said. It seemed unlikely, given Mrs. Keita s hotel had never been booked out in
itslong and insalubrious life. Thiswas the place that charged a group of Germansfloor spacein the boiler
room when atyphoon had ripped away the hotel’ s roof and made their original room unusable.

“Okay,” Kit said. “No problem.”

Hair bleached and anew stud through hislip, Ryuchi leaned againgt awall by the counter, apostion
undoubtedly chosen so he could watch ayoung Filipinaflash fry atunaburger. Having drenched the
nugget of yellow fin with mango relish, she sprinkled chopped coriander over the top.

“Onetogo,” shesaid.

So low dung werethe girl’ sjeansthat it looked only ametter of time before gravity eventually won. Mind
you, Kit still reckoned Ryuchi could have done more than glance across at him and then look back.

“Hi,” sad Kit. “How’ sit going?’

Ryuchi had spent two summersin London in the late nineties, which had frozen his persond styleand
command of English into something resembling amangainterpretation of post-rock lite.

“Fine” Ryuchi replied.

“Y ou got amoment?’ said Kit, wanting to ask what he’ d done to offend Ryuchi’ s mother, awoman who
made aliving out of being amost entirely unshockable. “I could buy you abeer.”

“I’'mkindabusy...” Ryuchi shrugged. “Y ou know, work to do.”

There was one customer in the café, aforeigner in adark suit scrawling something into a black notebook



with asilver pen. He d finished histunaburger in acouple of bites and was now trying to wipe mango
relish from hisbook’ s cover.

“Supplies,” said Ryuchi, noting Kit' sglance. “I’ ve got to fetch the supplies.”
“Sure” Kit said. “Maybe seeyou later.”
“Yeah.” Ryuchi’ swave of the hand was casud, the tightness around his eyes anything but. . .“ Good luck.”

The transvestite behind the counter at Moonlight Venus named a price for aroom that was outrageous,
halving it when Kit turned away, and having it again when he reached the door.

“We don't get much cal for al-nighters,” shhe said, adjusting aflowered kimono.

Kit kept his comments to himsdlf and went to check acluster of back-lit photographs on thewall. There
were twenty-five photographs, each showing adifferent room. The oneslit were free. He could have a
room draped in black satin, red velvet, silver rubber, or ivory coloured faux fur. Two of the roomswere
old school/high concept, one mirrored on all four walls, its celling and floor, the other done up like astage
set from Casablanca, complete with miniature grand piano.

The fina room on offer wasthe one Kit chose. It was pink, had a school desk, and came with afree pair
of fluffy handcuffs. Other than that, it looked rdlatively normd.

Bardly large enough to quaify asared room, the box-like space Kit rented for the night offered adouble
bed, avideo screen, and—a nice touch—akettle, ablack lacquered tray, and two incredibly delicate tea
cups. Three condoms and a pack of what claimed to be obstetrical wipes were hidden insde aHello
Kitty box next to the kettle.

The handcuffs hung from ahook above the bed. They were sealed into a plastic bag and came with a
little note asking that the cuffs be used in a manner that was both thoughtful and safe. Consent is
mandatory, said the note.

On the back of the door were two other notes. The first announced that Moonlight Venus had been
licensed, under the Entertainment & Amusement Trades Control Law (Revised), the second reminded
patrons that crimina gangs were forbidden to block book hotels.

Having unpacked and then repacked both leather cases, to see exactly what wasin each, Kit tried to
deep, wrapping himsdf in asheet and dimming the lights; but deep was difficult to find, largely because
the couple in the room next door were obvioudy new to each other and till excited.

Cardboard-thin walls | eft little to the imagination, from risng moans that became shouts to the dap of
flesh againgt flesh and the laughter of release. So Kt listened for awhile and let his thoughts wander,
none of them being important enough to be dragged back for questioning. Technically speaking, hewas
fucked; how much thought did it take to work that out?

Hiswife was dead, not that anyone but him seemed to consider shewas hiswife. His bar was burned.
Hisfriends had turned into trangers. He would like someone to blame, but was afraid that if he examined
that thought too hard he' d discover the someone was himself.

Couples came and went, with apesk at just after midnight and another at around four, when some of the
hostess bars closed. Pretty soon the noise of people making love, having sex, and sometimesjust talking
to each other blurred into the background, became familiar, and findly dipped out of Kit'smind
atogether.



Bizarrely enough, hefdl to deep amiling.

CHAPTER 15— Nawa-no-ukiyo

Lady Neku walked very dowly round hersdlf as she' d been two years earlier. It was asautary lesson.
Her eyeswere ingtantly forgettable, and if she had shape beneath those cheeks, it was only because
boneswere abiologica necessity, required to keep her smug little face from collgpsing.

Average height, dightly above average weight, her shoulders accentuated the broadness of her back;
even her breasts managed to be too large for her age, while being too small for the ribs over which they

lay.
Asfor her pubic har.

Thisgrew likelichen, if lichen was black and wiry and glinted in the castl€ slight. She' d hated that body
and still did, but today’ s hatred was as nothing to what she felt when it was first presented to her. It was
only after Lady Neku killed hersdf for the third time that her mother agreed she could change.

“Shit,” she said, kicking thething.
Theglasstubein whichiit floated rang like abell.

At the age of three, Lady Neku had blonde hair and eyes the colour of acold summer sky. At five, her
hair was silver, like the spires of High Strange seen on acloudless night and her eyesthe amber of a
Bdtic morning.

Her mother loved her best between those two ages, and looking at herself Lady Neku could understand
why. She d been beautiful, afaithful shadow, willing to trot from meeting to meeting or St in slence while
Lady Katchatkaworked at her desk.

At nine, Lady Neku had black hair, white skin, and brown eyes. It was avery ordinary look. A transition
point between the fading prettiness of her seven-year-old sdlf and the cruel plainness of her body aged
eleven. Lady Neku knew exactly why this had happened. Her mother could forgive anything except
competition for attention from Antonio, Nico, and Petro.

Lady Neku’' swhole history wasin the figures who stood blank-eyed and empty before her. Thetiny,
blonde-haired infant, the sllver-haired girl... . She could take any of them back, revert to the child she'd
once been. Five orphaned bodies, neither living nor dead, just existing at the point where she abandoned
them.

She' d taken this body shewore. At least, Lady Neku was pretty sure she had. Walked out of the night
and into asqualid little house. A dozen faces had watched as she looked round the tiny room and chose
agirl of roughly her own age.

“You'rebleeding,” they said, rising from the table. And then one of them redlised who Lady Neku was
and concern turned to fear.

“Don't,” they said.

“Take meinstead,” said one. A woman who looked old enough to be Lady Neku's mother, though she
was probably no older than her visitor. Time was counted differently among fugees.



“Please” said the woman. “Choose me.”

“I’'msorry,” Lady Neku said. “You're not the one | want.” And she walked round to the far side of the
table, where three children sat frozen on abench. The youngest, aboy of about ten, stood to defend his
sster and Lady Neku felt atightnessin her throat and tears come into her own eyes.

So brave, so stupid.

When she put her fingersto the boy’ stemples, it was gently, and she lowered him to the dirt so hedidn’t
bang his head on the way down.

Hismind was smple, barely more than asingle emotion and the most band leve of sdif
knowledge. ..fugees and family shared their origins, but at timeslike this even Lady Neku had trouble
believing them the same.

“I'll bring her back,” Lady Neku told the mother.

“Aswhat?’ It seemed the girl’ sfather had findly found hisvoice. “What will shebe?” Heglared a his
wife. “We don't want her back, you understand...we won't take her.”

Touching the girl on her shoulder, Lady Neku led her from the house, leaving the family arguing behind
her. They were dirt poor, they had to be. Anyone richer would have been somewhere ese. Only the
poor still lived near the surface, where even the thickest ceilings struggled to keep back the heat outside
and where fugees went unprotected from people like her.

It hurt Lady Neku to think of hersdf asa predator. “ Guardians,” shesaidto thegirl. “ Custodians.”
These words were unknown to the child.

“Keepers,” said Lady Neku.

She understood that one.

“What' syour name?’

“Ma...”

“Wadl, Mai, I’'m not going to hurt you,” Lady Neku promised. “And I'll bring you back...”

Mai chewed her lip while she considered what the keeper said. The girl was sweet and smple, the blood
flushing her filthy cheeks asdine echo of the seathat originally spawned dl life. For afugee shewas
amost beautiful. Compared to Lady Neku, she was the drabbest moth to a butterfly.

“Redly?’ said Mai.

“Promise,” Lady Neku said, reaching out to touch the girl’ s cheek. Without even knowing it, shelied.

CHAPTER 16 — Saturday, 16 June

The laws governing the playing of pin ball in Tokyo' s arcades are as complex asthe gameissmple. The
player buysahandful of pachinko balls and launches them into atable, using each ball’ s speed to
negotiate its way through aforest of pinsand into awinning hole, if dl goeswell. There are no flippers.
Sdecting the speed isthe only skill in what is otherwise agame of chance.



Because pachinko relieson chance, it isillega to play for money. At leadt, that' s the pretence. The
winnings pay out in additional sted bdls, which can be exchanged at a counter for prizes; such as playing
cards, stuffed toys, and decorative dolls. At an entirdly different counter, usualy outside the pachinko
parlour, the toys can be“sold” for money.

According to No Neck, the arcades were a perfect way to passtime while waiting for other more
interesting things to happen. And since the biggest pachinko parlour in Roppongi was Pachinko
Paradise, that was where Kit tried first, once ataxi had decanted him into the Saturday morning crowd
near Almond crossing.

He was dmost within sight of Azabu Police Station, but Kit wasn't worried. If Mgor Y amotawanted
Kit, the police would just pick him up again. How hard would it be to find a shell-shocked
thirty-five-year-old Englishman in Tokyo? He didn’t look Japanese, he didn’t look Korean, and he
certanly didn't look likeatourigt. ..

The suit helped with that. He d found it the night before, in the second of the lesther cases, and it had
been the only thing he' d kept, apart from a black tee-shirt and the shoes obvioudy. Therest he'd
sold—including the cases—to the transvestite behind the counter at Moonlight Venus, getting what Kit
thought was agood price; until he saw the suit for salein aMitsukoshi window and realised he'd
probably just been robbed blind.

Having tried Pachinko Paradise, Kit stuck his head through the entrance of a couple of noodle barson
Gaien-higashi-dori, before walking south towards the Family Mart on the corner, where Micki worked.
His plan to leave anote for No Neck was unnecessary, because the man was aready there, his bulbous
body stuffed into awhite tee-shirt and jeans. Even histattoos looked stretched.

No Neck was busy examining a brightly coloured bubble pack that included Day-Glo dark glasses, a
water bottle, and abush hat, with aclip-on sun flap at the back.

Have a Happy Summer, announced abanner. Buy Our Holiday Beachside Set. From the way the man
was examining the packet, No Neck seemed about to take the banner at itsword. He was wearing dark
glassesof hisown...large ones, presumably to hide the purple bruising around his eyes.

“No Neck,” said Kit.

The other man said nothing, what could he redlitically say? No Neck might be sorry a Y oshi’ s death but
she dtll fired him and had him beaten up by the Tokyo police. So Kit picked up abeach set of hisown
and turned it over, wondering what hewasmissing. “Y ou redly interested in this?”’

“I’ve got agranddaughter,” said No Neck. “It’s her birthday soon.”
“When?’

“Don’t know. They won't tell me.” Helooked at Kit, then glanced at the bubble pack in his own hand. “I
send the presentsto her grandma.”

“And she sends them on?’

“Maybe...Never had aletter back.” No Neck kept his gaze on the beach s, until Kit finally redlised this
was because the biker was close to tears and doing his best to hide that fact.

“Need arazor,” said Kit, “back in asecond.”

Shit happened and then everyone pretended it hadn’t. Life was easier that way. Y oshi’ sdeath. No



Neck’ sfamily. Kit'smother. All that shitin Irag...A month or so before the incident with the truck, Kit
took shrapnel below one knee. The cut was nothing, six inches of bone showing where meta split flesh.

When amedic arrived Kit had stood to sal ute and went down sideways. It wasingtinct that made him
gand, nothing more. Thereptilian bit of hisbrain ill firing after everything more intelligent went into
shock.

The medic told her Mg or, who told the Colond. Since thiswas better than the reports he usualy got,
about squaddies drunk on chesap beer and boredom, flogging bits of uniform on eBay to sad fucks back
home, the old man came to see Kit for himsdlf, dragging some obedient hack behind him like a shadow.

Having told Kit not to stand thistime, he shook Kit’s hand and stamped out again. The picture made the
front of the Sun, pagetwo in the Mail, pagefive of the Daily Telegraph, and page seven of the Mirror.

That was when he got the first postcard. Saw the photograph. Sorry you were injured. Look after
yourself. All the best. Mary. So many hollow spaces between so few words.

Hewrote back but got no reply.

Picking out the cheapest razor, Kit carried it to the checkout and was collecting his change when No
Neck joined the queue, still clutching aBeachside Fun Set.

“I didn't doit,” said No Neck, the moment they got outside. “Okay? And I’ m genuinely sorry about...”
He stopped before he could tell Kit what, though they both knew.

“You didn’t do what?’

“Bomb Pirate Mary’s. Y ou know me. | wouldn’'t do something like that. We' refriends.” The huge man
was close to tears again.

“No one bombed the bar,” said Kit. “It was agas explosion. I'veread the...”
No Neck shook his head. “Y ou seen what’ sleft of your bar?’
“Not yet...”

“A right fucking mess,” said No Neck. “You did timein Irag, right? It sokay,” he added quickly. “Been
there, done that, got my own tattoo...” Pulling up hisdeeve, he flashed afaded dagger ingde awresth.
“ Shit, you know how it goes.”

Yeah, Kit did.

“Someone wanted ajob done,” said No Neck. “ Take alook at the wreckage if you don't believe
me...Phosphorous and plastique. A redlly nasty mixture.”

Only most of the wreckage was gone and atruck was hauling away the last of the rubble, leaving charred
timbers and a Dumpgter full of earth when Kit and No Neck reached the site where Pirate Mary’ s had
been. The only bit of actual building till standing was afar corner, at the bottom of the dope. Most of
thiswas fire-blackened concrete but asingle jagged post stuck defiantly into the air.

A sgnonthealey wal announced Pirate Mary’ s—Tokyo's Best Irish Bar and pointed to abuilding
that wasn't there.

Vomit soured Kit' s throat.



It was't the sight of the blackened ruins nor the fact Y oshi had died here. A fact made infinitely more
real by being there. It wasthe smell. The stink of charcoal and death. Y oshi’ s body was gone, but other
things had died here, rats or birds, mice and other rodents. He could smell the corruption, that
unmistakable, utterly cloying sgnature of dead flesh.

“Fuck,” said Kit, swallowing sourness.

“You okay?’ No Neck shook his head. “ Shit, sorry...Of course you're not okay.”
“It' stheamdl,” said Kit, spitting.

No Neck looked at him. “What smell?’ he asked.

A thick-set man in ahard hat tried to wave Kit away as he approached two Brazilians busy loading
chunks of concrete into afresh Dumpgter. “Please stay back,” he said. “We re working.”

“Yeah?' said No Neck. “Wel we're...”
Kit stepped between them. “Thiswasmy bar,” he said. “My wife died here.”

Whatever the foreman saw in Kit's eyes was enough for him to order the Brazilians to stop working.
“Weregoing to take abreak,” he said. “We' |l be back inten minutes...” Left ungpoken wasthe fact this
wasdl thetime Kit would get.

“I thought you owned this place,” said No Neck, as he watched the crew head uphill towards
Roppongi’ smain drag.

“Yeah,” sad Kit.
“Soyou'vejud sold it, right?’

Kit shook his head. “1 know nothing about this,” he said. He looked around at the scattered rubble, the
haf-filled Dumpster and aslent pneumatic drill. “No one€ smentioned thisat dl.”

CHAPTER 17— Monday, 18 June

At 5.30 am aman in the next capsule coughed himself awake, flicked down the video screen in hisroof,
and began to drum his nails as he waited for the news.

Japan’ s biggest fraud trial collapses, CEO Osamu Nakamura too ill to give evidence. File closes
on Kitagawa family suicide. Washington, London, Moscow ramp up their war on narco-terrorism.

And then Kit heard Y oshi’ s name.

At Christie’sin New York an example of work by Ms. Yoshi Tanaka sells for an unprecedented
sum...

Ten minutes |ater the same man began to shave with aloud and erratic razor. About half an hour after
this, awoman on the femae-only floor farted loudly and spent the next five minutes chuckling to herself.



By 7.30 am, the sole guest at Executive Start Capsule Hotel was Kit, and he' d been awake al night,
trying to work out why Y uko wouldn't take his cdls. So herolled up the blind covering his glass door
and scrambled out, maneuvering himsalf over the lip; the capsules stacked two deep adong a corridor and
he’ d chosen an upper one.

Of course, Kit could have taken aroom at the Tokyo Hilton, on the far side of Shinjuku station, about
haf amilewest of where hewas. He dtill had Mr. Oniji’ smoney, mostly untouched. But in his own way
Kit was saying goodbye to a city that had been saying goodbye to itself for aslong as he could
remember. A tria separation from Tokyo felt aslondly asleaving alover.

It was only as he sweated out last night’ s beer in acommuna saunathat Kit readised he' d obvioudy
taken Mr. Oniji’ sadviceto heart. Until then, he' d have said he had no intention of going anywhere. Kit
was gtill wondering about that as he showered. And then, when he'd put it off for aslong as possible, he
shaved carefully, dressed, and checked himsdlf inthe mirror.

Hollow eyes stared back. Other than that, he'd do.

The sub-manager at Kyoto Credit Bank was apologetic. Ms. Tanaka s sster and brother-in-law had
closed her account aweek earlier and emptied the strong box Ms. Tanaka had been renting. The joint
account Mr. Nouveau held with Ms. Tanaka till existed. Unfortunately, under Japanese law, it was now
frozen until a certificate of probate wasfiled at the ward office. He believed from what Ms. Tanaka's
brother-in-law said that thiswould be very soon.

On hisway to the door, not just of his office but the bank itself, the sub-manager added his profound
regret at theincalculable loss of an Important Intangible Cultura Property and so much of her work.
When Kit told him that most of Y oshi’ s recent pieces were on tour in New Y ork, the man looked almost
relieved.

“A tragicloss never theless”

Nodding, Kit shook hands, bowed briefly, and cut across the road, headed for No Neck’ swaiting
Speedmaster. It was either that or kick the shit out of KCB’ s sub-manager.

“Okay,” said No Neck, after Kit told him what had happened. “Next stop, her lawyers.”

The woman behind the desk a Y amanoto & Co was so embarrassed at Kit'sarrival that she sat frozen
at her desk, repeating Y oshi’ s name to hersdlf, while she fretted about what to do next. She was till
glitching when ayoung woman in adark suit stopped to listen, overheard Y oshi’ s name, and introduced
hersdf.

“Suzuki,” she said, offering her hand. “ Ako Suzuki. Mr. Togo's senior assistant.”
“Suzuki-san...”

“Perhaps,” said the young woman, “it might be best if we used Mr. Togo's office?” Shegesturedto a
cherry-wood door behind her.

“I'll seeyou outsde,” said No Neck.

Having turned down the offer of both tea and coffee, Kit accepted a glass of water, because turning this
down would only have produced the offer of fruit juice or something ese. When hiswater findly arrived,
brought by the receptioni<t, it camein aglass, with ice and adice of lemon, and Kit and Ms. Suzuki had



just agreed it was a pity Mr. Togo was not here himself, that the pring blossom around Inokashira Pond
had been spectacular, and the weather was surprisingly humid, even for June.

Only when Kit had sipped from hisglass did Mr. Togo' s assistant put both her hands on the table and
bow, very dightly. “We are sorry,” she said, “for your loss.” The language Ms. Suzuki used was so
formd that Kit barely understood what she said. He waited for her to add something about Y oshi’ swork
or the fact Ms. Tanaka was the best potter of her generation. Instead she just reached across the desk
for adesk diary.

“Mr. Togo had the meeting on Tuesday with Mr. Tamagusuku,” she said, flicking back a couple of
pages. “Ms. Tanakd s brother-in-law said he would update you on what was said. | imagine he'sbeenin
touch?’

Kit shook his head.

“Ahh...” Ms. Suzuki considered thediary infront of her very carefully. Asif it might explanwhy. “That
isunfortunate.”

She shuffled afew pages and then shuffled back again, got up and went to afiling cabinet, only to turn
round and come back again. Although young, Ms. Suzuki did not look like the kind of woman who got
flustered.

“Therewasawill,” shesaid. “We gaveit to Mr. Tamagusuku.” Of course there was. Of course they did.

Artigtsin the West were meant to be untidy and driven by inner demons. Y ashi had demons, dl right.
Only she'd probably kept their detailsfiled in the order in which they first appeared.

“Y ou had more than one copy,” Kit stated.
Ms. Suzuki stared at him.

“I know Y oshi,” said Kit. “ She' d have asked Mr. Togo to notarise two copies, then she' d havefiled
another with her bank, kept a spare at home, and for al | know, given afina copy to Yuko...”

He caught Ms. Suzuki’ s glance and thought about what he' d said.

“Okay, maybe not that last one,” admitted Kit, because then Y uko’ s husband wouldn’t have beenin
such ahurry to collect the origind.

“Forgive mefor asking,” shesad. “How long were...” Ms. Suzuki caught hersdlf. “How long did you
and Y oshi livetogether?”

“Tenyears”

Ms. Suzuki made notes on a piece of paper. “No children?’
Kit shook his head.

“Probably for the best.”

When Kit looked surprised, he got a short lecture on single mothers and Japanese inheritance law,
followed by alonger lecture on probate for childless couples, both married and unmarried. AsY oshi’s
parents were dead, Kit would have inherited three quarters, with Y uko sharing the rest. Unfortunately,
the gtuation with unmarried couples was not nearly so favourable. ..



Which raised awhole new set of questions. Such as, if Y oshi wasredly so organised, why had shefiled
multiple copies of her will whilefailing to register their marriage at the ward office as she' d promised she
would?

CHAPTER 18 — Wednesday, 20 June
“Guinness or Caffrey’s?” No Neck asked.

Kit nodded, without thinking, and reached the last free table in Paddy’ s Tavern a second or so before
three Australian backpackers who took one look at No Neck’ s tattoos and the bleakness in Kit' s face
and decided they’ d rather stand at the bar.

No Neck sighed. “I'll get Guinness,” he said.

Slitting open a buff envelope, Kit shook its contents onto the rickety tablein front of him. It wasjust
before 1 pm, two days after Kit met Ms. Suzuki and the promised copy of Y oshi’ swill had findly been
cleared with Mr. Togo himsdif for collecting.

Getting the beers while Kit read the will was No Neck’ sidea of tact. A gesture No Neck promptly
ruined by banging two pints of Guinness onto the table and demanding to know exactly what the will said.

“Nothing good,” said Kit, killing haf of hispint in one go. Having skimmed the document, heread it again
more carefully. Ms. Suzuki had kindly included a notarised English trandation, but Kit felt he should read
the original. It was handwritten and the writing was Y oshi’ s own. There was something harsh about
knowing thiswas probably the last piece of her writing he'd see.

Y oshi’ swill was avery smple document, little more than asingle page. Sheleft everything to her sster.
There was no reference to aloan from Kit and the bar was barely mentioned. The will had been drafted
three months earlier and Kit didn’t recogni se the name of either witness.

“You okay?" asked No Neck.
“Sure” sad Kit. “Everything' sgreat.”

No Neck |eft to get another two beers without being asked. And when he came back it waswith the
beers, abowl of udon noodles, and apair of disposable chopsticks. “Eat,” he said, dumping histray on
thetablein front of Kit.

“What about you?’

“Micki made noodlesfor breakfast,” said No Neck. “You look asif you haven't eaten in weeks.”
“Micki?’

The huge man actudly blushed. “ She slooking after me,” he said. “ Just atemporary thing.”

The trucks were gone and the jack hammer stood silent when Kit and No Neck reached the site where
Pirate Mary’ s had been. Someone had swept grit from the road and piled it into ahesp. A handful of
cigarette ends and a broken polystyrene cup were caught in the sweepings and now mixed with dirt like
artifacts from some strange archaeologica dig. The concrete foundations they’ d seen on their last vist
had been reduced to rubble and carried away.

Coming Soon, announced asign. Executive Manshon. 9 Apartments. South Facing. A picture onthe



board showed an elegant block filling the area where Pirate Mary’ s and its parking space had been.

Where jagged foundation once stood the jack hammer had exposed awell. The dab that originaly
closed off the well shaft was cracked down the middle and someone had used a crow bar to shift the
smdller of two pieces. Kit knew this because the bar <till stood beside a broken section of dab and both
leaned againgt the low wall around the well.

“Youcan'tgoin,” No Neck protested, when Kit tried the new metal gate.
“I ownthisplace”
“Maybe,” said No Neck. “But it' s <till padlocked. Talk to Mr. Togo in themorning...”

“I own thisplace,” repested Kit, rattling the fence. He felt hands grip his shoulders from behind and the
bozozoku lifted him asde.

“Leaveit,” said No Neck. “Learn when to wak away.”

“l can’'t,” said Kit.

Dark eyeslooked a Kit from aface that would scare hardened criminds, the light from astreet lamp
falling acrossthe bozozoku’ s cheek like ascar. “ This matters that much?” he said.

“Yes” said Kit, “it does.”

“Y ou want to tdl mewhy?’ The bozozoku stood between Kit and the gate, his head bent dightly to
show that he wasready to listen. Kit knew amaost nothing about No Neck and the man knew even less
about him, it was one of the thingsthat let them remain friends. “1 mean,” said No Neck. “It'snot asif
you and Y oshi even liked each other.”

“It'snot just Y oshi,” admitted Kit. “It’ stheway it' sall getting whitewashed. No bomb, tragic accident.
No bar, new apartments. | fed like aghost in my own life. | want the bar back.”

No Neck considered that.
“Okay,” he said.

The metal fence was designed so that sectionslocked together. It should have been possible to separate
one section from another merely by lifting. Unfortunately practise turned out to be very different from
theory.

Anold woman in a yukata had appeared from one of the few remaining wooden houses, a building even
more ramshackle than the bar had been. And Mr. 1to now stood at the edge of the darkened graveyard,
leaning on his broom. Both were watching intently and neither looked like being much help.

“We need more people,” Kit said, looking round.

“Tomorrow,” promised No Neck. “WEe Il have lots of people. Let me make some calsfirg.”

“Want to talk about Y oshi?” asked No Neck, afew hoursater, after one of the many calshe'd
promised to make delivered them to another bar. With No Neck it was dways a bar, unless that was just
Tokyo.



“No,” Kit sad. “I don't think | do.”

“Okay,” said No Neck. “Y ou ever wondered what it was you and Y oshi had in common?”’
“l jus sad...”

“You're not talking about it,” said No Neck. “I am. Y ou ever wonder?’

Kit shook his head.

“Nothing,” said No Neck. “That waswhat you had in common...All those empty rooms. No television,
no radio, no computers. Four floors of your own building in centra Tokyo and the only room you
bothered to decorate was the bar. Everything else was just storage space, without the storage.”

“Yeah,” said Kit. “Probably.”

“Doesthat sound like amarriage to you?’

Kit looked at him.

“Shedidn't register it,” said No Neck, “because that way Y oshi could walk away...”
“If she needed,” said Kit.

No Neck nodded.

“Look,” Kit said. “Y ou want to tell me what happened that night?’

Kit and No Neck sat in Seventh Gear, a biker shack on the northwest edge of Kabukicho, built under a
raised section of the Seibu Shinjuku line. And Kit had earned his share of stares and commentsjust by
pushing hisway through its bead curtain. No Neck had to do some quick talking, his share of stares,
shoulder dapping, and arm gripping before Kit' s presence became accepted.

“Sure,” said No Neck, taking off his shadesto reveal bruises purple enough to make a goth rainbow.
“Why not? She shopped me to the cops... The cops decided to besat the crap out of me, repeatedly.”

“Shit,” said Kit. “Y ou know why?’

No Neck snorted. “Why do you think?” he said. “By then, they wanted me to Sign a confession saying
my friends bombed your bar.”

“They gaveyou atrandation?’

“I can read Japanese.”

Kit stared a him. *Y ou’re worse than me,” he said. * Everyone knowsthat.”

No Neck looked embarrassed. “I canread it,” he said. “ And talk Japanese, if | must.”
“So why the me no speaks Suff?’

“Think about it,” said No Neck. “Why does Micki keep coming round to my apartment?’
“Toteach you...” Kit stopped.

“Yeah.” The huge man smiled. “I’ ve been here for twenty-five years,” he said. “Remember Madori?



Namiko? Mai? They al wanted to teach me Japanese. Y ou' d be surprised how many of those lessons
ended up in bed.”

Actudly, Kit wouldn't.

“The police knew it wasn't me,” said No Neck, with ashrug. “But it would have been tidier. One gaijin
bombs another, famous Japanese artist caught in the conflict...they came very close,” No Neck added.

“Closeto what?’

“Getting their confession.” Upending his bottle, No Neck killed what was | eft of hisKirin. “Not sure what
changed,” he said. “One moment some psycho hasmein acell, the next there’ saknock at the door and
I’m aone on the floor with foot prints on my face.” The Audtralian checked he redlly had finished his beer
and got up to fetch another.

When No Neck returned it was with four Kirin and asaucer of chili nuts. “The bastard didn’t even
bother to come back,” he said, sounding more fucked off by that than anything ese. “ Just left me on the
floor in my own piss...auniform kicked mefree. Gave me back my wallet, permit, and resident’s card
and told me to behave mysdf in future. He looked about twelve...”

“It could have been worse,” said Kit. “They could have shipped you back to Sydney.” For reasons
unspecified, the bozozoku had let it be known that returning home could be fatd.

“Ex-wife,” said No Neck, asif hearing Kit’ sthought. “ Turkish, big family, haf adozen brothers.”
Reaching for the chili nuts, he emptied the saucer with asingle scoop and swallowed thelot, pulling a
face. “Her father hated how it began and loathed how it ended.”

“How did it sart?’
“Inaschool gym.”
Kit looked at No Neck. “1 wasteaching,” said No Neck. “ Shewasn't...”

It was along story, not pretty and the only thing No Neck would say in his defence wasthat he'd loved
the girl. She' d been six months under legal and hel d married her as soon as he was allowed. Things had
gone downhill from there.

“Y ou know how many bodies| buried in thefirst Irag war?’
Kit shook his head.

“Nor dol,” said No Neck. “There were that many, kids and conscripts...we just bulldozed sand over
thetop. | dways thought that was my worst and then Maryam announced she was leaving and taking the
kids”

He caught Kit’slook, the unspoken question. “1 was drinking,” he admitted. “ Spending too much time
with the Rebels. Thingswererough.”

“So you ended up here?’

“There areworse places,” said No Neck, glancing round. He nodded to a couple of bozozoku inthefar
corner. One was wearing awhite headband with shades, the other just had the shades. “ These guys are
family,” No Neck said, thumping hisribs over the heart. “Know what | mean?’

The Audraian was missing when Kit got back from taking apiss. Although Kit found him easily enough,



over inthefar corner with the guy wearing aheadband. “Meet Micki’ s brother Tetsuo. He' sgoing to
help us shift that fence.”

Kit shook, trying not to wince at the other man’sgrip.
“According to Tetsuo,” said No Neck, “someone out there islooking for you.”
“Police?’

Micki’ s brother and No Neck exchanged glances. “No,” said Tetsuo. “A gaijin, someonelikeyou...A
woman.” He thought about it some more. “An old woman.”

“Hasthiswoman said why?’

Tetsuo shook hishead. “No,” he said. “ She just said whoever finds you gets 500,000 yen. So if you
want help tomorrow shifting thet fence...”

The bozozoku escort was presented as a compliment, an honour guard to escort Kit and No Neck
through the neon squalor of north Shinjuku. “Tell her I'll come by the hotel for my money,” said Tetsuo,
and No Neck nodded.

Like most barsin the city Pom Pom Palace had alurid sign. Only this one was bleached dmost white by
time and advertised girlswho probably hadn’t danced in years. A Korean in ashiny tuxedo opened a
door at the bottom of some steps and began bowing them inside.

“You're expected,” he said.

A girl wason stage under asinglelight. She wore asilver G-gtring and white gloves and was dancing,
farly badly, to “ Jenny Was aFriend of Mine.” Haf adozen Italian tourists sat round a Formicatablein
front of the stage that looked asif it had been salvaged from a sandwich shop. They looked likethey'd
been expecting rather more for their money.

There was something intrinsically sad about Shinjuku. A vacuum-packed hollowness that no quantity of

neon could hide. Roppongi was the same, only there the sadness was older and more Western. All that

movement to so little purpose. A million strangers searching for acure to the darkness behind their eyes
in the void between someone e s2' slegs.

It could be on film, behind glassin a peek booth, printed out and pasted on walls; or it could be on stage
under asinglelight, looking down at strangers, beyond caring why the strangers stared back.

“Rock 'n’” Rall Lies”

Another band, another nearly forgotten track, another girl about to dance. Wrapping one arm around
Kit's shoulders, No Neck said, “Come on. Let’ s get this over with.”

“Y ou knew about this?’

“Not until just now,” said No Neck. “Well, maybe alittle...I’ d heard someone was asking for you.” He
shook hishead sadly. “1 mean, that’ s not exactly news. But | figured...”

“Y ou figured what?’

The huge Australian seemed embarrassed. “ Y ou know, someone wanted to finish what they started.
Except Tetsuo saysit'snot like that at all. Thiswoman wantsto hire you. And, God knows, you need
something to stop you coming apart.”



“I'mfing” Kit sad.

No Neck sighed. “Take alook at yoursdlf,” he suggested.

“So they found you...” The woman who stood up from the corner table looked her guest up and down

asonemight look at acut of megt in the butcher’ s before arguing about price. Which was entirdly fitting
because Kate O’ Madly began life in abutcher’ s shop, before her lack of squeamishness and facility with
ablade let her moveinto more profitable areas, dlegedly...

She looked older than Kit remembered and was wearing atweed sports coat, utterly out of keeping with
her surroundings. But then, Mary’ s mother never had known how to dress.

Thelast timethey’ d talked, the woman had threstened to have Kit' s legs broken and his testicles crushed
with pliersif he went near Mary again. Kate O’ Mally had found her daughter bent over alavatory,
vomiting. Mary thought she might be pregnant.

Asone haf-naked girl replaced another on stage and silence stretched thin between No Neck, Kit, and
Mrs. O’ Mdly, Kit findly remembered the woman’ s promise of when they’ d next mest.

“I guess” hesad, “thismeans hdl’ sfindly frozen over.”

CHAPTER 19 — Wednesday, 20 June

Slung under aconcrete overhang, in abuilding desgned by Hiroshi Oe and built by one of hisfollowers,
the top-floor bar of Kate O’ Mdly’ shotel looked out on a handful of lanes running south from Akasaka
Mitsuke. At first sight these looked to be atypicaly working-classjumble of thin dleys, short cross lanes,
red paper lanterns, and amix of ramen shops, chemigts, and pachinko parlours. The kind of areathat
could befound dmost anywhere.

Appearances were wrong. Akasakawas afavourite haunt for senior staff from Japan’ s civil service,
which explained the pricesin some of the kaiseki ryori restaurants.

“Pretty, is7tit?’ sid Kate O’ Mally.

And Kit knew hell redlly had frozen over. The Kate O’ Mally he remembered would never have bothered
with smdll tak.

“Very,” sad Kit. “I knew the wife of the man who owns mogt of it, once...”

Kate went back to her whisky. The bar in which they both sat was panelled in dark oak, had low leather
sofas and coffee tables made from fat dabs of industrid glass.

Aswith most Tokyo hotels, the waitstaff were female and dressed with such discretion they were dmost
trangparent with good taste. A heavy pal of cigar smoke hung cloud-like around them, from three cigars
that had been whisked away the moment their stubs hit the ashtray in front of Kate.

“Sherry and vanilla,” said Kate, sniffing her glass,
It smelled like whisky to Kit.



So now they sat, not quite opposite each other. Their bowl of rice crackers was empty and the suitsin
the corner had abandoned their conversation for aclub in one of the aleys beyond the main road.

Every 0 often, Kate would lean forward and then change her mind about whatever she’ d been about to
say. Having dipped another Cuban cigar from alesther holder, Kate diced it with aslver cutter and it it
using agold Ronson. She stubbed the cigar out within three puffs and it vanished asecond later.

“Jugt say it,” hesad. “Thisplace closesin half an hour. After that, I’ m going home.”

“And wherewould that be?’ said Kate. “I’ ve seen the ruins, and your bloody pub sign. Y ou used my
daughter’ sface.” She shook her head angrily. “Y ou think she'd like that?’

Kit'ssmilewascold. “Youthink I'd care?’
Kate turned away.

Outside the picture window a Kawasaki cruiser had stopped at the lights far below, its modified pipes
echoing off the concrete canyon around it, loud enough to shake windows twenty-eight floors above. A
steady stream of Kawasakis, Harleys, and chopped Hondas had been rolling past the hotel. No Neck’s
idea of keeping hiseye on afriend.

“I'mnot afool,” said Kate. “1 aways knew it wasyou.”

“Yeah...” Kit nodded. “ So you said.” Pushing back his chair, he watched the Kawasaki jump the lights
asapolice cruiser pulled up behind. What had been a noise violaion became something more serious.

“I"'m off,” hesaid. “Y ou can sdtlethebill.”

Kate tossed down a 50,000-yen note without bothering to check the denomination. “I’m coming too,”
shesad. They took thelift in silence. Kit in his new clothes, Kate with her drunk’ sface, hair curled so
tight it fit like ahelmet. She wore too many gold rings and a Rolex better suited to adeep-seadiver. For
al her wedlth she seemed asill a easein her clothes asKit fdt in hisskin.

“Finished garing?’

“Yeah,” said Kit. “I guessage nailsusdl intheend.” Helooked Kate in the face, rather than watching
her in the mirrored wall of thelift. “I used to be afraid of you,” he said. “ Everyone was.”

“Not Mary.”
“Ohyes” said Kit. “Especidly Mary. Ak her.”

“I can't fucking ask...” Whatever time had failed to do, hiswords completed. Thejaw aways held so
rigid began to tremble and Kate' s eyes, usudly flint-like, spilled with tears. Asthellift reached the lobby
Kate retreated to the safety of an inside corner.

Leaning past thelift girl, Kit punched the Floor 28 button for himself. “Forgot something,” hetold a
waitress, when he walked back into the bar. Kate was till staring fiercely ahead when Kit returned,
whilethelift attendant did her best to act asif everything was normal.

One can learn alot about someonein thetimeit takes alift to descend two dozen floors, alot about how
their life came apart. It didn’t even take that many words.

“You' vequardled?



“Mary’ sdead.”

“Oh shit,” said Kit, haf adozen floors passing as he reached for his next question. “ She got sick?’
“No,” said Kate. “ Although that would be bad enough.”

“A car accident?’

“Killed hersdlf,” Kate said. “Wrote anote, changed her clothes, bought aticket, and stepped off the side
of the Ogtend ferry. Sheleft this...” The woman dug into her jacket to retrieve an envelope just asthelift
reached the ground.

“Police,” said Kate, nodding to adlit in the envelope sflap. “Not me...l wasn't going to come,” she
added. “Evenif | did | wasn't going to find you. But Pet inssted.”

Patrick Robbe-Duras, Kit could remember him. A small man with a Dublin accent that had survived
twenty-five years of lifein London and the home counties. Mary had adored her father.

“Mr. Duras made you?’
“Sad it waswhat she wanted. Only | don’t think Mary had any fucking ideawhat she...”

“We should move,” Kit said, stepping forward to stop the lift doors from closing again. “Comeon.” He
led Kate out of the Otis and nodded histhanksto the lift girl, who bowed, smiled, and hit abutton to shut
their problems out of her life. Drunks got specia dispensation in Tokyo, which was just aswell; there
were usudly enough of them.

“Ramen,” said Kit. “A bit like spaghetti. Eat the shrimp and noodles, then drink the soup. It' Il help soak
up theacohoal.”

“I know what ramen are,” Kate said. “Mary took me to Waga-mama.”

They werein atiny café under an arch in Asakusa, delivered therein ardluctant taxi. If the driver noticed
the ancient Speedmaster trailing him, he probably put it down to some bozozoku having fun a his
expense. The café was the only place Kit knew for sure would be open at 3 am on aweekday. Well,
there were strip jointsin Kabukicho, the kaiseki ryori of Akasaka, and enough hostess barsin Shinjuku
to keep an army of suits happy, but Kit was|ooking for something more discrest.

“Isthisal anyone doesin Tokyo?’
Kit looked puzzled.
“Eat and drink,” said Kate. “Stay out dl night partying?’

He considered mentioning the lack of living space, the fact |ove hotels existed because so many couples
gtill lived with their parents, the way worlds overlapped, the conflict between public and private pleasures
and the part communa drinking played in establishing hierarchies, then decided not to bother. Kate was
just being difficult for the sake of it.

“Drink the pink stuff,” he said.

Surprisingly, Kate did as shewastold, tipping back aglass of sugar water mixed with amino acids. It
was reputed to cure drunkenness, improve menta function, and extend life. Kate looked like she needed



dl three.
“Okay,” sad Kit, “now give me Mary’sletter.”
Kate hesitated, as he knew she would.

Bringing abowl to hislips, Kit durped down hisbroth. “1 understand,” he said. “Y ou hate me. You don't
want to be here. Y ou're only here because of Pat...Now show methe |etter.”

Kate dug into her pocket.

Somehow, given Kate' sregppearance in hislife, Kit had expected to see his own name. Instead Mary
had addressed her |etter to everyone and no one at the same time. To whom it may concern. Taking the
envelope, Kit extracted akey and asingle sheet of cheap paper. I'msorry, | know it’s selfish, but life
has become impossible. Misery laid out on the page in words written athousand times before.

Kate sreason for being in Tokyo camein thefina paragraph. And, having read it, Kit could understand
why Kate had been reluctant to make the trip. Given how shefelt about him it must have hurt just getting
ontheplane.

Mary had owned aflat in centra London, an art galery in Canterville Mews, five goldfish, and acat
caled Miu. The cat was being looked after by Pet, the goldfish had goneto afriend. The art gdlery was
run by a half-Czech woman called Sylviaand could look after itself. All of these, however, now belonged
to Kit.

“Isthislegd?’

“That’s all you can ask?” Kate'svoicewasraw. “Isitlegal?” The bang as she dammed down her
bowl was enough to make amarket porter at the next table stare across. A nod from Kit and the manin
overdlsand yelow boots went back to his paper, foreigners forgotten.

“What do you want meto say?” asked Kit. “Y ou think | want her flat and al this other shit?” Reaching
deep into hiswallet, Kit did out athumbnail print he’ d forgotten until recently was even there. He pushed
it over to Kate, who glanced down, grabbed the square of cardboard, and held it close to her face.

It was acrue thing to do, Kit knew that. It was meant to be cruel.

“That’s how | remember Mary,” hesaid. “ That's the Mary | knew.” Without asking, Kit reached over
and took back his photograph.

Thursday, 16 May 2002, asingle day of blazing sunshine, trapped between aday of drizzleand an
amighty thunder ssorm. The Dovesweretop of the charts. Slipknot, White Stripes, and Mercury Rev
were scheduled to play Reading. He' d just bought new strings for his guitar. Mary was still going out with
him. All the bad stuff was yet to come. The one perfect day of hislife.

“Who took the picture?’ demanded K ate.
“Who do you think?" said Kit. “Josh, obvioudy...”

Josh with his new Nokia, photographing his best mate and his best mate' s girl, asthey sat dmost facing
each other. So bohemian, beneath aclear blue sky. Asif Mary’s naked top and Kit' sfaux casua
insolence in the face of a camera phone meant al other restraints had been lost.

They looked like the kids they’ d been. Only one had to be old to think like that and Kit wasn’t, not



redly; just tired and drunk and doing his best to hold Kate' snews at bay. “Why areyou redly here?’
“Because| told Pat I’ d find you.”

“You could havelied,” Kit said, “holed up in ahotdl, told him I’ d left for somewhere dse”

“| did,” said Kate. “Twice. The last time was amonth ago.”

She drank off the rest of her broth, without seeming to noticeit was cold, and picked up a disposable
chopstick, which was crude enough to have split aong one edge when separated from its pair.

Y ears back, yanking her fingers apart, Y oshi had described how, until he met her sster, Y uko' s new
husband had chopsticked hisway through office ladies. It turned out she meant he split them open, used
them once, and tossed them away. Every time Kit used disposable chopsticks he thought of Mr.
Tamagusuku.

“Cheap,” Kate said, putting down one chopstick and snapping the other in two. She regarded the
pointed end with interest and Kit felt himsdlf tense.

“Maybe back then,” she said. “Not now.”

“So why comelooking athird time?” asked Kit, returning to what reglly worried him.
“I'vetold you,” said Kate. “Pat.”

“What about him?’ Kit prompted.

Kate O’ Mally took adeep breath. Kit thought it was asigh until he saw her shoulderslock and she blew
theair out again. It was frustration that drove the breath from her body with the force of a punch.

“We ve separated,” she said. “Happened about five years ago. Still stay in touch. Well, we did, mostly
about Mary. Hethinks she' sl dive.”

Putting down his green teg, Kit waited.

“I know for afact,” said Kate, “my daughter stepped off aferry into the sea. The police, the coroner, all
Mary’sfriends...we know that’ sthe truth. Only Pat refusesto believeit.”

“Why?

“Why do you think? Because he can't stand the thought of Mary drowning herself.” From the scowl on
Kate O’ Maly’ sface she wasn't handling the truth much better hersalf. Thiswas awoman who'd used
pliersasanegotiating tool, Kit reminded himself. Now was probably not the time to start fedling pity.

“What?' demanded Kate.

“Just remembering,” Kit told her.

“Pat says Mary wouldn't kill hersdlf.” Kate sighed. “He says suicidewasn't in Mary’ s character.”
“So what does he think happened?’

“Hetold the police he believes she was kidnapped and murdered.”

“Then there should be abody or aransom note.”



“That’ swhat they said.” Kate shrugged. “ An Ingpector came down from London. | think Pet had been
giving them trouble. Y ou know, calling them with new ideas and suggestions. Y ou remember Mike?’

Kit shook hishead, not that it made any difference.

“Surpriseme,” said Kate sourly. “Hetook over the business afew years back.” She grimaced. “Good at
it too, much smoother than me. Anyway, he called. It turned out he' d been in contact with Mary dl those
yearsthat she wouldn't even talk to me.”

Mary wouldn't...
“Why did hecal?’

“To say | should do what Pat wanted.” From the flatnessin Kate' svoice, it sounded asif her nephew
had said alot of other thingsaswell.

An early wash of dawn was weakening neon beyond the caf€ s curtain, turning the lights from amating
digplay to ajumble of glasstubes and tatty flex. Acrossthe street agroup of Chinese cleanerswere
tumbling out of awhite van, in aclatter of mops and pails, their conversation fractured by the rattle of
early-morning trains overhead.

No Neck’s motorbike was parked on the street and Kit knew the bozozoku would be watching from
somewhere nearby. The man and his machine were rarely parted for long.

“Comeon,” said Kit, “let’ s get you back to your hotdl.”

Pushing back her chair, Kate reached for her coat, forcing her arm through its deeve on her third
atempt. “1’ ve got a better idea,” she said. “Y ou can show methe sights.”

CHAPTER 20 — Nawa-no-ukiyo

Stumbling through the door, Lady Neku, otherwise known as Baroness Nawa-no-ukiyo, Countess High
Strange, and Chatelaine of Schloss Omga, fell to her knees and vomited al over datetiles. What she'd
seen clung to her like smoke, her thoughts rubble through which the last wisps of necessity demanded she
search.

“Fuck.”
Hoplite, heliocentric...
Hemispherical?

Double fuck. There was something important she needed to tell her brother Nico. Only she' d forgotten it
aready.

Lady Neku was naked, her fingers bleeding from broken nails. A scratch on her ankles had obvioudy
oozed liquid and then sedled itself. From what she could tdll the glue her body had produced was. .. was
...tied to extra cellular matrix receptors, linked to the initiation of granulation tissue formation.

She jumped, shocked that the castle had been the one to speak first. “Y ou're back,” it said. “ Did you get
what you were after?’

“What was | after?’ asked Lady Neku.



The castle sghed. “Obvioudy not,” it said.

Squatting naked like some fugee, Lady Neku let thetilesmet around her and felt hersdf sink into the
floor, until the level came up to her neck. It was wet and warm but not unpleasant, like damp flesh on
damp flesh, which iswhat it was, Lady Neku redlised.

“Can you mend me?’ she asked.
“Definemend.”

“Repair the cuts and hedl the bruises.” Shefdt the castle€ samusement. “I can il do the smdl stuff,” it
sad. “It' sthe bigger duff...”

“What bigger Suff?’

“Neku,” it said, and Lady Neku realised thiswas the first time Schloss Omgahad ever caled her by
name. “Y ou're swest, but not very bright.”

“I'm moreintelligent than my brothers” Lady Neku said crosdy.
“Yes” sadthecadtle, “thereisadwaysthat.”

Later, when the aches had gone, Lady Neku dipped her head beneath the tiles and let Schloss Omga
hedl the scratches on her face. “ Thank you,” she said, clambering out of a fleshy softnessthat returned
itsdlf to tile once she' d climbed free. “I need to find Nico now.”

“Neku...”
“Yes?' said Lady Neku, realising she hadn’t yet asked the castle for her clothes back. “What?’

“You know,” SchlossOmga said. “Y ou need to think really hard about why you' re till wearing that

“Y ou know why,” said Lady Neku. “ Someone stole my red one.”

“Were you wearing this body when you |eft just now?’

Lady Neku nodded.

“What about the time before?’ prompted the castle. “What were you wearing then?’

Shethought about it, shereally did. And in thinking about this realised something else. She d gone back
to get her memory bracelet, because how could she function without it? Only, her wrist was ill bare.
Which meant...

“Y ou should go back,” said the castle.
“Tofind my memories?

“That too,” said Schloss Omga. “Though there are better reasons. Meanwhile, | want you to think realy
hard about why looking for Nico isabad idea.”

“Butl'velod...”

“Doesn't matter,” said the castle. “ All memories get filed twice, oncein the bracelet and once in your
head. Usethe wetware,” it said. “ And start now, while your mind is still imprinted on that body. Begin



with something Smple, something recent. What' sthe very last thing you can remember?’
“Waking,” said Lady Neku.

“Where wasthis?’

“In my bedroom. Someone asked me aquestion.”

“Beginthere,” said the castle. “Try to recall what happened next...”

Shewas adeep in her room at High Strange, acircular room at the top of aspire. In the old daysthe
spireswere called spindles and there was alot of history attached to them, but Lady Neku did her best
toignoreit.

Lady Neku had chosen her room because it looked towards the stars, what few remained within her light
cone, rather than towards the earth, which aroom at the other end of the spire would have done.

Her mother had an earth room as tradition demanded; so the head of the family could view the lands she
protected. Although the Katchatka did little to protect anyone these days, now that the sails of
nawa-no-ukiyo wereripped and the sun wasfreeto lay waste to their segment.

How strange, everyone said, when Lady Neku chose that room. Which was odd, because it seemed to
make perfect sense for her to live asfar from her family as possible.

Words woke her on the night she remembered. Unexpected, because she' d added afilter to her thoughts
to keep her brothers away.

“Neku...Hey, you there?’

She recognised hisvoiceingtantly. Y oung, well spoken, and dightly arch. I mean, shethought, how
many boys—excluding brothers—were there in High Srange...

None.
And how many boysin the overworlds?

Thirty-eight, working to atolerance of two years either way. Eleven of these were blood related within
the last three generations. Of the remaining twenty-seven, just over haf were habitualy femae. Not that
Lady Neku had anything against that, obvioudy...that |eft thirteen spread across Six segments. Two of
those segments were hostile and Lady Neku knew of their five possbilities from records only. Which left
eight boys, ranging in age from thirteen to seventeen. Who were, dmost without exception, contemptible
intheir hunger to make friends with her. The exception was Perfect.

Thiswasn't hisred name. That was something so absurd he refused to use it when introducing himself. If
segment titles had suffered from inflation, then namesin the Menham Segment had suffered worse dtill.
Lady Neku had her own suspicions about why this had happened.

“Neku?’
“Yes” shesad. “I’'m here”
“Oh, right.” Per sounded puzzled. “Y ou sound different.”



The fact they were even talking would be regarded as an outrage by Lady Neku's mother. That Lady
Neku and Per one day planned to meet, albeit a ground levd...

“Takeaguesswhy?’

“Don’'t know,” Per said, sounding cross. “I’m rubbish at guessing games. Y our throat’ s sore?’
“Close,” said Lady Neku. “I cut it with Nico'sknife.”

“You...?"

“I want anew body. My dear Lady Mother won't give me one.”

Perfect Lord Menham was e ghteen months older than Lady Neku. Whoever told him that girlsliked
thelr men dissolute, damned, and dangerous (and Lady Neku' s bet was on his sgter), they should also
have told him there was no point asking questions if he was going to be shocked at the answers.

“It' sheding,” shesad. “Worst luck. Why did you cal me?’
“Thed Alamberts” said Per.

Information flowed from the web of beads around Lady Neku’' swrist, maps of d’ Alambert influence and
schematics showing their sections of the rope world, flicking across her mind until shetold the information
to stop.

“What about them?’ demanded Lady Neku, more crossly than was polite.
“It'sjust,” said Per. “I've heard...”

Whatever Perfect had heard was obvioudy so stupid he decided not to say it; because Lady Neku
suddenly got ahead full of static and then silence. When she was certain Per was gone, shetried to call
Nico, Petro, and Antonio in turn, but apparently her brothers didn’t want to talk to her either.

CHAPTER 21— Thursday, 21 June

Kit intended to leave Kate where she dept, he redly did. The bench was large, Shinjuku Chuo Park was
safe, not even the homeesswould disturb amiddle-aged woman snoring drunkenly in front of an artificia
waterfal under the gaze of alost Mandarin duck.

Thelast thing he needed was Kate O’ Mally bringing her hangover to his meeting with Tetsuo, who redly
was going to help Kit with his problemsin Roppongi...well, according to No Neck.

All Kit had to do was wak away. He could fold Mary’ s letter back into its envelope and place the
envelope insde Kate' s coat, and leave the woman to her sadness and a hangover that would do little to
ruin aday dready ruined from the moment she woke.

It was so tempting.

He owed her nothing. After al, Kate O’ Mally was the person he' d once promised to destroy, in afit of
teenage bravado. But life had aready done that for him. Her daughter was dead, Kate' s relationship with
Patrick Robbe-Duras was ended, and the house above Middle Morton echoed with so much loneliness
she could bardly stand to live there.



Who knew Kate could be so poetic? So honest about the horror she was facing. It was that honesty
which put its hook into Kit’ sflesh. So that every time he stood up to walk away, sharp tugs of guilt sat
him down again. It was her honesty, and onefinad admisson.

“You know,” said Kate, when they first reached the bench. “ There' sanother possibility.”
“Thereis?’

“Pet origindly thought Mary was running away.”

“From what?’ asked Kit.

The face Kate turned to Kit was ravaged by acohoal, guilt, and aleve of sdf-awareness more cruel than
anything ateenage Kit could have wished on her. “From me,” she said. “And you know what Pat said?
Better late than never...”

It took the duck an hour to realise the couple on the bench were useless as a source of food and get
cross. By then, the sun had got stuck behind the government buildingsto Kit’ sright and the roads around
the little park had become crowded with traffic. Carbon monoxide mixed with the sour smell of camp
firesfrom acollection of blue plagtic tents nearby. It was no longer early and the homel ess were hanging
out their blanketsto air or washing shirtsin the splash pool of the waterfal.

Mrs. Oniji had once explained to Kit that ducks divide into ahiru and kamo, those that are white and
those that are not, but then Mrs. Oniji used different words for water, depending on whether it was hat,
cold, or merely warm. Maybe she' d missthe lessons? Kit hoped <0, at least he thought he did.

“Shoo,” Kit told the duck. Onetiny eye peered at him from adash of white like plate armour along the
sdeof its head. After amoment, the duck decided to leave anyway.

When it came the ring tone was loud enough to make Kit jump. Tokyo was acity of video phones that
doubled as DV Ds, diaries, and e-mail organisers. The big problem for tourists was that only
Japanese-registered phones seemed to work. One needed to rent a phone on arrival and top it up with
credit.

It seemed that Kate O’ Mdly had.

The longer Kit ignored the phone, the louder the ring tone got and lesslikely it seemed that Kate would
wake. In the end, Kit smply reached into her pocket and found the phone, flicking it to voice only.

“Helo...?" All Kit got was an echo of his own voice and the sense of distance which satdllite lag imparts,
technology making the world tiny and then guaranteeing it felt very large again.

“Hello,” repeated Kit.

Satdlite distance, and ataste of something ese.
“Katie?’

“No,” said Kit. “She' sdeeping.”

For amoment it sounded as if the man at the other end had broken the connection and then Kit heard his
own name, the authorised version. “Christopher Newton?’

“Nouveau,” said Kit, without even thinking. “And it' sKit.” Only then did he redlise who was on the other
end of theline.



“Oh fuck,” said Patrick Robbe-Duras. “Katie found you.”
“Yes” sad Kit. “That shedid.”

“ She' s been looking for months. Y ou know, | told her you' d probably moved. For dl we knew you
werein Audrdiaor back in England.”

“Mr. Dures...”

“Petrick,” said the man. “ Call me Patrick.” He hesitated. “Kati€' saready told you what thisis about?’
“Of course” Kit sad. “You believe Mary’ s till dive and you want meto find her.”
Therewasaslence. “That'swhat she said?”’

“Yes” sad Kit. “Did | get it wrong?’

“Y ou could say that...” Patrick Robbe-Duras said. His voice was ghostly, made distant by more than the
five thousand nautica miles and fifteen bitter years between them. “My daughter killed hersdlf. She
booked aferry, left her shoes by therailings, and stepped into the sea. Katie isthe one who believes
Mary isdive. She' sthe one who has spent the last six months of her life trying to find you. And you
know why?’

Only, Kit had stopped listening.

Water tumbled from thelong lip of the artificid fal onto carefully placed rocks below, watched only by a
duck, Kit, and ahomeless couple, both of whom had stripped to the waist before washing themsalvesin
itspool. At Kit'ssde, Kate O’ Mally dept off ahangover that would have felled aman half her age, while
Kit gripped her phonein trembling fingers, dready thumbing its Off button.

Sx months. Late December .

“Ohfuck,” Kit said, vomiting udon noodles, green tea, and acohol onto the paving at hisfeet. AsPat’'s
words finally managed what Y oshi’ s death had been unable to achieve, make Kit face what had redlly

happened.

I’mnot sureif thisis going to reach you. | hope so. There are some things | really should have told
you at the time... When she' d written that, the inhabitants of Middle Morton had aready burned their
famous bonfire. In Tokyo, the kouyou season was over, each day’ s news no longer ending with an
update on the autumn foliage. And Mary O’ Mdlly, the only person he' d ever redly loved, was preparing
tokill hersalf.

Kit tried to remember the date of its postmark, thought about it some more and realised he could. He
could also remember the day her card arrived. It was the day he fucked Namiko and the day he went to
pray at the Meiji Jingu Shrine. Although it began as the day he woke to discover Y oshi had gonefor a
walk.

CHAPTER 22 — Flashback to Winter

The dampnessin Pirate Mary’ s storeroom was made worse by a broken window, which let rain dribble
down theinside of onewall. Y oshi said she liked the cold, that everyone from Hokkaido liked the cold.

Kit often wondered if that was true.



The sunken bath had been given alittle room of its own near the stairs, but everything else on the third
floor was stripped back to bare walls and rafters, so that any footsteps across the floor could be heard
clearly inthe bar below.

A long bench, an expensive black lesther and sted punishment rack, and something that |ooked like
medieval stocks comprised itsonly furniture. All three had arrived with Y oshi and never been used, at
least not during the years that Kit had known her.

A hook inthe celling, acoil of rope, carefully boiled to silk-like softness, and atwelve-foot length of
bamboo, made up the threeitemsthat Y oshi still used. The bamboo pole was the most versdtile, being
utilised in more ways than Kit would have thought possible.

It had been five weeks since Y ashi had even looked at a potter’ swhedl. She' d served behind the bar at
Pirate Mary’s, talked ceramicsto first year students at the Tokyo Design School, and cooked impossibly
complicated dishesinvolving three kinds of edl and two types of noodle. She took to walking in the Meiji
gardensto watch crimson leavesfall from the winter trees. When that failed, she tracked Kit down at the
bar, where he was mending a beer pump, and told him she wanted tying.

That wasthe ded. She dways asked, Kit wasn't expected to volunteer. Like most such dealsit was
ungpoken and possibly entirely unconscious.

“You know,” said Y oshi, as she stripped off her yukata. “All | want isan empty mind...” Shelooked for
asecond as if shewas about to ask, |sthat so unreasonable?

She began to relax the moment the ropes began to constrict her body. Her eyes glazed and turned
inwards and the tightness around her eyes smoothed away. Kit needed a hit to reach anything
approaching that state. Even then, Kit doubted if what he extracted from the dragon came closeto the
utter serenity Y oshi seemed to find.

“Thank you,” she said, when the find knot wastied.
“Shhh...” Kit touched hisfinger to her lips.
Y oshi amiled.

Her needs had little to do with masochism and even lessto do with sex, at least in any way Kit
understood those terms. Edo rope bondage was Y oshi’ sway of reaching clarity and if Y oshi lacked
clarity...Wéll, for Y ashi, work was what made life worth living.

Shewas 4till smiling as he went back to mending his pump. An hour and ahdf later, about ten minutes
after Kit unbound her, the sound of Y oshi’ swhedl could be heard asit spun steadily. An hour after that
Kit decided he might aswdll take himsdlf for awalk.

“Nouveausan...” The post boy held out one white gloved hand and bowed dightly. The dark blue
uniform he wore aready |ooked familiar, though the firm he represented was new. A dozen stories had
aready run about the fall in standards now that Japan’s post office was privately run. To Kit the service
seemed immaculate.

Bardly noticing the boy’ s bow, Kit took the card and flipped it over, histhoughts dready on which of a
dozen tasks he needed to do first. And then Kit saw the writing, read Mary’ s message before redlising
he’ d even done 0, and everything el se ceased to métter.

About the baby, wrote Mary. | lied.



Usudly it was No Neck who wanted Kit's help getting drunk. Thistime round, Mary’ s postcard till
clutched in one hand, Kit went in search of the other man. Although, in Kit's defence, heredly did think
he just needed to talk.

No Neck was doing what he usualy did on Tuesday afternoons...handing out highly inaccurate flyersto
any tourist stupid enough to think Roppongi was aplace worth visiting in daylight.

“Doing okay?’ No Neck asked three Swedish backpackers.

Glancing round, they saw a shaven-headed man with atattooed ring of barbed wire around one naked
bicep. In the hot days of summer No Neck wore atank top to show off hisabs. In winter, he added a
waistcoat to the mix. If one got close enough, which was not necessarily agood ides, it was possibleto
see frayed stitches across the back, where athree-part patch had once announced his nomad status
within Austraia s Rebd MC.

“Here,” said No Neck, thrusting out one hand.

All new girls, sad hislatest flyer. Highly trained & highly professional. Which was code for, Have
danced before/not sex workers. Both these statements were open to argument, but wereincluded to
convincetheloca policethat Berni€' s Bar was clean, tourist friendly, and not going to give them trouble.

“Filthy,” said No Neck to the backpackers. “ Absolutely filthy. Y ou guys been to Bangkok?’
All three nodded.

“Infinitey dirtier,” No Neck said. “Show this at the door for atwenty percent reduction.”
They took aflyer each.

“Not quite fun for dl thefamily,” hetold an American couple, “but not far off. A bit like burlesque, only
the Japanese version...”

Taking aflyer, the man gaveit to hiswife. A hundred paces down the road, the woman handed the flyer
back to her husband, who dumped it into abin.

“Can'twinthemdl,” sad Kit.

The deal wasthat No Neck got 500 yen for each tourist who arrived a Bernie' s Bar clutching aflyer. If
he got arrested, then someone he met on the street sub-contracted the work, the club had never seen him
and certainly hadn’t employed him. It was a convenient fiction.

“Want adrink?’

No Neck glanced from the flyersin his hand towards the entrance to Kaballero Kantina, which
happened to be just acrossthe Street. Beer money or free beer? If Kit had been fedling less upset it
would probably have been funny.

“Comeon,” hesad. It was enough.

Stuffing the rest of the flyersinto his deevelessjacket, No Neck wrapped one heavy arm around Kit's
shoulders and waded into the traffic.

“Let meseeif I'vegot thisright,” said No Neck. “ Y ou get your best friend’ s girlfriend pregnant, freak



out when shetdlsyou, and blame your friend when her psycho macomes caling?’
Kit nodded.

“What | don’t understand,” No Neck said, taking apull a his bottle, “iswhy your ex-friend had nothing
to say about this.”

“Because hewas dead.”

That got everyone' s attention. Kit had intended thisto be aquiet drink, but the crowd around their table
was growing and No Neck wouldn't let the matter lie.

“Crashed hisbike,” added Kit, before No Neck had time to ask.
“Fuck,” No Neck said, “that’ s harsh. Did he know about you and...?’

That was No Neck for you. The bozozoku could dways be relied on to go straight to the heart of the
matter, and, having got there, rip it out and dump it on the table in abloody puddle so everyone else
could get agood look.

“Yeah,” said Kit, admitting the unthinkable. “1 think he did.”

No Neck picked up his empty bottle and peered at it. The Signd Kit should buy everyone another round.
At present, everyone included Kit, No Neck, Micki, and Namiko, agirl No Neck used to fuck before
he started going out with Micki.

“Get some nachos,” suggested Namiko.

Having eaten haf the nachos and emptied his next bottle, No Neck wiped his mouth on the back of his
hand and sat back, considering. “Okay,” he said. “ She told you she was pregnant, then shetold you she
wasn't, and now she saysshewes...”

Kit nodded.
“Fucking hell,” said No Neck. “What happened about the baby?’

“1 took care of things myself,” Kit quoted, then returned the card to its resting place in his pocket.
“Pretty obvious, isn't it?’

“Itwasatest,” said Micki.
“Yeah,” Kit sad. “I worked that out mysdlf.”

“And you fucked up,” said No Neck. Sat next to him, Micki looked asif she was about to burst into
tears. Kit went to the bar and bought afina round without being asked, paid for the nachos, and went
back to the table to tell the othersthat he needed to take awalk.

“Want company?’ No Neck asked.

“No.” Kit shook hishead. “Stay here. I'll catch you dl later.”

“I need awalk,” said Namiko, pushing back her chair. “And it’sgood you' re upset.”
Kit looked at her.

“If youweren't,” said Namiko, “that would say bad things about you.” Sipping her arm through his, she



steered him towards the door.
“Where are we going?’ Kit asked.
“For that walk,” said Namiko.

They went to her room, which wasin asmdl tenement block above an American diner that speciaised in
post-rock and late forties Gl kitsch. That was where he' d seen her originally, Kit realised. She used to
wait tables.

The room was tiny, which was the way with such rooms, and most of its space wasfilled with computer
screens, old laptops, and ajumble of wires. “I farm,” Namiko said, catching Kit's glance.

“Make much?’

“Enough,” said Namiko, handing him ascrap of paper in English. It contained alist of powers, weapons,
and gold required by afourteen-year-old in Californiawho wanted to skip straight to the end of anew
computer game. The deal was done through eBay and the fee had already been paid.

“Not bad,” Kit said.
Namiko smiled. “Y ou want adrink?’
“Not redly,” he said. “I’' ve had plenty.”

So Namiko put the Kirin back in her fridge and ran atap long enough to get the water cold. Having
washed out her mouth, she gave the glassto Kit, who drank a couple of sour mouthfuls before doing the
same. He couldn’'t remember saying he needed sex. He certainly couldn’t remember propositioning her.
Though Namiko seemed pretty certain that waswhy he’ d come to her room.

“The sheets are none too clean,” she said.

Kit shrugged. The whole room wasfilthy. It seemed unlikely her sheetswould be anything else.
“You likeme?" asked Namiko.

He nodded, because this seemed the right response.

“Good,” said Namiko. “I've dways liked you. Y ou're not like the others.”

Of course | am, Kit thought. Why elsewould | be here?

Namiko stripped easily, with none of the embarrassment he associated with Japanese girls. And her body
was riper than he expected, heavy breasts tipped with dark nipples set into stretched circles. Her belly
protruded over atuft of thick pubic hair.

When Kit was done, Namiko shifted him off her and sucked him hard and clean, then rolled him onto his
back and straddled him.

“My turn,” shesad.

It was only later that she produced atwist of paper and shook out the dirty brown powder inside. “You
ever tried this?” asked Namiko. “Likered heroin, but cheaper. Doesn't dissolve in water,” she added,
when Kit looked puzzled. “ Y ou smoke this Suff instead...”



CHAPTER 23— Thursday Evening, 21 June

“Find yourself aseat,” suggested Kate, dumping her flight bag next to arecliner in the British Airways
lounge a Narita. So Kit |eft his own case on a chair overlooking the darkened runway and nodded
towards abank of computer screensin the corner. “I'll be back in amoment.”

“Sure” said Kate, settling hersalf down.

Kit was able to use the lounge because Kate O’ Mdly had paid for Business Classflights for the both of
them. Having found herself acopy of yesterday’ s Mail, Kate was preparing to tut over some cel ebrity
outrage and sip from a glass of minera water on the table next to her. A Nurofen packet rested beside
her glass and an unopened cheese sandwich rested next to that.

The morning’ stearsin Shinjuku Chuo Park were gone and not to be mentioned, Kate had made that
clear. Shewas, it wasfair to say, back to being the demanding, hard-eyed bitch that everyone who knew
her expected. Which explained why Kit felt the need to kill time at a screen while Kate skimmed her
paper on the other side of the room.

Thefirst email Kit opened was from Micki. It showed a kitten drinking milk from a saucer, which was
roughly what he’ d expect from No Neck’ s girlfriend. The second was from No Neck himself, and said
smply, Watch this space!

It wasthethird e-mail that was unexpected. Micki’ s brother Tetsuo had registered Kit with the Asahi
Shimbun news site and given hisinterests as motor cycles, urban development, and political dissent
...A link inthe email fed to astory Asahi Shimbun apparently thought he might like.

Kit read it in mounting disbelief. Late that afternoon a hardcore of bozozoku had ripped down the fences
protecting abuilding sitein Roppongi and occupied the area, surrounding it with totally unnecessary
burning braziers and aring of motorbikes. Anyone who touched one bike touched them dll.

No Neck could be seen in the accompanying photograph, but only just. The most obvious character was
Tetsuo, standing in the middle wearing a studded jacket and awhite headband. He was carrying a
bokken, while the boy directly behind held aflag. After asecond, Kit redised it wasn't aboy at dl. It
was Micki, wearing sun glasses and a biker jacket severd sizestoo big.

“Fuck,” said Kit, earning himself a stare from awoman on the next termina. So thiswas what No Neck
meant when he said Tetsuo had an idea. In response to Kit's query asto what, No Neck had replied,
“The 47 Ronin.”

Quite how that trandated into this... ? Kit was till wondering, when afrenzy of bowing at the door
caught his attention. Both receptionists came out from behind the desk and ushered ayoung Japanese
man into the executive lounge. In hisarms he held a cardboard box tied with string. Nothing else, no
briefcase, suit-carrier, or overnight bag. None of the badges of status carried by every other passenger in
the room. Just a battered box from Circle K.

Sapporo Ichiban (Chicken) Noodles. 24 x 100gm, read the stencilling onitsside.

Looking round, Hiroshi Sato saw Kit at the termina and said something to one of the women. She
disappeared behind her desk and when she returned it was to whisper something in the man’ s ear.

The man nodded.



“Nouveau-san?’
Kit bowed.

“Mr. Oniji asked meto giveyou this.” Mr. Sato held out the box, waiting for Kit to takeit. He should
take the thing, Kit knew that. People were watching. ..

“Do you know what it iS?’
The young man shook his head, but he waslying. Hiroshi Sato knew dl right.
What now? wondered Kit.

The box was packed with straw made from aflat-bladed grass. The choice of material was probably
sgnificant, dmost everything in Tokyo was. Thrusting his handsinto the straw, Kit closed hisfingers
around something and began to pull.

“ Nouveau-san!”

So real wasthe young man’s horror that Kit let go of whatever he held and began to unpack the straw
instead.

“What'sin there?’ demanded Kate, curiosity having finally forced her to abandon her place near the
window.

“How would | know?’ Kit asked.

Handful after handful of dried grass piled up on aglasstable until Kit could finaly see what Mr. Oniji had
sent after him. A small bowl, twisted very dightly dong one edge where gravity had touched therim.
Flame blackened itsingde, but the undernesth wasfired to the colour of ash. A smudge had been fixed
by heat intoitsbase, Y oshi’ sfingerprint fosslised like an ancient shell into rock.

“Fuck,” hesad.

Looking round, Kit redised the entire lounge had come to a standgtill. Middle-aged men, well-dressed
women, complete strangers, even Kate O’ Mally; al of them reduced to awed silence.

“It' sbeautiful,” said Kit, speaking entirely to himsdf.

The young man nodded. “Her best work,” he said. “Unlike anything beforeit. It has...” He hesitated,
searching for theright words. “A quaity we believe only great artists achieve. Mr. Oniji isat alossto
know how it survived thefire”

“Inacaketin,” Kit sad flatly.
Hiroshi Sato stared at him.
“I putitinaceramic caketin.”

The young man consdered this. “Still,” he said, “itssurvivd isunusua. When the museum a Kobe was
destroyed by an inferno many thousands of priceless ceramics cracked in the flames.”

A woman behind him began nodding.

“The bowl was unfired,” said Kit, deciding this would make a difference. “ And covered with adamp



cloth...” Now Kit cameto look, he could see the blackness inside the bow! carried aweave where
cotton had smouldered and fallen to ash.

“Who found it?’ Kit demanded.

Mr. Sato looked embarrassed. “No one seemsto know,” he said, shuffling immaculately shined shoes.
“It was |eft with anote on the doorstep of asmall town house in Akasaka.”

“Thishouse, did it belong to someone known to Mr. Oniji?’
Hiroshi Sato’snod was o dight asto beamogt invisible.

So beautiful. Cold and beautiful and fragile and able to survive the ruining of hislife, the bowl had Kit's
attention and held his gaze. Everything he' d loved and respected about Y oshi was represented in that
bowl. Aswas everything he' d feared and failed to understand.

“Youtakeit,” hetold Hiroshi Sato.
The man opened hismouth.
“Return it with my heart-felt thanks. Ask Mr. Oniji to keep the bowl safe.”

Very carefully, asif suddenly aware he might drop it, Hiroshi Sato took the bowl! from Kit and put it
back in the noodle box. Then he began to pack the box with thin-bladed siraw, while al the passengers
and both of the women from behind the desk continued to watch in silence.

CHAPTER 24 — Friday, 22 June

The battle began at dawn, in ablaze of outrage, long-focus lenses, and electronic flash. A couple of
police vans pulled up, blocking the road south from Roppongi’ s main drag. Having arrived, they
proceeded to do nothing. Which was fine with the bozozoku, because it let them concentrate on one
enemy a atime.

A row of bikes had been positioned to face away from theroad, asif the owners planned to ride straight
into Pirate Mary’ s cinder-block parking area. At five minutes before noon, as basebd|l-bat-wielding
chimpira entered the narrow road that ran aong the lower edge of the graveyard, agirl carrying acat
dipped between two bikes and headed away from the coming confrontation. A second later, another girl
followed. Although she went unwillingly, still complaining and dmogtin tears.

“They should...” Micki said.

But the ranks had aready closed. Namiko left first because of the cat and because no onereally knew
why shewastherein thefirgt place. Micki went, under extreme protest, because her brother Tetsuo felt
girlsshouldn’t fight.

Micki had her own opinions on that. Which she was fucked if she was going to keep to herself.
“Go,” said Tetsuo. “Thisisgoing to get ugly.”
Shewent, low-level Yakuza thugs with clubs parting under the eye of the camerasto let her through.

“Wait up,” Micki said.



Namiko kept going.

“Wait,” demanded Micki, then added, “ Out of my way...” But she wastaking to a photographer who'd
decided to get close and much too persona. Small, male, and not her favourite person, the man fired his
flash right in Micki’ sface.

“Fuck off,” said Micki, usng up most of her English.

Gaz Maguire, erstwhile provider of portfoliosto would-be models, grinned, stepped sideways to block
Micki’s path again, and snapped another shot at the exact moment Micki stuck one finger up and
scowled at the camera. “Perfect,” he said. “Thank you.”

Gaz was about to say something else when Namiko shoved him aside, grabbed Micki by the shoulder,
and dragged her away from the photographers that had begun to gather around her.

“That’ senough,” said Namiko crosdy, passing the cat to Micki. “Come on, we need to get out of here.”
“What' s going to happen?’

Namiko snorted. “They’ll fight,” she said, stepping around avast stonetorii near the entrance to the
graveyard. Gravel crunched underfoot asthey waked towards an old man leaning on abroom.

“Konichiwa,” said the old man.

“Konichiwa,” Micki and Namiko said together. Everyone bowed. After names had been exchanged,
Mr. Ito made space for them by moving a pile of prayer sticks he’ d leaned against amoss-covered
tomb. “Bigfight,” he said. “But over soon.”

“How do you know?" asked Micki.

“ Bozozoku,” said Mr. Ito, appearing to weigh the word in one hand. “Little monkeys...” He juggled his
hands dightly, before finding thefirst heavier. “ Aslong asthe police stay quiet thiswill be quick.”

Mr. Ito wasright. Asafirst wave of yelling chimpira charged towards the bikes, the bozozoku fired up
their engines, blipped the throttles, and hit switches crudely wired to the handle bars.

Micki grinned. “ Afterburners,” she said, as flame lanced from each bike and a chimpira dropped his bat
and began clutching hisankle.

“Clever,” Mr. Ito sad. “Also inventive.”
What was most interesting was that the police continued to do nothing.

True, they’ d |eft their vans. But that was the only movement they made, gpart from securing both ends of
the street and moving the press back dightly. And yet, in their black-visored riot helmets, body armour,
and studded gauntlets they looked easily the most frightening of the three groups gathered at the Site of
Kit'sold bar.

“Whenit'sover,” said Mr. Ito. “That’' swhen they’ |l move.”
Micki looked a him.
“I lived through the sixties” he said, with asmile. “Y ou watch. They'll arrest thelosers...”

Ito-san’ s prophesy probably explained why the police eventualy climbed back into their riot vehicles,



having done little more than watch, keep casua spectators off the Street, and stop the photographers
from getting themsalves hurt. Because when the battle ended, everything was pretty much asit had been.

Paramedicstreated five chimpira with burns, but since dl the burns were below the knee, the journalists
were refusing to takethe injuries serioudy. A couple of bozozoku had broken heads and one chimpira
had been carried away unconscious, his colleagues angrily refusing offers of medica help.

“Interesting,” said Mr. Ito.
“What is?" asked Micki.

“Mogt things,” hesad. “Particularly this”

CHAPTER 25— Friday, 22 June

Five miles above Siberia, with the clouds below the plane set out like adab of ice, the youngest of the
Japanese cabin crew brought Neku a copy of TunaBelly to sgn.

Approaching diffidently, the girl dropped to a crouch beside Neku' s seet, before producing the battered
paperback.

“I wondered, perhaps...?”

Without aword, Neku produced a pen and opened the book at itstitle page. TunaBelly wasa
million-sdlling nove about teenage lugt, love, and murder set in the haf-lit world of Tokyo's Tsukiji
market. It featured drugs, graphic sex, and aworking-class boy who loved a twenty-eight-year-old
Yakuza hit woman againgt his better judgment. The neatly made-up girl holding the book looked exactly
like Neku' sidea of the target reader.

Cherry, read the nametag on her jacket. So Neku inscribed the book to Cherry, added her best wishes,
and signed the title page with ascrawl.

It was aswdll the real Mika Aiko was arecluse. Thiswasthe third copy of TunaBelly to bethrust at
Neku since she presented herself at the check-in counter with aregular ticket and a fake passport. If
anyone had known what Aiko really looked like then Neku would have beenin trouble. Asit was, the
fake passport was agood one, itsbiological datawas spot on, and fame, even borrowed fame, was
becoming addictive. Not least for its ability to clear problems out of the way.

If the woman at the check-in counter had got her way Neku would now be travelling Business Class,
maybe even fird.

“No,” Neku had insisted.
“Wemug, please,” the woman had said. “ It would be terrible for usto make Mika Aiko...”

Neku' sfirgt excuse having fatered against the woman's certainty that anonymity could be guaranteed
wherever Miss Aiko sat, Neku admitted that her redl reason for wanting to travel Economy was because
thiswas how her next heroine would fly on asimilar trip to London.

After that everything was easy. Neku was given achoice of the remaining seats and chose oneright at the
back—near the toilets—where no one could sit behind her. So far Neku had refused offers of wine, gin,
and beer and turned away ameal one of the crew tried to serve her an hour after take off. This seemed



to be entirely what the cabin crew expected of amedia brat travelling asincognito asfive piercings, red
hair, and aripped skirt allowed.

“MissAiko?’

Having checked that her celebrity passenger redlly was awake, the stewardess who' d wanted her book
signed wondered if Miss Aiko would like to see the cockpit. Since refusing seemed rude, Neku
agreed—and found hersdlf being escorted through a darkened cabin towards the front.

A handful of people watched their screensin Premium Economy and asolitary man in Busnesswas
stubbornly working at hislaptop, surrounded by darkness. Most of the bedsin first were empty, with the
only bed actually occupied carrying two people, though they dept chastely, curled around each other and
half covered by ablue blanket.

Neku smiled, though mostly her amusement was reserved for Kit Nouveau and his companion. They
were on this plane, as she' d been told to expect, on the far side of Business, their seats ratcheted back
and their feet on flip-up stools. The woman dept with awhisky glass clutched in one hand. Nouveau-san
had a copy of Hagakure Kikigaki open on hislap.

Those two were the reason she' d refused an upgrade. Neku didn’t want to be seen yet, and just agreeing
to come forward like this had taken more nerve than she expected.

It had been Kit' sfriend who had told Neku where Kit was going and why. She'd found him ina gaijin
bar, dong with two girls, half adozen bozozoku, an English photographer called Gaz, ablack cat, and a
map of Roppongi spread out across atable. It wasthe third Irish bar she'd tried.

“Ah,” said the huge man. “1t' sthe goth kid.”

A couple of bozozoku looked up.

“Which kid?" demanded one.

“That one,” he said, nodding towards the door. “ She' sfriends with Kit...”

A girl snorted.

Making hersdlf approach the table, Neku bowed dightly. “Can | talk to you?’

The man pointed to astoal at the next table and made dragging motions, indicating that Neku should join
them.

“Not here,” said Neku.
The man sghed.

His name was No Neck and hisfirst kiss tasted of beer. There wasn’t a second, because Neku had
turned her face away by then. “It wasn't like that,” Neku said, when he asked how long Neku and Kit
had been friends.

“Wasn't it?" No Neck looked doubtful. “Y ou sure? | mean, everyone knew he had a Japanese lover.”
“Yoshi,” said Neku.

No Neck shook hishead. “Y oshi wasn't his mistress. Not sure what shewas,” he added, half sobered
by Neku's mention of the dead woman. “ It was complicated, that relationship.” No Neck stared at



Neku, suddenly seeing her. “Until | saw you,” hesaid, “1 wasn't sureKit did normd...”
“I’'m seventeen,” said Neku, adding another two yearsto her age.

“Yeah,” said No Neck. “That' swhat | mean.”

“Areyou dl right?’ Cherry waslooking anxioudy at her celebrity passenger, who'd staled ahandful of
steps from the cabin door.

“Just thinking,” said Neku. About what was not a matter for sharing. Life was complicated and degth
made it more s0. Kit Nouveau owed her alife, which meant he was bound to her. Although Neku wasn't
sure Kit understood that. But in saving him, she' d assumed respongbility for his happiness. Shewasn't
sure he understood that ether.

He dso had her memory beads, or what was left of them. At least, Neku hoped he had.
“Through here,” said Cherry, knocking twice on adoor.

Neku heard the sound of alock being flicked on the far sde. It made sense to secure the doors, she
supposed. Neku might have been anyone.

“IsthisMiss Aiko?’
The stewardess nodded.

Somehow, Neku had expected the pilot to be aman. Maybe middle aged, with swept back hair going
grey at the temples. Instead the woman wearing the Captain’ s uniform looked young and businesdike.

“ Konichiwa,” said the Captain.

Neku bowed dightly. “ Konichiwa,” she offered in turn. Since it was dark in the main part of the plane
but daylight outside, konichiwa was just as good as konbanwa or ohayo gozaimasu. It being neither
morning, afternoon, or evening, but something out of time, in between.

“God,” said the Captain. “Will you look at those studs.” Her words were for the co-pilot beside her.
“That’ swhat Annabel wants. Y ou wouldn't believe the fightswe ve been having.”

“How old isyour daughter?’ asked Neku.

It was meant as a Ssmple question. Although, from the shock on the Captain’ s face, Neku assumed her
question had been taken as criticism. And then Neku understood the truth was smpler ill...the Captain
smply hadn’t expected Neku to be able to cope with colloquia English.

“I spent...” Neku paused. She had no ideaiif Mika Aiko had spent timein Americaor England. And
while the Captain was unlikely to know, it was possible Cherry might. “1 learn languagesfast,” Neku
sad, then amiled.

Likeall the best liesit wasimpossible to refute. Not the least because it happened to be true.

CHAPTER 26 — Nawa-no-ukiyo



Chaos began with six words, Lady Neku could remember that much. It was asmple enough
gatement. . .little to suggest her life was about to changeirrevocably. Your mother islooking for you.

The voice came from an acove, where amarble statue glared at the floor of a corridor few even knew
existed. The corridor was wider than it wastal, windowless and lit with flickering globes set into alow
caling.

Lady Neku sneezed—dust had that effect on her.

A smple maintenance duct under a hydroponic farm, beforetitleinflation hit High Strange and the farm
became the Stroll Gardens and the duct acquired statues, the meta tube ran the entire length of abigger
spur, from one side of thering al the way through to the other. Doors sedled the duct where it left the
spire, clumsy welds holding them in place, though these looked newer than the seamless joins found on
most doors leading off the maintenance tunnels.

She d been five when shefirst found the corridor, maybe six, when her hair was il faded silver and her
eyes strange enough to make her brotherslook away. She gained entrance by kicking the back off a
cupboard and stepping into a circular room. The room had three other doors, two of them leading to
other cupboards and the third to this corridor.

It was, shefdt, animpressive find...athough it would have been more impressiveif she hadn’t kicked the
backs off a dozen other cupboardsfirst. And it wasn't just cupboards, there was that panelling in her
mother’ s Sudy and ahuge portrait of thefirst Duke of High Strange. Lady Neku had been certain the
painting hid a secret door.

Lady Neku had spent much of her sixth year trying to discover if the lightsin her corridor were dwayson
or if they lit as she entered. She also wondered why the dust remained, when spider bots automatically
ingested dust everywhere else.

It was months before she redlised High Strange put the dust there especidly for her. The access tunnd
was seadled at both ends. She was the only person, so far as she knew, to know it existed. No way could
that much dust settle in the days between her vidits.

“Y our mother islooking for you,” said a second statue. “ Asare your brothers.”

Thefigure was naked, wore winged sandals, and had his hair twisted into amarble top knot. He wasthe
latest addition to the corridor’ s collection and looked exactly like Nico.

“My brothers?” That did surprise Lady Neku. Most weeks she could be forgiven for believing her
brothers had forgotten she even existed.

“Your brothers” indsted the statue. “ And your mother.”
Lady Neku sighed.

Miss acouple of meals, skip aweek’ sworth of lessons, cut your throat, and everyone wanted a bit of
your hide. Lady Neku ran through the things she might have done wrong. On balance, she' d haveto say
she' d been pretty good. Maybe it was her most recent trip to the schloss? But...| mean, shethought,
they couldn’t possibly know about that.

Of course not.

Scuffing dust, Lady Neku did her way to the middle of the corridor and finished with aquick twirl that
|eft her dizzy and dightly breathlessin front of adouble helix of steps. The spiral came out behind a



tapestry in the audience chamber above. Up close one could see that the tapestry of agirl with aunicorn
was gtitched, but from a distance the picture looked like apainting.

It wasvery old.

Millions of years had been mentioned. Right back to the far sde of the Great White, when there was only
oneinhabited planet and thiswasit. Of course, millionswasrelaive. Like most thingsto do with time, it
all depended on how fast you were going, who was doing the counting, and where they stood.

Onthat basi's, her great-great-great-great-grandfather had been nine hundred and ninety-nine thousand,
three hundred and twenty when he died, which was ridicul ous, because everyone knew he' d died young.

History only made senseif one discounted the jump. Always assuming one could define jump inaway
that actually made sense. It seemed to Lady Neku that the originators had undertaken the temporal
equivaent of dumping waste. Smal wonder her world now came with its own exclusion zone,

Inagalaxy rich with life no one came caling and the last people to be shifted forward were the families
themsdves, fdling into aworld where the future had arrived before them.

It was a cheap trick, that was what her mother said.
“Where are my brothers?’ Lady Neku demanded.

A smple answer would have been enough. Instead she got avisual of her mother’ s study, with its
amber-pandled walls, old carpets, and stained glasswindows. Lady Katchatka sat in agilded chair
beneath ahuge mirror, her greying hair brushed back from aravaged face. There were wooden stools set
out for the boys, but they still sat at her feet. Lady Katchatka was stroking Petro’s hair as she might
stroke a cat, absent-mindedly and only half aware.

“Who wasthe last to see her?’

That was Nico, the youngest. A good three years older than his sster, helooked younger, hisface il
round with childhood and hisdark hair worn so it flopped eegantly into one eye. “Well?’ he demanded,
brushing imaginary dust from ablack velvet deeve.

Petro and Antonio shrugged as one.
“Y ou know what she'slike,” said Petro. “I’m not even sure thisisagood idea.”
Thefingers stroking his hair stopped their caress.

“I can seeitsgood points,” hesaid quickly. “1’m just worried about what will happen if the plan goes
wrong.”

“Itwon't,” said Lady Katchatka. “ All she hasto do is shut up and smile. How hard can that be?’

“For Neku...?” said Antonio, only to drop into silence the moment he realised her question was
rhetorica.

“What interestsme,” Nico said, “iswhat you' re going to tell her. I mean, thisis Neku. When did she last
do anything expected of her? Asfar as she's concerned, we might aswell not exist.”

| wish, thought Lady Neku. “Do they know I’'m watching?’ she asked, not bothering to vocalise her
question. “No...What | meanis...Oh fuck, you know what | mean.”



“They don’t know you' rewatching,” said High Strange. “Besides,” it said, “you'renot, | am.”
“There sadifference?’

“Once upon atime,” said High Strange, “humans believed the earth wasflat.” Before Lady Neku could
protest that she aready knew this, High Strange dipped the lights around Lady Neku, then re-lit them.
She was meant to listen, Lady Neku realised.

“They believed the earth was flat because it looked flat.”

“Wall, obvioudy,” began Lady Neku, then stopped. “ Sorry,” she said, when she redlised she'd
interrupted anyway.

“No,” said the voice. “Go on. What shapeisthe earth?’

“Round,” said Lady Neku.

“How do you know?’

“Because | can seeit from most of the windows.” She stopped, wondering why the voice laughed.

“People see only what they expect to see,” it said. “To you, the planet is round, because that’ s how it
looks. Y ou need to ask yourself how it looks to people who live under its surface.” Lady Neku thought
about that. “Hat,” she said findly. Shewasn't convinced by this answer, but it seemed to be the answer
expected. “ Although they know it’sround...”

“How?’
“Because wetd| them.”

“You tdl them lots of things. Since the bulk of what you say islies, why should they know which
fragments are true? Y ou say they are here for their own good. Y ou say you exist to protect them. How
simple do you think these people are?’

“Very,” sid Lady Neku.

High Strange sighed. “ Y ou should go,” it said. *'Y ou know how your Lady Mother hates to be kept
waiting.”

“Okay,” said Lady Neku, then hesitated. “What does believing the earth isflat have to do with my
mother?’

“Think about it,” said thevoice. “And tidy yourself up beforeyou goin.”

Obvioudy enough, since Lady Neku was officidly unaware that her mother wanted to see her, and since
her mother’ s study was not somewhere the girl would usudly go, she needed to find areason to visit.

“Figh,” shetold her cat.

Thiswas enough to get the animd’ s attention.

“Red?

“Of course,” promised Lady Neku, wondering where she' d get fresh fish thistime. Her mistake had been



to feed the anima Nico'sgoldfish in thefirst place, no matter how much her cat begged.
“Now?’
“Later,” shesadfirmly.

All the cat had to do was get comprehensively lost. Since High Strange had a hundred and nineteen levels
in the spire aone, twelve spars, ninety knot roomsin the ring to handle karman lines and more
maintenance tunnel s than anyone had ever bothered to count, that should be relatively easy.

Oncethe cat had doped off, adding extra demands and sub-clausestied to any late delivery of itsfood,
Lady Neku took ashower. The water was warm and undoubtedly tasteless, but she still kept her mouth
firmly shut. Lady Neku used water because Nico once told her about a great aunt who was cooked so

thoroughly in amafunctioning cleanser that flesh fel from her bones.

A week |ater, he stopped her in acorridor and wondered, idly, if she redlised the liquid in which she now
bathed was distilled from his piss? An hour passed before Lady Neku started to worry about how Nico
knew she' d begun taking showers.

Having dried hersdlf, Neku dressed in asimple white frock and combed her hair until it fell around her
shoulders. She debated using asilk scarf to hide the scar on her throat and decided againgt.

The staircase to her mother’ s study was empty. Lady Neku stopped, rephrasing that thought. There were
no members of her immediate family on the stairs. There were, however, numerous servitors, aguard,
and akitchen girl. All looking dightly bresthless, asfugees did when placed in high orbit. The girl had

been crying.
“It' sokay,” said Lady Neku. “Y ou can tel meif something’swrong.”
The girl kept her mouth shut and her eyes on her fedt.

“Or not...” Having opened the study door, Lady Neku barged her way into the room and froze just
ingde

“I'm...” She caught hersdlf. “Lady Mother.” The curtsey Neku sketched was almost elegant. “Lord
Brothers”

Lady Katchatka s smile spoke of deep thoughts and dark plans. Her smile and her eyes were two of
Lady Katchatka' s strongest assets. Her daughter took care not to smile back.

“You'relate,” said Nico.

“For what?’ Lady Neku did agood job of looking puzzled. Since dl four of them regarded her asan
idiot, thistook remarkably little effort. She just pulled aface and her brothers and mother imposed their
own meanings onto the expresson.

“My message,” Lady Katchatka said.

“What?" Lady Neku bowed her head. She had no wish to get dapped. “I’'m sorry,” shesaid. “I must
have missed the call.” Neku saw her mother blink and knew she was checking with the mgor domo.

“I sent it an hour ago.”



“Ah...” Neku took timeto consider this. “I’ve been looking for my cat.” What correlation there could be
between the cat being missing and the call went unspecified, but no one asked her to explain. One of the
great advantages of being the family idiot wasthat she had very littleto live up to.

“Did you try asking the kami ?* said Nico, with asmirk.
“Nico.” Their mother’ svoice was sharp.
“Just wondering,” he said.

“Well stop.” Lady Katchatka glared round at the boys, softening her gaze asit reached her daughter,
which worried Lady Neku greetly. “We Il have no such talk...you can go,” shetold Nico. “You can dl
go.” She meant the boys. “Y our Sster and | have awedding to discuss.”

CHAPTER 27 — Saturday, 23 June
“N@(t. . .11

Theimmigration officer a Heathrow flicked through the Japanese girl’ s passport to check the ssamp
marks, uncovering New Y ork, Paris, and Milan. After this, he matched her face to the smiling
photograph and took fingerprints, checking these confirmed atwel ve-point match with the example held
on her pasport’ sdigita gtrip.

Thefingerprintstalied. And the passport definitdy showed the young girl shuffling her feet in front of him,
though her hair looked shorter, having been pinned back before the picture was taken. Neku was
pleased with that touch. She dready knew the digitd strip said dl the right things, down to height, weight,
original hair colour, and iris pattern. So far no one had checked these, but it was good to know the
detailswere correct if they did.

Besides, what €lse was she going to do with dl that stolen cash, if not give afistful of it to Tetsuo for top
of therangefakes...Invest it, buy herself an gpartment in Marunouchi, give the stuff back? She could just
imaginetrying. Hi, I’'mno longer the person who took your money. These days I’ m someone
else...No, honestly.

“Why are you here?’
“Holiday,” said Neku.

“And you'restaying a...” The officer examined the form Neku had filled out on the plane. “Flat 7, 5
Hogarth Mews, Fitzrovia?’

“North of Soho,” said Neku brightly. “A friend of thefamily. I’'m using hisflat.” She' d gotten the address
from No Neck, who'd been giveniit by Kit.

“Do you plan to find work in England?

It was one of those trick questions. Neku knew it was atrick question because the man left adight gap
between each word and watched her eyes.

“| intend to write.”

While he was il thinking this one through, Neku unzipped her shoulder bag and dumped a paperback
of TunaBelly in front of him. When he still looked blank, she took back her passport and opened it,



pointing out the match between names.

“It contains a clear and troubling truth,” Neku announced, trandating the cover quote.
Theman looked blank.

“Y ou know fan boys,” said Neku.

He looked blanker till.

“They love manga, video games, fighting beautty....” He was muddled, Neku could tell by his strange
green eyes. “Fan boys,” she said. “People think they want to fuck fighting beauty, anime gun-wielding
girls. No, otaku want to be fighting beauty. Bishoujo, cute teenage girls, they want to be fighting beauty
t00. So everyone liked this book, even old people...”

“Youwrotethis?’
Neku nodded, watching him check her date of birth and work out her age.
“Right,” hesaid, “I see”

Quite what he saw went unsaid, but it probably didn’t matter. He slamped her passport with an inky
sguare and handed it back to her. No one stopped her in customs, which was probably just aswell
because Neku had lined the bottom of her shoulder bag with $10,000 in hundred-dollar bills, three
bundles at atime wrapped in dust covers stolen from hardback books.

Having debated what to do with the rest of her haul, given that she could only leave her bag in alocker
for three days at atime, Neku had come up with a solution that was either extremely clever or
unbelievably stupid, only time would tell. She took the bag to Mrs. Oniji, dong with the bowl dug from
theruinsof Pirate Mary’s.

Shetold the woman how she found the bowl, then suggested by implication that the bag belonged to Kit
Nouveau. The bowl wasto be apresent for Mr. Oniji, aman famous for collecting ceramics...Neku
would let her know what to do with the bag.

After Mrs. Oniji got over her initid surprise, which divided into three parts:

1) That Neku knew where shelived
2) That Neku knew about her friendship with the Englishman
3) That Neku thought it might be agood ideato give Mr. Oniji the bowl

Sheinvited Neku inside and offered the girl tea.

A metro ran from Heathrow airport to one of the most famous underground stationsin London. She
knew this because it was in amagazine stuck into the back of the seat in front of her on the plane. The
magazine said using the London metro system was very easy, which turned out to be alie. By thetime
thethird train was ready to leave, Neku had planned her route, bought a ticket, found a seat, and settled
hersdlf infor thejourney.



If thetrain was dirty the stations through which it passed were worse. Asfor Piccadilly Circus...thiswas
one of theworld' s greatest tourist areas, London’s equivaent of Ginza, or S0 it said in the magazine.
Neku wasn't sure what she expected, but English people came somewhere near the top of her list.

A dozen people jostled Neku as she |eft the station. One man even moved her aside on the escalator, as
if shifting some inanimate object out of hisway. The steps up streamed with dl races and colours and no
one seemed to notice the mix of languages or the wild and wide variety of clothes. Identifying groupswas
impossible, because everyone seemed to be agroup of their own. And yet how could dl these people
know who they were without aframework to define them?

“Y ou might want to move.”
“I might...?’

“Comeon,” said the boy inablack suit. “Let me get you out of here” He led Neku away from the steps
and around afat metd rail that existed to stop people stepping into the road. It didn’t work, because men
kept jumping over it.

“ Japanese?’ asked the boy.

Neku nodded, which seemed easier than trying to explain why he was both right and wrong.
“Thought s0,” he said. “Y ou look Japanese.”

When Neku touched her face, he smiled. “No,” he said. “Y our clothes”

“My...7" Neku glanced at hersdlf in a shop window, catching glimpses of hersdlf in the occasiona gap
between other peopl€ sreflections. He wasright, she did look very foreign. Too mote, much too soft
and cutesy for thiscity.

“I’'m Neku,” she said, making adecison.

“Charlie...” He shook her hand, and grinned as Neku gave abow. “Let me buy you alaite,” he said,
then stopped, seeing her smile. “What?’ Charlie demanded.

“Just wondering,” Neku said, as she linked her arm through his. “What it is about strange men and
coffeg”

“I'll just belate,” said Charlie, putting atray down on the table. “ God knows, they owe me.”
Neku looked puzzled.
“I work at the Virgin Megastore,” he said. “Weekends only.”

On the café table next to the tray was a Time Out, an Elle, and a GQ... Those had been the magazines
Neku recognised. Also on the table wasa Mirror, Mail, and Times, plusafree paper and amagazine
she’ d bought from a homeless man with adog on her way to the caféin Oxford Street.

“Thiscity samdls,” shetold Charlie.

He looked offended.

“All citiessmell,” Neku said hestily.

“Of what?’ he asked, diding achip into the mobile they’ d picked up three doors before Caffé Nero,



after Neku suddenly stopped dead in front of Vids4U and nearly caused apile up of pedestrians.

“It varies,” shesaid, adding, “I’m serious,” when Charlie glanced up. “London smells of coffee and cars
and women's perfume. Also swest.”

“And Tokyo?’
“Noodles,” shesaid, “and sawage.”

Charlielooked mollified. “Y our battery needsacharge,” he said. “ But you' ve got enough to last until
then. Plug the phonein overnight, okay?’

“And | canjust buy more credit?’

“Sure,” said Charlie, “that’snot aproblem...” He glanced round the busy café and then looked at his
watch. “I should move,” he said, sounding reluctant. “Maybe we could get coffee again sometime...”

When Charlieleft it was with Neku' s new phone number and a promise they’ d meet soon. “All those
magazines,” he said, as he hovered on the edge of going. “ Are you trying to catch up on our culture?’

“Onyour world,” said Neku, glad that he smiled.

She gtarted with the Times, because that |ooked the most serious and she believed in getting the difficult
jobs over firdt, then she read the Mail and the Mirror and dl the magazines.

Black was back, Cartagena was the new Bogota, Rome still believed it might win the Olympic bid,
and bikers had rioted in Tokyo. The M25 corpse was currently unidentified and fifteen men had
been arrested in Leeds. The police were refusing to say on what charge...

At theend of it dl, having read every single sentence of every single paragraph, Neku wasn't sure she
was all that much wiser, but at least the film posters she’ d seen on London bus shelters and the pictures
on other peopl€ stee-shirts had finally begun to make sense.

The laptop Neku bought from a second-hand shop in Tottenham Court Road came with Web access,
obvioudy enough. The small Indian woman behind the counter even threw in six months' free connection
when sheredlised Neku intended to pay cash, albeit in dollarsrather than local currency. After that,
Neku went clothes shopping, had her hair cut, and dropped her piercingsin abin. Well, thefacia ones

anyway.

A maninataxi looked put out when Neku asked to be taken to Hogarth Mews. At first, Neku thought
this was because of how she dressed, athough there were many girls out shopping dressed far more
strangely, and in some cases barely dressed at al. And then Neku decided it was because she was
Japanese, but couldn’t see why that would worry him, since he looked African.

It was only when he turned down one street, turned up another, and stopped outside an arch that Neku
realised she' d been less than two minutes' walk from where she needed to be.

“Thank you,” she said, giving the man twenty dollars. When it looked asif he was about to complain, she
handed him another twenty.

He drove off without saying goodbye.

CHAPTER 28 — Saturday, 23 June



Hogarth Mews cameto ahdt at ared door in awhitewall, shortly after thelittle courtyard turned
abruptly right. Four other houses made up the mews, three to the left of the entrance, one dmost directly
on theright. The house with the red door was around the corner and invisible from the street.

This house had six windows. One of them was at ground level and this had iron bars covering arotting
window frame. On the plus side, dl the other windows to number 5 Hogarth Mews had flower boxes
and the front door had been painted recently enough to still be sticky.

Putting down her shopping bags, Neku examined the buzzers. Not a name or anumber between thelot
of them. Choosing one at random, she pushed hard and when no one answered, she pushed it again. On
her third try someone shouted from insde. At Neku’ sfifth attempt, footsteps were heard and awoman
with paint in her hair yanked open the door. Whatever she expected to seeit obvioudy wasn't asmartly
dressed young Japanese girl in black jeans, white sneakers, and black Banana Y ashimoto tee-shirt, all
from RetroMetro in Covent Garden.

Bowing deeply, Neku smiled. “I'm sorry,” she said. “ Could you repest that?’
“The buzzers” said the woman, then stopped. “1t doesn't matter...”
“What about them?’

“Fucking broken,” said the woman. “Doesn’'t matter which one you choose, they al ring.” Sheflicked
ash from her cigarette, dragged alast gasp from its stub, and dropped the filter onto cobbles, crushing it
with abare hed. “ Someone s going to have to mend it, probably me...”

Neku decided not to explain that she had, in fact, been ringing al of them.
“Which flat wereyou after?’
“Thetop one,” said Neku. “I’'m looking for Kit Nouveau.”

The English woman was blonde, with long curling hair and jeansfar tighter than those Neku wore. She
had on aman’s shirt, with the tails untucked and enough buttons undone at the neck for Neku to see her
breasts, which were very small. Vermillion paint smudged her cheek. Her teeth when she smiled were
dightly yelow.

“Areyou sureyou' ve got theright flat?’

Pulling No Neck’ s note from her pocket, Neku checked the address. FHat 7, 5 Hogarth Mews, Fitzrovia,
London, WC1...as an afterthought, she handed over the note.

“Right,” said the woman, “I guessthis means Mary sold the place.”
“No,” said Neku. “Mary committed suicide.”

Over gininacourtyard that had been glassed over to make asmdl studio, Neku told Mary’ s story as
No Neck had told it to her, complete with the holes and contradictions he’ d appeared not to see. But
first Sophie Van Allen, artist and bell mender, introduced hersdf, having finaly remembered thet she
didn’t know Neku's name.

“Redlly...Lady Neku?" said Sophie, sounding impressed. “I didn’t know the Japanese went in for that
quff.”

The gin, when Sophiefetched it, came in tooth mugs, and the chipswere till in their packet rather than a



bowl, but she listened attentively as Neku relayed al the things No Neck had told her, about Mary
stepping off the side of aferry and about how Mary hadn’t seen Kit for fifteen years but had il eft him
everything she owned.

“That'slove, | guess,” said Neku.
Sophi€ sface twisted.

“You don't agree?’

“Can’t have pleased the cokehead.”

Neku waited politely for Sophie to redlise she had absolutely no ideawho that might be...“Mary’s
boyfriend,” explained Sophie. “Too pretty for hisown good. Y ou know how it is. Looks get to be a
problem in the end, because you end up relying on them just around the time they begin to fade.”

It sounded to Neku asif the woman might be talking about herself.

“| thought,” said Sophie, “you know, that Mary and Ben had just moved in together. Happens all thetime
in London. Couples share, but keep their own flatsjust in case the shit sarts flying. Common sense
redly.”

“Didn’'t you notice the police?” Neku said, then wondered if that wastoo rude. “1 mean, when they
searched theflat?”

“They might have come by,” she admitted. “'Y ou know, collect asample of Mary’ swriting, that kind of
stuff. When did you say this happened?’ Sophie VVan Allen counted back on her fingersto reach an
answer. ‘| wasinltady,” she said, nodding to hersdf. “Christmasin Horence.”

“Redlly,” said Neku. “When did you get back?’
“About five weeks ago.”

Taking asip of dmogt-nesat gin, Neku grimaced. Nothing would surprise her, and the English woman's
natural habitat seemed to be squalor, to judge from the empty cups and the unwashed plates that stacked
adozen deep, with forks il protruding between each plate. Pizza boxes covered the floor liketiles.
How anyone could eat that much take-out and remain thin was beyond Neku.

A row of five canvasses stood drying against onewall, dl showing a variation of the same picture. The
subject was topless, had wild blonde hair and nipples so dark they were dmost black. So far as Neku
could tell, that woman was currently drinking gin opposite her.

“Sdf portraits,” said Sophie, catching Neku's gaze. * For an exhibition in Amsterdam. 33/33 @
Thirty-three... That'smy age,” she added. “ Thirty-three oils showing me aged thirty-three, to be
exhibited at Gallery 3+30.”

“Where are the others?’ asked Neku.
“I haven't painted them yet.”

Putting her cup down among the others, Neku stood. “1’'m sorry,” she said. “1 should let you get on with
your work.”

“Guess 0,” said Sophie. “Who did you say you were meeting?’



“Kit Nouveau.”
“And he ownstheflat now?’
Neku nodded.

“Okay,” said Sophie, “I don’'t mean to be nosy—but you're afriend of his, right?’ It was hard to tell
from theway Sophie said friend if the word meant to carry more than its obvious meaning.

“He used to buy me coffee.”

Sophiesmiled. “I'll get you aspare key.”

None of thelightsin the flat worked because the electricity was off, aswasthe gas. Water ill ran from
thetapsin itstiny kitchen and even smdler bathroom. Obvioudy enough, it ran cold. So Neku took a
cold shower and then used the lavatory, which wasincredibly primitive but till flushed and refilled on
demand.

It was the lavatory that told Neku the police had been there, because they’ d removed itslid and | eft the
thing propped against a shower cubicle. Also, the bed was on its side, the under sink cupboard was open
and someone had turned out most of Mary’ s drawers, without bothering to repack any of the clothes.

That was the flat—a bedroom, a kitchen, and a shower room. Neku had expected something bigger. A
frosted-glass door across the landing had bolts above and below its glass, with an old key sticking from a
battered lock. Since the note asking peopl e to keep this door shut was signed Mary, and that meant its
secrets had to belong to flat 7, Neku yanked back the bolts, twisted the key, and found herself on asmall
roof garden.

Roof ex-garden, redly. Dead lavender spiked from aterra-cotta pot. An old ceramic sink had been filled
with peat and planted with...“Mint,” Neku decided, dropping crumbled leavesto thefloor.

It was pretty, the garden; walled and degant and not redly overlooked, unlessyou included an office
block three streets away and the Post Office Tower. What was more, it had atiny wooden shed built
againg thefar wall. She could deep there, Neku decided. In the meantime she might aswell clear up.

CHAPTER 29 — Saturday, 23 June

“Look,” said Patrick Robbe-Duras. “Have you any ideahow badly you hurt Mary?’ Liver spots covered
the backs of his hands, which were so thin that his fingers looked like twigs wrapped in wet paper. Never
the less, Pat shook off Kit' s attempt to take the tray with an abrupt shake of his head.

“Wdl?

There were those who said Pat was the brains behind the move to unite haf adozen areas of London
into onerigidly controlled fiefdom. They were usudly people who' d never actudly met his ex-partner.

“Yes” sad Kit. “I have. It was unforgivable.”

Hewaited while Pat put atray on the table, and waited some more for Pat to remove two cups and
place them on date coagters. Kit was having trouble reconciling this cardigan-wearing old man with the
dapper, tweed-coated figure he remembered from his childhood.



“I’'m glad you know that,” said Pat. “If you'd denied it, | was planning to get very cross.” They sat at a
pinetablein along kitchen, with low cellings and leaded windows that stared out across doping lawns
towards the stump of an old cherry tree and aslver twist of river beyond.

For dl that he' d been born in Dublin and shared most of hisadult lifewith Kate O’ Mdly, the man quietly
spping tea had obviousy become aLondoner at heart, with aLondoner’ sdreams of retiring to alittle
cottage in the country.

“Y ou don’'t gpprove?’

“A little too pretty for me.”

“You and Mary both,” said Pat. “ She hated this place. Too chi-chi, too negt, too everything redlly.”
“Stll, you likeit. That’ swhat matters.”

“Actudly,” said the man, “it leaves me cold. That was what made Mary o cross.”

“Sowhy buy it?’

Pat sghed. “Y ou visted Seven Chimneys,” he said. “ Damn it, that was probably where...No,” he sad,
“let’ snot even go there. Y ou visited the house. So you must know why | bought this.”

“Becauseit couldn’t be more different?’
“Story of my life,” said Pat. “Y ou should have seen my firgt wife.”
“Quiet, discregt, understated?’

Pat Robbe-Duras nodded. “ It was a disaster. She took my surname, so Katie wouldn't...my family
hated that. Not that Katie could have children, asit turned out.”

Kit looked a him.
“Mary was adopted,” said Pat. “ Surely shetold you?’
“No,” Kit said. “Never. You don’t regret not...”

“| adored Mary,” said Pat. “And Katie isthelove of my life.” Helooked at Kit, and shook his head,
amost gently. “We separated only because | ingsted,” said Pat. “I’' m dying. I’ d have thought that was
obviousto anyone. Come on, let me show you the garden.”

The lawns were cut by aboy who camein on Wednesdays. A woman camein from the villageto clean
the house on Mondays and Fridays. Dr. Porteustried to drop by on Tuesdays and, if possible, on
Thursdays aswell. Mary used to come down some weekends. The police drove by a couple of timesa
week to check that everything was okay and the farmer who owned the fields next door kept half a
dozen Charolais cattlein Pat’ s paddock, and was around every other day.

“So you can see,” Pat said, as he stopped by the stump of the cherry. “Y ou're lucky to find me aone.”
He nodded at a battered oak bench, indicating that Kit should sit. “ There are a couple of questions1’d
liketo ask you.”

“Youcan ak,” sad Kit.

“Thefirg,” sad Pet, “iswhy you hung up on mein Tokyo.”



“I was busy being sick,” said Kit, which was close enough to the truth to do. He d have hung up anyway,
probably.

“But you' d dready been told that Mary was dead.”
“Yes” Kit sad. “But not when it happened.”

Pdl e blue eyes hooked into his. Watery and old, framed by lower lids that drooped and brows so low
they must limit what Pat Robbe-Duras could actually see. It wasn’t acold or even angry gaze, more
curious, asif the man had moved beyond extremes, despite his earlier threats of anger.

“The date matters?’

“Mary wrote,” said Kit. “ She sent me a postcard.”

“When?” Such asmpleword.

Kit took a deep breath. “ The week before she killed herself.”
“Areyou going to tell mewhat it said?’

“No,” sad Kit, shaking hishead. “But | promise you onething. It didn’t mention suicide or give areason
for doing what shedid.”

“Assuming shedid.”
“| thought you were the onewho...?’

Pat leaned back on his bench and stared at atwist of silver river. A willow draped its branchesinto the
water and aflotilla of baby cootswere chirping their way around rushes on the far bank. It looked idyllic,
if you liked that sort of thing. When Pat finally spoke hisvoice wasflat, stripped of al emotion.

“Mary’sdead,” hesaid. “I’'m just not sureit was suicide... That’ swhat | wanted to see you about. Let
me be honest....| never expected Katie to find you. But telling her to keep looking beat having her disturb
the police with mad theories about what wasredly going onin Mary’slife.”

“Whichwas...?’
“What you'll find out for me,” said Pet, reaching for Kit' swrigt.
Kit unpeeled the old man’ sfingers. “People can do things without reason,” he said.

Standing up, Pet said, “Y ou’ re wrong. Everything hasitsown logic. If Mary killed herself | want to know
why. Which brings usto my fina question. Why would someone like Katie, who believes you ruined her
daughter’slife, ask Kit Newton for help?’

“Because,” said Kit, “she' sdesperate.”

“Thank God,” the old man said. “At least you understand that much.”

They ate cold chicken in asmal dining room with ocak boards and agranite overmante carved in aflat,
amos stark style. A huge gilded mirror had been fixed to thewall with its base resting on two wooden
blocksthat, in turn, rested on the mantel below.



“Too heavy to hang properly,” said Pat. “ But the room needsthelight.”

A couple of early Victorian oil landscapes adorned onewall, above asilver jug which was tarnished with
lack of cleaning. The table had wooden pegsin place of screws and a Persian rug covering the floor had
aholein one corner. Kit found it impossible to know if hewaslooking at discreet poverty or apriceless
collection of antiques he was too ignorant to recognise.

“You know,” said Pat, “I’m grateful you came. | wasn't even sure Katie would pass on my message.”
“Itwasacloserun thing,” admitted Kit. “ She dmost forgot.”

Pat snorted. “Katie hasamemory like an dephant,” he said, reaching for hiswhite wine. “ She never
forgetsand rarely forgives. If you only understand one thing about Katie O’ Mally, understand that. She
believesMary isdive, | don't...I do, however, want to know why my daughter killed hersdf.”

“Suppose | find out,” said Kit. “Are you redly sure you want the answer?’
“Let’ sfacethat whenweget toit.”

By thetime ataxi arrived to take Kit to the railway station he knew everything Pat knew about his
daughter’ srecent life; which was either surprisingly little or Patrick Robbe-Duraswas being lessthan
honest.

Kit knew she' d had ahandful of lovers, none of them serious. Apparently, Katie had hated the lot.
“Andyou?’ asked Kit. “How did you fed ?”’
Pat’' ssmilewas sour. “I'm apragmatist,” he said. “ After you, anything was an improvement.”

Kit tried to remember how Mgjor Y amota had framed his questions. The way the Japanese detective
had approached each fact from a dozen different angles, like a swordsman looking for the perfect strike.
It was hard to know if such skill was an art or science. Whichever, Kit lacked the experienceto interview
deftly and he sumbled instead through what might have been wrong with Mary’slife.

By the end of the afternoon Kit knew that Mary’ s gallery was breaking even, which was more than could
be said for most gdleriesin centra London. She seemed happy on the occasions Pat saw her, which was
less often than he would have liked.

Her flat had been a belated eighteenth birthday present, Mary having returned home shortly after her
actud birthday. She' d been in Amsterdam and Dublin, then goneto Madrid, travelling. At least that was
how Mary explained her two year absence.

Mary owned theflat in Hogarth Mews outright, without mortgage. She had an alowance from Kate.
Most of what Pat owned was dready held in trust for her. She worked the hours she worked because
she wanted to...

Nothing Kit discovered came close to suggesting areason for suicide. Which ether meant Pat was
keeping silent about something or knew less about Mary than he wanted to believe. Maybe that was true
of every family.

Asthe cab from alocd firm pulled into Pat’ slittle drive, crunching gravel in front of hisivy-covered front
door, Kit turned back to ask the only question that mattered.

“What aren’'t you telling me?’



Pat’ s answer was unexpected. It was aso grubby and friable from having been read too many times and
had muddy fingerprints across the flap. Kit's name was scrawled across the front of an envelopeinink
that had faded with age.

“Takeit,” sad Pdt. “Better late than never.”
Kit, hi...

Reading in the back of the cab made Kit fed sick. So he dipped Mary’ sletter into itstatty envelope and
saved it for the twenty-five minutes he had to wait for atrain on awindy platform in the middle of
nowhere.

Theletter had been given to him without gpology.

“Y ou found this after she died?’

“No,” said Pat. “I've dways had it. Mary posted it through your letter box.”
“So how did you get it?’

“Y our father. He recognised Mary’ swriting and kept it. For safety, he said.”

Thewordsindgdewere smple. Grief, anger, and guilt had stripped away any pretence of literary style.
Her other notesto him, few asthey were, had been clever or witty, carefully worded and designed to
impress. All of that was missing. Mary wanted to know what he' d said to Josh the morning before Josh
died. She wanted explanations.

“When did he giveit to you?’
“After he heard Mary was missing. We d reported it to the police.”

Y eah, Kit knew al about that. Somehow he' d ended up at the top of their suspect list. It said soin the
newspapers.

“Katie was convinced you' d killed her.” 1t seemed Kit had been saved by asingle line on acard posted
in Dublin. Even Kate O’ Mally had accepted Mary was unlikely to be writing from beyond the grave.

“Did my father say why he kept it?’
“He thought you were abad influence on Mary.”
“Andyou,” asked Kit, feding emptinessin his omach. “What did you think?’

Pat smiled sadly. “Me,” hesaid, “I dways thought it was the other way round.”

CHAPTER 30— Saturday, 23 June

Three hours and two changes of train took Kit to London. And by the time he reached the head of ataxi
gueue a Waterloo station, he' d added another twenty minutes to this. The sky above the Houses of
Parliament was aready turning pink as ablack cab carried him over the flat greyness of Waterloo bridge.
Theflood lights on the Savoy Hotel werelit and theriver level was|ow.

It was colder than Tokyo, lesshumid. But it was till hotter than Kit remembered. What little energy he



hed after the flight and his meeting with Mary’ sfather had been leached away by reading her letter. He
was nine hours behind where his body believed it was and fifteen years removed from the boy to whom
that |etter had been addressed.

Readingit il hurt.

At firgt the city was as he remembered; grand buildings gone dightly to seed, ajumble of Victorian hotels
and theatres cheek by jowl with office blocks, too much traffic and too little road planning. It was only
when helooked back at the National Theatre with its neon liftsrising to the roof gardensthat Kit began
to accept that London had changed. The police checkpoint near Holborn confirmed hisview.

Kit took ataxi because he wastoo tired to find the flat on hisown. In his pocket he had a Japanese
video phone, as usdlessin London asits English equivalent wasin Tokyo. Also in his pocket wasa
passport, aleather wallet containing £500 in small notes, and the keys Kate O’ Mally had given himto
Mary'sold flat.

Whatever Mary had said in her note about the flat being his, Hogarth Mews was only on loan until Mary
wanted the place back, Kate was very clear about that. It had seemed best to nod.

“Okay,” said thetaxi driver. “I’ d better drop you here...No room to turn,” he added, while Kit fumbled
with the door. Thiswastrue. Even if the driver moved the binswaiting at the entrance for next day’s
rubbish collection, turning insde the mewswas till impossible. A silver Porsche took up too much of the
available space under the arch. Vivadi played from ahaf-open window on the left and someone had
watered their flower boxes, so that water dripped like rain onto the car. Money, said the Porsche.
Arsehole, said its parking.

“She'supdairs”

Turning, Kit found himsdf facing a blonde woman with tied-back hair, in awnhite shirt splattered with
paint, a Gauloise hung from her mouth. Just in case Kit had missed the fact shewas artistic, shewas
holding afat brush and amulti-hued palette.

Maybe he was being unfair.

“| gave her Mary’ s spare key.” The woman hovered on the edge of saying something else. “I’'m Sophie,”
she added, though thiswas obvioudy a prelude to what she redly wanted to say.

Shaking hands, Kit found his own fingers sticky with paint. “Who'supgtairs...?’ He began to ask, but
Sophie had aready moved on.

“I’'msorry,” shesaid. “You know...about Mary. Must have been ared shock. | wasaway and...”
Sophie stopped. “I'm just sorry, dl right? Redlly sorry.” She sounded amost crossto find herself

explaning things
“Who'supgtairs?’ Kit asked.

“Thekid...Apparently the dectricity to Mary’ sflat isoff, so I’ve lent the kid my lighter and a couple of
Diptyque candles.”

Which kid?

The obvious question answered itsdlf in acrash of feet on winding stairs and a head suddenly appearing
round the corner. Neku had been waiting and listening. She looked defiant rather than nervous.



“Fuck,” said Kit. “What are you doing here?” Then he took another look at the Japanese girl and
blinked. “ And what the hell happened to your hair?’

Sophie snorted. “I'll leaveyoutoit,” shesaid.

After Neku' sthird attempt to explain why shewasin London, Kit decided it could wait. He decided this
because every attempt to explain reduced Neku to tears which seemed to be of anger. Shefelt the
answer should be obvious. “Who ese knowsyou' re here?” he demanded, settling his back against the
rallings of theflat’ slittle roof garden.

“No Neck,” said Neku.
Kit was shocked.

“And Mrs. Oniji...l gave her Yoshi’ sbowl,” Neku added, seeing Kit'slook. “ Someone hasto ook after
it. You werein hospital and | wasfrightened it might, you know...” Shelooked sck at the mere thought.
“That would be adisaster.”

“What would?” Kit wanted to know.

“If the bowl broke.”

Hetook a deep breath. “Why should it break?’

“It hasacrack,” said Neku, “down one side. Hairline, amost impossible to spot without X-rays.”
Kit stared at her.

“It begins below the rim,” said Neku. “And runs from there to the base. I’ ve been wondering if the crack
isintentiond. An artist’ s acknowledgement of the flawsinherent in al perfection...” Looking a Kit, she
sad, “You don’t have the faintest idea why this matters, do you?’

“No,” sad Kit, going to fetch another jug of water.

Refilling her glass, Neku returned to her cushion. They were watching the sun settle behind date roofs, as
seagulls circled the London sky above and the western edge of the city finally turned from dark pink to
purple. Searchlights aready swept the sky, clustered above the obvious places—Parliament,
Buckingham Palace, Downing Street, and the financial centres of the city.

“Areyou going to tell me?” Kit asked.

Neku considered the star-specked sky and shivered in the first stirrings of anight wind. This planet was
weird, its cities chaotic and its socid structures fragmented to the point of being incomprehensible. Every
breath she took was probably poisoning her.

“No,” shesadfinaly. “I don’t think I am. Y ou wouldn’t understand anyway.” She shrugged, shuffled on
her cushion, and got up, only to sit down again afew seconds later.

“Wha' swrong?’
“Thisbody,” shesaid. “I just can’'t get used toit.”
“Youwill,” sad Kit. “That’' sjust an age thing.”

“Yeah,” said Neku. It wasthe first time he' d seen her grin.



CHAPTER 31— Nawa-no-ukiyo

“Marriage?’ So shocked was Lady Neku that she forgot to keep the horror out of her voice, but for
once her mother seemed not to notice. The girl could remember that much.

“Happensto usal,” said Lady Katchatka.

“Whomwill | marry?’

“Lucd Alambert. You'll likehim.”

Lady Neku froze.

“I’ve got some pictures,” said her mother, touching thewall. “Here...”
I"ll like him?

A boy of Lady Neku' s age stared out at her. Ash blond hair, pae eyes, and skin so thin it was almost
marble. Someone must have said something funny out of sight because Luc d’ Alambert suddenly grinned.
Although aglitch froze histop lip and shut one eye.

“What' swrong with the picture?’

“There snothing wrong with it,” said Lady Katchatka, waving away the connection. “Luc hasatiny
problem with one sde of hisface. Nerve damage. We Il haveit fixed when he arrives.”

“Why doesn't he haveit fixed himsdf?”

Lady Neku' s mother shrugged. “ The d’ Alamberts can be odd,” she said. “Hisfather hasfirm viewson
augmentation. As| said, we can haveit fixed when Luc arrives.”

Inbreds, throwbacks...Odd wasn't aword her mother usudly applied to the d’ Alamberts. Although
Neku had heard her use plenty of others. And little about this proposed marriage made sense.

“| thought we hated the d’ Alamberts?’

“Neku...” Thereprimand was swallowed. Instead, the elderly woman stood up and walked to amirror,
flicking her fingers so the glass reved ed the dusty landscape laid out below. An ocean filled the window’ s
upper corner. It looked sullen and lifeless, matted with purple weed. The waters had been teeming with
life once, or so the kami indgsted. Unfortunately, nowadays the shade cast by High Strange covered less
than a quarter of the Katchatka segment, and it was out there, in the naked sunlight, that Schloss Omga
could just be seen clinging to the Sde of amountain.

“It used to be beautiful,” said Lady Katchatka.

“The desert?’

“Grasdands back then. Grasslands and forest and savannah. The desert came later.”
“Can you remember when the world was different?’

Lady Katchatka glanced at her daughter to seeif Neku was serious. “How old do you think | am?’ she
asked.



“How old would you need to be?’
Her mother smiled sourly. “ Older than this”

Lady Neku nodded. “Mother...” Shewastaking arisk using the word without an honorific to formalise
it, but from the dight nod she got in reply, it had been arisk worth taking. “Wherewill | live?’

“With your husband.”

“Luc d Alambert?”

It was Lady Katchatka's turn to nod.
“And the wedding?’

“Will behere” said Lady Katchatkawith asmile. “Wewill invite the d’ Alamberts and the mgor
retainers. | have dready ordered our mgor domo to open up the unused circles of High Strange. It will
be magnificent.”

Lady Neku consdered this. Theidea dtill troubled her. “I don’t understand,” she said. “1 redlly thought
thed’ Alambertswereour...”

“You don’t have to understand.”

She watched her mother rein in her anger and take a very deep breath, the kind most people followed by
counting to ten.

“Something must change,” her mother said. “If it doesn’t then the families are going to tear each other
gpart. No one knows how much longer we can support life, at least at its present level. Five thousand
years, ten thousand, maybe more...but first we need peace.” Lady Katchatka shrugged. “I’m sorry it
comeséat aprice.”

That was when Lady Neku redlised the price was her.

Persondly Lady Neku doubted if the moon really had been split into six and divided between familieslike
an orange. All reliable records suggested the moon had amass of 7.35 x 10% kg, roughly an eightieth of
the original mass of the earth. The total mass of High Strange and the other five knotsin Nawa-no-ukiyo,
plusdl the karman lines and the sails came to lessthan hdlf this. So if the habitats had really been grown
from segments of moon, then where had the rest of it gone?

Lady Neku raised thiswith Nico, but he wasn't interested. Asfor her other two brothersthey barely
understood the question.

“Moon,” said Lady Neku, leaning against thewall of the duelling room. “Y ou know, used to go round us
like ababy planet back when the days were shorter?’

“Who'sus?’ Petro asked.
“Theearth,” said Lady Neku, nodding towards awindow.
“We'renot earth,” said Petro. “We re family.”

“Anyway,” said Antonio. “Who said days were shorter?’ He glanced at Petro, who grinned. “Oh, | get



it,” Antonio said. “ The kami told you.”
Both brothers burst into laughter.

Lady Neku left them to their laughter and the fight. Since High Strange could protect itself and fugees
were forbidden to use weapons, training with blades was utterly pointless. Apparently, the sheer
pointlessness was the point. At least it was according to Nico, who could beat both his brothers without
even bresking asweat. Not caring waswhat hetold Lady Neku, when his sigter first asked how he
managed it. She’ d been working hard to copy him ever since.

Thed Alamberts arrived in éeven ships. They arrived on the morning of the third day after her mother
told Lady Neku about her marriage and the whole of High Strange gathered to meet them.

“Empty,” said Petro, looking at the ships. “No one hasthis many servitors.”
“No,” Nico sad. “I’ ve checked. The mgor domo saysthevesselsarefull.”
Petro laughed.

“Multiplelifesgns” ingsted Nico. “On dl of the ships”

“Animasthen. To make them look occupied.”

“Maybe not,” said Antonio. “It could be ground dwellers.”

“Samething.”

“But they’d die,” said Neku. Everyone knew ground dwellers grew sick if moved out of their sphere.
“The d’ Alambertswouldn’t do that.”

“Who the fuck knowswheat they’d do?’ said Petro, then shut his mouth at a very pointed stare from his
mother.

“Look gtraight ahead,” Lady Katchatkatold her daughter. “ And for heaven's sake start smiling.” Lady
Neku did as she was ordered.

Thefirst ship wasthe biggest. It was red and yellow, athough the yellow had faded. The ship behind
looked newer, being bright red with no contrasting colour, and the ships beyond that were shades of
violet, pink, and blue. Despite hersdf, Lady Neku was impressed. She' d never seen aship that wasn't
black.

“Family colours,” said Nico, wragpping hisarm about hissster.
She edged away.
“Provincias,” said Petro. “What can one expect?’

Lady Katchatka shook her head. “Y ou'rewrong,” she said. “They just like to appear that way. Always
remember, looking weak can sometimes be a strength.”

An army poured from thefirst ship. A hundred men streamed down the ramp. They wore gold and red,
carried hand wegpons, and gazed intently at the family and servitors gathered to meet them. It was only
when Lady Neku looked closdly that she realised the group included old men and those who werelittle



more than children.
“And thisis meant to impress us?’ asked Nico.

The hundred men gathered into two lines and turned to face the door of the second ship. “Lord
d Alambert,” muttered Nico before the door had even begun to open.

“No,” said hismother. “Luc...”

“How did you know?" asked Lady Neku, when athin figure hesitated in the doorway, only to flinch at a
command from someone out of Sght. Raising his chin, Luc d’ Alambert put one foot on the ramp and
forced himself to take another step. His subsequent steps came more eeslly.

“If welet the boy livethen the old man will follow.”

Lady Neku looked at her mother in case she wasjoking. From the look on Lady Katchatka sface, her
daughter guessed not. “Isthat how you'd do it?”

“Probably,” said her mother. “But then | have three sons. Lord d’ Alambert has only one.”

The boy in the red jacket walked dowly towards the foot of the ramp, only too awvarethat al eyesin the
hangar were on him. He hesitated dightly at the bottom, before stepping onto the deck.

“What doeshethink?’ said Antonio. “That we ve dectrified that exact patch of ground?’
Nico looked interested. “Is that possible?’
Antonio ruffled hisbrother’ shair. “ Anything’ spossible” he said, “ given sufficient will.”

Glancing up, Luc d' Alambert caught the entire Katchatka family watching him and looked away. He was
shaking, Lady Neku redlised. For a second she considered walking out to meet him. Her mother might
be furious. On the other hand, her mother might be impressed. The problem with Lady Katchatka was
that it was never possible to work out which it would be in advance, and besides there were her
brothers' opinionsto consider.

Lady Neku decided to stay where she was.

“God,” said Petro, watching the boy walk dowly towards them. “I’m surprised they didn’t drown the
little shit &t birth.”

Luc d’ Alambert was short of stature. Scrawny, with anarrow face and deep set eyes. And hisskin...it
was pale enough to be amost transparent. A paper cut-out of area person.

“Lady Katchatka, my Lords, Lady Neku...”

Neku liked that she and her mother got name checks while her brothers were lumped in together,
athough she could tell from the stiffening of Nico’'s shouldersthat he d dready taken offence.

“My Lord Luc...” Somehow, while Lady Neku had been watching Nico, Petro, and Antonio and
wondering which was going to sneer firgt, her mother had moved forward to meet the boy.

Shit, thought Lady Neku.
“Goon,” hissed Nico.



She shook her head. Waiting until she was summoned now seemed the safest option. What did he see?
Lady Neku wondered. What did the boy see when helooked at her mother? A small woman in ablack
dresswho walked with astick, or amonster rumoured to have strangled her husband the moment she
tired of him? Harsh times produced harsh people and few came harsher than | sabeau K atchatka, who
joined the family as the fourteen-year-old bride of a man thirty years her senior and il ruled endless
decades | ater.

There was another rumour. Onethat said Nico, Petro, and Antonio shared no DNA with the father who
died before they were born. If thiswas true, then the heirsto High Strange had no link to the origina
family other than name. It aso threw an interesting light on an even darker rumour. That Lady Katchatka
shared her bed with all three of her sons.

If they came from her body aone, then Lady Katchatkawas, if rumour be believed, effectively deeping
with hersdlf. Personally Lady Neku doubted it. According to Nico, the only times he’ d shared abed with
his mother, the woman had done nothing but fall adeep and snore.

CHAPTER 32— Sunday, 24 June

A house phone started ringing half way through breakfast. Until then neither Kit nor Neku had redlised
the flat in Hogarth Mews possessed one. It was Neku who found the thing in an alcove behind aWarhol
print near the front door.

A joke, Kit decided, given the endless repetition of silk-screened ears on the print itself.

The phone wasivory white, and so old it teetered on the edge of being fashionably retro. Although what
Kit noticed was arow of keys hanging from hooks on the wall above. It looked like the police hadn’t
needed to break the locks on Mary’s cupboard after all.

“Kit Nouveau,” he said, picking up the receiver.

The laugh at the other end was mocking. “How much longer are you going to keep caling yoursdf that?’
demanded Kate, sounding herself now she was back on home ground.

“Until | can be bothered to changeit back.”
“Whichwill bewhen?’

“Probably never,” said Kit. “Maybe sooner. What do you want...?” He hadn’t intended to be so blunt,
but with Kate it was probably the best way to be.

“You saw Pat?’

“Yes, of course. | told you | would.”
“And how was he?’

“Dying,” sad Kit.

When Kate spoke again, even Neku, who hovered at Kit' s shoulder, could tell the woman was fighting
to hold her temper. “He gaveyou Mary'sorigind letter?’

“Yes” admitted Kit. “Hedid.”



“I knew hewould,” she said. “Pat always wanted to send that letter on. Unfortunately, by thetime he
argued meintoit you' d vanished. Anyway, | was more worried about tracking down my daughter.”

“Who came back,” said Kit.

“Eventudly...So what have you found out so far?’
“ Kate!”

“Just asking.”

Kit considered what he knew. Wondered what the underlying tidiness of theflat said about Mary’ s state
of mind in the hours before she' d locked the door for the last time, leaving abag of rubbish forgotten
insde. The chaos was superficia, upturned drawers and emptied cases. The carpets had been clean and
the floor tilesin the shower room wiped down. Even the wastepaper bin in the bedroom had been
emptied.

“She cancelled her milk, gas, and dectricity,” said Kit. “But not her telephone. The washing up was
done, her washing basket was empty, ditto the fridge, and her cooker’ s been cleaned.”

Mary had aso put unwanted vegetablesinto a Sainsbury’ s bag to throw away, then left them by the
door. A singleflaw to suggest she had bigger things on her mind. Neku had dumped the bag before Kit
arrived, only to watch in bemusement as he hauled it back and upended it into the shower cubicle, sorting
through adush of long-rotted lemons, peppers, and carrots.

“| thought it would be messier,” said Kit, “what with a police search and everything.”

“They didn’'t do one,” Kate said. “ Apparently, once Pat confirmed Mary’ swriting there was no need.”
Her voice made clear exactly what Kate thought about that. “ The police were too busy to come out.”

“Redly?’ Kit was pretty suretheflat had been searched by someone. “Doing what?’ he said.
“Whatever they do these daysinstead of solving crimes. Rounding up peoplein Bradford probably.”

It took al Kit'swill not to snort. Kate O’ Mally, ex-crime boss and icon of old London—well, in certain
circles—complaining about policeinefficiency and their lack of commitment. He wanted to give the
woman more...some hope, for whichever one of them redlly believed Mary was Htill aive, except nothing
inthe flat suggested shewas. All the neatness, the card to Tokyo, cancelling the milk—it looked to Kit
like awoman tying up theloose ends of her life.

“Tell meagain,” said Kit. “Why do you...” He paused, rewording his question. “What makes Pat think
shesdive?

“Her Visacard,” Kate said. “ Someone used it in Gwent the day after she...” Kate' svoicetrailed into
Slence.

“Took theferry,” said Kit, finishing the sentence for her. “What did the police say?’

“Did Mary know her pin numbers by heart? Or might she have written them down. .. because her wallet
and purse were both missing when her suitcase was found.”

“ And what was the answver?”’

Kit heard adeep sgh. “Mary couldn’t do numbersto save her life”



“Which means...”

“I’'m aware of what it means,” said Kate, breaking the connection.

Kit had woken that morning to the clatter of dishes and the smdll of burning toast. An acrid catch at the
back of histhroat had him out of bed before he remembered where he was. Stumbling from Mary’s
bedroom, il glitching with jetlag, he found himsdf suddenly face to face with Neku, who seemed to be
wearing nothing but along black jersey. She was scraping carbon into an empty supermarket bag that
she' d suspended from adoor handle.

“Builtafire” shesad.

“You've—"

“Ontheroof...it'sokay,” sheadded. “I’ve put it out again.”
“And the bread?’

“Bought it when | couldn’t find noodles. There' s a shop round the corner that sells underwear, bread,
batteries, and milk. Also these.” She nodded to an MP3 player and that was when Kit redlised he could
hear music.

“Youdidn't go out like that?’

Neku saw him gaze a her barelegs. “Asif,” she said, putting the scraped toast onto a plate and placing
the plate on the tiny breskfast bar in front of him. “I’ll buy butter tomorrow,” she promised. Huge eyes
watched him from across the table. Eyesthat were dark and speckled in colours he couldn’t remember
having seen before.

“What?" Neku asked.

Kit shook hisheed. “Comeon,” hesaid. “Y ou gtill haveto tell mewhy you followed me.” The shrug she
gave was neither sullen nor pointed, Smply matter of fact.

“What choicedid | have?’ shesaid.

Maybe he was missng something. Actudly, thought Kit, it wasafar bet he was missng alot morethan
onething. Where Neku was concerned, he got the fegling everyone missed more than they caught. Her
change of image for one thing. She’ d gone from the ripped lace of a cos-play to black jersey and minimal
make-up in asingle week.

“You're going to haveto tell me sometime,” he said.
“So areyou,” said Neku.
“Tdl youwhat?’

“What dl thisisredly about.” And then, luckily for both of them, Kate O’ Mally telephoned. About three
minuteslater Neku’ s new video phone started buzzing. She took one look at the number, began blushing,
and retired to the roof garden outside.



Charlie Olifard read maths a Imperial, wrote his own code until he was thirteen, when he got bored and
began trying to work out if the Fibonacci sequence contained an infinite number of primes. In his spare
time he mixed music, releasing hiswork into common ownership so it could be mixed further. Hewas
quite keen on joining Government Communications Headquarters, but felt most spooks were probably
boring by nature. So he was worried what joining GCHQ might say about him.

Neku, by contrast, studied English at alanguage school behind Oxford Street. At least shedid inthe
verson of her life she gave Charlie. But then, according to her new friend, life was amathematical
congtruct, with solutions that made sense only if one first understood the question. So what did lying
meatter?

“Your Englishisredly good,” Charliesaid. “Y ou must have been studying for years”
“About six months,” said Neku, blushing when the boy turned to her.

“God,” Charliesaid. “And people clam I’'m intelligent....now, what wasit you wanted to do?’ Heran
one hand through shaggy blond hair. It was anervoustic, the hair thing. Neku hoped he' d get over it.

In response to Charlie’ sorigina proposal that he show her the London Eye, Neku had suggested
meeting outside the Fitzroy Tavern in Charlotte Street. Look rich, artistic, and messy, she'd told him.

Neku had to admit hedid it rather wdll.

A battered suede jacket, black jeans, tight tee-shirt, and awatch that |ooked old and incredibly
expensve. It wasthe gold Rolex that made Neku wonder if hewasall of those things anyway.

“You'll find out,” shesad.

Canterville Galery in Conde Street looked like any other boutique. Positioned between alingerie shop
sdlling hand-made silk bras and a place offering Moroccan ceramics, it had a green canvas canopy
shading itsfront, bay trees on either Sde of aglassdoor, and ahuge burglar darm half way up thewall,
which flashed at lazy intervals as Charlie and Neku approached.

Open, announced the Sgn.

A plagtic mannequin in the window helped add to the idea that Canterville Galery wasasmple shop like
any other. Although the fact that the mannequin was naked gpart from atriangle of pubic hair made from
copper nails rather undermined the effect.

“Wdl,” said Charlie, as Neku reached for the door. “| take it we' re here”
“Good afternoon.”

A woman in ablack dresslooked up at Neku' s greeting. Having stared for dightly longer than was
polite, she remembered to smile. “Can | help?’

“I hope s0,” said Neku. “I’'m afriend of the new owner.” Asintended, her words knocked the smile
from the other woman’slips.

Charlie shut the door behind him and nodded at the mannequin. “Isthat a TessaMarkham?’ he asked.
The woman nodded.

“Thought s0,” said Charlie. Of course it was, the mannequin’ s base had alabdl at ground level. He' d
samply read the thing before entering the shop.



“I'm CharlieQlifard,” hesad. “And thisis...”

“Lady Neku,” said Neku, wondering why Charlie blinked.

“I'm Sylvia,” said thewoman. “I runthis place. Can | ask what your particular interest is?’
Neku nodded. “Of course” shesaid. “I’m thinking of buyingit.”

“The TessaMarkham?’

“No,” said Neku. “The gdlery.”

Take a look at the gallery. Be discreet, Kit had said, when finally pestered into giving Neku something
to do that didn’t involve her making plansto fly home. Something that was impossible, because to do that
she needed ahomein thefirst place. And take a look at Major Yamota's police forms for me. Neku
chosethe gallery first because it sounded more fun. Besides, Neku had company. ..trandating the police
formsinto English would be awaste of Charlie' stime.

Asfor the boast about buying the place, maybe she would; but that wasn't what this was about. Her
brothers aways said take control from the start. How better to make this woman nervous?

Half adozen oilshung from onewall. A glassdildo sat in aglass cabinet next to a Benin fetish mask. The
dildo featured aspira of cobalt blue aong the shaft, like vapour trailswithin glass. The African mask had
gold studs hammered flat around the edges and |ooked as old as the glass |ooked new.

“Murano,” sad Sylvia

“Of course,” said Neku, wondering if Sylviameant the mask or the paperweight. Stepping back, Neku
looked around more openly. It was hard to imagine how anyone could make money from the objects on
display. At least, that was what Neku thought until she asked Sylviathe price of the mask. Buying it
would take a substantia dice of the money Neku had left with Mrs. Oniji. One wouldn't haveto sl too
many objectslikeit to pay thebills.

“Can you tel mewhat happened to Mary?’

“Shekilled hersdlf.” Sylviahesitated on the edge of saying something ese. “1 don't know why...”
Whatever she' d been planning to say, Neku guessed it wasn't that.

“Boyfriend trouble?’
Sylviashook her head.
1] Morw?7

The other woman sighed. “Look,” she said. “Do you two want a coffee? We close a 3 pm on Sunday
anyway and there' s a place on Goodge Street...”

CHAPTER 33— Sunday, 24 June

Neku let Charlie take her hand on the way back from the café. He did thisamost casualy, hisfingers
having brushed hers afew seconds earlier; by accident, she' d thought at the time.

“Okay? he asked.



“Sure” said Neku, “I'm fine.” There were obvioudy a dozen things Charlie wanted to ask her about their
visit to the Canterville Gdlery, but he kept his peace and said nothing. Neku was impressed. Discretion
was ava uable commodity in any man.

“So,” Charliesad. “ Arewe going home now?’
Home...her fingers pulled free as Neku tripped on hisword and Charlie stepped out of her reach.
“What' swrong?’ he demanded.

“Nothing,” said Neku. She could amost fed his Sdeways glance, which did awvay when she turned to
him. So shetook Charlie's hand again, smiled, and bent her head, listening as he began to talk about
some incredibly good band dueto play in abasement in Camden. As Charli€ swordstrailed to a halt
Neku redlised he' d been inviting her out.

“Sounds good,” shesad.

He smiled the rest of the way back to Mary’ sflat. “Wow,” said Charlie, asthey turned under the arch
and he saw the flower boxes, black front doors, and tiny white-painted houses that made up Hogarth
Mews. “Cool place.”

“Not bad,” Neku admitted. Pulling the key from her back pocket, Neku opened the front door to find
Sophie doing something complicated to aracing bicyclein the hall.

“ThisisCharlie” said Neku.

“Hi,” said Sophie, offering her hand; which meant the first thing Neku had to do on reaching the flat was
find kitchen paper so Charlie could clean bike chain grease from hisfingers.

“She'sanartist,” said Neku.
Charlie nodded sourly, asif he' d suspected as much.

There was colaand milk in the fridge, fresh bread in awooden box next to the sink, and abowl full of
pears and bananas on the tiny work surface. Rice and spaghetti had been stacked by the box. Kit had
even found instant noodles that came with sachets of miso soup. The only flaw wasthe fridge being
warm, becauise the dectricity still needed to be turned back on, and gas resolutely refusing to hissfrom
therange.

“Y ou've been cut off?’
“No,” said Neku. “We rewaiting for it to be turned back on.”

Neku should have been able to read his expression. She' d have been able to read him if he was one of
her brothers. All the same, it was only when Charlie mouthed we that his scowl made sense.

“| sharewith afriend,” shesaid. “It' shisflat.”
“Right,” said Charlie. “| see”

No, you don't... instead of saying this Neku took a Coke from the fridge and a couple of wineglasses
from the cupboard and led Charlie out onto the roof, where her mattress aired in the sun, her pillow
rested againg the side of the little wooden hut, and her sheet swung gently from awashing linein the
breeze. Having dumped her shoulder bag in the hut, Neku returned with a notebook, her ink block, and a
brush.



So young, she thought, watching Charli€' seyesflick from mattressto hut to pillow. “Y ou thought Kit and
l..."

“No, | didn’t.”
“Youdid,” Neku said.

Charliewasn't good at sulking. In fact he lasted lesstime than it took awineglassfull of diet colato lose
its bubbles, which was bardly any timeat dl. “Okay,” hesaid. “Maybel did.”

Neku smiled.

“Can | ask you something?’

She nodded, wondering which of the dozen questions it would be.
“Areyou redly planning to buy that gdlery?’

“No,” Neku said, dripping flat Coke onto asaucer and grinding her ink block into the liquid until it was
thick enough to use. She drew acircle, because she dways began everything with acircle, then began to
note down everything she could remember from her conversation with SylviaNo-last-name. “I was

lying...”
Charlie looked sweetly shocked.

“Unsettle people,” said Neku. “1t' sone of thefirst rules of control. Unsettle them and they’ Il answer your
questions or do what you want because they’ re too busy being unsettled to close down or object...My
brotherstaught me that.”

“Y ou have brothers?’ Charlie asked. Which was the point Neku burst into tears. And that was how Kit
found them. Neku on her knees, an abandoned brush on thetilesin front of her, and aboy, al curly
blond hair and bat-wing cheek bones, frozen with embarrassment as he tried and failed to comfort her.

“Meet Charlie,” said Neku through bitter sobs.

Charlietried to shake hands.

“What did you do?’

Charlielet hishand drop. “| asked Neku about her brothers.”
“Brothers?’ Kit said.

CHAPTER 34— Monday, 25 June

Kit wasthe one to see Charlie out, offering his hand at the last minute, if only to tell the boy that he didn’t
hold what had happened against him.

“Seeyou sometime,” said Kit.
Charlie nodded doubtfully.

When Kit got upstairs the shower was running and there Neku stayed, washing away whatever it was
she needed to wash away with an hour’ sworth of cold water. She came out of the room shivering and



wrapped in atowd, trailing wet footprints onto the roof garden, where she spent the rest of the
afternoon, plugged into her MP3 player, with a pile of Japanese police files, a notebook, and a cup of
coffee Kit had got from aloca café cooling on thetilesin front of her.

Thefirg two times Kit went to see her, she looked up politely and waited, going back to her papers
when sheredlised hewas just fussng.

“Y ou knew thiswoman...Mrs. Kate?’ she asked, when he came out athird time, till fussing, with a
bowl of takeout noodles and afork, because he' d been unable to find wooden chopsticks. She took the
noodles without comment, placing them next to the coffee.

“Kate' smentioned in there?’
Neku nodded. “Who gave you these files?’

“Mgor Yamota,” said Kit. “They’reto do with thefire at Pirate Mary’s. | wasn't allowed the onesto do
with Yoshi.”

“I wondered about that,” Neku said, crossing something off her list. “Mogt of these are statements from
thefire officer, thefirst policeman on the scene, the paramedic who gave you asedative. There sa
forensic report from the Police Scientific Bureau, but there are other papers not to do with thefire”

“They must have got in by mistake,” said Kit.

Neku' s mouth twisted. “ Japanese police,” she said, “don’t make that kind of mistake. Not unlessthey
intend to.”

“What are the papers?’

She hesitated. “A report on amurder. A list of collectors known to buy stolen ceramics. A credit check
on Pirate Mary’s. One of the reportslinks you to acareer crimina known to be making tripsto Tokyo.
Kathryn Robbe-Duras, nee O’ Mdly.”

“She never took Pet’ sname,” said Kit. “And she' sretired.”

“Thisisthe woman No Neck mentioned? The one who cdled you thismorning?’
“Yes” sadKit.

“She'san old friend?’

Kit shook hishead. “An enemy,” hesaid. “An old enemy.”

Neku nodded. It seemed she could understand that.

The buzzer sounded a midnight. Since the row of buttons beside the front door wasilluminated and
Sophie had aready warned Kit that drunks used the courtyard to piss or worse, heignored it. At which
point the noise got louder as whoever it was began to kick the door instead.

Scrambling for his jeans, Kit reached the landing in time to hear Sophie open the door hersdlf. “Proveit,”
he heard her say, and a second later the front door shut and Sophie began stamping her way upstairs.
Shewas swearing.



“It'sthe police,” shesaid. “Wadll, one of them. A big fucker. Apparently hewantsto talk to you.”
“Whereishe?’

“Outside. | told him to get awarrant if he wantsto comein. Unless, of course, he thinks we re terrorigts,
inwhich case | suggested he organise back-up and afew guns...”

“Andwhat did he say?’ Kit could imagine what a Japanese policeman would have said. Actudly, Kit
couldn’t, because he doubted anyone in Japan would leave a police officer on the doorstep, far lessbe
that rude to them.

“Some bollocks about Section 44. So | told him | used to be alawyer.”
“Wereyou?’

Sophie shrugged. “A pardegd...It's close enough. Do you want awitness? Because | can stay around if
you need.”

“It'll befing” promised Kit.

There were adozen reasons why thiswas unlikely to be true. Desertion from the British Army had no
datute of limitations. So the origind arrest warrant was technically vaid. And you didn't go AWOL only
to return to the place that issued the arrest warrant unless you were stupid, or had people like Mr. Oniji
suggesting you go back to your own country for awhile.

And that was before Kit even factored in Kate O’ Mdly, hisown guilt a Y oshi’ s desth, or hismemories
of Mary.

“You certain?’ Sophie asked.
“Sure” said Kit, nodding his thanks.

“Whatever,” shesad. “Cdl meif youneed me...”

“Mr. Noover?’

“Nouveau,” sad Kit, looking out into the half darkness. An officer in uniform was back-lit by lightsfrom
beyond the arch. Hicking on the hall lights, Kit saw the huge man blink.

“Comein,” sad Kit.

“Y ou don't want to see my search warrant, Sir?’
“Have you got one?’

A sour amile.

“Whatever,” said Kit. “Comein anyway.”

Without waiting to seeif the officer would follow, Kit made hisway towards the stairs and heard the
front door click behind him. Asthe two of them passed the door to Sophi€ sflat, her door opened
dightly and then shut again.

“Shedidn’'t likeme”



“It'slate,” said Kit. “You worried her.”
“Redlly, sr? Well, people who don't like the police worry me.”

By the time they reached the top landing the officer was stopping for the occasiona rest and gasping for
breath. Kit found that oddly reassuring. “In here,” he said, undoing the door. “Let me get some
candles...I’mwaiting for the eectric to come back on.”

Only acandle was aready burning and Neku stood in the kitchen doorway.
“I heard noises,” shesaid.

A flamelit her fingers, until Kit looked again and the match went out, leaving Neku outlined in flame and
athin sodium haze that filtered between the dats of awooden blind. It didn’t help that Neku was dressed
in her black jersey and very little dse.

“Go back to bed,” said Kit.

The girl gave him alook, but disappeared as ordered.
“How old isshe?’ asked the officer.

Kit shrugged. “I don’t know,” he said. “I’ ve never asked.”

Silence followed thisanswer. And when Kit finished finding a saucer for the candle, it wasto find the
huge man garing a him.

“What?" said Kit.

“Y ou send her to your bed and you don’t know how old sheis? People like you need to be more
careful.” All pretence of politeness was gone, aong with the sirs the officer had been dropping into his
sentences like redundant punctuation.

“She' snot going to my bed,” said Kit.

He watched the officer leave the kitchen and count off the exitsleading from the tiny hal; front door,
half-open bedroom door, and one other, from behind which came the flush of alavatory. Asthe officer
watched, that door opened and Neku stalked out, stared straight through both of them, and |eft the flat.
A second later, an unseen door crashed shut, rather louder than was necessary.

“Roof garden,” said Kit. “She' sgot amattress.”

The huge officer ran hisfingers through thinning hair and wiped his hands on histrousers. The sheer
smallness of Mary’ sflat seemed to be giving him problems. “Mattress?’ he said, before deciding not to
takeit further.

Digging into his pocket, the man produced aleather walet and flipped it open. A badge insde introduced
him as Sergeant Samson. That was al Kit had time to see before the Sergeant flipped it shut and stuffed
the wallet back into his jacket.

“I’ve got some questions,” hesaid. “I’d be grateful if you' d answer them honedtly...”
“If I can,” Kit said.

“Youwereafriend of Mary O'Mally?’ The Sergeant obvioudy had no doubtsthat Kate' s daughter was



dead.

Kit nodded, embarrassed to fed almost sick with relief. It seemed the questions were about Mary, rather
thanhim.

“When did you last see her?’
“ About three days after the funerd of afriend...”

“And how long ago wasthis?’

PART 11

CHAPTER 35— Flashback

Thelove affair of Kit'slife began to unravel two weeks after Kit and Mary first made love and three
weeks before Josh crashed hisbike. It began unravelling in Mary’ s bedroom at Seven Chimneyswith an
argument about cars.

“Gently,” she said. Mary wasn't happy to be squatting naked on top of Kit and kept glancing at her
stomach. The first two fucks of that day had been great, but thiswas one too many and it was Kit’ sfault

for being greedy.
“Here,” he said, folding a sheet around her shoulders. “Better?’
Mary nodded.

It was complicated, because Mary was going out with Josh. Well, technicdly...except Josh wasin Paris
for afortnight with his parents. So he and Mary would need to talk when Josh got back.

“Y ou love me?’

They’ d been through this. Thefirst time two weeks earlier, beside the potato field, as the sun edged its
way between two hills and stained the spire of St. Peter’ swith thefirst rays of dawn. Kit had been
impressed that Mary waited until after he took off her clothes. “Of course| do,” said Kit, which had
been hisanswer then.

“Say it,” Mary demanded.

SoKit did.

“Meanit,” shesad.

“I'll loveyou forever,” said Kit, and insde that second it wastrue.

When he was done, Mary wiped between her legs and folded the soiled tissue insde aclean one, then
stuffed three foil wrappersinto the crumpled cardboard of acondom packet and folded atissue around
this. She left Kit to collect up the used rubbers and add these to her fist-sized ball of rubbish.



“Takeit withyou,” sad Mary.
Kit looked &t her.

“We have a cesspit,” she explained. “ Dad makes enough fuss about the pipes getting clogged with toilet
paper. He' d freak if he discovered we' d blocked them with these.”

“Okay,” said Kit. It felt odd to bein Mary’ s bedroom, but not as odd as actually being at her house.
Patrick Robbe-Duras and Kate O’ Mally keep themsalvesto themsalves. Jumped up, said haf the village;
the other half wondered which of the two had most to hide.

A highwall ringed the garden and e ectric gates guarded the entrance with itswhite pillars and two stone
eagles. A turning circlein front of the huge yellow-bricked house was scuffed with tire marks from haf a
dozen cars and Kit's own motorbike. Legoland, Josh’sfather called it, but obvioudy not to Mary’ sface.

A black BMW 5 Series, ared XK Jaguar, ametalic blue Mini Cooper S convertible, and anew Land
Rover were among the vehicles parked outside. They were all Hill there, visblefrom Mary’ s bedroom
window.

“How many cars have you got?’

“One” sad Mary, pulling asheet over her breagts. “The Mini. The others belong to Mum or
Dad...Why?’

“Just wondered.”
“Mum started out dirt poor,” Mary said. “Y ou need to remember that.”

He' d made her cross, Kit redlised. Mary’ s relationship with her mother was as complicated as hisown
with hisfather was smple. Kit hated the man, Kit' sfather hated him, both of them knew exactly where
they stood. “It doesn’'t matter,” said Kit. “1 was only wondering.”

“Yeah, right...”

At the gate Kit had to lean over to punch numbersinto a keypad that hid itself benesath a stucco-coloured
plastic cover. He entered Mary’ s birthday from memory, and had just kicked his Kawasaki into gear
when Kate O’ Mally pulled up on the far sde of the gate in adark Mercedes. Armani sunglasses
examined Kit, flicked to his bike, and returned to hisface.

The woman was busy lowering her window when Kit blipped histhrottle, let dip the clutch, and roared
out onto Morton Road, only just missing her wing mirror as he went past.

Josh died in an accident on the B342. The evening was warm, the light was still good, and the road was
dry. His Suzuki went out of control on abend in the road and crashed into atwo-hundred-year-old oak
tree near the edge of Woodham Common. He died ingtantly, at |east that was what the police told his
parents.

A pieceinthe Advertiser talked about the danger young men on bikes posed to themselves. A kinder
piece, under asmiling photograph, highlighted Josh' s achievements, the gradeshe got a A level, and the
fact he' d been offered a place by Trinity, hisfather’s college at Oxford.

A picture showed a Josh who was younger by three or four years, in the days before he grew his hair,



discovered amphetamines, and took to wearing shades. Josh was dressed in ablue blazer, with awhite
shirt open at the neck. Maybe that was how hisfamily remembered him.

Thefunerd was delayed by an autopsy, to the outrage of Josh’ sfather. All the autopsy proved was that
Josh had not been drinking. At first it seemed the funeral would be private, then someone must have
talked to Colond Treece, because it was agreed the service would be immediate family, but Josh's
friends could attend the burial and come back to the house afterwards. Mary O’ Mdly wasthe only
exception. She got to go to the whole thing.

Mary looked terrible, that was the first thing everyone noticed. As she followed Josh' s coffin and its
bearers up the lane towards the new graveyard, shelooked like someone else. She' d lost weight and
dark circles had sunk her eyesinto her skull. Shewas crying, not discreetly, but openly and with sobs
that shook her entire body.

Josh’ s mother, atiny Korean woman in adark coat and gloves despite the heat, had one arm around
Mary, trying to console her. Kate O’ Madlly trailed a couple of paces behind her sobbing daughter,
looking out of placein ablue skirt and jacket. When she caught Kit watching her daughter, Kate'seyes
filled with something very dark indeed.

Mrs. Treece, however, smply nodded to Kit, and handed Mary to her mother, asif entrusting the
woman with something infinitdly fragile, while the pall bearersfiddled with canvas straps and the priest
shuffled through an open prayer book, finding his place.

“You're Christopher Newton,” she said.
Kit nodded.

“I remember. Y ou were in Josh' s band with Mary...” Which was one way of putting it. “So you know
Mary wdl?’

Another nod.

“She' sgoing to need her friends,” said Mrs. Treece. “It' sstrange,” she added. “ All the things that matter
until something like this happens. Josh wanted to stay here with Mary, you know. Hisfather inssted he
go with usto Paris. Now al David can remember isthe argument.”

David had to be the Colond.

“Such awaste,” Mrs. Treece said, before returning to the graveside. As Kit watched, the Colonel tried
to wrap an arm around hiswife' s shoulder. She shook him off without even noticing what she' d done.

It had taken Josh aweek after hisreturn from Paristo track Kit down and thirty seconds and a handful
of wordsto make him go away, there being nothing like the truth for fucking best friends over.

Mary turned up the day after the funeral. Hammering on the door of the cottage in Wintersprint until Kit's
father let her in. When Kit got down to the kitchen he found Mary stood with her back to the sink,
clutching abarely touched cup of Brooke Bond and kicking her hedl against the cupboard.

Kit'sfather walked out as Kit camein.
“Wenead totdk...”

“Sure,” sad Kit, nodding towards the stairs.



“No,” said Mary. “Not here.”
“Wherethen?’ he asked.

“The church,” shesaid. “But | want to put flowers on Josh’ sgravefirst.” There was no vasefor thewild
flowers Mary had picked aong the way, so she just put them at the top of the mound, below the
mock-marble headstone. Then she turned and looked round the silent graveyard, nodding dowly to
hersdf.

“What?' asked Kit.
“Just remembering.”
Hefollowed her down to the church in slence.

“It looks so empty,” she said, her voice echoing from bare walls and ahammer beam ceiling. Someone
had tidied away yesterday’ s knedlers and removed the wreaths and fresh flowers, athough the table at
the back where the book of condolences rested was till there.

Mary’ s offering had been smple.

A sngleword.

Sorry.

“Y ou want sometimeto yoursaf?’

Mary shook her head, almost crosdly. “1 told you,” she said. “We need to talk. Somewhere private.”

The door to the tower was open and aspira of stone steps led to the belfry, with asimple wooden
ladder leading to aflat roof above. Kit went first, both up the spird of steps and the ladder. Either the
medieva tower was higher than he'd imagined or the hills were lower, because Middle Morton |ooked
smdller than expected.

Slumping down, he put his back to a stone parapet and watched Mary try to work out whereto Sit.
Okay, hethought, if she sits next to me, that means...if she stays standing... She sat exactly
opposite, and Kit tried to tell himself that meant nothing at all.

“Y ou want to talk about Josh?’

“No,” said Mary. “I want to talk about us.” She shifted restlesdy and for amoment Kit thought she was
about to stand up again, but al she did wastwist her head and run one hand across her face. “We may
have aproblem.”

“Josh' sdeath?’

Mary sghed. “Judt ligen,” shesad. “I'mlate...”

Late for what? Kit dmost asked. And then he redlised.

“Shit...”

“Yeah,” shesad. “ Shit and fuck and anything €l se you want to say. But it’ still true.”

“But we used condoms,” said Kit, sounding like someone else. “ Y ou can't be pregnant.”



“Not that first time,” said Mary. “When my parents were away. Y ou remember?” She said thisasif
daring him to contradict her.

“Butl...” Hecould recdl the stickiness on hisfingers and her somach, where he' d withdrawn before it
wastoo late. “I pulled out, remember?’

“Ligen,” said Mary, “I'm late. End of story.”
“How late?’

“Late enough...”

“Oh fuck,” said Kit. “Areyou sureit' sme?’

Mary stared at him. Sheraised her head, opened her eyes againgt the sunlight reflecting from the lead
roof on which they both sat, and glared at Kit, harder than he’ d have thought it possible for anyoneto
gae

“I'mjust asking,” hesaid.
“Yeah,” shesad. “It'syou.”
“Youand Josh...?

“Me and Josh nothing,” said Mary, crosdy. “Forget Josh. We need to talk about what we' re going to
do.”

“Who have you told?’

“Chrig,” said Mary. “I’ve told no one. Who do you think I’ ve told?’

Kit took adeep breath. “I’ ve got £450 in my savings.” He thought about it. “ That should be enough.”
“For what?’

“You know,” said Kit.

“No,” Mary said. “1 don't know. Tell me. Enough for what?”

“To sort thingsout.”

Mary repeated hiswords back to herself. She knew exactly what he meant, Kit was sure of that. All the
same, she kept repeating hiswords, until they sounded like an echo of an echo, soiling the air around
them.

“I’'vegot to go,” Mary said, climbing to her feet.

“No, wait...” Kit caught her arm, harder than he intended. All the same, the speed with which she turned
to wrench hersdlf free shocked both of them.

“Stay here,” she sad, from the top of the ladder. * Give me five minutes. | mean, we wouldn’t want to
dart rumours.”

Her text message arrived next morning. She thanked him for coming to put flowers on Josh' sgrave,
apologised if she'd been bad company, and told him not to worry about the other thing. It had been a
false darm. He should have known from its politeness that shelied.



“Look,” said Kit. He wanted to say he was sorry, wanted to say half a dozen things but the words stuck
in histhroat, so he shuffled his heels on the path and bowed his head to the dead flowers at hisfeet.

A yew tree had been planted near the gate, a sop to tradition for those till angry that the origind Site next
to St. Peter’ swas no longer used for burids. In fifty yearsthe tree would look asif it belonged. For now
it looked what it was, a gtripling planted ten years earlier to counter complaints from everyonein the
village who thought such things mattered.

None of the graves on the hillside dated much before the mid-1980s. Even then, Josh's parents had to
fight to get aplot near the gate and have a plague commemorating his brief life added to thewall of the
Treecefamily chape ingdethe church.

It was late, the wind warm and smdlling of summer. Kit had the graveyard to himself, an arbitrary patch
of hillsde consecrated above St. Peter’s. Wreaths from three days earlier hid recently turned earth and a
temporary headstone, rag-rolled with grey paint on cheagp wood had been painted over with Joshua sfull
name and brief dates. A tiny bunch of wild flowersrotted just below the headstone.

Having tried and failed to apologise, Kit headed home. He took the foot path that skirted the edge of
Wicker Copse and came out on Blackboy Lane, turning back to see the whole of the village laid out
below him. A breeze blew warm and gentle dlong Morton valey, barely troubling the leaves, theriver
curved gently in atwisted ribbon of greenish blue. It was an evening destined for memory, dmost too il
and too perfect initsdf.

Kit knew why he' d stopped. He wanted to cry for Josh, for Mary, for himself, and the whole shitty mess
they’ d made of their friendship; but his eyes remained dry and the ssmple gpology he wanted to make
choked histhroat. So Kit took off hisjacket, and set out for Wintersprint and the cluster of
knocked-through cottages he occasiondly il called home.

“Kit Newton?”
Nouveau, hedmogt said.

And then Kit took alook at the man asking and those standing behind him. They’ d been waiting a a
blind corner screened by brambles on one side and a roofless barn on the other. A spread of elder could
be seen through the barn door. Someone had hacked it back to the roots but it stubbornly insisted on
resprouting.

The man at the front had gelled hair, agrin, and a photograph, which he compared onefind timeto the
boy standing inthe middle of theroad in front of him.

“Yeah,” sad someone behind. “That' sthelittle fuck.”

Therewerefive of them, perhapsthree or four years older than Kit. Hired muscle mostly, track-suit
bottoms, branded tee-shirts, and gold chains. They’ d have hated Kit anyway, even if they weren't being
paid for the pleasure.

Pulling aspring-loaded cosh from his pocket, gelled hair flicked it to itsfull length and tapped the end
againg hisown pam. “Onearm and oneleg,” hesad. “And I’'mto tel you, that’ s getting off lightly. Fedl
free to argue, because we can makethis as hard or easy asyou like.”

“Who sent you?’ asked Kit.



The man grinned, and grinned even more when Kit bent to retrieve abroken stick from the roadside.
“Ohwel,” hesad. “It' syour choice”

The others stood back, raised their eyebrows at each other or stared around asiif the rolling fields behind
the barn were some aien landscape. One of them even pulled a phone from his pocket, fingers stabbing
at itskeys as he kept haf his attention on Kit and the rest on some text he was answering.

No one was taking this serioudly, Kit redlised. Hurting him was just atick on alig, likefilling acar with
fud or remembering to buy beer on the way home. A job they’d been given...

Somehow that made thingsworse. “Who?” Kit demanded.

“Why would | tdl you?” Gelled hair tapped the weighted cosh againgt his hand, anxiousto get things
moving. “WEe rejust doing afavour.”

“A favour?’

“How do you think these things work?’

“I don't know,” Kit said.

“Wadll, guesswhat?’ said the man. “Y ou're about to find out.”

Thefirst swing of the cosh smashed Kit' s stick, splintering the wood an inch or two above hisfingers.
Reversing direction, the man began to sweep the cosh towards Kit' s elbow, harnessing al the energy in
itscoiled handle,

Two higtories hung on theflick of that wrist. In thefirgt, Kit's ulna smashed under the weight of the blow,
asingle diver of bone skewering musclein what was dmost aclean break. Thiswasthe most likely
outcome, until Kit stepped into the blow and used his arm to block the handle, twisting his body
sdeways as the weighted end of the cosh snapped round.

Flesh tore, staining the cotton of Kit' s shirt, but it was surface damage only, little more than split skin and
blood. If the blow had landed, his elbow would be broken, the fight over, and hisleg next in line. Instead
Kit now had control of the fight, moving so far into the moment that his Sergeant would be proud of him,
if the man hadn’t already been dead.

Flicking upwards, Kit's own hand was moving before he' d even had time to decide he wanted to fight,
the splintered stub of stick he held rising towards the attacker’ sjaw, ready to punch through to hisbrain.
But in the last second gelled hair threw back his head, and Kit’ s stick scored its way across his cheek
and splintered againgt bone overhanging the man’ sleft eye.

Instinct made gelled hair clasp ahand to hisface. So it wasingtinct that drove a splinter of wood thefind
few millimetresinto the man’ s eye, blinding him. By then the cosh was dready in Kit'shandsand he' d
cracked the knee of the man closest, stepping over him to reach the person behind. Kit smashed his
phone, fingers, and wrist first, in asingle blow, before moving onto aleg.

One arm and one leg, Kit took the price from each of them, swiftly and brutally, sparing only their leader,
who was on hiskneesin the road, his hands covering hisface.

“Who sent you?’ Kit demanded.

When gelled hair refused to answer, Kit kndlt in front of him and gripped the man’slittle finger, prising his
hand away from hisface. There waslittle blood and no sticky liquid running down his cheekslike egg



yolk. Just adiver of wood about the length of aneedle protruding from the corner of one eye.
“Tell me” sad Kit, reaching for the splinter.

On hisway back to the cottages Kit passed their car. A black Jeep with smoked windows and chrome
bars on the front. The glassin the windows was good quality, though it cracked eventually under blows
from the cosh, having crackled into tiny diamondsfirg.

A top-of-the-range, hands-free phone system came with the Jeep, at least it looked ready-built into the
dash, so Kit called an ambulance. Leaving the Jeep, he used a bridle path to reach the old main road to
London. There was nothing he wanted from his father’ s cottage a Wintersprint, and he didn’t recognise
the Kit Nouveau who' d broken al those bones or smashed up the Jeep, though Kit guessed hisfather
had dways been thereinsde him, waiting.

Sometimes, decided Kit, the only safe choice was to walk away from yourself. So hedid.

CHAPTER 36 — Monday, 25 June
“So what did hewant?’” asked Neku.

“Who?’ said Kit, looking up from his bowl. Somehow Neku had found fresh udon noodles in Soho, and
breakfast had been waiting when he finally staggered out of the shower.

“Thet policeman.”
“Not sure,” said Kit.

“But it was about Mary O’ Mally’ ssuicide?” Neku' s Japanese accent made the first and last parts of
Mary’s name sound identical.

“I thought it was,” admitted Kit. “ At least to start with. Now I’'m not certain.” Aggression and interest
had faded from the moment Sergeant Samson redlised Kit hadn't seen Mary inyears. It blipped again at
Kit'smention of aletter and disappeared dtogether when Kit admitted this had been six months before
and the contents entirely persond.

“She didn’t mention boyfriends?’ said Sergeant Samson.

A shake of thehead was dl it took to make the uniformed officer reach for his cap, push back his
chrome stool, and remember, at the last minute, to thank Kit for the barely touched can of Coke.

“A friend of thefamily?’ asked Sergeant Samson, on hisway out. He was nodding towards the roof
garden door, which stood dightly open.

“Something like that.”
“How long' s she been in the country?’
“Lessthan aweek,” said Kit. “ She'll be going home soon.”

“Just aswell. Still, she'spretty. I'll giveyou that...” The big man paused on the dairs. “1 mean, for a
Chink, obvioudy...”

Now watching Neku ladle the last of the warm noodlesinto hisbowl, Kit wondered how much of that



particular conversation she' d overheard and which part of it was making her alternate between frowns
and an anxious amile.

“Mary left asuicide note,” said Neku. “ So why don't her parents believe it?’
“How do you know about the note?’

“Youtold me” shesaid. “Thenight | arrived.” Picking up her bowl, Neku carried it over to thesink and
ran it under the cold tap, washing away a solitary strand of udon and the last of the miso. When she
looked at Kit again something in her eyes wastroubled. “We' re not getting very far, ae we?’

We? “I’'m not getting anywhere,” he said.
“Why not?’
“Because,” said Kit, “I’m not sure there’ sanywhere to get.”

Hetold Kate O’ Mally the same thing when she called half an hour later. It was probably the wrong thing
to say, but Kit wanted to be honest. He was a so trying to work out if either of Mary’s parentsredly
believed shewas dive; he had started to wonder if they both knew she was dead, just didn’t know how
to admit it to each other.

“Sergeant Samson,” said Kit, into the gtatic that followed hisorigina admission. “He came by last night.”
“Never heard of him.”

“Wanted to talk about Mary’ s recent boyfriends.”

“Why would you know about that?’

“Good question,” said Kit, “I thought you might have an answer.”

A click washisreply.

Personally Lady Neku doubted if the moon really had been split into six and divided between
families like an orange...

“I’'m going out,” said Kit, opening the door to Neku’' s wooden hut. The sun was hidden and the clouds
thick enough to be cut in dabs. A chill wind ruffled the few plants that had survived Mary’ s absence, but
neither the wind, nor the sky, nor the darknessin the little hut seemed to worry Neku. Shewasinking a
diagram and annotations into a notebook, her lips moving in time to the brush.

“My diary,” she sad, blowing carefully onto the paper. “Where are you going?’
“CantervilleGdlery.”

“Already been,” said Neku. “1 went with Charlie.”

“Youwhat?" demanded Kit.

“Y esterday afternoon. Y ou asked me. Charlie and | had coffee with the manager, remember?’
Kit shook his head.



Neku sghed. “Areyou sure?’

By thetime Kit left, they’ d established three things. Kit serioudy needed to get more deep, Neku would
remain a the flat while he vigted the gdlery, and if she wanted to help while he was away, she could
keep trandating the policefiles or start making alist of Mary’ s possessions. Actudly, they established
four things, because they also established that Charlie could come round.

“How do you know he' sfree?’

“It’ sthe twenty-fifth,” said Neku. “Histerm ended on Friday...he texted me,” she added, when Kit
looked blank.

“Where' s Charlie now?’ asked Kit.

Neku rolled her eyes. “Outside,” she said, asif that was obvious.

“I’ve got aquestion,” said Neku, putting a can of Cokein front of Charlie and placing abow! of seaweed
crackers beside the can. When he put his hands together, in quick thanks for the food, Neku smiled.

“A quedion?’
“Wdl, moreof alogic puzzieredly.”
“Oh, right.” Neku could practicaly see Charlierdax. “What isit... 7’

They sat on Mary’ s bed, surrounded by clothes pulled from one of the built-in cupboards. At least athird
of thesewere male. A blue suit with athick chak stripe, ablazer with five gold buttons on each deeve,
something that might be arugby shirt if not made from raw silk. Now that Neku cameto think of it, she'd
thought the suit Kit had been wearing looked alittle flashy for histagte.

“Suppose the police found agun,” said Neku.
“This hasto do with that woman' s suicide?’

“No,” said Neku. “This hasto do with something else. Suppose they found agun and it had been loaded
with...” Shelooked a him. “Y ou might want to write thisdown,” she said, offering him anote pad. “Five
blanks, two live rounds, and one blank...”

Charlielooked up from his pad. “Which order?’ he asked. “Five blanksfirgt, or one blank first?’
“Fve” sad Neku. “Definitely five”

“Okay,” hesad. “What' syour question?’

“Why?" said Neku.

After watching Neku for a couple of minutes, while she sorted through the clothes and carefully rehung
them by colour, beginning at one end of the visible spectrum and ending at the other, Charlie took his can
of Coke, bowl of crackers, and logic question out to the roof garden, leaving Neku to draw up her list of
Mary’ s possessionsin peace. By then, of course, Neku had moved on to Mary’ s bedside bureau.

Top drawer.



Seven pairs of panties, size 10, al Marks & Spencer, three nylon dips, five bras (34D, but Europeans
werelarge), an old diary, written in something that wasn’t English, Japanese, or any other script Neku
recognised, akey ring vibrator, and apink plastic egg.

Easy reach, thought Neku, looking from the open drawer to the bed.
Middle drawer.

A dozen black tee-shirts from Topshop. Armani jeans, black, size 10, and well worn. A black jersey,
frayed at the cuffs. And, beneath thisatorn copy of SandraHorley’s The Charm Syndrome. Someone
had taped it back together.

Bottom drawer .

A collection of art magazines. A catalogue from Christie' s New Y ork, dated 2007. Three copies of
Time Out, dl the sameissue and containing aglowing review for a TessaMarkham exhibition at the
Canterville Gallery. Removing the bottom drawer only revealed smooth wood beneath, so Neku tipped
the whole unit forward to seeif the base was hollow. It was, but it was also empty.

Although a Victorian metd fireplace had been removed and the damage plastered over, the gap between
the built-in wardrobe' s middle door and underlying chimney breast was only deep enough to take
shdlow shelves.

On the shelves were three black, two pink, and one green tee-shirt that looked asif it had never been
worn, more panties, abundle of socks, and rolled jeans. Nothing else, and certainly nothing interesting.
The jeanswere size 8. So either Mary used these and kept the Armani jeansin her bedside dresser
because she couldn’t bear to throw them away, or it was the other way round.

A collection of black jackets hung from wooden hangersin the next wardrobe dong. All of the jackets
where short and most were nipped at the waist. Some had pockets with flaps, others didn’t. One of them
had atiny pocket in thelining, low down on the left-hand side. It was here Neku found the key.

It was the thirty-eighth pocket she’ d searched since Charlie took hislogic problem outside and the fifth
key she'd found. Although the others had been found in drawers or hanging from nails on thewall. Neku
tried to open the obviousitemsfirst. A battered suitcase under the bed, which was dready unlocked...a
meta box file, contents missing. .. both pointless, snce the key was evidently meant for adifferent kind of
lock.

So Neku took the key downstairs and knocked at Sophi€e' s door. She wasn't quite sure how she felt
about Sophie and suspected the woman felt the same about her, but Neku needed to talk to someone
who understood English things.

“What things?" Sophie asked.
Neku held up the key.

Taking it, Sophie stepped back and waved Neku into her studio, which wasin chaos. “ Sorry about the
mess,” shesad.

“I've seenworse,” said Neku, then wondered if she should have been more impressed.

“Right,” said Sophie, “grab astool while | make coffee.” And with that the woman disappeared inside,
leaving her guest done in the glassed-over yard that, quite obvioudy, made up Sophi€' slife. Would it be
rude to say she' d dready had enough coffeeto last one lifetime? Would it be rude to open alouvre



window? Neku wondered. Or would this ruin the portraits now drying in arow aong onewall...
“How do you stand the smell?’

Sophie looked surprised.

“I’'msorry,” said Neku. “I didn’'t mean to berude, it'sjud...”

Once an overhead window had been opened and Sophie had checked twice that Neku redlly did like her
coffee black and unsweetened, Sophie turned her attention to the little brass key.

“School trunk,” said Sophiefinaly. “Maybe atuck box.”

After she' d explained that one was for the uniform and the other for personal possessions, and both were
required by children going to boarding school, Sophie remembered to ask where Neku found the key.

“Updars”

And after afew questions, mostly about how she liked London, Neku realised she was meant to go now.
So she thanked Sophie for the coffee, trying not to mind the woman's obvious relief when she showed
Neku to the door. By the time Neku had climbed the stairs and was | etting hersdlf into the flat, she'd
reached aconclusion. Thefirst completely firm conclusion she' d reached since leaving home. .. pretty
much everybody on this planet was weird.

CHAPTER 37 — Nawa-no-ukiyo
“ Lady Neku...”

So many people, dmost al of them strangers. Y ellow cloaks, red tunics, faded blue hats, and beltsin a
dozen other colours her mother would undoubtedly regard as vulgar. The d’ Alambert retainers might
look like clowns but they kept their gaze steady and held their ground.

Shewasbeing cdled.

Petro pushed her forward and Lady Neku stumbled to ahalt in front of Luc d’ Alambert, who bowed.
“My father would like to meet you.”

Lady Neku glanced at her mother.

“Apparently Lord d Alambert wishes you to board his yacht.” The contempt with which Lady
Katchatka said that final word revealed what she really thought of the gaudily painted vessdl.

Luc blushed. “It' sprotocol,” heingsted.

WH|, Lady Neku thought, that’s an end to that. From introduction to intractable argument indde a
single minute. That was quick, even for the Katchatkafamily.

“Please,” said Luc, thefirgt time Lady Neku could remember anyone saying this. Well, certainly in her
lifeime.

“Heindsts?’ she asked.
Luc d’ Alambert nodded.



“Waell,” said Lady Neku. “We d better go.” She watched Luc try to work out if she was mocking him
and wondered if she was—maybe alittle. Neku mocked everyone while pretending to do the opposite.
It made for ashell most people found hard to crack.

“After you,” hesad.

If he could descend that ramp to meet the Katchatkafamily then she could climb it to meet Lord
d Alambert. | mean, Lady Neku asked hersdlf, how hard could it be?

As she neared the top, Lady Neku reminded herself not to ask idiot questions. The answer was very
difficult indeed. And not just because the d’ Alamberts used adightly tighter logarithm for gravity.

“Youdl right?’

“Of coursel’m...” Glaring at the boy beside her, Lady Neku got ready to insst she wasfine and then
shrugged, making do with asmal nod.

“He smadeit hard,” said Luc. “On purpose. Even we don’t use gravity thisdense.”
“Why areyou telling me that?’

The boy looked puzzled. “ So you know thingswill get easier.” Putting his hand under Neku' s elbow, Luc
d Alambert helped her climb the last few steps. They could have been any couple, thought Lady Neku,
gpart from the fact their families hated each other, shewas half ahead taller, and Luc was so pae he
might aswell have been aghost. He was right though. Lady Neku felt her steps get less sticky and her
body lighter as she neared the top of the ramp.

“Braceyoursdf,” said Luc.

A wave of nauseawashed over Lady Neku. A churning sickness that abandoned her dmost as soon asit
began. When she cameto, Luc was still supporting her elbow, only now he held it tight.

“Shit,” Lady Neku sad.

L uc nodded, although he aso glanced towards his father to see whether the thin man standing just insde
the doorway had heard. Lord d’ Alambert gave little Sign of hearing; if he had, he was too busy examining
awall.

It showed anaked...

Me, Lady Neku realised. As she looked, the scan sank beneath the surface of her breasts, nose, knees,
and abdomen, sectioning her into wafer-thin silhouettes that flickered and vanished. She saw her besting
heart, brain, lungs, and spine appear and disappear just as quickly. Until the leading edge of the scan
passed through her body, leaving only afaint echo of dissolving buttock, seen from theinside out.

“Comein,” said avoice, and Lady Neku redlised she till had afew pacesto take. Closing the gap
between hersdf and the old man, Lady Neku made a point of glancing at the darkening wall and then
bowed.

Should she have curtsied? Seeing the amusement in the old man’ s eyes, Lady Neku decided perhaps not.
Amusement was good. Certainly better than anger.

“My Lord””

Luc sfather was rumoured to be as old as Neku' s mother, though the years had trested him lesskindly.



His eyeswere watery and scaes disfigured one side of his face and showed in armour-like rowsfrom
beneath his cuffs. She could smdll the reptile stink of corruption from where she stood.

“Pretty,” hesaid. “lsan'tit?’

Harsh eyeswarned Luc not to answer. Lord d’ Alambert was waiting to see how Neku would reply.
“You'regarting to look likealizard,” she said.

“Very true.” Lord d Alambert’ s smile was sour. “Pretty soon I'll be as cold blooded as your mother.”

“If it doesn't kill you first,” said Lady Neku, and Lord d’ Alambert actudly laughed. Although, from the
scowls on the faces of hisretainersit looked asif most of them had trouble seeing the joke.

“How much longer before you turn?’
“A century,” hesad. “God willing.”

Never show surprise, never show fear, never even pretend to take anything serioudy, these rules had
been indtilled in Lady Neku by her brothers, with daps and threats and the occasiond treet. All the same,
shedtill found it hard to keep the shock from her face. She asked how old Lord d’ Alambert was without
thinking.

Lady Neku had no ideawhether or not he was lying when he told her his age. No way was her mother
that old, unlessthe Katchatkas and d’ Alamberts counted their years differently.

“Y ou know why we' re here?’

“A mariage,” said Lady Neku.

“Your marriage,” Lord d’ Alambert said. He stared at the girl. “How do you fedl about that?’
Lady Neku' s shrug was not the most elegant of responses.

Stepping forward, Lord d’ Alambert wrapped one arm around the girl’ s shoulders and steered her away
from Luc and the yellow-clad retainers who hovered at the edges of their conversation. Maybe thiswas
planned, thought Lady Neku, maybe al those men in their strange suits and yellow cloaks knew to stand
back. These were the d’ Alamberts, the oldest of all families. According to her mother, they worked a
levels of subtlety so degp even she had trouble extracting the real meaning from their words.

“Tell mehonestly,” said Lord d’ Alambert. “How do you fed about this marriage?’

She would have shrugged again, but something in those eyestold Lady Neku he would return to the
question and keep returning to it until she answered.

“Doesit matter?” asked Lady Neku.

“Yes,” sad the old man. “Y our geneswill be mixed with those of my son. Has that been explained to
you?”

“Yes” said Lady Neku.

“We're old-fashioned,” he added, almost sadly. “Hog-tied by tradition. Y ou will be required to live with
us. Wewill dso expect you to birth your own children.”



“I’'mnot surel can,” said Lady Neku. “Our record in that areais not very good...” She hesitated,
wondering whether she dare say what wasin her mind. “Y ou’ ve heard the rumours?’

Three generations made by splitting cells.

The old man smiled. His breath was sour and he leaned on her arm more heavily than Lady Neku liked.
All the same she was shocked to redise she was starting to respect Lord d’ Alambert, something so
unlikely it made her wonder if heworked at levels more subtle than even her mother redised.

“I’ve heard the rumours,” said the man. “And you' Il befine. | had you scanned as you came aboard.
There s nothing amissthat can’t be cured by inducing the menarche.” He smiled at Lady Neku's
expression. “You carry an ancient Bayer Rochelle modification for elective erility...no breeding,” he
added, when shelooked puzzled. “Until we splicein akey.”

CHAPTER 38— Thursday, 28 June

There were three likely answers according to Charlie, another seven possible and thirty-eight more that
ranged from technically possible to unlikely, each with its own factor of probability. And though every
one could be examined in isolation, it was unredistic to consder why ahandgun clip might hold amix of
live and blank ammunition without tightening the parameters.

“Could the difference between types be seen?’
“Unlikely,” said Neku. “Mogt clipsare closed.”
“Would the man unload the dlip?’

“Doubt it,” shesaid.

“And the blanks?’

“Crimped,” said Neku, adding, “No wax plug or fake bullet, just powder, minimal wadding, and crimped
meta around the top.”

She grinned at the memory, clung tighter to Kit’ s bike jacket, and leaned into abend. Charlie had taken
her problem away last Monday, called her Tuesday with hisrequest for more information, and being
refused, disgppeared for another day, findly texting this morning to ask how many answersshe' d like.

“Okay,” said Charlie, when she cdlled. “I can give you probabilities or divide my solutionsinto unlikely,
possble and...”

“Give methe most obvious answer,” said Neku, ruining his carefully considered presentation. She knew
she'd ruined it, because Charli€' s voice sumbled to ahalt, leaving her done on the roof with aslent
phone and adistant police Sren for company.

“Isthisred?’ he asked findly. “1 mean, doesit have something to do with the dead woman?’
“Mary,” said Neku.
“Yes” Chaliesad. “Mary.”

“No,” said Neku, flicking her Nokiato visud. She caught Charli€ s blink asthe streaming video came on
line, and then the widening of hiseyes.



“Neku, you're...”

I’mwhat? she wondered, before realising he meant shirtless. “It'shot,” shetold him. “Tokyo has more
wind.” He was about to say something else, but just nodded.

“Soit’snot about Mary?’
“No,” said Neku. “ Definitely not.”

“Butitisfor red?’ Charliesad, carefully not facing his screen. “I mean,” he added, “you don't strike me
asinterested in the hypothetica.”

Neku smiled, then realised it might have been aninault. “It' sred,” she said. “I’ ve been trying to work out
what it meansever snce.” Thiswasn't drictly true, she' d smply found the fact in areport amid the mess
of papersfrom Mgor Y amota s office and passed the problem straight to Charlie.

“Okay,” hesaid, “firg thought, it' s obvioudy intentiona.” Charlie must have been glancing at his screen
because he responded to Neku' sfrown. “If the clip had five blanks and three live shdlls...wdll, that could
have been someone not bothering to empty the clip properly, but five blanks, two live, one blank.”

“Suggestswhat?’

Charlietook adeep breeth. “ Taking the fiveltwo combination first,” he said. “ Someone wantsto frighten
someone, while reserving the meansto kill them. Second option, someone wants to frighten someone,
then kill them. Third option, someone wantsto frighten someone, then kill someonedse...”

“Goon,” said Neku.

“There are other possibilities,” said Charlie. “But I’ d need more background. Theclipislogica until you
consder that last blank. Why load afind blank having loaded two live shells aboveit?’

“I imagine,” said Neku, “it al depends on who loaded the clip.”
“on...7

“How about, scare someone, kill someone else, get killed yourself?”
“Yeah,” said Charlie. “That worksfor me.”

He' d wanted to see her again, obvioudy enough, which was afair price. At least Neku thought it was,
but she had to tell Charlie she was busy next day and that led into telling him about Kate O’ Mdly and
Pet and dl the other divers of information she' d prised out of Kit asreward for trandating hiswretched
forms

“Cdl mewhen you get back?’ asked Charlie.
Neku promised shewould.

The sky above the downs was a ridicul ous shade of blue and the afternoon stank of warm earth, summer,
and grass. It was al Kit could do not to put out one gloved hand to brush the hedge as he roared past.

Themill at Little Westover looked unchanged, the White Bear, on the corner, where Blackboy Lane
crossed with the ghost of a Roman road, was festooned with flowers, its car park asfull as ever.



But the old hut had gone.

Kit expected to find overgrown foundations or rotten walls and a broken roof, but it was gone
completely. Someone had cleared the Site, concreted it over, and installed mesh fencing and asted gate.
A Ukrainian tractor and trailer now stood where the hut had been.

For the first hdf of the ride, Neku had gripped his jacket and held tight. After they stopped at a café and
Kit told her how to ride pillion, Neku loosened her grip and now leaned back, holding plagtic handles
that protruded from the Kawasaki’ s cheap seat. They were using Sony earbeads, amodification that had
cost dmost as much asthe old bike. Well, it did when you threw in the cost of earbead-compatible
hdmets.

“Okay,” said Neku. “Who am |7’

Kit twitched his head, then glanced back at the lanein time to seetwin walls of cow pardey twist to one
sde. “Lean,” he ordered, and felt Neku ride the bend. Of course, Neku being Neku, explaining what she
should do to ride pillion had aso required him to explain why, so Kit ended up sketching a cross section
of wheel onto a paper napkin.

“Precison and deflection,” she said. “ Combined with centrifugd force. .. Simple enough.”
“If yousay s0.”

Now Neku threw hersdf into bends, which actualy trandated as leaning with the bike rather than against
it. Kit had ridden these roads a thousand times before in an earlier life, and swept the curves from
memory as he headed for Middle Morton and the old humpback bridge, but first he had Wintersprint.

The cottage was Hill there, although builders had removed the date roof and added dormer windows.
The thatch replacing the dates had been in place long enough to grow moss and turn black dong its
lower edges. The outside walls had been plastered and painted white. Half tubs, cut from beer barrels,
overflowed with flowers on both sides of aglossy black door.

“Wel?" demanded Neku, her voiceloud in his earbead.
“Wel, what?’

“How are you going to explan meto Mrs. O’ Mdly?’
“Hell,” said Kit. “How do | explain you to anyone?’
“Youdon't.”

Flicking on hisindicators, Kit kicked down a couple of gears and coasted to ahat besideagap in the
hedge. The potato fidld till existed. The earth bank around its edge might look alittle flatter and the
copse of trees at itsfar end alittle closer than he remembered, but its dark earth was still cut into farrows
and atrailer rusted in one corner beneath rotting sacks. A sign by the gate advertised, Pick Your Own.

“Why have we stopped?’
“Because | need to stretch my legs,” said Kit.
Having watched him unbolt afive-bar gate, Neku sad, “I’ll comewith you.”

“No,” sad Kit, “youwon't. | need you to stay with the bike.”



Fifteen years had gone and till he stood humbled at the site of amindlessfuck between teenagers, one of
them haf drunk, the other ramped on speed. A thousand other people would have been having sex that
night, ten thousand, a hundred thousand... Y oshi had been wrong. No one could tie you tighter than you
could tie yoursdlf and it was the ropes you couldn’t see that bound you tightest.

“You'recrying,” said Neku, when he returned.
Kit put his helmet back on.

Seven Chimneys had changed in the time he' d been away. The ydlow brick had lost itsravnessand ivy
had fanned out around the upper windows. The rose bushes had thickened and the flower bed outside
the study been weeded and cut back so many timesits earth had changed colour.

Even the huge brass lion of adoor knocker had logt its brashness and been cleaned and polished into
something that felt greasy benesth Kit' sfingers as helifted its heavy ring and brought it down with abang.

He had to knock another three times before he got an answer.
“Whoisit?’

“Me,” hesaid, before realising how ridiculous that sounded. “It'sKit,” he said. “1 need you to look at
something...” Onthefar side of the door bolts were drawn back, and when the door opened it was ill
held by aheavy chain.

“Who's she?’ demanded Kate.

Neku sighed. “Told you,” she said.

While Kit looked through the attics for atrunk or box that might take the little brass key, Neku and Kate
made lunch, which mostly involved dicing tomatoes and sticking fat chunks of cheese between even faiter
dabs of bread.

“Make adressing,” Kate ordered. When Neku looked blank, Kate pulled wine vinegar, olive ail, and
black pepper from a cupboard and dumped them in front of the girl.

“Mix them,” she said. “Then grate in some pepper.”
“Whét proportions?’

“How would | know?’ Kate asked, dumping an empty mustard jar in front of Neku. “My husband used
to makeit.” She nodded at thejar. “He used that.”

Having poured oil and vinegar into the jar, Neku added black pepper and screwed the jar shut before
shaking it hard. Then she drizzled the dressing over the top of the diced tomatoes, because she couldn’t
see what else she was meant to do with it.

“It'spretty here,” shesaid.
Kate grunted.

Horsesran in afield beyond the kitchen windows and bees clustered around a vast spread of lavender
that overflowed a stone trough next to abench on the lawn immediately outsde. The room itself was
huge, with stone dabs for afloor and work surfaces cut from railway deepers. The kitchen wastoo big



for one person, dmost too big for onefamily. It looked asif it belonged in ahotdl.
“You and Kit,” Kate asked. “What's that about?’

So Neku told Kate how she’ d met Kit by accident while she’ d been stedling a pen, notebook, and ink
from ashrine shop in Tokyo because she had a story she needed to write.

“What' sthe story about?’

“A marriage”

“Whose marriage?’

“Mine” said Neku, “to the son of alizard prince.”

Kate raised her eyebrows. So Neku told Kate how she met Kit a second time on the streets of
Roppongi, when he gave her a coffee one morning, because it wasraining.

“Becauseit wasraning?’
“That' swhat he said.”
“And when wasthis?’

“Lasgt Christmas,” said Neku. “He brought me coffee every day after that, and often daifuku cake.
Stuffed with sweet bean curd,” she added, when Kate looked puzzled. “| cameto rely onit. The days
Kit forgot | went hungry.”

“You couldn't just beg?’

“Maybe that would have been better,” Neku admitted. “ L esstrouble for everybody, but it seemed
wrong.” Shetold Kate how she' d actudly had acoin locker stuffed with millions of dollars shewas
unableto use. And how taking coffee from Kit had somehow fdt different. “Anyway,” shesaid. 1 saved
hislifefrom an n. So that was repayment.”

“Seemsto be catching.”
“What is?" asked Neku.
“Wanting Kit deed.”

Neku shrugged. “He was fucking the wife of a gang boss and bikers used his bar to dedl drugs, pluslots
of uyoku felt Y oshi Tanaka should be married to someone Japanese. Then there’ s chippu he owed to
theloca police and unpaid bills from aBrazilian transvestite who mends his motorbike. It could have
been anyone.”

Katelaughed. “You tdl agood story,” she said. “ Almost as good as Patrick. All the same, I'd like the
red sory next time.”

After lunch, Kate carried her own plate to the sink and ran it under cold water, leaving it to dry on awire
rack. It was the action of someone grown used to living alone, life reduced to smple habits. Neku did the
same for her own plate, Kit's plate, and the plate on which she' d put the tomatoes, washing each before
placing it next to the plates already there.

Before enlightenment, chop wood, carry water. After enlightenment, chop wood, carry water ...



Neku found it hard to remember which actions carried weight and which got lost as static and dust in the
dipstream from other people' slives.

“I'mgoing for astroll,” said Kate. “Y ou can keep looking,” she added, speaking to Kit. “But there’'sno
trunk here and no tuck box. Mary didn’'t go to that kind of school.” And, with this, Kate headed for the
kitchen door.

Neku madeto follow her.
“Neku,” Kitsaid.

“What,” said Neku, “1’m not alowed to take awalk too?”

CHAPTER 39— Thursday, 28 June

Carslocked up the M 25, London’ s orbital. They crawled towards turn offs, negotiated endless road
works, and did gratefully away, like singlefish leaving ashod asthey finaly headed hometo leafy and
not-so-leafy suburbs. About ten minutes short of his own turn off, Kit spotted aBMW up ahead and
thought no more about it, filtering through the gap between the BMW and awhite van.

Ashedid so, an arm reached through the driver’ swindow and fixed ablue light to the roof. Sirens
blipped and the BMW would have remained trapped in molasses-dow traffic if Kit hadn’t obediently
pulled over.

“Licence...”

Kit had dready removed his hemet and dark glasses, so he smiled and nodded politely. “I’'m sorry. Is
there...”

“Licence” sad the man.

“Of course,” said Kit. Without hesitation, he unzipped aside pocket and flipped open hiswallet, offering
the man asmall square of plagtic. The only instantly recognisable wordswere Kit Nouveau, everything
elsewasin Japanese.

“What' sthis?”
“My licence”

The policeman turned over the square of plastic. It was obviousfrom theirritation on hisface that he
found the vehicle categories outlined in kanji on the back equally incomprehensible. At least the front had
aphotograph of Kit, areference number, and something that looked like an end date.

“Wher€ syour internationa permit?’
“I don’'t need one,” said Kit, careful to keep asmile on hisface. “ Thisisgood in the UK for ayear.”
“Great,” said theman. “I've got mysdf alawyer.”

“Not at al.” Kit shook hishead. “But | checked with the British embassy in Tokyo beforel |eft.” Asalie
it was next to impossible to refute, and besides, Japanese driving licenceswerelegd inthe UK, everyone
knew that.



“What about her?”

Before Kit had time to answer, Neku produced ared and gold passport and handed it over. Asan
afterthought, she remembered to execute asmall bow. A smile wasfixed firmly on her face.

“How long' s she been here?’” demanded the policeman.
“Almost aweek,” said Kit.

“And when she' sdueto leave?’

“Soon,” he said, pretending not to notice Neku’ sfrown.

“Wait here,” the man ordered. A few minutes later he was back. Without aword, he returned Neku's
passport and the Japanese licence taken from Kit, then nodded at the bike. “Y ou can go.”

Car after car had been crawling past even more dowly than traffic conditions demanded, as drivers
braked dightly to starein vague interest at whatever was happening. When the policeman raised his head
to stare back, ahandful of facesimmediately looked away.

“Comeon,” Kit told Neku, putting on his helmet and waiting for her to do the same. “Let’sgo home.”

He turned the Kawasaki in adow circle and touched his rear brake as he reached the unmarked police
car, dowing dightly to peer ingde. Two men szt in the front. The onewho’ d just demanded sight of Kit's
licence and Sergeant Samson, the police officer from three days before.

“Evening,” said Kit, and left the Sergeant to his calls and the numbers he' d been reading to someone over
acar radio...

Every city hasits own night noises. Thetalking police carsin Tokyo. A fog horn from afreighter heard
between New Y ork’ s rumble of trucks. The braying of atethered donkey in Tunis.

In London the late sounds were composed of lorries, banging doors, and people fighting in the streets. At
leadt, that was how it sounded to Kit as he lay awake and listened to the hours crawl by as dowly asthat
evening straffic on the M25. It was noisy, if less noisy than Sophie had said.

Aswell asusing the mewsto piss, drunks stopped off to try their phones or dumped haf conscious
againg awall, waiting for acal to remind them where they were meant to be. Couples dipped into its
depthsto kiss or fuck or squabble avay from the main street. A typed notein a plastic folder—nailed to
adoor just under the arch, whereit could be read by street light—assured johns that no prostitutes
worked from any of the flatsin Hogarth Mews.

According to Sophie, acouple of Estonians had started conning touristsin Soho by giving them akey
and an address in Hogarth Mews, with a promise that young and beautiful East European girlswould be
waiting. A Glaswegian trio tricked into visiting the nonexistent brothel had been angry enough to kick
down adoor.

For dl this, Hogarth Mews was a good address. A quick look in thewindow of aloca estate agent had
told Kit just how good. Not central Tokyo prices, of course, because few citiesin the world had anything
gpproaching those, but Mary had till left him aflat worth more than he' d earned in the previousten
years.

And gtaring into the half darkness, Kit just wished he knew why. Apology, guilt, some weird attempt to



make peace? Any of those would have worked, if only things had been the other way round. If he'd
been the one offering Mary everything he owned.

Kit was dtill worrying at this question when he heard the door from the roof garden open and then the
sound of Neku'skey in the front door of theflat. Thiswas not unusua. Neku often passed ghost-like
through the hall on her way to get aglass of water or use the bathroom.

Only thistime she stopped outside hisroom.

“Y ou awake?’

“Yeah,” he said, watching his door open.

“Areyou okay to talk?’

“It' sthreein themorning,” said Kit. “Can’'t it wait?’
“No,” Neku said, shaking her head. “Probably not.”

He caught the sweep of one hip, a shoulder, and a curve of breast in silhouette as she turned back from
shutting the door behind her. Absolute certainty of her nakedness came with asplinter of Street light
between her thighs as she walked towards him.

“I"'m not going back to Japan,” said Neku. Sitting on the edge of Kit's bed shereached for the covers,
her fingerstugging & the edge of hisquilt.

“Neku.”
Thetusde was brief and Kit won.

“Why?’ she asked, when she' d done what Kit demanded and put on his yukata, tying itsbet tight
around her. She till sat on hisbed, only now her legs were folded under her and only one foot could be
seen. Her aamswere folded and she d hunched insde hersdlf, visibly furiouswith him.

“You'reakid,” said Kit.

Neku snorted. “In some prefectures,” she said, “the age of consent isthirteen. Anyway,” Neku added
crosdly, “youwouldn't be my firg.”

“Maybe not,” Kit said, “but that’s hardly the point.”

“Soit’ sdefinitdy my age?’

He nodded.

“Would it help,” said Neku, “if | told you how old | redly was?’

“Probably not.” Kit had her pegged at fifteen or Sixteen. Although, since Japanese girls could ook young
for their age, she might be seventeen, though he doubted it. She behaved like achild, for al that she
sometimes pretended to be something el se.

“Wel?' hesad.
“I'm hundreds of years older than you.”

“Hundreds?’



“Thousands,” said Neku. “Ten of thousands. | don’'t even know when thisis, it'sso long ago...”

CHAPTER 40 — Nawa-no-ukiyo

“Where' sLuc?’ Lady Katchatka demanded.

“Being miserable somewhere,” said Nico. “Knowing him.”
“Andyour Ssster?’

Lady Katchatka glanced at her three sons. Nico sat at her feet, sharpening the blade of a katana said to
be older than the family itsdlf, while the two elder boys knelt by awall, playing cards. Something smple,
likeclans.

“Wdl?

“Shewasin the gardens,” said Antonio. “Playing with her stupid cat.” Antonio dealt another card, only to
swear when his brother scooped the pile.

“And when wasthis?’ asked Lady Katchatka.
“After lunch.”
The old woman sghed. “Nico?’

Her youngest son ran asharpening glass down one edge of his blade, then wiped the meta with afinger,
checking the silver dust hefound there. “ She' sadegp inthe spire,” he said, without looking up.

Petro snorted.
“| thought it best to check,” Nico said coldly.

She was going to have to deal with this, Lady Katchatka decided. But not now and certainly not before
the wedding banquet was over.

“Sound adegp?’

Nico scowled.

“Well,” Lady Katchatka demanded. “Was she sound adeep?’
“Dead to thisworld,” said Nico.

Also curled up in acorner. Although Nico didn’t need to mention this, because everyone knew how
Neku dept. She' d been curling up in stray corners from the day she was born.

How odd, Lady Neku thought. Why would Nico lie about having gone to my room? Shaking her
heed, the girl edged round ahalf pillar, looking for a better peep hole. Unlike the pillar’ sfar Sde, which
pretended to be marble, the side Lady Neku edged round was unpolished metd, with fat bolts that fixed
it to the sheet stedl benesth her feet. Thiswas because Lady Neku wasinside a hollow wall.

She' d been nine when she discovered the trick. A door into the Stroll Garden had been locked and Lady
Neku wanted to be on the other side. So angry had Lady Neku been that she hit the door; not softly or
in pretend anger, but hard enough to split the skin of her knuckles. Only the pain Lady Neku expected to



fedl on her second blow never came, because the door dissolved beneath her punch and she found
hersdf with her arm stuck dmogt entirely through its surface.

When screaming produced no help, shetried reason. At nine, of course, Lady Neku could aready
outthink Antonio and Petro. Even Nico, who was used to being the most intelligent, had cometo redlise
his sster was talented. Which was probably why he' d locked her out of the garden in the first place.

After reason failed, the nine-year-old began to push at the door with her shoulder, findly faling through.
Since thiswas obvioudy impossible, she decided not to mention it to her mother or brothers.

So began her travels. At first she smply walked through doors. Although thiswas a clumsy way to
describe the intricate negotiation her body made with the physical boundaries around it. The following
year Lady Neku redised that if she approached hollow walls face on and then stepped sideways, she
could remain within thewall itself.

By then she’ d done some basi¢ research and decided it was down to the molecules of her body
negotiaing miu space within the molecules making thewall. Thiswas, she later discovered, dmost
entirely wrong. Whatever, Lady Neku increased her ability to wander, until even Nico became disquieted
by thethings his sister knew.

She became the family ghog, the half wit others barely mentioned, wandering a one down abandoned
corridors or climbing the sheer sdes of cathedra-high hangersto hide on ledgesfor days.

Cold, hungry, lost, and alone—they were some of the happiest days of her life. She discovered the drop
zone, filled with pods designed to make one-way tripsto the planet’ s surface. And having made her first
drop, she introduced hersdlf to her family’ s castle, which found it hard to accept she’ d made no provison
for her return.

“Redly?’ Schloss Omgaasked.

“Redlly,” said Lady Neku, sounding remarkably unworried, given she d forgotten to bring food and the
heet insde the castle s shell was aready gluing her shirt to her back. So the castle returned her anyway.
Shifting the nine-year-old ahundred kilometres straight up, from ground level to High Strange, assmply
as Lady Neku herself moved through doors.

Next time she did the drop, the castle said, | suppose you expect me to do that again? And Lady
Neku smply nodded.

Modtly it was her silence and self-sufficiency that worried Nico, Antonio, and Petro. She avoided
physica contact, long talks, sympatico symbionts, and al the other little tics that bound her brothersto
her mother. She was hersdlf, the origina. Everyone else wasjust a copy.

“Okay, then,” Lady Neku heard her mother say. “We'redl agreed?’

Theideaof her mother asking approva of her brothers was so surprising that Lady Neku hesitated on
the edge of leaving and decided to stay where shewas.

Looking up from hisblade, Nico said, “ Are you sure about not telling Neku?’

“It seems best.”

“She'sgoing to takeit badly. Y ou know shewill.”

Lady Katchatka nodded, mostly to hersdlf. “Better thisway,” she said. “Neku' s going to be upset



whatever.”
“Sowedon't tdl her about Luc?’ That was Antonio.

“No,” said Lady Katchatka, “we don’t.” Having carefully placed his cards face down on the floor, Petro
glanced between his mother and Antonio. “And we don’t tell her about Lord d’ Alambert either?’

“Wedon't tdl her about anything,” said Nico. “It'sa secret.”
“That'sright,” Lady Katchatkasaid. “It's a secret.”
Antonio and Petro nodded.

After the two eldest boysreturned to their cards Nico stood up and swished his katana through the air,
liglening to its note; then he wiped its blade onefind time and sat himsdlf at awindow seet, Staring out
over thewagtes of Katchatka Segment below. A moment later, his mother joined him. Unfortunately,
they weretoo far away for Lady Neku to hear what was said.

When their conversation was done, Lady Katchatka bent forward and kissed Nico carefully on the
forehead. She left without bothering to say goodbye to the others.

Lady Neku haf expected Nico to follow, but al he did was stroll over to where Antonio and Petro knelt
and squat beside them. At the end of that round, Antonio dedlt the cards into fresh pilesand all three
brothers began to play.

“I don't getit,” said Luc, when Lady Neku eventualy found him sulking in the Stroll Garden. “Why do
you dresslike that?’

Protocol said he lived with her family for the timeit took to complete the celebrations that ensured she
would remain for therest of her lifewithin his. Luc made little pretence about hating every minute of his
enforced Stay.

“Why dol...” Oneof thethings Lady Neku found most odd about L uc was the innocence with which he
asked questions. Surely he' d been told that every question reved ed more about the person asking than
could be offset by knowing the answer?

Y et Luc smply asked. Odd was one word for it. Supid was another. Because the other thing Lady
Neku found strange about Luc was that he gppeared to believe everything shetold him. Therewasa
third strangeness. Which was that Neku had begun to find hersalf giving truthful answersto the questions
L uc asked, because tricking him and lying were just too easy. If nothing else, she found anovety vauein
being honest.

“Dresslikewhat?’ Neku demanded.
“You know.” Luc flapped ahand. “ All thisblack. And that shirt.”
“What about it?”’

“It's...” Heshrugged, then flapped his hand again. Lady Neku guessed he meant to indicate therips. Luc
went red every time he got embarrassed. | mean, shethought, how stupid a modification was that?

Lady Neku wore askirt of crumpled silk ripped to show the layers beneath. The skirt was old and had
been spun by tiny worms fed on starlight, or so her mother said. It fluoresced in the daylight, but weer it



at night and it became darker than the deepest shadow, a mere absence of light wrapped around the
person insde.

It had been Lady Neku' sfavourite, until she mentioned thisto her mother and Lady Katchatka had
replied, dismissively, that she'd dso loved it a her daughter’ s age. Now Lady Neku hated it, but
continued to wear the garment to stop her mother from knowing the effect of those words.

Anyway, it was not the skirt that bothered Luc, nor the niello bangles and memory beads around Lady
Neku swridts, it was her top. “It' sokay,” said Lady Neku. “Y ou can stare. Everybody el se does.”

[13 Eva.ym?l
“Nico, Antonio, and Petro.”

When Luc bit hisbottom lip it made Lady Neku wonder what she'd said. And that was enough to push
her into considering his question carefully. It was only after she' d dragged Luc to atiny waterfal and sat
him beside her on the grass that Lady Neku wondered if his unworldly innocence were someweird
double bluff, designed to manipulate her into telling him the truth. If so, then she was impressed, because
it wasworking.

“What?' Luc said.

“Nothing,” said Lady Neku. “I'm just not used to talking to people. So you'll haveto listen carefully.”
“Towhat?’

“My reasons. Why | wear black.”

“| understand it’ sthe Katchatka colour,” said Luc. “It' sthe way you al dress. You know, it'sjust the...”
A shake of his head, then one hand went up to rub hiseyes.

If he'd only get his mouth fixed, thought Lady Neku, he’ d be almost good looking. Pulling up her
knees, she twisted her skirt decorously around her ankles and rested her chin on her hands.

Lady Neku wasthinking.

“Okay,” shesaid. “It goeslikethis...My mother likes torn clothes because they ook good on her and
my brothers dress the same because they follow my mother’ sexample. | wear this shirt because it
rendersmeinvisbleto them...”

Lady Neku held up ahand, gtilling Luc’ squestion. “Let mefinish,” shesaid. “ Theripsare house tyle. If |
dressed as negtly asyou I’ d be making an exhibition of mysalf. Does that make sense?’

Sitting back, Lady Neku lowered her knees and unfolded her arms. “What do you see when you look at
me?’ she demanded.

His blush was her answer.
“Exactly,” said Lady Neku.

“That’ show you make yoursdlf invishble?’ Luc said softly. He nodded, then nodded again, consdering
her words. “But | ill don’t understand. Who are you hiding from?’

It took Lady Neku ninety minutesto explain to Luc the background, history, and interna politics of her
family. And a the end, al he said was, “Y ou' re hiding from the lot of them?’



And when she scowled, he nodded.

“Okay,” hesad. “I can see how that might work.”

Sweeping hair from his eyes, Nico dashed through the air and a dozen invisible enemies died benegath his
flurry of blows, then adozen more as he dropped, swept low with a particularly lethal cut, and danced
away acrossthe duelling room. When hefinally cameto astanddtill in front of Lady Neku, hisbrothers,
and Luc, he' d barely broken swest.

“Sweet,” he said. Nico was talking about the blade.
“Let metry,” said Petro.

Nico shook his heed.

“Comeon,” Petro said. “It’ s not even yours.”
“Itisnow,” said Nico. “I found it. Go find your own.”

But Petro wouldn't, because that meant going to the surface, tracking down an object of value, and then
wresting it from the origind owner. And Petro grew sick smply thinking about surface dwellersand the
plaguesthey carried. Not something that worried Nico, who time and again had returned with blood
splattering hisarms. “Here...” Nico tossed the katana to Luc, dl three brothers grinning as Luc fumbled
his catch. “Y ou can borrow it,” said Nico. “I’m sure Petro would be delighted to fight you.”

Petro scowled, mainly because L uc got to try the blade and not him. Which, obvioudy enough, was why
Nico gave Luc the katana in thefirst place. Lady Neku' s family could be very predictable.

“I’'m not that good,” said Luc, as hetried the katana for balance. He was rewarded with alaugh from
Nico.

“Have ago, anyway.”

“Okay,” hesad. Turning inacircle, with the katana held far too tightly to give him thefluidity he' d
require, Luc practised a dozen of the smplest blocks and finished up facing Petro.

“What aretherules?’ Luc asked.

Petro grinned. “ Thisis Katchatka,” he said. “ Thereare no rules. At least, not about thingslikethis. You
should know that if you' re going to marry my sgter.”

“So how do you score?’

Petro glanced at his brothers, who rolled their eyes rather more obvioudy than was necessary. “ Two
peoplefight,” Petro said. “Onewins. How hard can that be to mark?’

It wastimefor Lady Neku to get involved. The question was how? Since coming up with acomplex and
emotiondly satisfying answer would take longer than she had, Lady Neku chose the smplest option.
Pushing hersdlf away from the wall, she marched acrossto Luc and held out her hand.

“Let meseg,” shesaid.

Luc did ashewastold.



“Nicebadance,” said Lady Neku, cutting air. “Very niceindeed...” Luc was gtill busy admiring Lady
Neku's sword play, when she spun away from him and dashed the blade hard towards her brother.

As Petro brought up his own blade to block her blow, Lady Neku twisted sideways, reversed her
katana in onefluid move, and struck fast and hard, its blade actudly cutting her skirt asits point lanced
out behind her.

“Fuck,” said Petro, only just stepping back in time. He looked shocked.
“Y ou’ve been practising,” Nico said, hisvoice amused.

Lady Neku nodded.

“Okay,” said Nico, “my go.”

So Lady Neku tossed him the sword. The spin she put on the handle made the blade difficult to catch,
but Nico caught it al the same. He grinned at his sister, nodded once to Luc, and swept hair out of his
own eyes.

“Why doesn't hejust get it cut?” whispered Luc.

“Because then hewouldn't be ableto flick it back.” Lady Neku sighed. Surely Luc could see how the
floppiness of Nico's hair was reflected in the ruffles of his shirt and the wide hem to histrousers?

“Ready?" asked Nico.

Mouth sullen, Petro nodded. What had begun asfun at Luc’ s expense had turned into fun at his own. “ Of
course’'mready,” he said. Stepping forward, Petro swung his blade a couple of times and then stepped
back. AsNico moved forward to begin his own warm up, Petro aimed a heavy-handed side dash that
would have severed Nico'sleg had it met flesh.

Nico blocked the cut with asmile.

Except, by then, Petro had launched the moves he really wanted to make. A quick reverse, afeint to the
head, and then the blow itself. Straight at Nico' sthroat.

“Idiot,” said Lady Neku.

Springing asde, Nico let the katana pass, before sinking his own point deep into Petro’ s chest. Ashis
elder brother opened his mouth, in something half way between pain and astonishment, Nico yanked his
blade sdeways, severing his brother’ s heart. Blood went everywhere.

1] Ni CO! ”

It wastoo late. By the time Lady Neku reached Petro’ s Sde his eyes were unfocussed and his pulse had
stopped. “Mother’ s going to be furious.”

“Hedarted it,” said Nico, suddenly sounding like the boy hewas.

“Likethat will make adifference.”

“Wadl, hedid.” Wiping his blade, Nico returned it to the scabbard.

Lady Neku sighed. “Y ou know what Mother’ s like about hurting Petro’ sfedings.”



“Fedings?” sadLuc.

Nico nodded. “Petro isthe oldest,” he said. “ So we' re not meant to make fun of him. It makes my
mother upset.” Nico paused. “That’ sbad,” he added, asif thismight be newsto Luc. “The problemis
Petro’sjust rubbish a everything...”

“I suppose,” said Antonio, glancing at the blood, “we d better get this cleared up before anyone seesit.”

But Lady Neku was one step ahead of them both. Dropping to a crouch, she stroked the tiles next to
Petro’ s body until they began to sag and opened into abody-sized hole. “1'll et you two finish off.”

“Okay.” Nico nodded. “Comeon,” hetold Antonio. “Let’ s get it over with.” Walking acrossto where
Petro lay, Nico and Antonio began to roll himinto the hole.

“You'll get him back intwo days,” said Lady Neku.
“What...”

“That’'sgood,” shesaid. “1 had to negotiate to get it done that fast. The kami areworking full out on
tomorrow night.”

For once her brothersdidn’t mock her. “Oh fuck,” said Antonio. “Mother’ s party.”
She watched Nico and Antonio glance at each other.

“He Il missthe wedding banquet,” said Nico.

“I know,” said Lady Neku.

“Mother’ sgoing to be furious.”

Lady Neku nodded. “Y ou should have thought about that before you killed him...”

CHAPTER 41 — Friday, 29 June

Timewas spherical, layered within itself, each layer actualy a sphere when expanded into three
dimensions, dthough it looked like two when seen from any perspective beyond four, most layers being
climbed using abasic Einstein-Rosen bridge.

“Got it sofar?’ asked Neku.

Kit shook hishead. The girl sat against the head board of Mary’ s bed, still wrapped in his yukata. Her
shoulder was pressed into his arm and her eyes were shut. Neku smelled of soap, shampoo, and
Marmite; thelast being what Kit had put on the toast he made her.

He' d made toast because Neku began crying and he wanted to give her privacy. Which either
constituted cowardice or compassion. Kit could waste time later trying to work out which.

“Okay,” said Kit. “But what' sdl thisgot to do with being upset?’
“Everything,” said Neku.

Settling hersdf, she brushed crumbs from her chin and started to sSketch ajerky spird inthe air with one
finger. “Thisistime” shesad. “Enormoudy smplified and seen from adifferent perspective. Think of it



assepscircling acentral well. Unfortunately the stairsonly go in onedirection.”
“Why?" asked Kit.

Neku sighed. “Because they do,” she said. “My brother said timeis an infinite number of doorsforever
locking behind you.” Which showed what he knew.

“Andwhat’ s at thetop?’

“For me,” said Neku, “Nawa-no-ukiyo. The floating rope world. Everything else has gone.” She nodded
towards Kit'swindow. “All of those sars,” she said. “ They’ ve shifted, the moon’ s been segmented, and
the gas giantsdrained for fudl. It wasthe Great White,” she added. “Everything that could be used was,
to help humanity reach the other side.”

Neku spoke with such conviction that Kit found himself nodding. What she said wasimpossible. Worse
than that, it was largely incomprehensible. But Neku believed it and that madeit red for her. Kit had
lived for long enough insde his own dreamsto recognise someone d<e's...

No one should haveto carry the ends of time or that quantity of dark dead space inside them. Without
thinking, he hugged the child close and felt her hesitate, then snuggle closer to his shoulder.

“Finish your toast,” sad Kit.
She chewed in slence.

“Thingis,” said Neku, when her mouth was empty. “Y ou only see this many stars because we' rein your
light cone. Even then, about afifth of those are dready dead. Nico says stars shift with time, until distance
beginsto look like absence.”

Kit nodded.
“And I’m not redlly surewhy earth was chosen.”
“For what?’

“To house all the fugees. Because it was empty, | guess. A planet without a people for a people without a
planet.” Neku sighed. “It probably seemed like agood idea a thetime.”

Together Kit and Neku watched the sky beyond hiswindow get lighter and the stars, already faded by
the city’ s sodium glare, fade further, until they vanished into the perfect upturned bowl of an early summer
morning.

Kit thought Neku was dozing until she suddenly spoke again. “Okay,” she said. “What are we doing
today?’

“I’'m seeing Patrick Robbe-Duras,” said Kit. “To show him Mary’skey. Pat says he doesn’t remember
Mary owning atrunk but | can take alook anyway.”

“Can Charlie come too?’

Kit was about to say, But I’m going alone...and then decided to save himsdlf the argument.

Quitewhy Pat expected Kit and Charlie to mow the lawn while Neku sorted buttons from a button box



was never explained. Although by the end of the afternoon the grass was trimmed, raked, and mowed
and dl of the buttons collected by Mary asasmall child had been sorted by size and type.

Asareward, Pat gave them tea on the freshly cut lawn. Charlie set up awooden picnic table and Neku
carried the china She would have made the sandwiches, but Pat inssted on making those himself,
somewhat crosdy.

“He stired,” said Kit.
“No,” said Neku. “He sdying.”

When Pt returned he found Neku and Charlie crouched by theriver. Charlie was feeding digestive
biscuits to the ducks, though every now and then he' d dip afinger into the water to take abit of weed
that Neku indicated. Just as Neku would discard a pebble from her mouth to taste another, when she
found one she liked better.

Neither looked up when Pat got back.

“I’ve upset them,” said Pat, putting a plate of cucumber sandwiches on therickety picnictable. “I'm
g)rry.”

“It' sokay,” said Kit. “You'retired. Neku understands that.”
“Tdked about me, did you?’

At Kit'snod, Pat sighed. “People have been talking about me my entire life. Well, about Katie redlly.
Speaking of which, she caled yesterday to say you' d bein contact about some bloody key. So | told her
you' d been in contact dready.” He shrugged. “Not sure if Katie was angry about my aready knowing or
glad you were pushing on with finding Mary.”

Pat held out hishand. 1 suppose you' d better show me.”

Taking the key Kit offered, Pat turned it over in his hands and pulled a pair of reading glassesfrom his
jacket pocket to take a closer |ook.

“Recogniseit?’ asked Kit.

“No,” said Pat, handing the key back. “ Anyway, it'snot like Mary went to that kind of school. Y ou
know why?’

Kit shook his head.

“Because thefirst private school we tried refused to take her. Oh, she passed their exam al right. Except
someone told them about Katie, and we had avery embarrassed |etter from the headmaster saying he'd
made amistake with class szes and he was really sorry, but there wasn't aplace after al.”

“What happened?’

“Hdf the school burned down.”

Kit looked at him.

“Before term began,” said Pet tiredly. “No one got hurt.”

“Wereyou upset?’



“About Mary losing her place? Of course not. | was delighted. It was Katiewho...” He stopped as
Charlie escorted Neku up the bank, her fingers closed tight around a dripping mass of leaves, petals, and
water weed.

“What'sthet?’
Neku smiled. “You'll see” she said.

When Neku and Charlie regppeared it was with aglassfull of cloudy water and atiny box made from
neetly folded paper. “Drink this” said Neku, putting the glass on the picnic table. And the fact Pat did
showed either extremefaith or an unusua leve of tact.

“God,” hesad. “That tastesvile.”
“Maybe,” said Neku. “But it will help. My grandmother taught me about plants.”
“About plants?’

“Wall, poisons...they’ re close enough. It' swhat you do at the molecular level that matters.” Holding out
her paper box, Neku showed how it opened to reveal one pebble. Kanji characters on each side of the
box had bled into soft focus asink seeped into paper.

“The box is meant to look like that,” Neku inssted.
“I'msaureitis” said Pat. “What does this charm do?”’
“It summonsthe kami,” promised Neku.

Pet smiled.

CHAPTER 42 — Friday, 29 June

It was Pat’ s suggestion that Charlie and Neku travel back in Charli€ sold Mini and Kit stay for coffee.
“It'Il only take five minutes,” Pat told Neku. “1 just want aquick talk and Charlie needsto get home.”

“But | don't have front door keys,” said Neku, sounding put out.

“It'sdl right,” promised Peat. “Kit will catch up with you.” When Neku looked doubtful, Pat smiled.
“Charliecan drivedowly,” hesad.

Charlie nodded.

“She'sagood kid,” said Pat, once the gravel was empty and the Mini amemory of noisy horn bursts
from the road beyond. “ And she' s obviousy worried about you.”

“Worried?’

“Shetold me you werein trouble. Something about Yakuza bosses and fire bombing. Katie mentioned
you had problems, but didn’t tell me what. ..Katie dwaystried to keep that suff from me.” Pat took a
deep bregth, then lost awhole minute to the coughing fit thisinduced.

“Shit,” said Kit, when he' d finished helping Pet inside.

Spitting into atissue, Pat nodded. “I’ll live, for awhile anyway...What | kept you back to say was that



I’m grateful for the help you're giving Katie, but if you'reredly in troublethen tell her. Katie has
contacts. Call it payment.”

“Kate hatesme,” said Kit. “And the debt ismine.”

“Youwerekids” Pat said crosdy. “It’ stimeyou forgave yourself.” He sat in slence for awhile after that,
watching Kit sp luke-warm coffee from a battered mug, while staring out of the window &t theriver
beyond. “1 never liked how Katielived,” said Pat. “It was dways a problem between us.”

Hewastalking about the Firm, Kit redlised, the web of crimina connections that Kate O’ Mally inherited,
built into something atogether grander, and eventudly passed to her nephew Michael, the man Kit had
half-blinded beside ahedge in Wintersprint.

“Shetold meonce,” said Pat, “that it wasjust ajob.”
“What did you say?’

“That it was ajob in which people died. She told me mortdity was the human condition.” Pat sghed. “I
blame her priest. When | told Katie that wasn't good enough, she said at least it was the right people
who died, and it was the only answer she had.”

“I should go,” said Kit, “if I’'m going to catch up to them.”

“What I'm trying to say,” said Pat, Sighing, “isthat Katie has connections. Globa connections. The
Yakuza, the Camorra, the’ Ndranghala, the Méfia...Katie'smob might not have afancy name but they
gtill command respect. If you have problemstalk to her.”

Kit shook his head.

“At least pretend to think about it,” Pat said.

Pedling off his gauntlets, Kit kicked the Kawasaki onto its stand and unbuckled his helmet. Charliewas
aready negotiating his battered Mini into the spot where the Porsche usualy parked, so Kit guessed he
was planning to see Neku inside.

The sun was|ow enough in the sky to belost behind atower block and Hogarth Mews stood in shadow,

itsfront doors haf hidden. Which might have been why Kit didn’t spot the zinc bust of Karl Marx until he
amost tripped over the thing. The door to Sophi€’ sflat was adso wedged open, only thistime she' d used

asmdl marble vase overflowing with 5 pence pieces.

“You'reback,” said Sophie, crushing a cigarette under her hedl.

“Yes” sad Kit. He caught her glance at the Mini. “Isthat aproblem?’

“ Someone was looking for you. Said they were from the police.”

“The Sergeant again?’

“No.” Sophie shook her head. “Plain clothesthistime. A woman, claimed she knew you.”
Kit waited.

“Ingpector Avenden...”



“Never heard of her.”

“Whatever,” said Sophie, pulling a battered packet of Gauloise from her jeans. “ She wanted to wait. |
said she couldn’t. So now she' sin Caffé Nero sulking, well probably...”

“Probably?

“Asl said, she wanted to wait here. | suggested the Inspector find a café in Charlotte Street and wait
thereinstead.”

“Not fond of the Met, are you?’

Sophi€' s scowl wasfierce. “I’m old enough to remember them unarmed,” she said, “before the laws
changed. So areyou,” she added. | used to love thiscity. Now it'sal fake thrests and rea guns.”

Beside them, Charlie and Neku had stopped to listen. Charlie was nodding, which Kit found interesting.
The boy didn’t look like revolutionary politics came high on hislist of interests.

“Y ou okay to take thisup?’ Kit asked Neku, holding out hishelmet. “ There s someone | need to see. It
won't takelong.”

“Sure,” said Neku. “I'll get supper on.”

“If hewants,” Kit said, “ Charlie can stay to eat.” The boy seemed pleased, athough Neku |ooked
entirdly noncommittd.

“1 suppose you know what you' re doing,” said Sophie, when Charlie and Neku had disappearedina
clatter of feet on the stairs. “ She' scute. And | know she beds down on the roof terrace. ..l deep with my
window open,” she added, seeing Kit' sface. “I hear the kid stamping around in the night. All the same,
ghe' sinlovewith you.”

“No,” sad Kit. “Shelikes Charlie”
Sophie shook her head. “ Charlie likes Neku. Neku likes you.”
“Shelsachild.”

“No,” said Sophie. “ She'snot. Look at her...She' s cooking, cleaning, wearing neet clothes. She's
digginginfor thelong haul.”

Kit gaveasdgh.

“Someone hasto say it,” said Sophie. “ And whatever you'rereally doing in London, it doesn't fed like
something that should involve akid.”

A kid who' s killed. One who gets an ex-gangster eating out of her handsin the time it takes to
make cheese sandwiches, badly. Ingtead of saying it, Kit just nodded, because dl of the above ill
didn’t make Sophi€’ swords untrue.

The ground floor to the café on Charlotte Street had three customers, al at ameta table outside. The
counter itsalf was deserted, and the only member of staff Kit could seeleaned against astool, skimming
that morning's Metro.

The floor above was dmost as empty. A Chinese student made notes from abiology textbook at around
table a the top of the stairs. And, in the far corner, looking sullen in ablack skirt, white shirt, and plain



jacket, wasawoman in her mid thirties, aready climbing to her feet.
“Ingpector Avenden?’

Nodding, the woman offered her hand, then let it drop. Maybe it wasthe way Kit' s voice turned her
name into aquestion. Or maybe it was the fact he refused to shake. Either way, her eyeswent flat.

“Y ou don’'t remember me, do you?’
“No,” said Kit, shaking his head.

Honesty, it seemed, was the best policy. At least where Inspector Avenden was concerned, because her
wide face regained afraction of itssmile. “Ohwell,” shesaid, aWesh lilt to her voice. “Y ou dwayswere
more interested in Mary O’ Mdlly.”

Hegot it then.

A kissthat tasted of cheap cigarettes, afootpath fumble and a promise—till unfulfilled—to go clubbing
when she got back from somewhere or other. Amy Avenden had hightailed it out of Middle Morton
amost asfast ashe had.

“Wouldyoulike...?
“Letmeget...”

Her laughter might be self mocking astheir questions clashed, but her face was more relaxed than when
Kit first gppeared at thetop of the stairs. He got the feding this meeting was not entirely willing on her
part. Which begged the question asto why it was happening &t all.

“I'll go,” said Kit, and shelet him.

When Kit returned Amy had put asmall notebook on the table and placed a pen negtly besideit. There
was something forma about the arrangement.

“Isthisofficid?’ Kit asked, putting down the | attes.

“If itwas,” said Amy, “that would be avoice recorder. Call it semi official...” She sat back and stared
towardsthe celling, collecting her thoughts; collecting something anyway, because when she leaned
forward it wasto tell Kit his name had been crosslinked on the computer.

“Which meanswhat?’

“Y ou sent an email to Japan that put you on oneligt...acal you took from Kathryn O’ Maly put you on
another. When you came up athird time during alicence plate check with the DVLA, the machine
flagged you as someone to watch.”

“E-mal?’

“Sent from your flat to an e-mail addressin Tokyo. The bozozoku have connections with motorcycle
gangsin America, Scandinavia, Russa, and Australia. When Scotland Y ard checked with Tokyo's
Organised Crime Section they discovered the address belonged to the girlfriend of aforeign resident.
Enquiriesto Audrdiashowed Tommy Nadif had acrimina record, involving drugs...”

“Got it dl sawn up, haven't you?’ said Kit.



“Y ou don’t gpprove?’
“Not redlly...” Kit shook his head. “ Although it' s obvioudy good to see you again.”

Amy’smouth twisted into awry smile. “ Alwaysthe charmer,” she said, her voice making it clear she
meant exactly the opposite. She tapped a cigarette from a packet and fired up before Kit had timeto
offer.

“Can | ask you something?’ said Kit.
“You can ask.”
“Isthefact you' re here and we know each other a coincidence?’

Amy had the grace to look embarrassed. “No,” she admitted, blowing smoke towards the celling. “1 got
acdl...”

“ S0 you were sent because you knew me?’

“Wrong again,” said Amy. “I was sent because | knew Mary. My baoss cdlled the Canterville Gdlery to
seeif anyone had been asking about Mary or Ben Flyte. Y our name came up. That was the fourth time
you got tagged and every tag shiftsyou up aleve. We re used to looking for subtle connections and
ddlicate webs of coincidence. Few people hit code red quite asfast asyou did.”

Great, thought Kit, the words frying pan and fire coming to mind.

“I need to ask why you'rein London,” said Amy. “And what makes you think Mary O’ Maly might il
bedive?’

“I don't,” said Kit. “But her mother does. Unlessit’sher father...I’m meant to help them find her.”
Amy sghed. “What do you know about Benjamin Flyte?’
“The cokehead?’

“Her boyfriend,” said Amy. “The one who mysterioudy vanished around the sametime. Had the two of
you ever met?’

“Of coursenot,” said Kit. “1 wasin Jgpan. Y ou think Mary’ s disappearance has to do with Ben?’

“No,” said Amy. “Wethink it's much more likely Ben Flyte s disappearance hasto do with Kate
O'Mdly. Hewasn't aniceman,” she added. “ And we' ve got arecord of the police being caled to more
than one disturbance. Mary refused to press charges.”

The Chinese student near the stairs made her fina note and snapped shut her biology book, leaving in a
tiny bubble of concentrated thought that prevented her from even noticing there were other peoplein the
room. A girl inablack tunic arrived to clean up, carrying abroom and awashing-up bowl in which to
collect the dirty plates and empty cupsthat ill littered most tables. She seemed fairly surprised to see
Kitand Amy. “Wereclosng.”

Amy nodded. “I'll just finish my coffee,” shesaid. “Then we'll be gone.” She said thiswith such casua
authority that the girl was nodding before Amy had even finished spesking. “Infact,” said Amy, “you
might want to clean up downdairsfird...”

Kit watched the girl disappear, till carrying her bowl and broom.



“Unregistered, probably anillegd,” said Amy, with asigh. “ Anyone who sounds asif they can cause
trouble gets obeyed.” She shook her head, the first Sign Kit had seen that Amy didn’t think everything
was grest in the world of policing.

“Tell meabout Ben,” he suggested.

“Okay,” saidd Amy. “Some plod went to hisflat in Chiswick to ask questions about Mary. The place was
empty. | don’t mean it was deserted, it was empty, five rooms gutted of everything except abed and a
built-in wardrobe, even then, the mattress was gone.”

“Which suggestswhat?’

“High level competence,” said Amy. “The carpets were missing, the walls newly repainted. A locd firm,
paid in cash and ingtructed by phone. Worse than useless when questioned.”

“Youthink Mary organised it?’

Amy raised her eyebrows. “We consdered that,” she admitted. “ Only Ben Flyte was seen the day after
Mary'ssuicide...”

“Where?’ demanded Kit.
“Here” said Amy. “Well, at theflat you' re now using.”

Another five minutes of conversation produced the following: The police had closed the case on Mary
O Maly'ssuicide. Amy had pulled thefiles. No, that wasn't entirely legd. Amy lived in North Barnet,
near where her ex grew up. Y es, she was recently divorced, divorce being infinitely more commonin
police work than solved cases. No, thiswas definitely not an officid interview. Y es, she' d be happy to
grab something to est for old time' s sake.

On hisway out, Kit remembered something from Sophi€’ s argument with Sergeant Samson, the
uniformed officer she' d left anding at the door in Hogarth Mews.

“What's Section 447’

Amy stopped so abruptly that Kit dmost ran into her. “It’saclause from the old Terrorism Act that did
away with the need for reasonable suspicion. Why?’

Kit shrugged. “ Someone mentioned it,” he said.

They atein aPizza Express, surrounded by young men in wire glasses and suits, ahandful of nestly
dressed women who would have qudified as office ladies in Japan, and araucous table of students
whom the first two groups would obvioudy rather weren't there. The only peopleto interest Kit werea
couple who camein late, so obvioudy trying to be anonymous that it was impaossible not to notice them.

“Famous?’

Amy shook her head. * Just two people having an affair. Soho’ sfull of them.”
“That what happened to you?’

She nodded.

“I'msorry.”



“Soaml,” sad Amy. “But | was the one who climbed into the wrong bed. Also goeswith the job,
apparently. So Stevetold me.”

Steve must be the ex-hushand, unless he was the ex-lover.
“Y ou want anything elseto drink?’

Amy glanced from the empty Soave bottle to her dmost-empty wineglass. “I think we' ve had enough,”
shesad. “Wdl, | have” A margherita pizzaflopped virtudly untouched on thetablein front of her.
“Should have easten some moreif | was going to drink that much.”

Kit shrugged. “1t’ snot every day | meet an old friend.”
“Isthat what | was?’

Something about Amy’ s voice demanded an answer, so Kit provided one. “I think so,” he said. “But
thingsmoveon.”

“Which iswhat we should do,” said Amy. “Or they’re going to shut this place around us.”

Alcohol reducesinhibitions. Other drugs do it better, but acohol works when these are unavailable. The
man who walked up Charlotte Street, turned |eft opposite the print shop, and cut through anarrow aley
behind apub, knew dl about drugs and inhibitions, having shared hislife with both.

The woman who walked beside him a so knew, though Kit was coming to redise her knowledge of both
was mostly hypothetical. A dozen snatches of conversation came and went, Signifying nothing but thinly
shared memories. It was hard to say exactly when lust crept into Kit'smind, but creep init did, arriving
somewhere between achild’ s cry and the sight of two men scuffling outside the doorway of a 1980s
concrete block building.

“I should find you ataxi,” said Kit. It was late, Neku was at home, he’ d aready missed supper, and
Kate O’ Mdly was bound to phone before breakfast.

“Yeah,” said Amy, nodding. And somehow her nod invited akiss, the kissturned into something more
serious, and Kit found himsef with one hand on her breast and Amy’ sfingers holding him through his
jeans.

“You know,” said Amy, “we could always go back to Mary’ sflat.”

“No.” Kit shook his head.

Amy took astep back. “1 thought you' d want...”

“Thekid' sthere”

She dtared at him, eyesuncertain. “1 didn’t know you had akid.”

| don’t. Well, thought Kit, maybe | do. Only not in the way you think. “It'scomplicated,” he said.

Hotel 3 was what you got if alL.ondon property company bought the gap between two Georgian town
houses on the eastern edge of Fitzrovia, then in-filled with athin cage of ferro-cement clad in smoked

glass. The glasswas mosily gone, replaced with pands of recongtituted limestone chosen to match the
walls on ether side, something the hotel’ s origina facade had failed to do.



In fifteen years Hotel 3 had gone from uber chic to has been, and was now haf way back, thus
occupying afar more enviable place, asacomfort zone for those who' d originaly made it fashionable.

“I"'m not s0 sure that...”

“Thisisagood idea?” Amy smiled. “ Of courseit’snot. Y ou should be at home, I’m meant to be writing
areport on you, and we' re both drunk. But since when did Kit Nouveau worry about things like that”’

Since always.
“Comeon,” shesaid.

Their roomwastiny. A chocolate-coloured box, with burlap walls that were either aretro joke or the
cutting edge of new design. The bed was a hand-made cherry wood futon, while the kidney-shaped
basin came from Syracuse in Italy and was cut from the same horsehair marble asthe bath. A sign by the
door told them so.

What the sgn didn’t mention was that their room looked out onto afire escape, where kitchen staff
gathered to smoke dope and swear loudly about the chef, the sous chef, and the unbelievably shitty pay
on which the rest of them were expected to live. When the litany of complaints began for a second time,
Amy shut the window with abang.

“Y ou want a shower or something?’
Kit shook hishead. “Y ou?’
“Not redly,” said Amy, “unlessyou think | should...”

Her hair stank of cigarettes, anchovies and garlic from a shared bruschetta, and grease from not having
been washed in awhile. Without even realising he' d made the comparison, Y oshi floated ghost-like and
squeaky clean into Kit'smind.

“What?" Amy demanded.
“Nothing,” said Kit.
“Good,” shesad. “You might want to kill thelights.”

Amy stayed standing while he undid her blouse, finding each pearl button by touch before moving to the
next. After the blouse he unzipped her skirt and discovered through touch that she wore athong. Her bra
was palein the haf dark, underwired and unhooked at the front, because somethingsin life never
changed.

Fedling one nipple harden, Kit cupped hisfingers under afull breast, until she hooked her hand behind his
head and pulled him close. Their kiss was deep and lasted for aslong asit took him to dide his hand
towards her panties.

Amy groaned. A second later, shesaid, “Don’'t smile”
“Why not?" asked Kit.

They kissed again, hisfingerstrapped between her thighs and her hand still wrapped in hishair. And then,
as Amy brokefor air, Kit edged asde the silk of her thong and did two fingersinto her.

“Fuck,” sad Amy.



Hegrinned. “Inaminute” Kit said.

The kitchen staff came back sometime after midnight, to stand on the metal grid outside the closed
window, insult each other and bitch about the chef. Although, after thirty seconds of listening to Amy,
their bitching was reduced to the occasional whispered comment and stunned silence.

It was an impressve performance.

Having wrapped both arms around Kit’ s neck and hooked her ankles over his, Amy clung so tight that
every timeKit tried to pull back, he smply lifted her off the mattress. Y e ping turned to something more
urgent, as Amy grabbed his hips, jammed her nails through Kit's skin, and began to ram himinto her.

Spitting on hisfingers, Kit reached under to spread Amy’ s buttocks and eased onefinger insde. So far
asKit could tel Amy’sorgasm wasred. Her scream certainly was.

“Shit,” she said, when she got her breath back. “ So that’ swhat closure fedlslike. | awayswondered.”
And before Kit had time to think that one through, she rolled him onto his back and dropped her head to
hislap.

CHAPTER 43— Saturday, 30 June

Thedirt tracks and dunes of hisorigina dreams had gone. Where once trucks had been driven by
skeletons, aragged matrix of dimly visble silver threads patterned the bowl of asilver sky.

Kit didn’'t believein souls or eternity, but was still blinded by both asthey pulled tears from hisdeeping
eyes. Hisown soul had been lost in the sands, avoicetold him. Thelast life taken in the cross-hairs had
been his own, each shot splintering alittle of what made him dive, until findly there was nothing left to
splinter at al.

He had blown through Middle Morton that summer like aghost, hungry for forgiveness and angry at the
weskness this sgnified. The voice told him nothing that was new. He'd heard it all before. The voice was
his

Trapped in ahdf world between waking and deep where everything was possible only because common
sense refused to object, Kit opened his eyesto atiny hotel room in Fitzroviaand tried to remember how
he got there. And then he remembered.

The sameway heusudly did.

Amy lay across him, naked and snoring. A crumpled sheet was thrown back to revea heavy breadts, a
soft belly, and a butterfly tattoo on her hip. She still stank of unwashed hair and cigarettes, only now sex
and sweat had added themsalves to the mix.

About the only thing they’ d missed out was tying each other to the bedstead, and that was only because
Amy shrugged it off when Kit hesitated, offering him something far filthier instead. If Amy had bruiseson
her thighs, then Kit had scratches across his back and a vicious bite below his neck. Kit was wondering
whether to wake Amy, or just Start again anyway when ashrill buzz from his phone rewrote his day.

Only three people knew the number—Kate, Pat, and Neku. It was 8.00 on a Saturday morning, and
even Kate would think twice about caling him that early.

“Me” he announced, as herolled out of bed.



All Kit got was Slence.

“Helo?” hesaid.

“Hi, isthat Kit?’

“Yes” sad Kit, redising he didn’t recognise the voice. “Who' s—’
“It' sCharlie. Areyou ill in London?’

“Of course I’'m—" said Kit, then heditated. Fire and ice, ripped sailswhere stars should be, the naked
woman in the bed behind him, al irrdlevant. He d just remembered what the screen read when Charli€'s
cdl came up.

Neku.

“Whereisshe?’ he demanded.

“I don’t know,” said Charlie. “But she’snot here.”

“You dept over?”’

“Inyour room,” he said, sounding ingtantly defensive.
“I’m not bothered about that,” said Kit. “How did you...”

“What isit?” Amy demanded. When Kit turned, he found her sitting up in bed behind him, arms folded
across her breasts.

“Trouble,” said Kit, returning to his phone. “Look,” he said. “Charlie...how did you discover Neku was

gone?

“You had adelivery,” said the boy. “| went to get Neku because it needed a signature. The roof door
was open but her hut was empty. Thiswas about an hour ago.”

“Anhour...”

“I thought she' d gone out. Y ou know, to buy milk or something. So | waited to seeif she'd come back.
And then | noticed her bag on the floor of thelittle hut and thought | should cdll you.”

Charlie s voice had grown formal and it took Kit a couple of secondsto redise why. He' d heard Amy.
So now he knew Kit had missed supper to spend the night with someone. Since he' d gone to meet a
police Inspector and not come back it didn’t take ageniusto...

Kit sghed. “I’'mon my way,” he said. Grabbing histrousers, he found his shirt and struggled into both.
Y esterday’ s socks were in acorner and his pants on the floor. He was just kicking hisheglsinto his
shoes when he caught sight of Amy’ sfacein themirror, dl hurt and hollow eyes. Someone e se bailing
out of her life,

When did he get to know this stuff? wondered Kit, turning back. “Y ou coming with me?’
Amy shook her head, but some of the emptiness|eft her eyes.
“Look,” sad Kit. “Thekid' s gone missng. Think you can do something for me?’

“Maybe” ssid Amy.



“I need the name of apolice officer,” said Kit. “Large, dightly fat with amoustache and greased back
hair...What?" he demanded, seeing her amile.

“Describes haf the guys | know.”

“Hewasin an unmarked car on the M25 with whoever made that call to the DVLA. Pulled me over a
few days back. It wasn't thefirst time. A couple of days before that he came by Hogarth Mews asking
about Mary O'Madlly.”

“Section 44.”
“Yeah,” sad Kit, “that’ sthe man.”
“I don't suppose you got hisregigtration plate?’

Kit gave her what he could remember, which was the year, the make of car, and aguessfor thefirst two
letters of what the plate might be.

“Y ou want to know who heis?” Amy asked, jotting the details on a hotel pad by the bed.
“Also what hethinks I’ ve done.”

“Maybe,” said Amy, “it’swhat he thinks you' re going to do. Y ou know, alot of people are surprised
you came back.” She hesitated on the edge of saying something else. “ Take care,” Amy said findly.

“Say it,” sd Kit.
“| just did.”

Peering from her flat, Sophie gave Kit one of the strangest looks he' d ever received and dammed her
door without saying aword. A second later, she turned on her sound system and yanked up the volume,
until whichever Rai mix she' d put on was loud enough to shake the stairs. Mixing with the enemy was
obvioudy an unforgivablesin.

“Mrs. O'Madly just caled,” said Charlie, when Kit opened the door to theflat. “I promised you'd call her
back.”

Kit groaned; it was entirely indinctive. “What did you tell her?’
“Nothing,” sad Charlie.
“She want to know who you were?’

The boy looked sheepish. “ She aready knew. Pat had called her last night. But | didn’t tell her about
Neku,” he promised. “Well, not really. | said Neku was out shopping.”

“At 8.30 on a Saturday morning? What did Kate O’ Mally say?’

“Y ou should call her back. It'sin here,” Charlie added, nodding to the kitchen. “I signed for the package
when | realised Neku had gone.” The teenager was torn between being cross with Kit and being
worried; so far, worry waswinning.

Kit left the box where it was, on the breakfast bar in the tiny kitchen, and went to look at Neku's hut and



the roof garden. The ivy on both sides of the door outside was undisturbed and none of the smaller pots
had been knocked over. Neku' s deeping bag had been left open but the zip gtill worked. When Kit
checked the bottom of the bag a passport, an A—Z of London, and $1,500 fell out.

“Takethese” hesad, giving thelot to Charlie.

A chesp laptop in the hut fired up the moment Kit turned it on and proceeded to download pages from
Asahi Shimbun, newsfrom BBC Asa, and haf adozen e-mails, mostly from Micki.

Stand off continuesin Roppongi...Civil matter, says Tokyo’'s new mayor ...Opposition demands
use of riot police...Dear Neku, No Neck and Tetsuo and Micki say hi...

A lift-up latch had let Kit into the hut and the latch still worked. There was no sign of anyonetrying to
force the door.

“What are you trying to find?’ demanded Charlie.
“It' swhat I’'m hoping not to find.”
Charlie stared at him.

“Blood,” sad Kit. “Torn clothes, broken fingernails, ripped hair, Sgnsof astruggle...” He bent to pick
up abead from the boards. Blue, not threaded but held on a short length of silver wire by acomplicated
knot that alowed the bead to shift within amesh cage without alowing it to fal free. It wasthefirst sign
that Neku had put up astruggle. At least that was what Kit thought, until Charlie told him otherwise.

“I don’t remember Neku wearing abracelet,” said Kit, consdering.
“It broke. She said you gave her the beads back.”

“I thought those came from her wedding gown,” Kit said, and found himsdf explaining about cos-play
and how Neku used to dress.

“She hangs them from her phone,” Charlie said. “Only they fal off...she said s0,” he added, when Kit
looked doubtful. “ Shouldn't we open the parcel 7’

“In amoment,” said Kit.

No one packed abox that big with something so light unless they were making a point. Taking akitchen
knife, Kit diced away one side of the box, ignoring the tape holding the package shut.

“It might beatrigger,” he said, answering Charli€’ s unspoken question.

Inside the box was crumpled paper, pages from a South London free sheet, and in the middle of these
was an envelope. The envel ope contained a photograph and Neku' sflat key. She was standing against a
red brick wall in the picture, dressed in her jeans and black jersey and her eyes were open.

“Good,” sad Kit.
“How canyou say that?’ asked Charlie, then stopped. “ Oh fuck,” he said. “What were you expecting?’
Neku naked. Neku dead. Neku in chains.



“Nothing specific,” said Kit. “But | can think of haf adozen shotsthat would be infinitely worse.”

The message on the back was smple, atelephone number and atime. A handful of words warned Kit
what would happen if he went to the police. “ Are you planning to go home?’ Kit asked Charlie, who
dared a him.

“How can | leave now?’

“Good,” said Kit, “because | need you here.” Someone had to be around to answer the phone and keep
Kate at bay. “But are you meant to be somewhere else?’

Charlie shook hishead. “My mob arein Italy. Mum might call the house, but she' Il be coal if I'm not
around to answer. She'll just cal my mobileto find out wherel am.”

“Andyoull lie?”
“Obvioudy.”

“Right,” Kit said, stripping off hisshirt, choosing anew one, and shrugging himsdf into one of Ben Flyte's
old jackets. “Keep theflat door locked. Don’t answer the buzzer, and if Kate O’ Mally calls back tell her
Neku and | have gone shopping.”

“That'swhat | told her lagt time.”

“Wl, tell her again.”

CHAPTER 44 — Saturday, 30 June

It was hot, the air was sour, and London stank of fried onions, too much aftershave, diesdl, and dog shit,
maybe it dways did. Saturday morning shoppersfilled Oxford Street, mostly tourists and teenage girls,
every second one of whom reminded him of Neku.

Men in jeans and black tee-shirts crowded atable on Dean Street, talking into their phones, checking
their mail and skimming the headlinesin that day’ s papers. The sun was out and people were smiling, as
the city changed into something more relaxed and less English, which it dwaysdid a any pretence of
good wegther.

Tomorrow would bring thunderstorms or smog to send everyone back to their shells, but most
Londoners had grown blasé about the meteorologica equivaent of mood swings, though that hadn’t
stopped a newsagent running his own news board for last Wednesday’ s Sandard that Smply read,
Weather Buggered.

Kit waswalking the streetsin search of answers. He was looking for them insde his head, in the eyes of
those coming the other way on crowded pavements, even in the mirrored world he could seein shop
windows. So far he' d collected enough wrong answers to make him believe it was only amatter of time
before he sumbled over one that was right.

According to Charlie, amathematician at Cambridge once said that if people saw only the
one-in-a-hundred answersthat proved correct, then the answer obviously looked extraordinary, because
the ninety-nine failures went unseen. It was like videoing yoursdlf throwing four dice, and editing the result
to retain only the times when every number came up Six.



Kit had afeding the boy meant to be supportive. In the three hours Kit had to waste before he could
make the call, he ssamped an unconscious pattern of anxiety into crowded streets from Euston Road in
the north to L eicester Square and Piccadilly in the south, throwing dicein hishead, making dealswith
God, wondering what he could offer in return for Neku' s safety.

George Bernard Shaw and VirginiaWoolf had both lived in the same house in Fitzroy Square, just at
different times. An Englishman was once briefly King of Cordgca The dining club founded by artist
Joshua Reynolds was now Blacks, adrinking den for journdists. Soho got its name from the Duke of
Monmouth' s habit of calling So-Ho when hunting. In between the dice and deal making, Kit learned back
history from heritage plagues on thewalls.

Every plan that came to hismind got dismissed for one reason or another. Y oshi waysinssted that
idess, like everything el se, followed a path made from tiny steps that looked obvious only in retrospect.

Every bowl she made was the result of a hundred bowls she chose not to make. It followed that every
act, whether thefinding of anew proof for acomplex mathematical problem or atwist of vison that
turned one school of art into another was aresult of endlessfailure. It was the unconscious editing of the
process that made the outcome look clever, not the processitsalf.

It lso followed, at least it did to Y oshi, that every problem, no matter how intricate, could be broken
into smaller pieces. How these piecesfit provided one with the answer.

Try asKit might, he couldn’t make it work. He had the problem, he had awillingness to shuffle endless
permutations of what might be behind Neku' s kidnapping, but he couldn’t make his piecesfit. Who was
he threatening by asking questions about Mary? Nobody, at |least nobody Kit could see. So hetried to
tie Neku' s disappearance to what had happened to his bar in Tokyo, but that made even less sense than
before.

Outside the French Protestant Church on Soho Square, while still worrying about what he should do, Kit
redised it was after twelve and he wasfive minutes late making hiscal.

“Itsme” hesad. “I got your note.”
“Ahh...Atlagt, my friend. Y ou’ re adifficult man to find. Where are you now?’

“In Soho.” Silence followed. Maybe this was meant to make Kit nervous. If so, it worked. All the same,
Kit made himsdlf wait.

“I was sorry to hear about Mary,” said the man. “ Shewasanicegirl. Still, you seem to have found
yoursdf someoneelse”

“What do you want from me?’ Kit demanded.
“Ben, come on. Let' snot make this harder than it need be.”

“I"'mnot...” Common sense kicked in asplit second ahead of Kit telling the man he wasn't Ben Hyte,
Common sense, and sudden hollownessin hisgut. Life had just got very messy indeed.

“You know,” said the voice. “Y ou and Sergeant Samson have to be stupid to keep jerking me around.
Very supid.”

The accent was foreign. East European, maybe.

“No on€e'sjerking you around,” said Kit. “Tell mewhat youwant and I’ll doit.” He heard muffled voices



and an unexpected shriek of feedback, followed by a sharp command. The noisefel slent and insdethe
slence was music, avacuum cleaner, and the sound of glasses being stacked.

Hewas being called from abar or club, somewhere with a sound system and an open mic. Not ahuge
aurprise. In Kit' sexperience clubswereided for laundering money and fronting lesslegit enterprises.
Drugs could be confiscated and recycled, girls hired as dancers and then required to diversify, protection
rackets marketed as concern for thelocal good.

Alwaysthefirst industry to embrace globa opportunities, crime had taken the remains of the Soviet
Union and created modern Russia, introduced the Balkans to free market vaues, plus bullets. Whole
governmentsin Centrd Americaowed their existenceto its patronage, and it worked so seamlesdy
aongsde rdigion and commerce that most barely noted its existence. Half of Japan il couldn’t tell the
difference between crime and palitics.

“Mr. Flyte, | want my consgnment back. Otherwise...”

Y es, Kit knew about that bit. “Let metak to thekid.”

“She'sdeeping,” said the man. It wasthefirst thing he'd said Kit didn't believe.
“Thisconsgnment,” said Kit. “What if it'snot all there?’

“Then wekill her anyway,” said thevoice. “ Call mewhen it sready. Y ou have twenty-four hours.”
“Wait,” Kit demanded. “ Please...”

“Why?'

“It'sgoing to takelonger.” Kit needed time, more time than this man was going to give him. Much more.
“I need two days,” he said. “What you want is hidden. It will take me two daysto recover it.”

“Thirty-gx hours” theman said. “Maximum.” A click told Kit the conversation was over. After aminute
or so he remembered to close his phone.

The South London Gazette covered an area of fifty square milesin totd, from Lambeth, through
Southwark, and across to Lewisham. It was a free sheet, delivered weekly to over 150,000 households.
Kit knew, he' d talked to its advertising manager, awoman who sounded asiif she habitualy worked
Saturdays and had been dightly displeased that Kit might think otherwise.

The paper used abasic flatplan, shetold him, with the facility to swap stories at alocd level. The verson
inwhich Kit wasinterested covered an area of 12,000 households on the Lambeth/Southwark borders.
And yes, she' d be happy to e-mail him adistribution map.

Focus, Kittold himsdf. Find yourself a plan.

He might actudly have intended to return to the Queen’s Head, an old pub in the shadow of the Telecom
Tower, or it might have been an accident, hisfeet following a path so faded he only remembered the local
landmarks when he saw them. Mary O’ Maly had taken him here. It had been the O’ Mdlys' loca before
Kate moved the family out of London.

At thetill two members of staff were discussing athird. “Plus” said the man, “he fucks anything that
moves”



“And you don't?’
“Wadll, nothing that goes baa, moo, or Mummy.”

The woman laughed. “When | wasakid in Sydney,” she said. “We fucked but that wasjust pretending
to be grown-up. It wasn't like we redlly liked them or anything...”

Soeak for yourself, thought Kit.

Cutting between tourists, he chose atable that et him sit with his back to the wall, then took along ook
around the pub. No one was smoking. Half of the clientele were drinking Diet Coke or wine. Thelocas
he remembered inhabiting the place had been reduced to a hardcore cluster of old men near the bar.

London wasn't acity Kit recognised anymore.

Flipping open Neku' slaptop, Kit logged into hismail. Anti-ageing drugs, Chinese porn, anote from the
congigliore of aBrazilian crime family offering ungpecified richesin return for borrowing Kit' s bank
account.

The note from Hiroshi Sato was brief.

A snglelink to an English-language news story on Tokyo Today. No Neck, Micki, Tetsuo, and half a
dozen others had been arrested and unexpectedly released. A teenager had been killed in abattle to
retake the site, but since he was bozozoku no one was making much of afuss. A second note, from
Micki, told the sametale in rather more breathless prose. What should Tommy and hisfriends do if things
got redly ugly? she wanted to know.

Wall, No Neck wanted to know, redly.

“Nothing.” Hisfirst reply seemed too abrupt, so Kit sipped his brandy and thought about it. What should
No Neck do? Moreto the point, what could No Neck do? Other than marry Micki, find himsdlf a
proper job, and wak away from hisfriendship with Kit...

“Therewas an uyoku van,” Kit wrote findly. “ Gold sdes, with the imperid mon picked out in black. See
what you can find out about it.” Still too bald, so Kit added, “ And take care of yoursdif...”

The last eemail Kit opened contained a map showing atight jumble of Streetsin the shadow of anew
overpass. Layers of history in amuddle of names, as Napier and Maffeking, old generds and battles
intersected with Nelson Mandela Drive. Somewherein that jumble of streets was the bar where Neku
was being held. All Kit had to do wasfind it.

Hewas aware just how absurd that sounded.

Clubs and pubs needed to be licenced. A place with live music probably needed a different type of
licence again. Someonewould havethat list. It' sal about small steps, Kit reminded himseif.

Cdling the police station where Amy worked, Kit hit his next problem—no one had heard of her. “You
say she claimed to work here?’ The Ingpector on the other end was more interested in this than anything
elseKit had to say.

“Yes” sadKit.

“And you're definitely not ajournaist?’ The Inspector was tapping away at akeyboard, so he had to be
checking on Amy, unless he was smply getting on with his own work.



“I'mafriend.”

“Right,” said the man. “Give meanumber and I’ll call you back.” Five minutes sretched into ten and then
into twenty; when this became half an hour, Kit stopped bothering to watch the time and began watching
people instead.

A Saturday crowd came and went, deals were done, four girlswent to the bathroom together and came
out looking much happier. Money or drugs seemed the obvious answer to what Kit was expected to
produce. A bar in South London was the where. In Japan, kidnapping was the preserve of hardcore
criminals. Over here, Kit wasn't sure, maybe amateurs got in on the act aswell. He needed someone
who would know.

When his mobile buzzed he got her.

“Y ou’ ve been looking for me?’ 1t was Amy, her voice guarded enough to give Kit pause.
“Look,” sad Kit, “I need some help.”

“Yes” Amy sad. “I enjoyed supper too.”

| enjoyed?

In the background behind Amy, a printer was clattering and haf adozen men discussed flack jackets,
raising their voicesto be heard above the noise. It sounded like any office, gpart from the number of
times Guv, Ma’ am, and Boss got dropped into the conversation. A conversation that ssumbled when
Amy said, “No, there snothing | need to tell you...”

Someone sniggered. “Hey,” he said. “We ve got oursalves a domestic spat.”

“Shut the fuck up,” snapped Amy, remembering to add, “sir.” Unless that was meant to be part of the
inault.

Oh shit, indeed.

“I'mat work,” ssaid Amy. “Cal melater.”

“Thiscan't wait,” Kit told her. “I need to know about Ben Flyte. Everything you' ve got.”
“Why?

“Because whoever’ s taken Neku thinks that’ swho | am.”

“Unlikely,” said Amy. “Ben Flyte sdead.”

“He swha?’

“Murdered,” she said. “ Six months ago. We just haven't released the news. If | call you back it will bein
five minutes. Go somewhere private.”

A courtyard behind the Queen’ s Head was stacked with metal barrels and mixer crates full of empty
bottles. Itswalls were high enough to muffle traffic from the street beyond. No one stopped Kit when he
walked through the kitchens and took up position against the wall.

“Kit,” he announced, answering his phone on thefirst ring.



CHAPTER 45— Nawa-no-ukiyo
“I’'msorry,” said Luc.

“For what?’ Lady Neku had never met anyone like the boy for apologising. He d been sorry about
tripping on the stairs, athough she got in hisway, rather than the other way round. He regretted taking up
her time and not wanting to practise with Nico, Petro, and Antonio in the duelling room. Now he was
gpologising again. Hadn't anyone ever told him never gpologise and never explain?

“What am | sorry for?’ said Luc. “I’m sorry for everything.”

Lady Neku laughed. “You can't be,” she said. “No apology would be long enough.” She watched him
think that through.

“You're not what | expected,” Luc said findly.
“Redly...what did you expect?’

Oh God, thought Lady Neku. Now she' d embarrassed him. They wereloitering in acorridor thet led
from the dudling room to the archives, which was an old namefor an area now mostly given over to
rubbish.

“Antiques,” her mother cdled them. “Heirlooms.”
Rubbish dl the same.

“I don’t know,” said Luc. “Someone...”
“Weirder?’

He grinned at that. “How long do you think they’ Il be busy?’ Luc asked, glancing at the entranceto
another corridor. One that led to the throne room, where Lord d’ Alambert and Lady Neku’ s mother
were locked in discussion. It amused Lady Neku that Luc had such trouble orientating himsdlf in her
habitat. A lifetime of exploring corridors and levels had imprinted amental map into her subconscious.
Unless, of coursg, it had been imprinted earlier and she' d been born with the thing.

“Hours, | guess,” said Lady Neku. “Maybe daysif my mother isfeding difficult. It depends how much
negotiating they have left to do.”

Luc looked shocked. “What’ sto negotiate?’ he asked. “ The mgor domos agreed everything in
advance.”

Lady Neku was about to say thiswasthefirst she' d heard of it, only she' d been saying thisalot recently
and it worried her to discover Luc knew things she didn’t, so she swallowed her comment.

“Comeon,” shesaid ingtead. “1 want to show you something.”

“What?" demanded Luc. He was till asking when Lady Neku reached the drop zone. A dozen
opaescent pods sat gathering dust, while the thirteenth was dready releasing its door.

“Getin,” Lady Neku sad.

“You'rejoking...”



“Why would | do that?’

As Lady Neku watched, the door sprang open and its inner membrane began to nictate. The pods liked
to do these things for themselves, so Lady Neku made hersdlf wait. Once door and membrane were
open, Lady Neku reached for agrab bar and hauled hersdlf insde, sitting patiently while the pod grew
straps.

“Yuck,” said Luc, watching sticky tendrilstie themsdavestight around Lady Neku' s upper amsand
shoulders.

“It brushes off,” she promised. “Comeon, climbin.”

Luc did, rdluctantly, only realising too late that he should have entered from the other Sde; after all, that
was where the pod had grown adoor for him.

“It' sokay,” said Lady Neku, as Luc began to climb down. “ Just clamber over me...and hold tight,” she
added.

Luc was about to say something when the door membranes finished regrouping, both doors sedled, and
thefloor fell away, turning the pod a hundred and eighty degrees, before releasing it towards the planet
below; which had suddenly become the planet above.

“Warned you,” Lady Neku said.

Sow entry speeds were essentid . Even so, thefriction on the falling pod was sufficient to ionizeits
surface and create aluminous bubble that trailed colours behind them like a broken rainbow.

“Isthissafe?’ said Luc, looking at didsthat had begun to spin wildly.

Such a child. Did heredly think pods came with dids on the origind spec? Lady Neku consdered
admitting the dials had been her ideaand she’ d demanded needles that spun, but decided not to bother.

“Wdl,” shesad. “Thisismy tenth drop and I'm il dive”
Luc didn’t seem to find this comforting.

After awhile, Lady Neku flicked out the wings and had the pod roll through another hundred and eighty
degrees, changing her descent to awide spira. Theforces on her body felt more natural that way.

Cracksin the earth became ruined towns and those towns expanded to revea districts and finally roads
and even houses. Only the very largest buildings could be seen from this height, but half of one town was
obvioudy buried by sand and an earthquake had ripped another across its edge like badly torn paper.

“Welcometo Katchatka Segment,” said Lady Neku. “Glory of Planet Earth.” Leaning forwards, she
brushed onefinger across the window and sat back as aliving town spread itself across glass.

“Shit,” said Luc. “What' sthat?’

“Higtory,” Lady Neku said, removing the town with another brush of her finger. “What used to be...how
old areyou redly?’ she asked.

“Sixteen,” said Luc, sounding offended. “Y ou know that.”

“And me?’ Shewas going to have to do something about his habit of changing colour. Luc couldn’t keep
turning pink at every question, or her brothers would never leave him done.



“Fifteen,” shetold him. “I’mfifteen.” Lady Neku paused. “Do you believe that?’
Luc nodded. “What' s not to believe?’

“What if I’'macopy?’ said Lady Neku. “Then how old am |7’

Luc looked &t her.

“Okay,” said Lady Neku. “Think about it...Fifteen, plusthe age of my mother when the copy was made.
Right?”

The boy shrugged.

“But what if my mother was acopy, then how doesit work? My age, plus her age when | was copied,
plusthe age of her mother when she was copied? That would make me...” Lady Neku began shuffling
numbersin her head, only to abandon her sum when the pod caught the outer edge of amassive dust
cloud.

“Turbulence” shesaid. “You might fed sck.”

“| dready do.”

As shegrinned, Lady Neku watched Luc make himsdlf release his grip on the chair; he minded her
noticing his knuckles had gone white.

“Don’'t worry,” said Lady Neku.

“I’'m not—" Luc caught himself. “Of courseI’'mworried,” he said. “We refaling out of the sky inapod
the size of alarge table and we don’t seem to have an engine.” He looked & her. “We do have a Casmir
coil, don't we?’

“No,” said Lady Neku, shaking her head. She’ d have shaken it whatever the answer, but for once the
truth was on her sde. The pods were strictly one use only and that was down.

“Ohfuck...” Luc' svoicewassmall.

Come on, Lady Neku wanted to say. How can you missit? Surely Luc had spotted Schloss Omga by
now. It was that enormous castle crawling up the sde of amountain.

“Luc,” shesaid, and when Luc stayed slent Lady Neku leaned over to touch his shoulder. It wasrigid.
“Leavemedone”
“Comeon,” said Lady Neku. “Y ou can tdl mewhat’ sredly wrong.”

Faded blue eyesturned towards her. A sky magnified by sadness and something e se, something darker.
“I'mafrad.”

“Why?’ asked Lady Neku, meaning, Why now, why here... God, she knew what she meant.
“Because| washborn afraid,” said Luc. “And | didn’t think it would happen likethis.”
“WI,H?’

“Death.” Luc shrugged. “ Shetold meyou d try to kill me.” For someone taking about his own fate the
boy seemed dmost resigned. Afraid, but resigned, there was probably aterm for it.



“Who did?’ Lady Neku demanded.

“My mother, that’ swhy she refused to come. She doesn't trust your family.” Luc shrugged again. “ She
told my father it wasdl atrick.” His broken smile was heartbregking, and the redly weird thing was that
Luc obvioudy had no idea how heartbreaking. Nico would have been milking it hisentirelife.

“Werenot goingto die,” said Lady Neku. “And I’m certainly not hereto kill you.”

“But we're out of control.” He gestured at the dtimeter’ s spinning needles. * Y ou said it yoursdlf, we' ve
got no power unit.”

13 Luc! ”
Hewasn't ligening.

“It must be odd,” he said, amoment later. “Y ou know, being able to back up and be more than one
person. | find it tough enough just being mysdlf.”

1] I’ mjlﬂ me.”

“Yes” sad Luc. “But there’ sanother you back at High Strange. How did you agree which one should
die?’

“We're not going to die!” shouted Lady Neku.

“Of coursewe are. You can't just fal out of the sky. Someonelied to you,” he said. “ About not
crashing.”

“Luc,” said Lady Neku, grabbing the boy’ shand. “ There s only one of me and we' re not going to
crash.” When Luc stayed silent, she gripped hisfingers so hard he tried to pull them away. “I’ ve made
thisdrop tentimes,” she said fiercely. “It’ sgoing to befine. The castle will catch us.”

“What castle?’
“That one,” she sad, pointing down.

It took seventeen minutesto fall from High Strange to earth. The pods had enough strength to survive the
howling winds that turned Katchatka Segment’ s lower atmosphere into adanger zone, after that it was
amply amatter of gtting out thefdll.

Each of the families had owned aland base and an overworld back in the early days. These talked to
each other, even when the families themsalves refused to communicate. Lady Neku had been so
surprised by thisthat she made Schloss Omga provide proof. A history lesson followed. The land bases
talked to each other and to individua nodes on the filter, which was what Schloss Omgaccalled the
overworld mesh of Nawa-no-ukiyo.

The glitch was not that the bases and nodes could talk to each other, it wasthat Lady Neku could talk
directly to them, without needing to go through amajor domo interface.

“Neku...”
“What?" she said, dragging her thoughts back to the pod.
“Weredowing.”



“Of coursewe are.” Tapping the window Lady Neku wokeit up again. “Look,” shesaid. “We ve
arived.”

Spread out below was amassive spird that twisted to ablunt point, while aleathery fringe around its
base locked the castle to rock. A thousand people had lived inits upper levels. Eight members of the
Katchatkafamily, a hundred military modifies, and eight hundred and ninety-two fugees who provided
sarvicein return for shelter.

“Wait,” Lady Neku ingtructed. “And watch.”
So Luc stared intently at the shell below him. “That’ sa Viviparus malleatus,” hesad findly.
“A what?’

“A trapdoor snail. We ve got them in our koi pond.” He glanced from Schloss Omgato the mountains on
both sdes and then at the dtimeter dialsin front of him, which had dowed to alazy twirl. “It' svast.”

Lady Neku amiled. “Yes” shesaid. “Itis.” Looking across at Luc, she wondered if the boy redlised she
wasdill holding hishand.

CHAPTER 46 — Saturday, 30 June

Kit counted off the time by the bellsfrom St. Dominic's, anew church on the corner of Conde Street, in
what had once been a carpet warehouse. After asingle pedl for quarter past two and adightly longer
pedl for half pagt, the landlord of the Queen’s Head findlly arrived to see what the stranger was doing at
the back of his pub.

Since the after-lunch staff had been stepping out for cigarette breaks on aregular basis and most had
scowled at the sight of a stranger this was not unexpected.

“Police business,” said Kit, barely bothering to take his eyesfrom a narrow passage back to the road.
He must have sounded convincing because the landlord turned back, and whatever was said when he got
insde, that was the end of the cigarette bresks.

Motorbikes, rickshaws, taxis, and more white vans than Kit could count rolled down the road. The third
time he saw the same shiny black Volvo, Kit left his hiding place and waited for its return at a pavement
table on Conde Street.

“Where have you been?’
“Watching,” said Kit, dthough what he redlly wanted to say was, Just who the fuck is this?

“Afternoon.” Fipping up her arm, an old woman angled it backwards to shake, while smultaneoudy
pulling away from the curb.

Amy shut her eyes.

Thedriver’ sgrip was strong, though liver spots splattered her wrist like dung. Greying hair had been cut
tight to her neck, and she wore heavy dark glasses to shade her eyes. “Brigadier Miles,” said the woman,
introducing hersdf. “I gather someone thinks you' re Ben Flyte?’

Kit nodded, catching her gazein the rearview mirror.



“Y ou're certain about that?’
“Yes” sad Kit, “I’'m certain.”

“Interesting,” said the Brigadier, turning her attention back to the road. Hanging aquick left, the woman
filtered right at the lights and checked her mirror; whatever she saw satisfied her.

“Got alighter?’ she asked Kit.
He shook his head.

“Usethisone,” she said, passing him something chegp and disposable, then followed it with a packet of
Lucky Strikes. “1 need acigarette,” she added, when he just looked at her.

By thetimethe Volvo had put Piccadilly behind them and the city’ s open spaces had switched from
Green Park on the left to Hyde Park on the right, the car wasfilled with smoke and Kit had worked out
that the Suzuki up ahead and the Merc two vehicles behind were part of an escort.

Asthe Suzuki pedled off, to be replaced amost instantly by a different bike, and the Merc fell back a
placeto alow another car in, before peding off itself, heredised that at least four vehicleswere
shadowing this one and that atraffic helicopter overhead seemed to be paying close attention to their
route.

“Where arewe going?’ he asked.

“Tohaveaquiet talk,” said Brigadier Miles, and |eft Kit wondering why Amy refused to meet hiseye.
“Used to be bigger,” the old woman announced, awhile later.

“What did?’

“Those.” She pointed at plastic cows on adistant roof. “Used to be life size, only they kept causing
crashes and had to be changed. Pity redlly.” Sliding down a side road, she took aroundabout rather too
fast and roared back the way she’ d come, leaving the cows a vanishing memory on thefar sde of a
divided highway. “It' sabout half an hour from here” she said.

“What is?’
“Boxbridge...”

A Lutyens copy of asmall Elizabethan manor, Boxbridge House was built from red brick that had
weathered to a shade of pink. vy softened its stark facade and its gravel had been raked to Zen-garden
smoothnessin front of the main door. It was the house that Seven Chimneyswould loveto be, and
maybe would become if Kate O’ Mdly’ s home survived long enough to avoid developers and find its
own soul.

But before Kit, the old woman, or Amy could reach Boxbridge they had to clear the gate house. Also
designed by Edwin Lutyens, thisfeatured a pantiled roof and acentral arch under which visitors must
pass. The gun dit cut into the arch was definitely not in Lutyens sorigina plan, nor wasthe sted hut
hidden beneath camouflage netting a hundred paces beyond.

Dipping his head, asoldier with a sub-machine gun took agood look inside the VVolvo, before nodding.
“Madame,” hesaid.

Brigadier Miles nodded back.



Two more soldiers waited at the front door and both carried H& K assault weapons and wore body
armour. Kit was beginning to understand why flack jackets had been such atopic of conversation.

“Welcome to HQ Organised and Serious,” the Brigadier said.

The entrance hall was pandled in oak and its floor was marble, not large dabs but tiny black and white
tiles st into patterns that looked Greek. A corridor led off the hall and it was down thisthat Brigadier
Milesled Kit, with Amy following behind.

“My office” the Brigadier said.

A smdl library from the look of it. Cloth-bound books ringed all four wallsin faded shades of red and
blue. A dark and over-varnished Sag at Bay above the marble fireplace shed gilt like dandruff onto a
mantel piece below. A desk in the corner was buried under paperwork and old coffee cups. It looked too
gructured inits chaosto be entirely redl.

“Pleasetake a seat.”

Brigadier Milesindicated awooden chair, so Kit chose a battered lesther one instead, which wasa
mistake because it immediately put Kit lower than either of the others.

The old woman sighed.

“We have aproblem,” she said. “Onethat you can help ussolve.” Glancing towards a collection of files,
Brigadier Miles considered something and then pulled a packet of cigarettesfrom her jacket pocket,
lighting one with an ormolu desk lighter. “The police photographs are ugly,” she said, exhding smokeat a
nicotine-yelow ceiling. “ Sowe |l spareyou those...”

Amy nodded.

“Let’sdtart a thetop,” said the Brigadier. “ Six months ago a corpse was found beside the M25. The
body was mae, aged somewhere between thirty and forty and had been badly mutilated. Its fingerswere
missing, someone had cut away the face and broken the lower jaw to make it easier to extract teeth.
Scotland Y ard tried for aDNA match but came up blank.”

“Ben Flyte” sid Kit.

“Wethink so. Actualy,” said the Brigadier, “we know, because seven weeks ago Scotland Y ard findly
asked amember of Flyte' sfamily for DNA to help make amatch. My problemis| thought he' d been
killed by the man who telephoned you.”

Kit looked up. “Y ou know who that is?’

“Ohyes,” saidtheBrigadier. “Weknow. And the fact hethinks Mr. Flyteis il diveisextremey
convenient. Now, Ingpector Avenden tells methis child is being held somewherein South London, ina
club—at least, s0 you believe. Do you want to tell me how you reached that concluson?’

Kit scowled at Amy.
“What did you expect meto do?’ she said.

Raising her eyebrows, the Brigadier asked, “Is there anything about you two | should know?” It probably
didn’'t help that Kit and Amy shook their heads at exactly the sametime.

“Neku’ s photograph was packed in pages from last week’ s South London Gazette,” said Kit. “The



Lambeth edition. The box in which it came originaly contained Walkers Crigps, 144 packets. When |
took the cdll | could hear music and the sound of crates being shifted...”

“He sgood,” said the Brigadier.
Amy’'ssmilewassour. “Yes, 01 sad.”

“Werun aprogram,” said Brigadier Miles. “It identifies someone who knows someone who knows
someone we need to contact. It works by weighting age, location, schooling, and background and then
assigning ascore. Amy came out on top. So we borrowed her...”

Kit blinked. “From the police?’

Amy hit her lip. “From Ceausescu Towers. I'm arecruiter on the university milk run. * Come and work
for Mi6, it' s not dangerous and the perks are great. Olympic size swimming pool, gym, discount
shopping mal. Join usand you' |l never need to leave the office again.’”

She didn’t sound too impressed by her job.

“Why not just call me yoursdf?” asked Kit, looking at the Brigadier, who ground out her cigarette and
immediately lit another. Her smile made Amy’ slook positively swest.

“You'readeserter,” shesaid. “A known link to the Yakuza. Y ou returned to Britain dongside last
season’ sversion of the Kray Twins. A woman the Sun has managed to turn into the UK’ s most unlikely
cultura icon. Just imagine your reaction if we d called by Hogarth Mews suggesting achat.”

“ S0 you sent Sergeant Samson instead?’

“We I get to himinaminute. But first, would you like sometea or coffee?’
“No,” said Kit, “I'd like to know what you' re doing about Neku.”
“Nothing,” said the Brigedier.

Kit stared at her.

“Weknow your friend is<till aive,” said Brigadier Miles. “And I’ ve borrowed apair of SBSto watch
the club. If thingslook risky I'll have them extract her.”

“What aretheir chances of getting Neku out dive?’
Beside him, Amy winced.

“They'rethe best,” the Brigadier said. “ Statigticdly, the SBS extract more hostages with fewer casudties
than any other European force. Y ou redly want that child in danger, I'll have them withdraw.”

He d offended her.

Damnit. Kit sat back in hischair. Walk with a man a hundred paces and he'll tell you at least seven
lies. Y ou know who Neku is, of course?’ His voice was sharp enough to make both Brigadier Miles
and Amy glance up.

“Who?" demanded Amy.

“Kate O’ Mdly’ sgranddaughter.”



The Brigadier ground her cigarette againgt the bottom of aglass ashtray, until it wasadmost flat. “For
red?’

“Ohyes” sadKit. “I canjust seeit,” hesad. “If it all goeswrong. Kate O’ Mdly on the news, raging
about her injured granddaughter and talking about how today’ s authorities aren’t up to the job.”

Amy looked dightly sick. “That’swhy Mrs. O’ Mdly wasin Tokyo?’

“Of course,” said Kit, meeting her gaze. “ She wanted to meet Neku.” 1t was all he could do not to cross
hisfingers behind his back.

“But she's...” Amy was about to say Japanese. Only she put one hand to her mouth instead. “ Oh,
fuck,” sad Amy. “Weal got it wrong, didn’t we? It wasn't you at al. Neku is Josh' skid.”

Kit smiled. He' d been dedlt the weakest hand of cards possible, only to discover what actualy counted
was the pattern on the back.

CHAPTER 47 — Saturday, 30 June

Lighting acigarette, Brigadier Milesthrew her dead lighter and now-empty packet into ametal bin,
ignoring the noise thismade. A cup of Earl Grey teasat on adesk in front of her, beside two biscuits so
dry they might aswell be made from cardboard. She seemed to be waiting for something.

After awhileKit redised it was hisfull attention.

The basic rule seemed to be that the Brigadier ran the operation and Kit did what he wastold. Sincethis
involved being fitted with abody mic and wheding sixty kilograms of recently confiscated heroininto a
lap dancing club owned by amurderous gangster, he was less than happy with the Brigadier’ stake on
this

“It'snot going to happen,” Kit said.
“Why not?’ The old woman sounded genuindly surprised.
“Because| won'tdoit.”

Beyond the window a soldier mowed grass and beyond that arow of young oaks screened a high mesh
fence, with rolls of razor wiredong itstop. A smdl Victorian folly behind the wire had been turned into a
guard tower. Kit doubted very much if Boxbridge appeared on any of the officiad lists of government
property or supported itself from a declared budget.

“Y ou don't have much choice,” said Amy. “Given that Brigadier Milesisal that stands between you and
arrest for desertion. The Ministry of Defenceisn't wild about people who run away.”

“I didn’t run,” said Kit. “And they’ |l be even less happy when |’ ve talked to the press.”

“No.” Brigadier Miles shook her head. “Don’'t do that. The court will just double your sentence. I’ ve
seen it happen,” she added. “ Help me and we' |l arrange an honourable discharge.”

“Andif | refuse?’

“| talked to Whitehd | thismorning,” said the Brigadier. “ Desartion in war isacapital offence.”



Kit snorted. “That wasn't awar,” he said. “It was three weeks of televised bullshit, followed by as many
years of avoidable chaos. More of us got killed by our own side or accident than by Iraqgis. The redl
casudlties came after the conflict supposedly ended.”

The Brigadier looked surprised. “I didn’t have you pegged as a pecifist.”

“I’'mnot,” said Kit. “I just like my wars to have two sides and an adequate reason.” He was perched at
the edge of hischair, fingerstwisted so tight it felt like he might snap hisown bones. Sit back, Kit told
himsdlf, but his body refused the command.

“Madame,” said Amy, “do you think thisisagood idea?’

“No,” shesaid. “But he' sthe only chance we ve got, and short of blowing down the door, Kit's our best
way into the club. But if you want your doubts made formd, I’ll have them noted.”

Amy shook her head.

“We need the owner to admit he’ sdedling drugs,” said Brigadier Miles, subbing out her cigarette.
“Without that we' re helpless. Y ou have to get him on tape.”

“Why not just bug the place?’ asked Kit.

“It's swept, the phone lines tested for central station taps. He' s got fooler loops on every window and
wadll. Evenif hedidn’t, the bloody music is so loud we d have trouble isolating Speech to astandard
acceptablein courts.” Brigadier Miles sounded moreirritated than angry. “It' sgot to betaped in Situ.”

“All I want,” said Kit, “isNeku out of there.”
“Y ou don’t care about someone dealing heroin?’
Kit shook his head.

“We redill your best bet,” said Amy. “The Brigadier knowsthis man. He snever |eft awitnessdivein
hislife. That'swhy he' sl jetting round Europe and she' s here talking to you.”

Shutting his eyes, Kit tried to work things through. Four dice, ahundred throws, surely he had to hit four
Sxessoon?

What should | do?
“If you don't know,” said the Brigadier, “I can't tdll you.”

So Kit told her about his history of wrong calls. Heredlly didn’t mean to, it just happened. He started
with the difference between an M 24 weapons system and the earlier M21; both being bolt action, five
shotsin the magazine and one in the chamber.

The M24 came with a choice of sights, a night scope, and the one he' d been issued, the basic 10x42
Leupold M3A, with adjustment diasfor devation, focus, and wind. Kit's voice was so matter of fact he
could have been discussing the man mowing the lawns outside.

“Thereareonly afew things|’mgood a,” said Kit, “and running abar and hitting targetstop thelist. |
can take out aman’ sbrain stem at five hundred paces, while he’ s still scratching hisballs. Take out a
child'stoo...”

“A child?



Kit nodded, then described histenth kill. Exactly half way down his second clip, ten hitsin three daysand
not a shot wasted. A burning truck, with aboy at the whed and the clown-faced corpse of asmal girl
beside him. Clown faced because fire does that, it pulls back the face into arictus grin.

He talked about the flames, the acrid smoke that hugged itsalf to adip in the dunes and closed histhroat.
How atwo-man patrol had found him blackened and voiceless, trying to pull corpsesfrom the truck. It
wasn't their fault they thought hewas Iraq.

“Werethey British?" Amy asked.
Kit shook his head.
“American?’ The Brigadier sounded worried.

“Not that either,” said Kit. “I don’t know what they were...” He shrugged. “ Azeri, maybe; perhaps
Georgian.” Kit felt ashamed, asif he should have known the nationdity of the soldiershekilled.

Brigadier Miles sighed. “Could have been worse,” she said. “Much worse. | wouldn't be surprised if they
were Iragi. Infact, I’ m sure they were. Almost captured by Iragis,” said the old woman, trying the words
aoud. “ Sent home, cracked up, went missing. Sounds convincing to me.”

Outsde the window the mowing of the lawn had findly finished. Someone had brought fresh teaand
biscuits and |eft them on the Brigadier’ sdesk. All of the cups had been used and one sat empty next to
Kit'shand, so he guessed he must have drunk it.

“WEell get Neku back for you,” promised Amy.
“All you haveto do,” said Brigadier Miles, “istrust us.”

Thefirst photograph showed athin man in hisearly thirties. Curling black hair fell over the high collar of a
leather coat that was cut like the jacket of asuit. Helooked vaguely Arab, maybe southern European.
“This” said Amy, “isArmand deVdois”

“French?’

“Origindly Russan,” the Brigadier said. “Wadll...hdf Russan. Hisfather was Sergel Akhyrov, aColond
inthe Red Army. His mother came from Chechnya. She was the one who named him Armed.”

“I thought—"

“Hechanged it,” the Brigadier said. “ And that wasn't dl.” Fanning out three photographs, she pushed
them acrossthe desk. “Thisis Armand in Bucharest, in Berlin, and in Paris...”

It was easy to see the progression, because it involved more than just clothes or the cost of Armand's
haircut, though these changed aswell. Hiseyes got lesswild, his smile more confident. Somewhere
between Berlin and Paris he had rhinoplasty and hislips became fuller. The change was subtle, but it was
definitely there.

“American surgeon,” said Brigadier Miles.
“DeVadoisflew tothe US?

“Too risky. The surgeon cameto him. Armand switched nationdities around thistime. He' s currently
using apassport issued in Rome and we' ve checked, it' s genuine.”



“Redlly?’ asked Amy.

“Hisnotario had the right proofs. A Parisian birth certificate, marriage papers from Milan showing his
mother was French and hisfather Sicilian. Also evidence of land holdings near Palermo, once owned by
agresat-grandfather. It' s easy enough, particularly in Italy.”

“I know drug smuggling was big business,” Kit said, “but thisisdill...” He swalowed the rest of that
sentence because he' d just realised the obvious. “ Thisisn’t about drugs, isit?’

The Lutyensmansion, withitsrolls of discreetly coloured razor wire, dl those soldiers wandering around
in flack jackets. He' d been right about the size of the budget and wrong about where it was amed. What
commanded this kind of money? What was the world’ s biggest growth industry on both sides of the
fence...

“He saterrorigt,” Kit said.
Amy looked up from a photograph.

“Thisisn't about heroin,” said Kit. “At leadt, not directly.” Reaching for the folder, he fanned its contents
acrossthe untidy desk. At least fifty shots of Armand de Vaoisin adozen different countries. Hair-style
and clothes changed, but the man and the woman at his side remained the same. In some de Vaois
smoked and in others he held a brandy glass. In one, the woman was absent and de Vaoiswore an
astrakhan hat and smoked asmadl cigar through avery long ivory holder. The office block behind him
was ugly, half derelict, and brutal enough to speak of decades of Soviet planning.

“Grozny,” said Brigadier Miles, lighting up a cigarette of her own. “Before Russaflattened it for the
second time. He was buying plastic explosives.”

“Why don't you just arrest him?’
“Welack sufficient proof.”
“Thenkill him.”

“It'sbeentried,” said the Brigadier. “ About eight months ago. On a section of the B1 between Tegel and
Tempdhof...Airportsin Berlin,” she added, seeing Kit'sface. “A motorcyclist and pillion, both
Colombian. They killed hisdriver, his bodyguard, and his son. Armand let it be known that he was dso
dead.”

“Which was when Ben Flyte stroubles began,” Amy said. “Hefailed to pay for aconsgnment of heroin,
thinking Armand wouldn’t be around to collect the debt.”

“Only Armand was dive,” said Brigadier Miles. “Buslly arranging the desth of an entire Colombian drug
family, right down to the family pets. Those are photographs you definitely don’t want to see.”

“Why not just do thejob yoursalves?’

“That' s been suggested,” said the Brigadier. “Unfortunately the Attorney General takesthe view that as
it' s been suggested we can't do it. Apparently, had we just doneiit, that would be entirely different.”

“Then sub-contract the job to someone dse.”

“Don’'t think we haven't consdered it,” she said. “Unfortunately lifeis not that smple. Moscow have
decided Mr. de VVaois might make agood next President for Chechnya, and Russiais our friend.”



“ And the Americans?’

“Reserving judgement,” said Brigadier Miles, sounding tired. “ As are the French. Which il leavesus
with today’ s problem.”

“Why?" asked Kit, looking at the women opposite. One reminded him, in some weird way, of an older,
better-dressed version of Kate O’ Mally. The other had trouble meeting his eyes.

Amy scowled. “What do you mean, why?’

“Why would aman like de Vaoiswaste time with this? | mean, what' s one missing consignment of drugs
to afuture President?’

“Ah,” said the Brigadier. She glanced at Amy, asif about to say something and then changed her mind.
What she wanted to say, Kit reckoned, wasthisfriend of yoursisless stupid than | thought.

“Y ou noticed the woman?’ asked Brigadier Miles.
Kit nodded.

“Ivanade Vdois. Ambitious, ruthless, and highly inteligent. Currently sulking in Bucharest. Armand and
hiswife sharethefirst two of those qudities, but not the third.”

“I'm sorry?” Kit said.
“She'sthebrains” said the Brigadier. “Ivanais currently waiting for Armand to redise that.”
“Whichiswhy she' sin Bucharest?’

“Plusthekid s death caused arift,” said Amy, shuffling papers until she found the sheet she wanted. “Mr.
de VVaois demanded that the boy accompany him to Berlin. Ivanawarned her husband it was
dangerous.”

“It’ s been five months since they talked.” Sitting back, the Brigadier lit another cigarette and stared at the
ceiling. When she glanced down again, Brigadier Mileswas smiling. “ Every fuck up he makesisworse
than the previous one. Although few come close to flying into London to collect on adebt that Ivana
would sub-contract to aloca vor v zakonye without even bothering to think about it.”

“What are the drugs worth?’ asked Kit.

“ About a hundred thousand Kaashnikovs, three ex-Soviet tanks, or more plastic explosives than you
could load into along whed base Cherokee Jeep.”

“A millionfive dreet vdue,” sad Amy.

“Forget dreet vaue,” the Brigadier said. “'Y ou might aswell multiply it by three and say that’ s the amount
of crimeyou’ d need to commit to get that leve of profit...it'san old argument,” she added, seeing Kit's
expression. “I use wholesale only and that’ s about £14,000 per kilo.”

“Solittle?”
The Brigadier’ sgrin was sour. “ The weather’ s good and our friendsin Kandahar grow little el se.”

“And bodyguards,” said Kit. “How many has de Vdois got?’



Amy laughed. “None,” she said. “Immigration arrested two this morning on their way to work. Thethird
was arrested when Mr. de Valois sent him to find out what happened to thefirst two. He' s reduced to
using locas”

CHAPTER 48 — Sunday, 1 July

Kit was given asuite to himself. It was beautiful, with high cellings and long windows that |ooked out over
immeaculately trimmed and mowed lawns. The kind of lawns where ghosts probably still played croquet.

The bed was high and rickety and cresked when herolled over in his deep. Or what would have passed
for deep, had Kit been able to sink deeper behind his eyes. For thefirst time he could remember, he
spent a night beneath sheets, blankets, and an old-fashioned eiderdown.

Peacocks woke him, which was when Kit redised he’ d dept after dl. Shrill and awkward and dightly
insane, their cry cut through an open window and welcomed Kit to another Sunday, one unlike any other.

A bathroom to one side offered atub deep enough to take afamily, and taps that looked origina. A
mirror above the basin was foxed and speckled so badly that shaving was reduced to a chaseto find his
own reflection.

He pissed, shaved, bathed, and dressed.
Kit wastying his shoeswhen asoldier cameto unlock hisdoor.

The morning was spent going over the Brigadier’ s plans, until the church bells struck thirteen, and Kit
deducted one from the tota to reach thered time. Lunch was sandwichesin the garden. Kit was given an
hour or so to read the Sunday papers, while Amy and Brigadier Milestaked intently, then it was back to
the Volvo and Amy refusing to meet Kit' seye.

The cal came when Kit was between Boxbridge and the outskirts of London. He sat in the back, next to
Amy, who cradled aslver suitcase stuffed with something unspecified. Amy and Kit had been doing their
best not to bang hips every time the Volvo changed lanes or jinked from one road onto another.

“Does shedwaysdrivelikethis?’
Amy said nothing and neither did the Brigadier, dthough the old woman’' samile got alittle tighter.
“Phone,” saild Amy, amile or two later.

“Yeah.” HisNokia had been buzzing for awhile. That was how Kit had it set, go Straight to vibrate, ring
after thirty seconds and skip video function unless otherwise told.

“It'sme” hesad.
“WE ve got someone who wantsto talk to you.”

A burst of Japanese blasted from itstiny speaker, Neku' s words dung into one long howl asif trying to
cram in as many words as possible before the inevitabl e happened and someone ripped the phone from
her hands.

“You seg,” said deVdois. “ She' sunharmed, for the moment.”

“Put her back on,” demanded Kit.



“Say please”
Kit took adeep breath. “Please et metak to the kid.”

DeVadoislaughed. “Keep it short.”

“There sonly three of them,” said Neku in Japanese. “ The others vanished yesterday. Bring meagun...”
“Neku!”

“I'mserious,” shesaid.

The Brigadier had turned off her radio and both she and Amy werelistening intently to Kit'send of the
conversaion.

“Enough,” said the voice. “Now tell me what the girl was saying.”
“That she' sokay and | should do exactly what you say.”

“I’m delighted to hear that,” said Armand de Vaois. “Now, which do | get? My money or the return of
my merchandise?’

“Your goods,” sad Kit.

“Excdlent.” Armand de Vaois spraise camein adrawl that Kit hated, along with its owner. It went with
the floppy haircut and expendgive suits, the dark glasses and the chunky gold identity bracelet. “ Although,”
saiddeVaais, “I’'m surprised | had to contact you. WEe' ve been expecting your call.”

“I"ve been busy. ..reclaiming your consgnment,” Kit added, in case de Vaois decided thiswas an insullt.
Nothing he' d heard about the Chechen suggested he took insults lightly.

“But you'vegot it?’
“Ohyes”
“And where are you now?’

In an unmarked car with a geriatric ex-Army chief and a spook so memorable | can barely recall
the first time we met, or forget the last. Where the fuck do you think | am?

“Onabus” said Kit.

Armand chuckled. “On abus” hesad. “With my missng consgnment. How English.” Thelinewent
dead, leaving Kit to the rumbling echo of traffic on London’s South Circular.

“Where are we headed now?’ Kit demanded.
Eyesmet hisin therearview mirror. “To the club,” said Brigadier Miles.
“What, directly?’

She shook her head. “We need to stop on the way. Change cars and prep you for the meeting. Nothing
difficult.”

Having swung the Volvo into a supermarket car park, next to aroundabout just off the South Circular,
Brigadier Mileswalked away without looking back or removing her keysfrom theignition. And as Amy



indicated that Kit should whedl the silver case towards a crosswalk, ayoung woman pushed atrolley up
to the Volvo and began bundling shopping bags onto the backsest.

“Herewe go,” said the Brigadier, asan old SUV pulled up by acrossing. “Meet Maxim, my deputy.”

A large Jewish man with afull beard and cap welcomed them into his car. In the back, right in the middle
of the sedt, sat asmdll boy playing Death Ice V on thein-car console. He moved up grudgingly to alow
Kit, Amy, and her caseinto the car. The Brigadier sat up front, shuffling receipts she took from her
purse.

“Expenses?’ asked Maxim.
The old woman nodded.

“Do them every month,” he said. “It' seasier. Alternatively, save them up, but don’t expect sympathy.”
Changing down agear, Maxim chugged the SUV out into the evening traffic and wound towards aroad
block. The nod he gave the soldiers got the car through the check point with no problems.

“Where do you want me to drop you?’
“TheCut.”

It was one of those soft Sunday eveningsthat felt asif it belonged only in memory, when asettling sun
puts the world very dightly out of focus. The children who crowded the street corners wore hoodies
despite the heat and hunched around their own toughness, but they greeted each other with nods, and
bobbed hidden heads to the music that flowed from open windows.

Thekid in the car kept playing his game, Maxim amiling every time the boy twisted his handheld
controller franticaly, trying to make hisded corner fagter.

“What areyou thinking? Amy asked Kit.
“About Neku.”

“Metoo,” said Amy, then blushed. Kit was il trying to work out why, when he redlised that both
Maxim and the Brigadier were watching from their mirrors.

The Cut turned out to be behind the main station at Waterloo, and their destination a nondescript flat
above an Indian newsagents, with walk-up stairs and bars over al the windows.

“Seeyouinaminute,” Maximtold Brigadier Miles.
Thekid said nothing. Just got back into the car.

A tablein the main room held loca mapsfor South London and amanilafolder full of formsthat the
Brigadier spent a leadt fifteen minutes signing.

“What'sdl that?’ asked Kit.
“Paperwork,” Amy told him.
“Yes” hesad. “Obvioudy. What kind?’



Amy’sgaze did to ashelf of cheap paperbacks and old magazines. A nove at the end seemed to hold
particular fascination. She was wondering whether to tell him, or maybe she was just hoping he' d forget
the question.

“Well?" he demanded.

“ She' staking responsibility if it goeswrong. Y ou know, if the Brigadier’ splanfailsand...”
“I get killed,” said Kit, finishing Amy’ s sentencefor her.

Amy nodded alittle too fast.

Not just me, Kit decided. Neku too.

He spent the next few minutes looking at the paperbacks and magazines. Crime novels, thrillers, and
romance. A couple of back issues of Cosmo and an American edition of Esquire. A handful of localy
produced booklets about the area. Holding up a pamphlet, Kit showed Amy thetitle. Necropolis
Railway.

“Gregt,” shesaid, and left Kit to hisreading.

Asthe living crowded London to such an extent that speed limits were introduced for horse-drawn
traffic, the dead began to take more space than the city could provide. In the winter of 1837 fever took
victims so fast that families had to stand in linein London churchyardsto wait for the funerds ahead to
finish.

So, when it was suggested that corpses be freighted out of the city and buried at a purpose-built
necropolis big enough to take London’ s dead for ahundred years, funds were raised quickly, and work
begun. Necropolis Station opened in 1854, alowing the dead to make their journey to the grave in three
levels of comfort, first, second, and third class.

“Interesting?’ Amy asked.

“Inasgck sort of way,” said Kit, putting down his pamphlet and |ooking round the room. “Are we done
here?’

“I reckon s0.” She glanced to where Maxim and Brigadier Mileswere folding up a huge map and talking
into their phones, fingersin one ear and both obvioudy irritated by the noise they considered the other
was making.

“Demarcation,” sad Amy.

“Security forces and thelocal police?’

Amy looked at Kit. “God no,” shesaid. “Wedon't involve them.”

“Five squabbling with Sx?’ guessed Kit, naming both security and counter intelligence.
“It'sinternal,” said Amy.

Kit scowled.

“What?" she demanded.

“You'reenjoying this,” said Kit, “aren’t you?’ He watched Amy begin to deny it and then stop. That was



Amy, honest to afault even with hersdf.

“Wel...” shesaid. “It beats the milk run. Isthat bad?
“No. Of course not.”

“But what?” Amy said, voiceflat.

“Nothing,” said Kit. He checked hiswatch, worked out how long he had until de Vaois sdeadlineran
out, and remembered Charliedl in the same breath. “| need to makeacdl,” hesad. “| left afriend of
Neku'sat theflat...”

“Charles Olifard,” said Amy.
Kit looked at her.

“It' sokay,” shesaid. “He sfine. The Brigadier sent him home last night.” She caught Kit's expresson.
“Charlie son an Mi6 scholarship,” she said. “He |l beworking at GCHQ when he' sdone at Imperial.”

“Sweet fuck,” said Kit, more loudly than he intended.

Across the room Maxim and the Brigadier, who' d just been flipping shut their phones and smiling grimly,
stopped looking pleased with themsalves and glanced across.

“That' swhat Charliewas?’ asked Kit, hiswords ittle more than a savage whisper. “ Someone to shadow
Neku? Still, at least he didn’t crawl into her bed.”

Amy dapped him.
“Feding better?’ Kit asked, watching her walk away.

“Y ou want to tell mewhat that was about?’ demanded Brigadier Miles, after Amy had dammed the
bathroom door, leaving the entire flat ringing with sllence.

“Charlie” sad Kit.

The old woman frowned. “1 doubt,” she said, “ Amy dapped you over Charlie Olifard. They’ ve never
evenmet.”

“Y ou know Charlie?’
“No,” said Brigadier Miles.
“You didn't put Charlie up to meeting Neku?’

Dragging on her cigarette, the old woman shook her head. “GCHQ and my lot don't redlly talk,” she
sad. “Not these days. Still, he'sobvioudy agood boy.” Brigadier Miles spoke with the Olympian
detachment of someone at least four times Charles Olifard' s age. “And he left you amessage.”

Kit scowled at her.

“Keep ralling the dice, whatever that means. Charlie caled the police, you know, yesterday afternoon.
When you didn’t come back. Told them about the kidnap. Guess what they found?’

“Chalie?



“Ten thousand dollarsin used notes, wrapped in book covers, packed in the bottom of akid' s rucksack.
Y ou want to explain that to me sometime?’

“I can't,” said Kit.

“Of coursenot,” said the Brigadier, grinding out her cigarette. “| imagine it belongsto your little friend.
Word is, she takes after her grandmother.”

CHAPTER 49 — Nawa-no-ukiyo

The problem with boys was that they were too easily impressed. The correct response on entering a cleft
in the shell of Schloss Omgawas interested boredom, where the interest was ice-thin and the boredom
deep and obvious.

A casud comment from Luc that hisfamily’ s castle was bigger or smdler, smpler or more ornate, would
also have been adequate: provided it was said in such away asto turn any compliment inside out.
Alternatively, he could just have mentioned the obvious, that Schloss Omgawas dying, and having
crawled up the side of ahigh mountain, the vast mollusk had nowhere l€ft to climb.

S0 sad, he could have said. How awful. It must be terrible to watch.

And since shdllsexisted to create idedl internal conditions, as much asfor protection, he could have
mentioned that hole at the tip of Schloss Omga, while undoubtedly making it easier for Lady Neku to
land was nat, initself, agood thing.

Neku would have mentioned it. Casudly, in passing.

“What are we doing here?’ asked Luc.

“Arriving,” said Lady Neku, then smiled to show shewasjoking. “Y ou' re about to meet my father.”
Luc’s mouth dropped open asfast asif someone had cut awireon hisjaw. “But he's...”

“Dead,” said Lady Neku. “Yes, | know.” Waiting for the pod to open, she reached for agrab bar and
hauled herself from her seat, landing lightly on a mother-of-pearl deck below.

“Don’'t worry,” she added, when Luc dipped. “It' sawaystricky at first.” Sheled him towards alegthery
wall that opened as she gpproached, sedling itself behind the two of them, before opening againinto a
curving corridor beyond. In the handful of stepsit took to enter Schloss Omga, the air grew less sour and
the ambient temperature dropped by severa degrees.

“Fuck,” said Luc. “How did you do that?’

“Not me,” said Lady Neku. “That was my father. Most probably. It might have been the castle. No
one' s quite sure what happens to nervous-system state vector maps after they upload.”

Luc looked blank.
“Well,” Lady Neku said. “What do you do with peoplein your family when they diefor red?’
“Bury them,” said Luc.

The corridor they werein curved round and down, circling from thetip of SchlossOmgato alevel where



the shell of the walls became less rotten and the floor less treacherous. On the way they passed adozen
other flawsin thewall but none as large as the one through which Lady Neku landed her pod.

It seemed unfair to Lady Neku that something as beautiful asthe mother-of-pearl patches closing the
gaps should be theresult of the castle' sfailureto hed itsdlf properly. Although her mother would
probably regard this as childishly naive. All beauty, according to Lady Katchatka, had itsoriginsin pain.

“Herewe are,” said Lady Neku, opening areal door, the kind with hinges and ahandle. “ Thisiswhere
my father used to work.”

Huge windows |ooked down onto the wastes of Katchatka Segment. It wasthisview that drove their
father mad, in Nico'sopinion. Thisview that findly drove him to suicide.

The ground was yellow, with black rock spines. A mat of weed floated on top of the distant lake, a
different kind of weed crawled from the depths towards the land, unless it was the other way round. The
ruins of the old city looked very distant, and battered enough to pass as natural. A giant sand devil was
snking into itself in the distance. Thiswasthe world she knew, the one she saw inside her head when
people talked about K atchatka Segment.

Lady Neku had been given lessons on radiation, cell mutation, suicide genes, splicing, and sickness.
Splicing was what separated fugees from animals and her family from fugees. Those who stayed, her
father said, were those who lacked the will, determination, or strength to go elsewhere.

Nico, Antonio, and Petro chose to assume he was talking about the fugees. Lady Neku was much less
sure.

“Comeon,” said Lady Neku. “Let’ s get thisover.”

It had been agentle summons. A smple, Your father would be pleased if you were to drop by his
study sometime. Of course, the main advantage of being dead was never having to raise one' svoice.
Had he remembered she d have to pod drop from High Strange, negotiate fifteen minutes of unsafe
corridor, and risk whatever her mother would do if she found out?

Hard to tell. And dl Lord Katchatka said when she and L uc entered the study was, “That was quick.”

“ThisisLuc d Alambert,” said Lady Neku. She watched the boy |ook round the huge room, searching
for the source of the voice. “It’sin your head,” shetold Luc, when he started looking for a second time.

“How do you do,” Luc said.

“Well enough,” said the voice. “All things considered.” 1t sounded amused about something. “I’vegot a
question for you...”

Luc waited.
“What did you see during the drop?’

What Luc can still see. It wasall Lady Neku could do not to answer for him. She stopped shuffling her
feet long enough to peer through awindow in front of her. It was avery high window, arched and with
little marble pillars to support the curves where they dipped in the middle and then soared away.

“Sand,” said Luc, having considered the question carefully. Sand was al anyone saw when they looked
a Katchatka Segment. Sand, mud, cracked earth, and arotting lake. There waslifein thelake, so
peopletold him. Mud skippers, maybe. Evolution was going backwards. At least life was being killed off



inreverse order of gppearing, or something. As he’ d aready told Lady Neku, that part of future history
went straight over his head.

“What was there before the sand?”’
“More sand?’

Theroom sighed. It seemed that before the sand had been mountains, formed when two continental
plates collided. For awhile, the lake had been a sea; not quite big enough to be an ocean, but perfectly
ableto support tradein acity that sprawled adong itswestern edge: until one of the overhead wires
making Nawa-no-ukiyo had snapped and the sky torn, letting in what High Strange and every node like it
had been created to hold at bay, the solar-induced disaster of aplanet in decline.

End days, Lord Katchatka called it.

“Y ou know why this happened?’

Luc blushed.

“It was before your time,” said the voice. “Before even mine. The truth can be ussful sometimes.”

“Thesalls,” said Luc. “They broke.” He meant the sky sheets high above Schloss Omga, the ones
controlled by Lady Neku' sfamily. The 33.2 million square miles of mirrored gossamer that contituted
Katchatka s respongbility.

“All sallsbresk,” thevoice sad. “ Such isthe nature of fragile things. Our failure was not to act until it was
too late”

“It'snot,” said Luc. “My father saysthe sails can till be mended.”
“Using what?" asked thevoice.

The boy shrugged. “I don’'t know,” he admitted.

“Y ou know what dse puzzZlesme?’

It was obviousthat Luc didn't, just asit was obvious that the voice had every intention of telling him.
“Why you are marrying my daughter.”

Opening hismouth, Luc shut it again.

“Yes, | know,” said thevoice. “Y ou’'re marrying her because that’ s what you' ve been told to do. And
that’ salso why she smarrying you...”

Lady Neku and Luc looked at each other. “But that doesn’t answer the question, doesit? What would a
family as cryozoic asthe d’ Alamberts want with one old woman, three boys, and a half-wit girl? Because
that iswhat’ s |eft of Katchatka srulers.”

A voicewoke her in the darkness. As unexpected as it was unfamiliar, until gut-level ingtincts caught up
with the obvious and Lady Neku realised it was L uc, sounding close enough to be in the same room.



“Y ou awake?’

Pulling herself out of deep, she sat up and glared around her, even as she realised how absurd that was.
Alarmswould have gone off long before Luc reached thisfar indde her private quarters.

Only shewasdill inthecastle. A graphite silver night visible through the high windows of her father’'s
study. She seemed to be wrapped in asiver blanket and lying on leather cushions taken from three
different chairs.

“Youmust beawake,” said Luc. “You' redtting up.”

And then Lady Neku saw him, in the half darkness beside her, aso wrapped in asilver blanket. Although
shewas glad to notice it was a separate blanket.

“Are you scared about tomorrow?’ he asked.

No, thought Lady Neku, as she wondered what tomorrow was meant to bring and then remembered.
Banquets, marriage, and a public bedding. Compared to most of her life, it would be smplicity itsdlf.

“Of course not,” shesaid.

“l am.” Luc’ svoicewasthin, unashamedly londly. “Tdl meagain,” hesaid. “How your family wasfirst
chosen...”

Theideato cut the moon into segments came from one of Lady Neku's ancestors peeling an orange,
ether that or it came from the province of Satsumaitsaf. Onewasafamily holding in pre-Meiji Japan,
later folded into the Kagoshima prefecture, the other a citrus fruit with a high tolerance to cold.

Japan, Kagoshima, and cold Lady Neku knew only as concepts. She knew the whiteness of satsuma
blossom and the smoothness of the leaves from persona experience. Almost dl of the plantingsin the
Stroll Garden bore fruit; the few that didn’t were saved by the medicind qudities of their sap, leaves, or
bark. Theorigind culling of plants had been carried out with aruthlessness Lady Neku admired but
wondered if she would be strong enough to imitate.

The Stroll Garden held sakura, plum, and satsuma. The willow only survived because of its ability to
lower fever, and even kouyou, the flaming red foliage of autumn, so loved by Lady Neku' s grandfather,
had not been enough to save the maple. She' d seen the pictures. Well, one of them. A woodblock print
30 ghosily that leavesfdl acrossrice paper in awaterfdl of fading ink.

It was possible that the idea to segment the moon came from Satsumaiitself. A hard core of her family
had taken to referring to the vanished province by its old name, which was their way of rgjecting the
origind Meiji settlement and the abolition of the provinces.

The fact the destruction of the shogunate had happened in 1851, nearly seven hundred years before, they
regarded asirrelevant. After al, the world was considering the first, and quite probably, the greatest
exploration of time ever undertaken. What were afew centuries when millenniawere about to be
opened?

Lady Neku shook her head. So naive. So ridiculoudy childish. Even ahaf-wit like her could see that
opening up time was never going to work like that. All that shit about avoiding the Great White and
sending humanity to explore its own future history. It was obvious what time shifting wasredly good for.

Where better to house every crimind and political refugee than here, the end of the world? Asfor
exploring the future of human history, that might have been possible if whatever humanity became hadn’t



dready |eft by thetimether vistors arrived.

CHAPTER 50— Sunday, 1 July

The areaof South London through which Maxim drove was not quite suburb and not redly inner city. A
seaof smal white-faced villas, redbrick shops, and pubsfilled the gaps between old Victorian houses, dl
of which had been converted to flats.

A handful of shops on arun-down estate were sill in business and one of the pubs, but most of the
ground floor flats stood empty, with studded stedl plates seding doors and windows against squatters.
Signswarned that guard dogs patrolled the area and the estate was awaiting redevelopment. To judge
from the faded state of the Sgnsit had been waiting quite awhile.

When Maxim turned up anarrow dley before exiting into abusy road, Kit felt obscurely rdieved. Asif
the grey concrete of the estate behind him was one thing too many.

Time had not been kind to the loca high street, or maybe it was town planners. The people who lived
there, however, made do. East European kabaks had replaced most of the old kebab shopsin the fifteen
years since Kit had been anywhere near this part of the city, and newsagents had sprouted icons and
window posterswritten in Cyrillic, though they gtill had the metd grilles. A Methodist church on the
corner had been made over in Russian Orthodox style and acrowd of old women were spilling from its
door.

Middle-aged men sat outside cafés, nursing tiny cups of coffee or shot glasses of vodka, which they
seemed to be washing down with water, unlessit was another clear spirit.

“Welcometo Little Russa,” sad Maxim, opening the front door to another wak-up. “Everyone shome
away from home.”

The club behind the flat was called Bar Poland. A naked girl clung to a pole on the sign above its door
just in case the pun wastoo subtle. Actually, she wasthree girlsin silhouette and the neon was wired to
twirl her endlessly round the pole as each sllhouettelit in turn.

A young black man inside the walk-up seemed to be watching her with casud intensity. “ Classy, eh?’ he
said, stepping back to let Kit clamber over atiny generator on hisway to the window. It was beginning
tolook asif British intelligence provided one of the biggest markets for crappy accommodation in the
city.

“ThisisAlan,” said the Brigadier, but Kit’ s attention was on the neon girl. She was retro kitsch, the kind

of icon that had begun to spring up al over East Shinjuku and the bits of Roppongi not yet colonised by
haute couture and impossibly expensive estate agents.

“What' sthe latest?” asked Amy, sounding brightly professiona. The one advantage of the SUV over the
Volvo wasthat Kit and Amy had been able to sit with the suitcase flat between them. In the last hour
Amy hadn’t spoken one word to Kit; hadn’t even looked at him, cometo that.

“That CTV cameraabovethedoor islive,” said Alan. “We ve jacked afeed. De Valois hasaman at the
top window watching the courtyard below. Since he' s been therefor thelast Six hourswe figure he's
shitting in abag and peeing in abottle...” Catching Amy’seye, Alan raised one hand in apology. “That's
the truth and it worksin our favour.”

“Why?" she demanded.



“He'll be bored,” said Kit. “Also pissed off. That's never good.” Turning to Alan, he asked, “How about
sound?’

“The phone bug went down again, when Mr. de Vaois ran asweep. We ve till got parabolicson his
windows but the fooler loops are keeping us out. We can get it al back up by morning, if necessary.”

“Should we beworried?” said Brigedier Miles.
“I doubt if he even knowswe' rehere,” Alansad. “It' sal pretty low leve.”

The Brigadier smiled, asif the technician was about twelve and not a professiona in his early twenties.
“And the Japanese kid?’

“Sat in one corner, drawing aweird-shit comic strip and talking to hersdlf. At least shewaslast timewe
checked.”

“Which was how?’
“Maninsuit.”

“Wereport noiseto theloca council,” Alan told Kit, “then wait for aloca officia to come out to ingpect
the club or bar or whatever we' rewatching.”

“lsn’'tit dangerous?” Amy asked.

“Not redly,” said Alan. “We don't tell them anything in advance. Just grab them when they get back and
debrief them out of Sght. Y ou’ d be surprised how much abureaucrat with a clipboard notices—it’ stheir
blind ignorance keeps them safe,” he added. “Even our best people can't fake it.”

Kit began by refusing to wear the flack jacket. Thiswas more avest than ajacket, made from woven
Kevlar and reinforced with callous-like pads over the heart and across the sides.

“Liver,” said Alan, producing the garment. “And kidneys. More of atarget than you think.”
“No.” Kit shook his head.
“Comeon,” said Alan. “It' sregulations.”

“Not my regulations,” said Kit; so Alan went to fetch the Brigadier, and to give Brigadier Miles her due
the firg thing she asked was, Why not?

“Becauseit will show.”
“Not if you wear ajacket over thetop.”

“Think about it,” said Kit. “1t' shat, it'smuggy, we re at the beginning of July. No way is anyone round
here going to wear ajacket, unlessit’sahoodie.”

“Which would look absurd onyou,” said the Brigadier.
1] Exmly.”

They compromised on clothing, Kit agreeing to wear black jeans and awhite cotton tee-shirt, onethin
enough to make it obvious he wasn't wearing aflack jacket, pocket recorder, or receiver.



“Here syour gun,” said Maxim, producing aheavy-looking Colt automatic from his briefcase.
“What?’

“Ben Flyte dways went armed. Stupid little prick. Besides—" Maxim grinned and dropped out the clip,
jacking out thefirst five bullets. “We need you to take thisingde for us.” Extracting what looked like the
next five dugs, Maxim passed Kit atiny tape recorder. “Old school,” he said happily, before reloading
the clip and snapping it back into the gun.

“How doesit work?’

“Noise activated,” said Maxim. “It'saready running.” When Brigadier Mileslooked worried, the old
man smiled. “We need to check it' sworking. I'll reset the chip when he leaves”

“| want another gun,” inssted Kit, before the Brigadier could say anything dse. “ As back-up, and aknife
in an ankle sheeth. If you want meto carry then we do this properly.”

Arguing this out took five minutes, with another fifteen wasted while amotorcycle courier collected the
items and delivered them to the walk-up. By the time Maxim signed for the items, the sky had darkened
through three different shades of blue and the neon girl outside cast enough light to turn the net curtains
purple.

Without even thinking abouit it, Kit dropped out the clip to check it wasfull. The Berettawastiny, in
better condition than the Colt, but so smal it only took short-length .22s. Clicking the clip back into
place, Kit spun thelittle automatic in his hand and then tucked it into a sock.

“Y ou know how to useit?’ Alan asked.
Kit nodded.

The blade was black, double edged, made from transformation-toughened zirconia—good for dicing,
though not recommended for high-impact applications. It said so on agold labd that Alan pedled away,
dipping the crumpled paper into his pocket.

“Sticky tape,” Kit demanded.

Even Amy wasfinally looking at him. And somehow Kit didn’t think it was because he was standing on a
dusty floor inacrappy little flat with oneleg il rolled up like an initiate to the Freemasons.

“Thewegpons arefor show,” said Maxim. “Okay? Nothing de...”

AsMaxim began to repack his briefcase and Brigadier Miles collected up her cigarette ends, decanting
them into asmdll plastic bag, Amy took acal, glancing across at Kit before looking away.

“Yeah,” shesad. “He sready.”

Kit shook hishead, pulled the Colt from the back of hisbelt, and put it on atablein front of Alan, who
was adjusting a parabolic mic with atiny screwdriver. “I’ll be back in afew seconds.”

That got everyone' s attention.
“Nothing serious,” Kit said. “Just...” He nodded towards the bathroom. | want to roll the dice.

“Can'titwait?’ said Brigadier Miles.



Kit should already have l€ft. At least that was the Brigadier’ s plan. Out of thisflat to a café on the corner,
where he would wait for a passing uniform to ask the owner if she’ d seen amissing teenager. Hiscueto
move.

“No,” sad Kit. “I don’'t think it can.”

Armand de Vaois answered his phone on the third ring.
“Mr. deVaois?

“Oui. Whoisthis...”

Who did he think it was?

“It'sme” sad Kit. “We re meant to be meeting.”

A moment of silence and then, “Meant?’ In the club a man stopped talking, probably shocked by the
fury in that Sngleword.

“It'satrap,” said Kit. “1I’m being used by the policeand I’ ll be carrying atape recorder.” Now was
when Maxim, the Brigadier, and, quite possibly, Alan and Amy should start breaking down the door. All
Kit got was silence at both ends of the phone.

“Youthere?’ he asked.

“Yes” saiddeVaois, “I'm il here, and | cantell you now, it'sabad ideato try to fuck with Armand
deVadais. You bring my consggnment tonight or the girl dies. No tricks, no more extratime.”

“But...”

“Now,” said de Vaais. “Y ou bring it now. Because if you don't, then wekill you.”
“Neku...”

“Ohyes” saidde Vaais. “Wekill her too. Only we rape her firs.”

Kit splashed water on hisface and rinsed out his mouth, then ran his hands through his hair and waited
until the shaking stopped. He looked older than he remembered, hollow-eyed and hollow-cheeked, a
long way from the Englishman abroad he once was.

But he' d discovered something.

The safety glass between himself and his past had cracked. In its place was a sharp-edged clarity that
had Kit adjusting his mind for angle, distance, and the wind drift of alife dmost wasted.

Four sixes. Charliewould be proud of him.
“Areyou dl right?’ Brigadier Mileslooked worried.

“Ohyes” sadKit. “I'mfine”

It felt odd to whedl afortune in heroin between East European kidsin jeans and leather jackets. Odd, but
interesting. One of the older boyslooked asif he might be reluctant to move, but something about Kit's
certainty made him step asde. To save face the kid whistled, astaccato trill that announced he had drugs



to offer.
Shaking his head, Kit kept walking.
“ Someone should do something about them,” said awoman in the café.

“Someonewill,” said Kit. Life expectancy among teenage drug dealersin South London was short. It
had been that way for much longer than those kids had been dive.

Anywhere dse, the caf€ s décor would be ironic. Pine tables and pottery mugs, leather place matsand a
framed Bob Marley pogter. A nod to the smplicities of the 1980s. A chrome espresso machine behind
the counter was undoubtedly the most valuable thing in the place.

The West Indian woman who' d been complaining about drugs brought Kit a menu, having waited politely
while he chose atable and parked his case. “We're closing soon,” she said. “But | can do you soup or a
grilled sandwich.”

Ackee, Red Bean, Pepper Pot...having dismissed the soups, Kit chose ajerked chicken sandwich and
fries

“Been somewhere nice?’ the woman asked, after taking his order.
Sheraised her eyebrows at this. “ Strange place for aholiday.”

“I livethere” said Kit. Well, maybe...

“Bet London’'s changed.”

Hegmiled.

“And not for the better,” she said, nodding beyond the window. When Kit said nothing, the woman
sniffed. “What do you want to drink?’

“Tea,” said Kit. “I could realy do with tea.”
“Coming up,” she said, unfreezing as quickly as she d taken offence.

The teawas warm and weak and tasted asif it had been made from leaves swept off afactory floor,
while the milk was so rich that fat skated like oily insects acrossits surface. All the same...

Sentiment, hetold himsdf. He didn’t do sentiment.

And yet here he sat in some crumbling café in an areaknown for its high levels of unemployment,
prostitution, and street crime, mourning the passing of aworld he' d done his utmost to avoid. But which
he might be abouit to leave, if that waswhat it took.

Kill me, so thisthing | love keeps living. Thewords Kate O’ Maly had quoted beside the little
waterfdl in Shinjuku Park crowded his head. It made no sense. And yet it wastrue.

Hewould dieif that was what it took. Worse than that, he would kill. Why? Because Mary O’ Madlly
oncetold him every debt must be repaid. It had just taken Kit longer than it should to realise debts could
be carried over and repaid to someone e se.



What he owed Neku, what he owed Mary, what he owed himself.

“Here,” said the café owner, dapping down aposter. “ Take alook. He won't know,” she added, talking
to someone behind her. “He just got back from Japan.” The picture showed ayoung black girl. Missing
was written across the top.

“Shit,” sad Kit.
The West Indian woman frowned.
“Y ou know her?” demanded the police officer.

Kit shook hishead. He could fed their stares dl the way from histable to the pavement.

CHAPTER 51 — Sunday Night, 1 July
Shut for renovation, the sgn proclaimed. Open soon!

Three locks, a peep hole, and a camera above the door secured the entrance to Bar Poland. Kit
wondered why, if the club was closed, the neon girl till swung in circles, and decided it redly didn't
matter. There were bigger questionsto answer, like how to retrieve Neku and talk hisway out of there
dive

He' d been given three hours. After that it was out of the Brigadier’ s hands and Neku took her chances
with an extraction team. Kit didn’t believe the bit about it being out of the Brigadier’ s hands, though it
had been repeated severa times.

Having knocked, Kit counted to ten and began to walk away. The door to Bar Poland opened before
he d taken five paces.

“Qi,” sad avoice. “You Mr. Flyte?” A teenage boy with cropped skull, checked shirt, and tight jeans
stood sneering in the doorway.

“What do you think?’ said Kit.
“You got Mr. deVaois sstuff?’
“All sixty kilosof it,” said Kit. “Vacuum packed, grade A...”

The boy scowled, then glanced round in case Kit’s comment had been overheard, which it undoubtedly
was, and taped aswell, not to mention filmed from between the dats of blind covering awindow high on
awadll behind hisvistor.

“Better let mein,” sad Kit.
The young man stepped aside, dowly.

AsKit walked into Bar Poland, he heard the door shut behind him and the click of onelock after
another. Asafind touch, asted bolt was dammed into place.

“Scared of burglars?’
The boy hit Kit hard, from behind.



Red carpet, with aworn strip down the middle where endless feet had headed towards velvet curtains
beyond. On the far Sde of the curtains was a sound system, turned way up. Kit knew this becauseits
bass line was |oud enough to shake the floor next to his ear.

“Up you come.” Hands dragged Kit to hisfeset. It was the boy, only now his sneer had become a smirk.
Hewas rubbing hisfigt, dthough it was probably unnecessary, as the shot-weighted leather glove he
wore looked designed to offer protection. “We ve got your girlfriend dancing,” said the boy. “ She's

pretty good.”

“You'vegot...”

“Hey,” hesad. “Begrateful. For Mr. de Vaoisthat’smild. It could have been so much worse.”
Could it? “I'll bear that in mind,” Kit said.

Matters of great concern should be treated lightly. Matters of small concern should be treated
serioudy. So said the book Mr. Oniji gave Kit in the hospita. It said other things aswell, but the most
important of these he had worked out for himsdlf. Regard yourself as dead already.

Anold Killerstrack blared from hidden speakers. It was before Neku' stime and quite possibly before
de Vdois stoo, unless hisyouthfulness was just atrick of the light and agood surgeon.

“Ah, Ben...soyou came.” Mr. de Vaois amiled, hiseyesvisble behind lightly tinted shades.
“I wouldn't missit,” said Kit, reaching behind him.

“ Kenka shinaide!”

“What?" demanded de Vaais, then added, “Keep dancing.”

Neku did as she wastold.

So did Kit, who stopped reaching for his gun and whedled his case acrossto Mr. de Vaoisingtead. “It’'s
al here)” Kit sad.

“| certainly hope s0.”

No way will | look at her, Kit told himsdlf, then glanced anyway. Seeing ahaf-naked child draped in
the glare of achegp spotlight that lit every scowl on her face.

“Search him,” demanded deVVdois.

The crop-haired man found the Colt the first time, only finding the ankle gun when de Vaoistold him to
search properly.

“Anything ds?’

Kit shook his head.

“You sure?’

He nodded. “I’ m positive.”

“Good,” sad de Vdais. “ So you won't mind when Alfie bresks her armsif we find something, will you?’
Heraised hiseyebrows at Kit, who shrugged.



DeVdoislaughed.
“Check the cases,” hetold Alfie.

Sixty individua bags of heroin. More oblivion than Kit could imagine. Each one heat sedled dong its
edges and then wrapped again, in polyethylene so thick it looked like oiled paper.

“Wdl?

“It' sdl there,” said Alfie, in a South London accent obvious enough to remind Kit of black and white
filmshehadn’t even seen.

“Cadll Robbiedown,” Armand ordered. “Tel him to test it.”

A few minutes later a dreadlocked Rasta ambled from the shadows, holstering agun as he came. His hair
was thinning and had turned to grey. Hisred shirt had sweat marks under the arms. He looked dmost as
unhappy with life asKit felt. So Kit guessed he was the man who' d been shitting in abag.

“Ah,” said Armand. “My friend...”

Producing ascalpel from his pocket, the Rasta chose a package from the middle and dit it open, carrying
alittle of the powder to histongue. “Wdl,” hesad. “It' sthered thing.”

Without needing to be told, Robbie dit open another five bags and carried them to atable near the stage.
A small gas cooker, aglass besker, and ahandful of bottles appeared, along with asmal pair of scales.
Although, in the event, the only pieces of equipment Robbie used were alaptop, aglass of water, and a
small white box with aglasslid.

“Resdua akaloids, some methaqualone, dso traces of diazepam,” said Robbie, amending it to,
“Afghani, sixty-five percent pure,” when Mr. de Vaoislooked irritated. “ Also, sugarsfor bulk.”

“It'sbeen cut,” Kit said, “ready for market.” Thiswaswhat he' d been told to say. “And I’'m really sorry
about the misunderstanding. | obvioudy had noidea...”

“That | wasill dive?’
Kit nodded.

In the background Razorlight replaced Kaiser Chiefs and were replaced in turn by adance track with a
snglelooped vocd and anidicticaly smple synth line. Golden oldies, what the patrons would expect;
and behind Robbi€ stable, apparently forgotten, Neku circling her polein timeto the music.

She' d lost weight again. Kit could see ribs beneath her skin and watch the musclesin her shoulders dide
across each other asthey propelled her round and round the sametight circle of misery.

“Pretty,” said deVdois. “l1sn't she?’
“She' sKahryn O’ Mally’ s granddaughter. Y ou know who that is?’

It was obvious he didn’t, and equally obvious that Robbie did. So Kit suggested the Rastatell Mr. de
Vadoais, who listened in sllence to a bullet-point breakdown of Kate O’ Madlly’ slife, while Alfielooked
increasingly impressed in the background.

“Thiswoman. She knowsyou' re here?’



“Of course,” said Kit.
Mr. de Vaois shrugged. “Not my problem.”

Kit caught the exact moment Alfie looked at Robbie; crop-haired thug and grizzled Rasta, whatever
passed between them, it passed in silence.

“All thesame,” said de Vaais, gesturing towards Neku. “The kid’ s good. Where did she dance before
this?”

“Dance...?”
“ She has the moves, even has a couple that are new. | was just wondering where she’ sbeen.”
“Tokyo.”

“Ahh,” said deVdais. “Tha would certainly help explain her lack of English.” He glanced a Neku, his
gaze diding over her naked breasts and tiny G-gtring. “1 think it would be good if you asked her to join
mefor adrink.”

Perhaps Kit was wrong to treat this as an invitation, because Mr. deValois ssmilefrozeat his
counter-suggestion that perhaps Neku and he should think about getting home, now that Mr. de Vaois
had his consgnment and Kit had made his apologies.

“Not yet,” said de Vaois. “Y ou see, we still need to agree on aprice.”
“Thereisno price,” Kit sad. “The condgnment isyours. All I'm doing isreturning it.”

Armand de Vdois slaugh was|oud enough to make Neku flinch. “Not apricefor me” hesaid, witha
grin. “For you, for causng me problemsin the first place.” He nodded towards Neku. “Also her, if you
want her back | will require atransfer fee”

“She' sKate O’ Mdly’ s granddaughter.”

DeVadoislooked irritated. “ Other people would kill you,” he said. “1 am being generous, very generous.
In future you will work for me. Aswill she. But first, we have business.”

When the music stopped it left Neku frozen in mid swing. “ Tell her to come here,” de Vaoissaid,
looking a thegirl.

Instead of climbing from the stage, Neku vanished through a door at the back and when she regppeared
it waswearing atatty silk dressing gown that reached her ankles and wastied tightly around her waist.
Sweat dripped from her face and a pulse beat steadily in her neck. Kit could smell her from five paces

avay.
“I need ashower,” shetold him.
“Later,” said Kit, keeping to Japanese.
“What did she say?’

“That she needs ashower.”

Mr. deVaoisgrunted. “There Il betimefor that later,” he said. “Tell thegirl | haveajob for her. A very
suitablejob.”



SoKitdid.

Neku'seyeswere arctic, devoid of light and so cold they made Kit shiver. It would have been better if a
sneer or scowl gave anger to her face, but instead she smiled, dmost blandly. “Tdl him I'm dwayswilling
to hdp.”

Things moved swiftly after thet.

From somewhere a chopping board was produced, a ong with a stained Sabatier knife and achrome
bucket full of ice. Armand demanded rubber bands and when these failed to appear announced that
string would haveto do.

“Y ou ever seen this done before?’

She had, Kit redlised, having trandated Armand de Vaois s question. Which was more than could be
said for Kit, unless one counted films. Because he' d just worked out what was about to happen.

Kit only knew agun had been pulled when he felt its muzzle touch the Sde of hisear, acold kissjust
behind the hair line. Alfie'shand was shaking. A poor start for someone holding an automatic so chegp it
lacked a safety catch.

“Taking my drugs, trying to trick me, and not showing sufficient respect. Threetransgressons,” said de
Vaois, handing Neku the knife. “That means you cut three times, onejoint after another.”

He smiled while he waited for Kit to trandate.

“My finger,” said Kit, meaning, My finger, not that man’ s throat.
Neku weighed the blade in her hand.

“Jugt doit,” Kit said. “And we |l get oursdves out of here.”

She knew exactly where to makethe first cut. Placing Kit' s left hand face down on the board and
positioning her knife above thefirgt joint of hislittle finger, Neku dammed her palm across the back of
the blade.

Fuck.

The severed tip of afinger wasralling across the board before Kit even registered the pain, but by then
Neku had his hand back on the board and her blade against the samefinger, onejoint lower.

A dam of her hand and two segments of finger rested beside each other.

“Takethelagtjoint,” said Neku, “and I'll have nothing to tie off.” Barely bothering to wait for Kit to
trandate, she held Kit's hand to the board and repositioned her knife.

“She'sgood,” said deVdais.
“Thebest,” Neku said, in fractured English.
Armand de Vdoislaughed. “Okay,” hesaid. “Tdl her to have thisone on me.”

Cuitting alength of string, Neku bound the last section of finger and tied it off in aquick knot. “One
section you can re-attach,” she whispered, “two is much more difficult.”



She was supporting him. Her single hand beneath Kit' s elbow to brace his entire weight, should he need
time to compose himsdif.

“We redone here,” Kit said.

“Almogt,” promised de Vaois. “But first, Ben...your finger, it hurts?’
Of courseit fucking hurts.

“Alittle”

What was he meant to say? A lot, hardly at all... it was, Kit suspected, a question to which there were
only wrong answers.

“Luckily,” said deVdais, “I have just the cure. Sixty-five percent pure and freshly ddlivered. Herewe
go—" wiping the Sabatier on a beer mat, de VVa ois dipped the blade stip into an open bag of heroin.

“Lighter,” he demanded.

Robbie held aflame benegth the blade, until the metd tinged orange and dreams began to spira from the
oily mess.

“Comeon, Ben,” said deVdois. “Let'smakefriends.”

A million dreams twisted towards a nicotine-stained ceiling. A hundred thousand nightmares and every
shade of longing in between. All Kit had to do waslean forward and inhal e the smoke.

He made his decision without even reglising there was a decison to make.

Twidgting the hot blade from Robbi€ sfingers, Kit moved before anyone had timeto react. A sizzling dash
to the throat, a smoky drag across both eyes, and Kit was dmost done, hisfina strike hissing its way
under de Vaois's chin and through his soft palate, braising histongue.

A thing done with moderation may be judged insufficient.

A cold dlick told Kit that the dide had been pulled back on Alfie' sgun. So thisis the way the world
ends, hethought. With a Chechen gangster blinded and a bullet through my head.

When one thinks one has gone too far...One has probably gone far enough.
“Letit go,” ordered Robbie,

Alfie heditated, and in that moment of hesitation, Robbie leaned forward and tapped the hed of hispam
under the knife, driving the blade clean through the roof of de Vaois s mouth and into hisbrain.

“Arschole” hesad.

CHAPTER 52 — Sunday Night, 1 July

While Neku finished washing in the saff bathroom behind the stage, Kit ran through her parentage again,
amplifying it, just to makethingsredly clear. The more Kit iterated his points, the more convincing they
sounded.

Walk with a man a hundred paces... Kit's smile was sour. He was planning to walk far more than that



inthe company of Robbie and Alfie, assuming they al got lucky.

“Shit,” said Robbie. He d been afoot soldier when he origindly met Kate O’ Mdly, standing silent while
sheripped strips from someloca don. It was, admitted Robbie, unlikely Mrs. O’ Mdly had even known
his name, for which he remained extremely grateful. Asfor Alfie, the boy wastoo young to have those
kind of memories. He' d heard of her nephew though. Y ou didn’t cross central London without getting
Mike Smith’ s permisson first. At least peoplelike Alfiedidn’t.

“Youmean,” sad Alfie, “thegirl isMr. Smith’scousin?’ It was an interesting update in the lexicon of
fear.

In unspoken agreement, Alfie and Robbie moved to the bar and got themselves awhisky chaser, washing
the spirit down with abottle of Beck’s. Robbie it the teenager’ s cigarette for him, because Alfie’ shand
was shaking too badly to work the lighter. Neither would look at Neku when she returned from rinsing
out her mouth, splashing water on her face, and whatever €l se she' d been doing in the staff bathroom.

“How many ways out of here?’ asked Kit.
“Only one” Robbiesad. “Why?’

“Becauseit’satrap,” said Kit. “ Gunmen are out there, waiting...” He jerked athumb over his shoulder
towardsthe corridor. “ And we ve got about half an hour before someone blows down that door.”

“Oh shit,” said Alfie. “Y ou were tdling Mr. de Vaoisthe truth?’

“Yeah,” said Kit. “1t' sabad habit of mine”

“But he had hisown man in the drug squad.”

“I know,” said Kit. “But Sergeant Samson has been suspended. | bet he didn’t tell de Vaoisthat.”
Alfielooked sicker ill. “How many ways?’ Kit ingsted.

“Front door, sdewindows...”

“Both covered,” said Kit. “Anything ese?’ The two men shook their heads. “ Over theroof? Acrossa
back garden? Comeon,” he said. “There must be another way.”

“Attic,” Alfiesaid. “Round here most houses have linked attics.”
“Probably walled up. Mortgage regulations,” Robbie added. “My brother used to be a builder.”
“Then you know how crapthey’ll be,” said Alfie.

Having left on dl the lights and restarted the music, Kit, Neku, Alfie, and Robbie went up the stairstwo
sepsat atime. And unlikely asit sounded, the rubbish stacked on the club stairs got worse the higher
they climbed. Thefirgt floor had changing rooms, if such alabel could be given to aroom stripped of
everything but amirror, overhead bulb, and a cracked lavatory in one corner.

“Thoseare mine,” said Neku, grabbing ahandful of clothesin passing.

“Wasming” Kit said, tossing segments of finger into the open bowl and pausing to check it flushed
properly.

When Robbie and Alfie looked at each other, Kit wondered if it was the finger or discovering that Neku



spoke proper English after dl. So abandoned was the next level that itsfloors had been painted white
with pigeon shit. A broken window showed where the birds got in. A short run of ladder led to the attic
and aholein theroof above revealed night sky.

“You gofirgt,” Kit told the boy, who did ashewastold. It didn’t actualy matter to Kit in what order
Alfie and Robbie climbed. But smple commands, easily obeyed, kept the two men under his control.

Robbie was right, awall had been built; and Alfie was right, because the brickwork was crap. Cheap
cinder blocks had been stacked clumsily on top of each other and glued into place with cowpats of
dripping mortar.

“Amateurs.” Robbie sounded personally offended.

“Makesit easer,” said Alfie, producing alock knife and grinding it into a crack between two blocks. “I'll
need some help,” he said.

So Robbie stepped forward and together the two men sawed at the crude mortar, reducing it to dust.
“Buggered,” said Robbie, but he was talking about the blade.

“No matter,” Alfiesaid. “We redone.” And he proceeded to kick down thewall with aquiet ferocity
that spoke of current anger or alifetime of unresolved issues.

The attic next door was aso empty, in better condition than the one they’ d just lft, and, best of al, not
bricked up onitsfar sde. A partition had been built, but this was made from flame-proof board and Alfie
tore it down without even having to be asked.

“Okay,” he said. “WEe re above the Golden Bdti.” Catching Neku' s glance, he added, “That’ stheloca
take out.”

Which |eft the Japanese girl little wiser.

A flight of stepsled down to asmall landing stacked with empty gheetins and alarge wooden crate
reading Rajah Spices. Someone had set up a canvas bed in abathroom. A copy of alocal Bengali paper
lay open on thefloor.

“Quietly now,” said Kit.

The floor below held a storeroom, customer lavatories, and a bemused-looking waiter who was
obvioudy wondering about the noise. When Kit put his hand to hislips, the man nodded.

No one challenged Kit, Neku, and the other two as they filed through the crowded restaurant, squeezing
between alarge group waiting for take away near the door. And no one made afuss when they reached
the street outside, crossed the High Road, and cut under arallway arch into a passage that led to a car

park beyond.
“We re square, right?” asked Robbie.
Kit nodded.

“I mean, for rea? It was amistake, right? We didn’t know shewas...” He glanced at Neku, who stared
back. It was Robbie who looked away.

“I'm cool withyou if sheis,” sad Kit.

After amoment, Neku nodded.



“That' s settled then,” he said, turning to include Alfie in the conversation. “None of uswere here,” said
Kit. “You didn't ssemeand | didn’t seeyou. If anyone asksyou, just stick to that.”

Somewhere away to hisright ablack helicopter came thudding low over the houses, asiren fired up three
Streets away, and athunder flash could be heard, rattling shop windows like fireworks. Brigadier Miles
had obvioudy just told her boystogoin.

CHAPTER 53— Sunday Night, 1 July

Trying to ride amotorbike with an amputated finger was abad idea. The actud practise wasworse.
Every gear change make Kit chew hislip and fight to keep his hand on the bars. He d probably have
been crying with frugration if the night wind hadn’t got to his eyesfirg.

The Suzuki belonged to Alfie and was the machine Kit would have expected. Cheap, flashy, and done up
with after-market accessories. On the plus side, the tank wasfull, the machine was licenced, and Alfie
had been pitifully willing to offer Kit itsuse.

It was the wrong side of midnight when Kit left the motorway. There was no need to kill the lightsashe
approached speed cameras but he did it anyway. Kit liked the way darkness turned the black top to an
icy drip, lit by little more than the sodium glare of avillage nearby.

At a service station south of the M 25, he stopped to refill the bike and use the bathroom. Asan
afterthought, Kit asked Neku if she wanted a coffee. In return, she asked him aquestion of her own.

“Why did you kill him?’
So hetold her.

Sitting next to a glasswindow, in a café deserted enough to have been ripped from an Edward Hopper
painting, Kit explained about the debts he owed. How he d never redlly fallen out of love with Mary and
why helet Kate O’ Mally drag him back from Tokyo.

Kit redlised half way through his story that Neku knew none of this. And then he redlised no one did,
except No Neck, Micki, and that other girl the day Mary’ s postcard arrived; and they didn’t count,
because he' d been drunk and they’ d been careful not to mention it again. Almost everything that
mattered to Kit in the last fifteen years had happened inside his head.

Conversations with ghodts.

He'd kissed agirl and it wasthe wrong girl or thewrong time. He'd lived badly and lived well and neither
felt more redl than the other, because everything after Josh was counting bells. Like Mary, Kit had just
been adding and subtracting to keep the devil at bay.

All those lives snuffed out in the cross-hairs of an M 24 sniper rifle needed shifting up one, to make space
for the truth. Josh killed himsdlf but Kit had provided the reason.

“You'resad.” Neku' s voice was matter of fact.

“I’'m cold,” said Kit, taking the coffee she offered. It was sweet and till hot, bitter from having stewed in
aglassflask on aring for the previous hour.

“Losing afinger doesthat,” Neku said. “It’ sthe shock. My brother...” Whatever she was about to say



got lost when Neku took hersdlf to the restrooms. She was still wiping her mouth when she got back.

“How areyou?’ Neku asked Patrick Robbe-Duras, when Pat finaly stopped fussing about the damp
and cold and how Neku must fed after such along ridein the middle of the night.

“I'm okay,” said Pet, sipping hiswhisky on the rocks.

Neku smiled. Their next discussion involved whether or not another coffee would keep Neku awake and
her insstence that al Japanese girls hated hot milk, so that was out of the question.

“No tradition of keeping cows,” shesaid.
Pat nodded, doubtful.

After this, asthe conversation turned to biscuits versus cake, Kate caught Kit's eye and nodded towards
the kitchen door.

“Good idea,” said Neku, hooking ice from Pat’ s glass. “ Chill your finger,” shetold Kit. “Then cut back
the knuckle and sew the flesh shut.”

Kit took the ice Neku offered. Smiling, when he redised Kate' s mouth had dropped open.
“I candoit later,” said Neku. “If you'd rather.”

Leading Kit dong acorridor, Kate opened a heavy door to reved avery traditiona-looking study, lined
with books Kit doubted she' d ever read and hung with a Gully JJmson nude probably chosen years
before and barely looked at since. Cigarette smoke clung to aleather armchair, and a waste paper
basket overflowed with newspapers. It looked like aroom no one had bothered to clean in avery long
time

“Youwant meto doit?’ Kate asked, nodding at Kit'sinjured hand.

Kit nodded his head.

Kate O’ Madly was surprisingly good with aknife. Well, surprising to Kit, who' d ways assumed her
nickname of butcher indicated clumsiness, not kill. All the same, it hurt like fuck and there was no other
way of putting it. Sicing back flesh, Kate cut free gristle and bone, flicking the remains onto her desk. It
looked like one of those chewy bits of chicken.

Shelet Kit sew the ends together.

“Pat arrived this afternoon,” said Kate. “ Just turned up in ataxi, collected his cases, and told meto pay
the driver. Said he'd come back for good if I’ d accept that Mary was gone.”

“What about his own house?’
Shrugging, Kate said, “I hardly dare ask. Y ou need adrink?’
Kit shook his head.

“Don’t suppose | should either.” Seating hersdlf at the desk, Kate rummaged through adrawer until she
found a Partegas box. “Want one of these instead?”’



The cigars were dry and burned too quickly, but Kate and Kit still sat there and smoked them anyway,
watching curls of smoke obscure the celling. Kit understood what Kate was doing. She was ensuring he
understood this meeting was socid. They were no longer enemies. In her own way, therituals Kate
O'Mdly lived by were asrigid asthose Y oshi had followed.

“People have been cdling,” Kate said, findly coming to the point. Sucking in afina mouthful of smoke,
shelet it escape between her lips and ground her cigar stub into aglass ashtray. “ A surprising number of
people.” She smiled. “A man fromthe MOD, for agtart.”

“What did you say?’
“Sad I’d never heard of you. Anyway, you know Jmmy the Greek?’
Kit shook his head.

“That'sgood,” said Kate. “Y ou don’'t want to know him. Anyway, Jmmy was aso on theline. Heruns
an outfit in High Barnet. One of hisboysis called Robbie. Nasty temper, but agood chemist. Anyway,
Jmmy’ sworried because he loaned Robbie to a Russian and now the Russian is dead and Robbie' s
scared that he and | have unfinished business”

“I told Robbieit was cool,” said Kit. “And the guy was Chechen.”

Kate reached for another cigar.

“Armand de Vaoiswas Chechen,” said Kit. “Not Russian. Although he was pretending to be French...”
“Y ou were there when he died?”’

“I killed him.”

“You? A Chechen mafialeader. Fed liketdling mewhy?’

He made the kid dance.

“Neku,” said Kit, and the old woman nodded. It was answer enough.

“The Greek wantsameeting.” Blowing fresh smoke towards the ceiling, Kate sat back in her chair. In
anybody €l se this might be taken asasign of relaxation, but Kit could tell Kate was worried about
something.

“So send your nephew,” said Kit.
“That would make it business. | want you to go,” said Kate. “ Sort out the problem...”

Maybe laughing wasn't theright response. “Look,” said Kit, when Kate had stopped scowling. “I’ll call
Jmmy.”

“Cdl him?’

“That’ smy best offer.”

Kate pushed her mobile across the desk and waited while Kit punched in the number she gave him.
“Mr. Giangos?'

A deepy grunt from the other end and awoman in the background, followed by a snapped instruction to



be quiet. One didn’t need Greek to understand what was being said. “Yes?’
“I'm caling on behdf of Kate O’ Madly.”
“What,” Immy Giangos said, “shecan’'t cal me hersdf?’

“It' sabout Robbie,” said Kit, ignoring the quegtion. “Mrs. O’ Maly wants you to know thereisno
problem. Infact, everything isfine. Shewill tell her nephew this”

Kate raised her eyebrows.
“The problem was Mr. de Vaois. This has now been solved.”

On the other side of the desk, Kate O’ Mally actualy began to smile. Although Kit’s next words knocked
the smile from her face and reduced K ate to frozen silence.

“What problem? He kidnapped Kate O’ Mally’ s granddaughter.”

Jmmy Giangos actualy gulped.

“Robbiedidn’'t tell you that?”

“No,” said Jmmy the Greek. “He forgot to mention that bit. We knew nothing about...”

“Mrs. O'Maly understandsthat,” Kit said. “ She sends her regards.” Shutting off the phone, Kit looked
up to seeKate staring at him.

“Look,” said Kit, “1 had to say something.”

“So that' swhy Pet came back,” said Kate, barely listening. Pushing away her chair, she walked to the
window and stared out into the darkness, only coming back to her desk to rummage for another cigar.
“Hemust have worked it out for himsdlf,” she said. “Why didn’t you tell mein Tokyo?’

“Tdl youwhat?’

“Thetruth.” Kate O’ Mally shook her head crossly. “Everything finally makes sense. Mary’ s postcards to
you. Her leaving you the flat and her gallery. The reason she d never talk about being pregnant and what
happened while she was away.”

Any objections Kit might make vanished as Kate' s phone began to buzz. Having listened, the woman
nodded a couple of times and broke the connection without saying asingleword. “The police” sad
Kate. “It'stime we got you out of here. Come on.”

But Kit was remembering what she' d said about Mary writing to him. He wondered whether to tell Kate
that he knew where Mary was, assuming she was anywhere. | always thought thisis where we' d both
end up.

It was the both that gave her away. Vita Brevis—bass/vocalg/lyrics. Not one to waste words, ever ...

CHAPTER 54 — Nawa-no-ukiyo

Her cloak stank of smoke and her knives were gone. High Strange was cold and empty and not at al as
it should have been.



“Door,” said Lady Neku.

The door, however, said nothing. It just stood there, black lacquered and shining, in the middle of the
wall, with great brass hinges and a handle cut from asingle block of obsidian.

KATCHATKA STATION read ametd plate onthelintd. BUILT BY KITAGAWA
INCORPORATED, SHINJUKU, IN ASSOCIATION WITH PEARL ISLAND
ENTERPRISES.

Neku shook her head. That description waswrong. It wasn't the wall that had brass hinges. Well, yes,
but not in theway her words sounded. And anyway, the door might be black but it wasn't urushi
lacquer, being made from asingle block of obsidian, which meant the handle had to be something el se.

Details were hard to remember. Continuity glitches wasthe technica term and her life had been full of
them. Crossing out threelines of hiragana script, Neku rewrote the door as obsidian and its handle as
marble, changing thisto diamond as being more likely. She made the hinges stedl for the sake of it and
because brassfelt too predictable.

Sxty-four pages it said on the back of her notebook, which was aso the front, depending on which
script she used. So far Neku had written aternate pages, from front and back, using amixture of kanji,
roman;ji, katakana, and hiragana, being Han script, Roman script, man’s script, and woman’s hand. She
regarded it as her duty not to make the truth too accessible, lso sefer...

“Comeon,” said Lady Neku, giving the door akick. “All you haveto do is open.”
“You know,” said the door, “I’'m not sure that’ sagood idea.”
“Why?" she demanded.

“Because,” said the door. “Once opened, I’ m open. Returning to atime when | was locked becomes
impossble”

“I can re-lock you mysdif.”

“That' s not the same,” said the door. “And you know it.”

“I’'m going to hatewhat’ sinsde,” Lady Neku said. “ That’ swhat you' re saying, right?’

The door stayed silent.

Every other door in High Strange had opened as Lady Neku approached. Only the council chamber
stayed locked. Six sSded, to reflect the high stations, the chamber had six doors, one for each family;
every segment had a council chamber and the layout wasidentica for each.

The door should have recognised Lady Neku instantly and opened itsdlf. It was the grandest of the
doors, because this was High Strange and that was how thingsworked. In the d’ Alambert Sector, Luc's
family would have the grandest door, such things stood to reason.

“You know who | am?’
“Of course”
“So why won’'t you open?’ Lady Neku demanded, resisting the urge to kick the door again.

“Because,” said thedoor. “You'redead.” There were so many thingswrong with that statement that



Lady Neku barely knew where to begin, so she began with the most obvious.
“If | were dead,” she said, “we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

The door considered that.

“Also,” said Lady Neku, “I can see my reflection.”

“Doyou look likeyou?’

“Yes” said Lady Neku, rather too fast. “At least, | ook likethe me | remember.” She stared hard at her
reflection in the door’ s black surface. Her face was coarser, her hips dightly thicker than she'd likeand
her hair had been dyed silver, but she till looked like her, despite the tattered lace of her cos-play dress.
Lady Neku could definitely see hersdf in the other girl’ seyes.

“I am Neku Katchatka,” she said. “Y ou will open.” So the door did and it was right, she didn’t like what
wasindde onelittle bit.

A spread of shingle was washed by waves. The water so cold that she could feel nothing, although
that might have been memories draining from her head. A boy was on the beach behind her, half
kneeling, he seemed to be looking for someone and Neku was afraid it might be her. He never saw
the man who put a gun to the back of his head and...

“Wrong,” said Lady Neku, covering her ears. “All wrong.”

The audience chamber was colder than she expected and icy underfoot, but for al itsfrosty chill theair
was tainted with corruption. None of the lights|it on command, and the windows remained shuttered
against the sky beyond. Flakes of ice had drifted into patterns on the floor. Lady Neku could only see
these because light from the corridor flooded astrip of tilesin front of her. The rest of the chamber wasin
darkness.

Lady Neku knew what answer there would be to her request for the shutters to open and the lights come
on but she asked anyway, refusing to be shocked, surprised, or even disappointed when they stayed
closed and the lightsfailed to work.

Instead she stopped at the nearest window, trying and failing to force its covering before moving to the
next. High and lonely and arched into darkness above her, each shutter rgjected her attempts. Their
touch burned Lady Neku' sfingersand glued cold meta to her skin.

“Fuck,” said Lady Neku, ripping herself free.

Each window took her deeper into darkness, until the door by which she' d entered became atiny
smudge of light that vanished as she reached haf way around the chamber and some object findly
obscured the smudge from sight.

She kept up her litany of swearing until she approached awindow. Only to begin again when each shutter
refused to budge. After awhile, the words|lost their meaning and Lady Neku' svoice logt itsfury and the
hot sweet benesth frozen arms, and the pain in her fingers, told her to stop doing and begin planning
ingtead.

Everything waslinked... As surely asthe solar syster completed its orbit of the galaxy every 250 million
years and fugees needed the floating rope world to protect them from being poisoned. Everything was
linked. She could get somewhere with that thought, Lady Neku just knew she could.



Forcing torn fingersinto the web of afresh shutter, Lady Neku heard a click, echoed from eleven other
windows. As she watched, each began toiris, preparing to reved light through awall of metd flowers.
And though every single one glitched before it was even a quarter open, thiswas enough.

The obsidian door had been right; what was seen could not be unseen and doors could be re-shut but
not unopened.

What? Lady Neku told hersdlf. You' re going to cry now?

She made hersdf crossthetilesto the table where her family till sat, their food as frozen asthose who'd
been about to egt it. She did this by the simple expedient of refusing to give hersaf an option.

Lady Neku's mother grinned at the world from a gash that opened her throat from ear to jewelled ear.
She' d either been thefirgt to die, or accepted her death without complaint, because the arms of her chair
gtill touched the table and her glass of wine stood icy but undisturbed. Blood crusted the surface of her
Maltese lace shawl like beads of jet, sewn into random patterns.

Her brother Nico had gone down fighting, his scabbard abandoned beside his half-seated body, his chair
pushed back and twisted sideways. Antonio sat back and Petro dumped so far forward in his seat that
his head rested on the table. Even hislong black hair felt frozen.

Everyone wore their best clothes, black velvet and lace, jewelled cloaks. Only one member of the
Katchatka family was missng. The one staring down at the table and its barely touched wedding
banquet.

So thisiswhat death looks like, thought Lady Neku. A massive smear of shit across the surface of the
world. She should have known. All this, just to remember why she d first run away.

CHAPTER 55— Monday Morning, 2 July

So much of what Kit thought was right was wrong, starting with who killed Ben Flyte. The police had
believed the killer was Armand de Vaois, until Kit tripped up their conclusions, while Kit himsdf had
decided it was Kate O’ Mdly, awoman he' d dways believed capable of anything.

It had been someone else entirely.

“ Ben Flyte?” demanded Pat, pulling off amuddy road. His question was meant to be throwaway. A
sorry, what was that? Only Kit had watched his shoulderstense.

“Mary’ sboyfriend.”

“Redly?’ Pat said. “I’m not sure we ever met. They kept changing...”

“Kae mentioned himin Tokyo.”

“He s probably with someone ese now,” said Pat. “ Things are different these days.”
Kit sghed. “You know,” he said, “what your mistake was?’

Pat Robbe-Duras climbed out of the car. After asecond Kit realised he was meant to follow. The sky
was dark, the stars high, and the moon half hidden by aflat scrap of cloud. A flare of amatch and the
restlesstip of acigarette were the only clues that Pat was walking towards an open-fronted hangar,
watched by deepy cattle from anearby field.



“Tell memy misake,” he said, when Kit caught up.

“Never once mentioning him,” said Kit, then asked a question that had been troubling him, redly troubling
him. “No face, no fingers, no jaw, no teeth—how did you bring yoursdlf to inflict thet level of damage?’

“Heused to hit her,” said Pat. “Did Katietell you that? Mary wouldn't et either of usinterfere. We were
just meant to livewith it. And then shewent missing.”

“Thesuicide?

“Beforethat,” said Pet, disgppearing into the hangar. When he returned it was to pick up his conversation
whereit left off. “Mary was due to have lunch with me about aweek before she took the ferry. She
never turned up, but Ben did in that wretched little car of his”

“Did he say where Mary was?’

“No,” said Pat. “Hadn’t seen her in days apparently, and didn’t know where she’ d gone, wanted my
help getting her back.”

“Soyoukilled him.”
“That waslater,” Pat said. “When | redlised he' d brought his shit into my life.”
“What?’

“He arrived with a Chinese lacquer trunk he' d found Mary for Christmas. Asked meto storeit until they
made up again, lying little fuck. I gave him about ten minutes, to make sure he wasn’t coming back, and
then hacked the lock. Y ou know what | found?”

“Heroin.”

Pat nodded. “So | called him up and said | knew where Mary was, but we needed to talk before | told
him.” The old man’ sface was acold mask in the moonlight. “He came bouncing back, al smiles,
promising to make everything right. And then he saw the open trunk...”

Two men were leading asmal plane out of the hangar, one of them walking ahead. The plane had both
its engines going and was inching forward, running without lights. AsKit watched, it angled itself dong a
darkened runway.

“You should go,” said Pat.
“Say goodbye to Neku for me. And tell her I'll see her soon.”
“Of course”

Looking away, Kit said, “Y ou never told me how you made yoursdf mutilate Ben Flyte. What drove
you, wasit anger?’

“No onegot tortured,” said Pat. “We had awhisky while Ben waited for meto tell him whereto find
Mary. Only his glasswas|oaded with my painkillers. | put him in the freezer and hacked him up later,
when he' d frozen. It was meant to make his body hard to identify.”

“It worked,” Kit said. “ And the drugs?’
“Intotheriver.” Pat looked sad. “That was my big mistake,” he said. “They killed thefish.”



The waters of the English Channd were dark benesth the plane. A sheet of oxidised lead hammered flat
by moonlight and wind. A bank of tiny diodes on a console were the only lightsin the cabin. Kit was
pretty certain that flying dark wasillegal but he kept his mouth shut and watched sullen lead turninto wild
grassinstead.

Dawn was an hour away. Which would give Kat€ s pilot timeto land in France, turn around, and be
back over Kent before the sun clipped the horizon. A feat quite within the Beechcraft’' s capabilities,
according to atatty leaflet Kit had been reading before take off.

The Air King E90 was aturbo prop, once popular with air charter companies. It could stay airborne for
six hours and was designed to seat eight, two pilots, four passengersin club chairs, and two bodyguards,
chauffeurs, or junior staff in seats at the back.

In the plane they used, someone had long since ripped out the leather seats and replaced the carpet with
sheet ged, unlessthat was the origind floor. Over the steel had been taped polyethylene, now badly
scuffed and somewhat torn. Whatever this plane usudly carried it was unlikely to be Business Class
passengers, or their assorted hangerson.

The pilot was ayoung Asian caled Tony. At least that was how he d introduced himsdlf a the small
airfiedd, where Kit had been dropped by Pat, who turned out to drive dmost as quickly as Brigadier
Miles.

“Cdais...right?’ It wasthefirst thing Tony had said since take off.
“Apparently.”
“Okay, I'mto giveyou this”

The padded envelope contained euros, two credit cards, an EU driving licence, one of the new ID cards,
and a passport, dl made out in aname Kit didn’t recognise. Kate O’ Mally had obvioudy spent the last
half hour before Kit left pulling in favours. It said something for her reputation that the fakes were good.

“Computers,” said Tony, glancing across. “Just drop in the photograph and hit print.”

Thelicence and ID looked perfect. The back pages of the passport, when Kit examined them in the light,
seemed dightly ruffled.

“If anyone queriesyou,” Tony said, “say you got caught intherain.” He shrugged. “ And remember, the
credit cards are only for show. Y our boss said use cash.”

My boss? Kit laughed.

The wild grass gave way to French fidlds and finaly to asmal airstrip trapped between empty railway
lines and the edge of avast farm, one of those industrial outfits with tractors the size of small houses and
pig pensthe size of railway stations.

“You known Kate O’ Mally long?’ Kit asked.

“Never heard of her,” said Tony, adjusting the joystick to dide the Air King E9O between anarrow strip
of lights. “Never heard of you ether. I’'m not even here.”



There were dow trainsto Parisfrom Cdais, expresstrains, and even a Eurostar, which stopped to take
on passengers a a dedicated station nearby. A plane ticket was already waiting for Kit at Aeroport
Charlesde Gaulle. All the same, Paris, theticket, and Kit’ sflight to Tokyo would haveto wait. There
was somewhere ese Kit needed to go first. He got there by truck.

“Good for you | was passing.”

They’ d been through this. It was good Philippe had been passing and even better that he stopped when
Kit stuck out histhumb. So now Philippe wanted paying in English conversation and Kit was doing his
best to oblige.

“It saclear morning.”

The driver peered intently through hiswindshield and then nodded agreement. “Very clear,” he said.
“And the seaisblue”

“Very blue. Alsogrey.”

Kit sighed. It was 370 kilometres from Calaisto Amsterdam and so far they’ d managed 50 of them. If
Philippe wasto be believed, his cargo was going the whole way. Although Kit had afeding hisorigina
question might have been misunderstood, he' d find out in awhile.

“Your hand it ishurt?’

Thiswasafar guess, given Kit waswearing afinger shield and had tape holding what remained of his
amallest finger to thering finger next door. “An accident,” said Kit, folding his hand out of sight.

“Nagty,” Philippesaid. “Youwaking?’
“No,” sad Kit. “I'min atruck with you.”

Philippe laughed. “I mean, are you holiday walking? Lots of the English vist Pas de Caasto walk.
Also Amsterdam, wherethey hire bicycles”

“Not walking, or planning to hireabikein Amsterdam.”
“But you're vigting the city on holiday?’

“Yes” sad Kit. “And I’'m late.”

Philippe frowned. “How late?’ he asked.

At least fifteen years, thought Kit, but he kept the words to himself.

There were cities where Kit barely knew one place from another outside the areain which he' d lived.
The squalor of aghetto in Istanbul, an arid little suq in atown Sudanese rebels caled their capital. Even
Tokyo—where Kit could have told Roppongi from Shinjuku blindfolded by street noise done—largely
remained amygery to him.

And yet the city about which Kit knew most was the one he' d never visited. Empires had squabbled over
it and Protestants besieged Catholicsto claim its muddy, flood-threatened streets. Home to Rembrandt
van Rijn, the place where Descartes linked identity indelibly to thought, the city had fought againgt the



British, French, and Spanish, given England a king and been ruled by one of Napoleon' s brothers.

Its canals were famous, it had two of the most famous churchesin Europe, and yet al most tourists knew
it for was brothdls, endless bicycles, and caféswhere it was ill lega to smoke dope.

Amsterdam had been Mary’ sidea. Although it was Kit who bought the map and found thefirst guide
book. Mary was the one who bought the postcards, fivein total from acharity shop in Newbury. All
black and white, and showing views of acity that probably didn’t exist even then. The Prinsengracht
cand, Anne Frank’ s house, and a solemn-looking Rijksmuseum, Rembrandt’ s Night Watch, and last of
al atypica Dutch square overlooking anarrow candl.

Tulips grew in wooden tubs, an old man in clogs sat smoking apipe...agirl inadark coat and ayoung
man with a beret pushed a pram beneath arow of poplars.

That was going to be them.

It took Mary and Kit awhole weekend to identify Statholder Square from amap. The bridge helped and
the church opposite. They were going to become famous, sal millions of Switchblade Lies CDs, and buy
one of the narrow houses that stared from the square to the cana beyond. The dream lasted about seven
weeks. Long enough to learn a handful of Dutch words, cut ademo, and decide they’ d have awhite cat
and never see dther of their familiesagain.

All of thisin the year before Kit stopped beside a hut above Middle Morton to crash a party to which he
definitely hadn't been invited, and everything in hislife suggested he' d have done better to avoid.

Seven narrow houses lined one edge of Statholder Square, amuseum dedicated to the Goldsmith’s Guild
and arow of smaller houses stood opposite. The tulip tubs were gone and the poplars on the cana edge
had sprouted wrought-iron cages to protect them from the world. And looking from the square’ s open
edge, Kit saw five more houses and awide-windowed art galery where the origina postcard had shown
aprint shop.

A gted grille protected the gallery window and asign on the door read, Gesloten.
Closed.

Taped to the window was alarge poster of a semi-nude with wild blonde hair, asour smile, and dark
nipples. The words beneath read 33/33 @Thirty-three. A series of self portraits by Sophie Van Allen
at Gallery 3+30. Whatever Kit expected, it wasn't this.

It took five knocks to earn a shout and another five before footsteps could be heard on the stairs behind
the door. When the last of the bolts shot back, a cropped-haired woman blocked hisway.

“ Gedloten,” she announced, pointing to the sign and reading it doud in case he was acompleteidiot.
“I’'mafriend,” said Kit, nodding to the poster.

“Of Sophie?’

“Yes” sadKit.

Thewoman looked doubtful.

“Cal Sophie,” he suggested. “ Say I'm hereto see Mary.” When that failed to work, Kit added please,
and somehow that was enough.



The conversation happened just out of earshot, with Kit on the doorstep. When the woman returned her
eyeswere hard. “ This Mary of yoursis dead. Sophie says you know that aready.”

“Except sheign't. Isshe?’

It took another ten minutes and two more calls. Thelast cdl to Sophie sounded very much like an
argument. “ She' ll seeyou,” said the woman, not bothering to disguise her anger.

“Sophie?’
“Theother one”

| always thought this is where we' d both end up. So obvious, but only in retrospect. It made Kit want
to punch himsdf.

“Which house?’ he demanded.
The galery owner looked puzzled.
“Where sMary staying?’

“At the hotdl, obvioudy...”

Herberg Statholder was so hip it avoided signs and any cluesthat it might actualy beahotd. A smple
black-painted door, with adolphin door knocker, opened onto stairs leading up to reception. The air
smelled of scented candles and expensive leather. The Warhols on the wall looked asif they might be
origind.

A brasslift carried Kit down to an dmost-empty sitting room, which looked over Statholder Square or
the canal, depending on which sofa one chose. It was here he found Sophie, who clipped abell on the
tablein front of her and ordered two espressos from the man who materiaised, without bothering to
check if Kit wanted coffee.

She looked older than he remembered, her hair unwashed and her nails bitten. Worry, anger, or a
migraine had closed down her face. “So...” Sophie said, when their cups arrived. “Y ou’ ve cometo see

Mary.”

“Yesh,” sad Kit.

“How did you find out?’

“Mary told mewhere shewas,” he said. “Only, | wasjust too fucking stupid to redise.”
“ Shetold you.”

“| got apostcard before Christmas,” said Kit. “Anold card | thought she’ d long since thrown away. It
sad...” He hestated. “It said things that should have been said long ago. And it said here was where
Mary thought we' d both end up.”

“| don't getit.”
“Nor did I,” said Kit. “Not at first.”

“I think thisisabad ideg,” Sophie said. “Mary knowsthat. If Ben or the Russian follow you here...”



“They're dead.”

Sophie put her cup down with aclick.

“Ben Flytedied sx months ago,” said Kit. “The other one died yesterday.”
“What happened?’ asked Sophie.

“I killed him.”

Sophie blinked. “Y ou killed Armand de Vadois?’ Her hands were shaking, Kit realised. Shaking so badly
she halted on the edge of reaching for her cup. “What about the Sergeant?’

“What about him?’

“Hewas employed by de Vaois. And Ben relied on the Sergeant for protection. They’ d been working
together for years.”

For years? Kit put down his own cup and looked round the elegant drawing room, rejecting ahouse
phone that sat on amarble table near the door. “You'll haveto excuse me,” he said. “I need to make a
cdl”

CHAPTER 56 — Monday Morning, 2 July

Thefirst phone booth was empty and working but took only credit cards, so Kit waked until he cameto
another, which was occupied. A quarter mile after that he found athird outside a café.

Everyone at a pavement table looked up, but this was probably because Kit had just entered aboothina
city where even tramps seemed to carry their own phones.

Feeding a 20-euro note into adot, Kit fed in another and then athird, making sure he had sufficient
credit. He wanted to avoid the dightest chance of losing his concentration while making thiscall.

“Amy.”
Stunned silence gave way to agasp. “ Shit,” shesaid. “| can't bedieveyou'd...” And then Amy sad
nothing, athough her slence wasthick with worry, anger, and unmade decisions.

“Y ou could record this,” said Kit. “Or you could give me the Brigadier’ s direct number.”

“I’'m at Boxbridge,” Amy said. “We were just talking about you.”

A briefer slence became the voice of Brigadier Miles. “Mr. Newton,” she said, “I imagine you redlise
we'retracing thiscal.”

“I'min Amsterdam,” said Kit. “ About ten minutes walk from Statholder Square, outside the Tolkien
Café. Although I’ ll be gone the moment | hear Sirens or see anything resembling apolice car. | want to
do you afavour. Do you know someone caled Alfie...Might have worked with Mr. de Vaois?’

“Not aswdl as1’d like. HE s currently in South London, helping the Met with their enquiries. Apparently
he was somewhere else when Mr. de Vaois got murdered. Alfiejust can't quite decide where. Y ou did
hear about that unpleasantness, didn’t you?’



Kit ignored the comment.

“And for somereason,” said Brigadier Miles, “the Met are unhappy with us. They think we ve been
hiding things”

“Which you have”

It was Kit' sturn to get ignored.

“Tdk to Alfie” hesad.

“And say what?’ The Brigadier sounded interested.

“Ask him about Mr. de Vaais srelationship with Sergeant Samson. Y ou' |l haveto offer him immunity,
but moreto the point, tel Alfieit will make Kate O’ Mdly and Mike Smith very happy.”

“Will it?”

Kit shrugged, watching his money count down on alittle digital window. “It probably won't make them
unhappy.”

“You know,” said the Brigadier, “1’m beginning to believe the rumoursthat you' re actually working for
Mrs. O’ Mally.”

“I’ve heard those rumourstoo,” Kit said. “All lies.”

“Andif | did offer Alfie hdp, it would beimmunity from what?’
“Generd wickedness, | imagine...Unlessyou know something | don't.”
“So hedidn’'t knifede Vaois?’

“No,” said Kit. “Hedidn’t.”

The Brigadier sighed. “1 was afraid of that. Y ou do redlise, don’t you, that your printsare al over that
blade?’

“Quite possbly,” said Kit.

“Anyway,” the old woman said, “let’ s get back to Alfie. What can he give me?’
“Something to upset the Met...”

“Redly?’

Kit grinned. It was atired grin, one that barely made it onto hisface but it was still agrin. Hefdt it catch
the ssde of hismouth like ahook setting. “ Thought that would interest you,” he said. “Armand de Vaois
was paying Sergeant Samson in women aswell as cash for information...”

Brigadier Mileslaughed.

“It gets better,” Kit added. “The Sergeant and Ben Flyte were ateam. In fact, I’ d bet it was Sergeant
Samson who told Flyte that de Vaoiswas dead, right after that shooting in Germany. | can seethe
attraction. All that heroin with no owner. What’ s a crooked cop to do? Only, Armand wasn't dead. A
bit like Ben Flyte”



13 I:Iyte?l
“Lagt seenin South London, | believe...sometime yesterday.”
He had the Brigadier’ s attention, the hook set asfirmly into her mouth asit was set in his.

“What you've got,” said Kit, “isamurdered terrorist, and a society drug dedler asyour chief
suspect—and providing Alfie talks—a currently suspended officer from a South London drugs squad
who' sthe only known connection between thetwo. If | wereyou, I’ d offer Alfie anything he wants.”

“I’'m going to make some calls,” said the Brigadier. “Give me anumber wherel can call you back.”
“I need afavour in return.”

“A favour?’

“The name behind a construction company in Tokyo.”

Silence greeted thisrequest. A handful of seconds of static and doubt. And then the Brigadier was back.
“And how do | get that for you?’

“You must have friends,” said Kit.
“Not in Tokyo,” said Brigadier Miles.

“Peoplelikeyou,” Kit sad, “have friends everywhere.”

CHAPTER 57 — Monday Morning, 2 July

All of the rooms at Herberg Statholder had double beds, their own glass-topped vanity tables, satellite
televison, discreet minibars, music systems, and wireless internet. Laptops were provided for guestswho
forgot to bring their own.

Mesdls could be served at any time of day or night and in any place, although the sky café apparently
offered unrivaled views across the date roofs of Amsterdam, and all guests got preferentia booking at a
Michdin-gtarred brasserie less than three minutes' walk from the hotdl.

The Herberg Statholder had money. It had money because its guests had money and matching
expectations. Herberg Statholder pulled off that difficult trick of offering the expensively shabby and
casualy exclusve. Although awooden pand in thelift was cracked, the brassfittings were hand-polished
and thelift’ s single picture was signed and numbered and came from one of Chagall’ s shorter runs.

Kit took the lift alone because Sophie refused to accompany him, her anger so obvious that he began to
wonder if it waswith Mary rather than him.

Room 12.

Herberg Statholder avoided numbering its rooms according to floor. With only twelve bedrooms such
fussnesswasirrdlevant. The narrow corridor onto which Kit' slift opened led to the Sky Caféin one
direction, and to three bedroomsin the other: servants quarters, made fashionable by their rooftop view
and the tectonic shifts of history.

“Comein...”



He would have known the voice anywhere. Kit was till wondering what to say when Mary pulled herself
up and adjusted the pillows behind her head.

“Longtime” shesad.
He nodded.

“I didn’t mean you to find me,” said Mary, then added, “ Sophie caled me, while you were on the way
up. Y ou read moreinto my card than wasthere.”

“No,” Kit said. “I didn't.”
Shelooked at him.
“Why send it then?” demanded Kit. “At least, why that card and those words?’

“To hurt you,” Mary said. “ So you knew what redly happened. | wastying up my life'sloose ends and

you were one of them.” Her window was open on the other side of the bed, avase of orchids stood on

the vanity table and an open copy of Vanity Fair lay discarded on the floor. It made no difference. The
room reeked of illness.

“Sit down,” said Mary, and that was when Kit realised he was ill standing in her doorway.
“What isit?" he asked.

“A mistake, we shared needles. Ben wasin remisson and | didn’t even know hewasill. | came gpart in
amatter of months.” She nodded towards a chair. “ Sit,” she said.

A child could be heard outside, chattering excitedly about nothing very much. A bicycle went past in
need of ailing. A woman talked to hersdlf, or on the phone. “ Y ou hear dl that?” said Mary, indicating her
open window.

He nodded.
“It scdledlife. That' swhat I'm leaving behind.”

“I don't suppose,” said Kit, when he' d listened some more to the noises outside and seen Mary amile,
“ther€’ smuch point in my asking why you staged afake suicide?’

“Y ou don't know?’

“How would |7’

“Because you dways boasted you knew me better than | knew mysdlf.”
Kit shrugged. “1 must have been lying.”

Mary’slaugh wasthin. “Take aguess,” shesad.

“Y ou were escaping Armand de Vaois”

“Why would | do that?’

“ Because the man wanted his heroin back.”

“My choice had nothing to do with Ben,” she said, sitting back. “ Or that dedler of his. Anyway, |



couldn’t have told de Vaoiswhere his drugs were because | didn’t bloody know.”
“If Ben wasn't the reason?’
“Oh God,” said Mary, “work it out.”

Sitting on achair, beside abed in aroom in the attic of an absurdly over-priced hotel in Amsterdam, Kit
did. It was avery Mary reason.

“Y ou couldn’t stand Pat and Kate watching you die.”
She nodded.
“Y ou wanted to spare them the pain.”

Mary laughed, hard enough to set her coughing again. When Kit patted her back he felt mostly bone.
“Oh God,” she said, catching her breath. “ All that black leather and cynicism and fucked-up back
history. And you' ve till got aheart of pure marshmallow. Y ou’ ve seen how my father is. Y ou've seen
how my mother fusses. | wanted to spare me the pain.”

They sat in silence, with awarm wind carrying sounds and adight sourness from the cand through
Mary’ s open window. The orchids were new, the paper open on her bed was that day’ sissue. Someone
was obvioudy looking after her.

“Anyway,” said Mary, into the sllence. “ Enough about me. Tell me about you. Are you married? What's
Tokyo likeasaplaceto live? Do you have kids?’

There was no easy answer to any of those. So Kit told her about Neku instead. About how cos-play
dressed and how his bar had been adrinking club for bozozoku. And how he d finaly worked out the
reason he liked Tokyo so much was that everyone spent most of their time pretending to be someone
dse

“Y ou met thischild on the Street?”
“In aRoppongi doorway. | gave her coffee. She cried.”
“And now you've got her at theflat in London?’

“It'snot likethat,” said Kit, explaining what it waslike, asMary listened intently or asked the occasiona
question, until she had what she needed to know.

“So you'reusing thisgirl to repay adebt you owe me?’
Kit nodded.

“l can livewiththat,” shesaid.

The metal tub in Mary’ s bathroom had clawed feet and stood in the middle of the room, on boards that
had been sanded back to bare wood and then painted white, very crudely. A single curtain-less window
looked up at sky.

“Not too hot,” said Mary, smiling when Kit tested the water with his elbow, as he' d once seen Y oshi do
before bathing her nephew. Mary was far thinner than he remembered, her vertebrae sharp benesth his



fingers as he soaped her back.
“Wash methoroughly,” she said, knedling up.
Kit did hisbest.

By the time hefinished, the bath water was tepid and every inch of Mary’ s body had been soaped and
scrubbed clean. Asafina gesture, he let the water drain away and used a hand showerhead to rinse her
body. After that, he dried her carefully.

“Thank you,” she said. | can’t persuade Sophieto do that.”
“Why not?’

“Tooinvadve,” sad Mary. “We'relovers,” she added, when Kit looked puzzled. “Wdl, we re meant to
be. It sbeenawhile...”

After he'd helped Mary back to bed, Kit spoke more about Neku and then about Tokyo, and he found
himsdlf telling her about the stand off &t the building Site in Roppongi. Somehow that led to him telling her
about Y oshi and thefire, not redlly being married, and the night Neku killed aman.

“No onefightslikethat,” said Mary. “Unlessit’swhat they know.” Her voice wastired and her lips
trembled, but she spoke with the certainty of someone facing death and refusing to look away. “ She
comes from where | comefrom,” Mary said, before Kit could ask how she knew. It was the only time he
could remember her mentioning Kate' s profession.

“Ask yourself who redlly gains” said Mary. “ Ask yoursdf how many of the things you believe to be true
arelies. Find out what really happened that night...”

“I'msorry,” sad Kit.
“Yes” sad Mary. “Metoo.”

Neither wastalking about her family, Japan, or the fact Mary was dying. “ About the bath,” she said.
“Don't tell Sophie”

“I won't,” Kit promised. It wasthelast thing he said to her.

CHAPTER 58 — Nawa-no-ukiyo

She had betrayed hersdlf, her family, and Luc d’ Alambert, every one of these by accident. So much for
Lady Neku to remember, so much to forget...

“How does that work?’ Luc had asked, finding himself standing in High Strange, beside arecently
regrown pod. He meant the fact that he was standing there at dll.

“Who knows?’ said Lady Neku.

One second they were in Schloss Omga, the next Luc was asking his question and Lady Neku was doing
her best not to look smug. “1 mean,” she said, “how does High Strange stay up and what makes sky sails
change colour if the sun flares?’

“They're made that way,” said Luc. “And we' re high enough above the ground to stay here.”



“Nowe'renot,” shesaid. “I’ ve checked. We d need to be at |east three times this height to stay in orbit,
and then we' d haveto circle the planet.”

Luc amiled. “Youredly are strange,” he said.
Lady Neku sighed.
“I should go,” he said.

“Yes” agreed Lady Neku. “Y ou should.” Shewatched him limp away, hisyelow cloak tangling with his
heds as he walked. Hisfoot, hislopsided smile, that tic in hisright eye—small problems. Lady Neku was
pretty sure he’ d have them fixed if she suggestediit.

“It'stimeyou dressed,” said avoicein Lady Neku's head.
“What'sthe point?’ shesaid. “I’'m only going to takeit al off again. | could dways...”
“No,” said thevoice. “You couldn’t.”

The cloak was black, the dress was black, aswas her belt and the shoes decorated with tiny beads. A
black-bladed dagger hid inside ablack velvet scabbard, the leather of its retaining thongs being the
obvious colour.

“And the others?’ Lady Neku asked.
“Already dressed,” said the kami . “Going over the final arrangements. Do you want to see?’

Her brothers were in her mother’ s study, at the southern tip of the spire. Amber walls like frozen honey,
asted throne and atrio of wooden stools set neatly around it. Lady Katchatka wore adress cut from
spiders silk, the light-swallowing kind she professed to despise.

The boys wore doublets and cloaks sewn with black pearls. Petro was dive, looking pale and unsteady
on his seat, Nico and Antonio supporting him at each elbow, neither prepared to meet their mother’s

eyes.

“Y ou know what to do?’ asked Lady Katchatka.

All three boys nodded.

“Nico movesfirg,” said Lady Katchatka. “ Until then, everyone behaves.”
Petro got ready to protest.

“Nico doesit,” shetold him. “You're weak as ababy and Antonio istoo dow. We dtrike fast, and
hard. With d’ Alambert deed the cripple will be usdless. Antonio can have him. After that, kill anyoneyou
want.”

“And the ships?’

“Old men and children,” said Lady Katchatka. “We deny them air and food unlessthey surrender...”
She amiled at Nico'sraised eyebrows. “All right,” she said. “We Il deny it anyway.”

“What about Neku?" asked Petro, from athroat wet and barely formed.

“Shelll get over it,” Lady Katchatkasaid.



The marriage ceremony was Smple, the bedding embarrassingly crude. Mostly in the thinness of the
mattress, the hardness of the actual bed, and the wide-eyed enthusiasm of d’ Alambert’ sretainers. Asa
sop to Lady Neku's modesty, Lord d’ Alambert had alowed her asheet. It came, dmost inevitably, ina
vile shade of ydlow.

“Wemust talk,” said Lady Neku, as Luc dipped arobe from his shoulders and climbed salf-conscioudy
into bed beside her.

“Later,” he said. The boy was shaking, body taut as a karman wire.

“Now,” said Lady Neku, reaching up to wrap her arms around his neck and drag him close enough to
bury her facein hishair. One of the retainers started clapping, and Lady Neku heard Nico groan.

“It'satrap,” shewhispered.
Luc pulled back. “What is?’

Grabbing his hair, Lady Neku yanked him down again, to generd laughter from her brothersand asigh
from Luc’ sfather. Only family were dlowed close, retainers being kept at a decent distance by silken

ropes.
“All of this” whispered Lady Neku. “ Stay next to me at the banquet, I'll protect you.”

Startled eyes stared down at her. Luc wanted to demand answers, he wanted to scramble away. It was
al Lady Neku could do to hold the boy in place.

“Whisper,” shesad.

Luc leaned close and someone started clapping again. “What' satrap?’ he asked, turning his head as
Lady Neku's hands twisted into his hair and dragged his ear to her mouth.

“Everything,” shesad. “All of it

“Why?

Lady Neku met hiseyes. “1 don't know,” she said. “I’ve only just found out. But you' rein danger.”
“My father...”

Shaking her head, Lady Neku felt her face againgt his. “Too late,” shesaid. “1t’'ll bedl | can do to save
you.” A haf dozen members of each family stood watching, a hundred servitors waited behind asilken
rope. The boy clung to her, hisbody protected only by the sheet. Anyone could have killed him with a
single thrust; she should be grateful her brothers had spared her that.

“We haveto go through with this,” said Lady Neku.
Luc' seyeswidened. “| can't.”

“Everyone swatching,” shesaid. “You must.” If you don’t, thought Lady Neku, then Nico at least will
know something iswrong and it will be much harder for me to protect you.



Hislovemaking was angry and bruta, asif it was her fault everything had aready begun to go wrong.
Thiswas High Strange, once called Katchatka Segment. What did he expect?

Lady Neku whimpered and sighed, closed her eyes, and clung to her new husband, burying her head in
his hair. It was acommand performance. So unexpected that she impressed even hersalf. When it was
over, the face she presented to her family was stresked with tears. And the tears, at least, wereredl.

You did this, shetold them, inside hersdf. You took away my friendship with Luc. You made him
hate me.

Tradition alowed her to missthe banquet. In fact, tradition allowed her to hide her face from public sight
for three days. Timefor anew brideto live down the traumaof her public bedding. It wasad’ Alambert
family tradition. Lady Neku wasn't remotely impressed by what it said about them.

“You're sure you want to attend?’ Lord d’ Alambert stood with acloak, ready to hide Lady Neku's
nakedness. A moon-faced servitor, moist-eyed in sympathy for the tears drying on her new mistress's
face, stood ready to escort Lady Neku to awaiting ship. “It would give you timeto...”

Lady Neku smiled her sweetest smile. “1 want to bewith Luc,” she said, and dl of the old man's
resistance crumbled.

The cloak he offered her was afaded shade of red, with divers of amber sewn in patterns around the
hem. It was lined with yellow slk and weighed so heavily that Lady Neku' s knees buckled asLord
d Alambert draped it around her bare shoulders.

Having shown her mistress how to fasten the collar, the moon-faced servitor led Lady Neku to an
alcove, so she could dress properly and compose hersalf. Of course I’ m shaking, Lady Neku wanted
to snarl. You' d shake if you knew what was about to happen.

“Leaveme,” she demanded.

The servitor looked doubtful, which was interesting. Had the woman been from High Strange she'd
barely have dared lift her eyesfrom thefloor.

“l need time.”

Confusion, sympathy, and apologies...Lady Neku looked around the empty acove and sighed.
Struggling into her wedding dress, Lady Neku wrapped the ridiculous cloak around her shoulders and
looked for the dagger she d left under her folded clothes. It was gone.

“Oh great,” shesad, just as Luc gppeared in the doorway.

Heblinked. A second later, Luc’ s father was standing behind him, concern on hisface. “Is everything all
right?’

“I’'mfine” said Lady Neku, squaring her shoulders. It was only as she walked from the dcoveto the
candle-lit grandeur of the banquet that Lady Neku began to wonder how Luc' s anxiety had produced his
father in the door behind him, with no words being exchanged. She should have paid that thought more
attention.

The mgor domo had excelled itsdlf. A white tablecloth spread the length of atable. Silver candle sticks
and oil lampsflickered and gutted smokily in the breeze from arecycling unit. Overheed lights could have
been used, and food could have been pulled from the Drexie boxes, but this was a banquet so fresh meat
had been killed and old bottles had been opened.



Katchatkaand d’ Alambert, on the surface it was a triumph of diplomatic negotiation. Two familieswho
had barely talked to each other in the time that anyone in the room had been dive now sat at the same
table, preparing to celebrate their new dliance.

At one end sat Lady Katchatka, with Lord d’ Alambert at the end opposite, in achair of exactly equa
sze. Luc and Lady Neku were on d’ Alambert’ sright. Antonio, Petro, and Nico on their mother’ sright,
with Petro in the middle, so his brothers could support him discreetly, should Petro’s new body prove
too wesak to cope with the medl.

It was the seating that protocol demanded.
“Lady Neku,” said Lord d’ Alambert, raising hisglass. “Who will dways have aplacein our family.”

Raising her own glass, Lady Katchatka readied hersaf to make some equally facile reply and Lady Neku
tensed, but al that happened was that her mother toasted Luc’ s strength and intelligence, and lowered
her glass again. One course drifted into two and then three, bottles of old wine emptied and were
replaced, until the room began to blur dightly and Lady Neku forced hersdf to drink only water.

Could she have misunderstood?

Theimage of her mother and brothersin the Amber Study felt so redl that Lady Neku was till wondering
when her mother nodded to Nico. “If you would,” she said. “We should give Lord d’ Alambert his
present.”

Lurching to hisfeet, Nico staggered to aside table and grabbed what |ooked like acushion. Only, when
he returned, Lady Neku could see that the cushion supported atiny battered-looking bowl.

“I understand,” said Lady Katchatka, “that you are interested in antiquity. Thisisthe oldest artifact we
possess. It isnow yours.”

Nico put Y oshi’ sbowl on thetablein front of Lord d’ Alambert. And in that moment, asthe old man’s
eyesfixed on fragile clay and Lady Neku began to rise from her seat, Nico struck, burying his dagger
deep into Lord d’ Alambert’ s heart.

At leadt, that was what was meant to happen. What Lady Neku thought had happened.

Only the old man took the blade through hiswrist, wrenching the dagger from Nico'sgrasp withasingle
twist of hisinjured arm. From the expression on Lord d’ Alambert’ s face he’ d dready moved beyond

pain.

And as Antonio cried out and Petro tried to stand, Nico died, his chest opened in asingle dash that
gprayed d’ Alambert with blood. It was amiracle the old man could see to reach for Nico's heart.

Lord d’ Alambert killed Antonio with asingle throw, catching him below the jaw and returning him to his
seat. Petro died at the hands of Luc, who simply leaned across the table to dit the throat of the man
opposite. Petro being too weak, drunk, or both to defend himself.

Sex and killing sounded the same, Lady Neku realised. All wet sucking and the durp of broken vacuum.
It even smelled the same, salt and sweet and shitty enough to leave her queasy.

“Wait,” she shouted, when Luc moved towardsthefina chair.

“She betrayed you,” he said. “ She traded you for achanceto kill my father. Why should she live?’



Because she' s still my mother.
“How did you find out?” asked Lady Katchatka, with the calm of someone already dead.
“Y our daughter told us,” said L uc.

Maybe he meant to be cruel, or perhaps he smply meant to tell the truth. Lady Neku watched her
mother’ s composure fater. “Wonderful,” Lady Katchatka said. “ Betrayed by the family idiot. How did
shefind out?’

“A kami told me,” said Lady Neku.

“Alsdon’t...” Cold eyesfixed onthegirl. “I should have drowned you at birth,” said Lady Katchatka.
“Makeit quick,” shetold Luc, her daughter aready forgotten. “ Quick and clean.”

“Was that the desth you intended to give us?’ The voice behind Luc wasthin with the pain of askewered
wrid.

“Yes” sad Lady Katchatka. “1t was.”

The corridor was empty, the statues silent, dust drifted in tiny eddies acrossthefloor. It was cooler than
Lady Neku remembered, which had to be the cause of her constant shivering.

“Goon,” shesad, as she spun ahandle. “Open.” But the airlock door in front of her remained steadfastly
closed. “Just open,” said Lady Neku. “How hard can that be?’

“It'Il kill you,” High Strange said.
“That’ sfinewithme.”
“And everyone dsein the habitat.”

“Even better,” said Lady Neku, twisting the handle. When the great metal ring jammed in one direction,
shereversed the spin, until it jammed in that direction aswell. “Open,” she demanded, dashing tearsfrom
her eyes. “ Stop fucking me around.”

The wound in her shoulder looked bad, but the truth was L uc had pulled his blow the moment Lady
Neku threw hersdlf in front of Lady Katchatka. Bleeding to desth would take longer than Lady Neku
was prepared to wait, assuming it was possible at all.

“Please,” she said. “ Just open this door for me.”
“There are a hundred and thirty-five people on the habitat.”
“Notherearen’'t,” said Lady Neku.

The voice gave her aligt. It wasright, of course, provided you counted servitors and retainers. She stood
in the duct below the audience chamber, reached by the helix of stairs behind the unicorn. No one had
seen her pull aside the tapestry and hide herself; they were dl too busy watching Lady Katchatkadie.

“Open,” demanded Lady Neku, more to banish thisthought than any red belief High Strange might listen.
“Andif | do?’ it said.



“Wedie” said Lady Neku.

“That’ swhat you want?’

Lady Neku nodded her head.

“Say it,” the voice said. “ Name the people you think should die.”

“I don’t know al their names,” said Lady Neku crosdy, as she rubbed knucklesinto her eyes and folded
her cloak tight, to hide the sight of blood which was beginning to make her fedl sick.

“So you're saying you want people killed, but you don’t actualy know their names?’
Yes, that is exactly...well. Lady Neku thought about it. Maybe not exactly.
“Y ou want Luc dead?’

Of course | want... She hesitated. Killing Luc was her duty. Something to which she should dedicate the
rest of her life. All thesame. “Thisisn't fair,” Lady Neku said.

“Nor is opening that door.”

For the rest of their conversation Lady Neku sat on thefloor, her knees pulled up to her chin and her
back againgt the door she' d been trying to open. She knew the discussion was mostly internal. High
Strangejust helping to pick through her thoughts.

“All right,” it said. “I" ve opened the door...Only afraction,” it added, as Lady Neku scrambled to her
fedt. “Theair isaready thinner and your core temperature has begun to fal. That’ swhy the bleeding is
less. In afew seconds Luc and hisfather will begin to search for you. A short whilelater, they’ll stop
looking and make plans to abandon the habitat.”

“And me?’ asked Lady Neku.
“Ahyes” said High Strange. “I need to talk to you about that.”

Her life was saved by abowl. Along with the life of Luc, hisfather, their retainers, other families, and
people who clung to existence in parts of the world Lady Neku barely realised were inhabited.

The whole of humanity had been preserved because of awafer-thin bowl barely larger than Lady Neku's
cupped hands. It was old, it was cracked beneath the rim, and it was the colour of burned earth. It was
a0, according to High Strange, proof that humanity was capable of more than it seemed. That they were
worth protecting.

“We arethe ghosts,” said High Strange.
“Of what?’

“Your machines.” It smiled, she could hear it in the voice. “Wetied the knots for you and made the salls.
We hold up your habitats. All you haveto do is manage yourselves.”

“We vefaled.”

“Katchatkafailed. Lord d Alambert will fold this station into his segment and grow new sails, with help
from me. The weather will be stabilised. Asyour mother once said, everything comes at aprice.”



“Her death,” said Lady Neku, eyesrefilling. “My brothers.”

“No,” said High Strange. “You.”

Her cloak smelled of smoke and black ash formed moons beneeth her fingernails, which were broken
from having scrabbled through the rubble of arecently burned bar. The air in High Strange was thin and
cold enough to make Lady Neku shiver, though that might have been the last of her memoriesfaling into
place.

Staring round the frozen chamber, Lady Neku saw the banquet table and her brothers where they s4t.
Lady Katchatkaregal inasglver chair. Ice frosting the walls and the tiles and even the knives and forks
on the plateslaid out in front of the dead.

“Oh fuck,” shesaid. “l cameback...”

She' d chosen exile. And offered her choice of time and place, had chosen where and when the bowl was
made, because High Strange believed she would be happy there. Denied her own life, Lady Neku
accepted alifethat camefrighteningly close.

Everything was possble in an infinite universe. That much was obvious. Less obvious, until one thought of
it, was the fact that everything possible was possible twice, or threetimes, or as many times as anyone
was prepared to throw the dice.

“I broke my memories,” said Lady Neku, wondering if this was excuse enough for her return.

“Neku,” said High Strange. “We ve been through this. The beads only worked while you were here with
me. There’ sno me where you went, so no beads and no easy memories. Only you.”

“It'sweird there,” said Lady Neku. “No oneisfriendly and Kit' s bar has just burned down and the only
normal person I’vemet sofarisacat.”

“Neku...”
“I haveto go back,” she said.

“Yes"” said thevoice. “You do.”

PART I11

CHAPTER 59 — Thursday, 5 July

The shuttle busfrom Narita Airport was aquarter full, asalways. A Korean boy with spiky hair sat at the
back, pointedly ignoring Sgns not to use his phone while the bus was in motion. Leaning againgt him was
aJapanese girl lost in admiration, but the boy was still embarrassed enough to be angry about something
that happened earlier.

A customs officer had pulled him out of aqueuein arrivals and unpacked hisluggage with excruciating



downess, carefully unfolding each item of clothing asthe linelooked on. It had been dl the boy could do
to bow when shelet him go.

Rain hammered the bus, obscuring its windows. Behind the downpour hid trees and houses, a
waterlogged crocus bed looking like atiny paddy field. Half-seen factories stood back from the
motorwaly, screened by sodden banks of earth. Just another summer’ sday in Tokyo, with its heat
hanging on the edge of tropical.

Soon the bus would reach Odaiba and the artificial idands built to house Tokyo's overspill. Some of this
areawas still poor, but most had spawned wild architecture and ever-more-expensive shopping malls. It
was the same city, Kit told himsdf. He d been in love with its anonymity from the moment hefirst arrived;
itsanonymity and ability to change so fast it dways remained the same.

It still was that city, but he was going to abandon it al the same, once he’ d done what he came to do.

Having wrapped themsalves around each other, the teenage couple behind him fell adeep, lulled by the
warmth and that weird jet-lag dilation which means one' s mind has trouble catching up with its owner
after along flight.

Kit' sfake passport had carried him through customs. He suspected he had the Korean boy to thank for
that. So disapproving had the smartly dressed young officer been at the couple who' d preceded him that
she gave Kt little more than aglance.

“Areyou carrying drugs?’

Kit had shaken his head firmly.

“Why areyou here?’

“Holiday,” said Kit. “I’m only here for aweek. At the Shinjuku Hilton.”

The officer nodded, asif thiswas where she’ d expect someone like Kit to stay, ssamped his passport,
and motioned Kit through. Both questions had been in English and Kit had been careful to answer the
sameway.

The hand in his pocket had been borderline rude, but he was gaijin, and besides being regarded asiill
bred wasinfinitely better than having a Tokyo customs officer wonder why hislittle finger was missing.

No Neck answered the phone on the first ring, his wide-cheeked face scowling from Kit' stiny screen.
AsKit watched, the man dragged a smile from hismemory. “Medialiaison,” he said.

“ What?”

“English language liaison. 47 Ronin. How can | hdp?’

“It' sme” sad Kit, flicking hisNokiato visud.

There was asudden silence. “Benny?’ said No Neck. “From the Times?’

In the split second before Kit decided to ask No Neck what the hell was going on, something about the
old Rebd’ s eyestold him to shut the fuck up and listen instead.

“Liked your last story,” said No Neck, hisvoice matter of fact. “Y ou might also want to look at these.



Oh, and Tetsuo says he' s been offered cash for news of Kit Nouveau. And we' ve got aherd of
rain-sodden lawyers down here trying to serve Mr. Nouveau with cease and desit orders...”

“Ceae and desist what?' demanded Kit.

No Neck laughed. “You nameit,” he said and broke the connection. The URL s that No Neck sent led
to adozen different sources of news, al carrying the same story. It wasn’'t the lead (because that wasthe
stand off between Chinaand Japan), or even the second story (which aternated between storm warnings
and unrest in Chechnya), but it was usudly fifth or sixth and registered arespectable number of hits.

Stand off in Roppongi. Hammerfest Hells Angels stand by Japanese “ brothers” ... That wasfrom
Aftenposten, the Norwegian daily. The Washington Post was more circumspect. Tokyo mayor bides
time. “ Civil matter,” he states. Opposition disagrees.

The occupation of abuilding sitein Roppongi was now entering its tenth day. Questions had been asked
in Japanese parliament. Several purchasers of the high-end apartmentsto be built on the site had dready
pulled out.

Pirate Mary’ swas described as a biker club house, abar owing moreto Irish myth than any redity, and
asoi-disant watering hole for Tokyo' s salf-proclaimed anarchic elite. (Battered & Bruised’ stravel editor
had been refused entry about six months before.) If anyone remembered awoman had died there they
forgot to tell their readers.

Having checked the sites, Kit abandoned the protection of a Shinjuku bus shelter and braved therain for
anarrow doorway between e ectronic screens. Café Rikishi’ swindows had been sacrificed for profit, the
advertisng bringing in amost as much aweek as salling beer made in amonth. Besides, those who used
the café were unlikely to miss daylight; they came for the chanko-nabe stew, the beer, and the memories
it brought of acity only they remembered.

If the ar outside was hot and wet, the café was worse. So humid wasthetiny bar that condensation
dripped likerain fromits ceiling and ran in rivulets down black-painted walls. An old man in asodden
pork-pie hat sat at atable with five dead Kirin bottlesin front of him. When not wiping sweet from his
brow or gazing mournfully at his empty bottles, the old man shredded a damp napkin to make perfect

paper moths.
“Ito-san,” said Kit, bowing deeply.

Mr. Ito grew up in Shitamachi, aworking class area destroyed in the fire bombing of Tokyo, and his
generation kept arigid demarcation between public and private behaviour—his shock at seeing Kit was
quickly disguised.

Of course, maybe he was too drunk to recognise Kit at dl. It could have been the shock of seeing a
rain-soaked foreigner that Ito-san discarded, one brave or stupid enough to invade the sticky gloom of a
café under the Shinjuku railway line.

Since Café Rikishi was bardly larger than a broom cupboard, its crowd consisted of the owner and Mr.
Ito, Kit, and avast Korean mechanic who was stripping a Y amaha clutch at atable in the corner. When
it became obvious he was not required to heave the gaijin back onto the street, the Korean went back
to hisgears.

“Mr. Ito.”

“Nouveau-san.”



S0 he had been recognised.

The old man gared at Kit, somewhat owlishly. “You know,” he said, ripping astrip from his paper
napkin and rolling it between hisfingers. “Peoplesaid...”

“I"d left Tokyo?”

Mr. Ito twisted off another strip of napkin and folded both strips together, placing atiny paper rifle on the
table. “Y ou' d met with an accident.”

“Hardly,” said Kit. “I’ ve been on holiday.”
Mr. Ito dlowed himsdf to look doubtful.

“Let mebuy you abeer,” Kit said, ordering two Kirin, and remembering to use enough polite form to
make his request acceptable. The ex-Sumo behind the counter glanced at 1to-san, who nodded.

All Sumo learned to cook, as did dervishesfrom half aworld away, Zen and Sufi both considering it no
stranger to look for truth in a bubbling pot than anywhere else. Kit had no ideaiif dervishesran
restaurants, but haf the Sumo in Japan opened cafés as soon as the time came for them to hang up their
ceremonia agprons.

The bottles of Kirin were so cold that steam from the chanko-nabe condensed acrosstheir sidesand
began to trickle into damp circles. When Mr. 1to returned his bottle to the table, he was careful to place it
exactly ingdethe mark it made.

“Another?” Kit asked.
Mr. Ito nodded. “ And maybe food?’

The stew was hot and filling and took the edge off the beer. It tasted of soy, garlic, and rice wine, daikon
and shimgi mushroom mixed with burdock root. The chicken and tofu were near perfect, the
chrysanthemum leaves dill dightly chewy. The udon came separatdly, initsown tiny bowl.

“ Gochisosama deshita.”

Kit'ssimple thank you earned him adight nod from the ex-Sumo, who then swept crude chunks of tofu
into boiling broth. Obvioudy enough, the tofu was't redlly diced crudely, merely chopped in afashion
designed to look crude.

After athird bottle of Kirin, Mr. Ito decided it wastime to face whatever brought the Englishman to this
café. So he sat back on his stool and signdled that Kit had hisfull attention. Thisinvolved little more than
adight change of expression and arelaxing of Mr. Ito’ s shoulders.

“That night,” said Kit.
Mr. Ito nodded, not needing Kit to specify which one.

“I have a question about the afternoon.” Kit had been thinking hard about this. Look for the money,
Mary had told him. Odds on, that’ s your motive.

The insurance on Pirate Mary’ swas limited to what was required by law. So far as anyone knew he and
Y oshi were married; hel d thought so himsalf. Even gaijin in Japan got to inherit from their partners. The
price of Y ashi’ swork might have doubled in the week following her death, but most of it washeld in
trust or owned outright by museums. It seemed a poor motive, assuming her death had been anything



other than an accident.

Only the building value of the land made sense. And Kit needed Brigadier Milesto come through with a
name on that. In the meantime. ..Kit had been landing a Naritawhen he remembered something Ito-san
sad.

“I waswondering,” said Kit. “ About that afternoon. Y ou said you saw acar?’
“Yes,” said Mr. Ito, “and apoliceman.”

“Inuniform?’

Mr. Ito shook hishead. “No, but he said he was police.”

“Can you remember how this man looked?’

Small, neatly dressed, somehow amused? The expresson that dways came to mind when Kit thought
about Oniji-san. The face he' d seen thefirst time Mr. Oniji walked through the door at the hospital and
police officers stepped aside to et the oyaban see the foreigner who' d been fucking hiswife.

Mr. Ito leaned back to think. Had he been in achair thiswould have been fine. Unfortunately 1to-san sat
on astool, and for amoment Kit thought the old man might topple backwards. All that happened,
however, wasthat Mr. Ito lurched forward again asif on aspring, and finished up with his elbows on the
table.

Mr. Ito was drunk and dightly scared, which made Kit remember something else. So far as Ito-san was
concerned Kit had knifed ahomeless man and lft his corpse againgt acemetery railing. And that meant
Mr. Ito believed his beers were being bought by akiller.

Kit could understand how that might make him nervous.
“Washe smdl, thisman...smdler than you?

Mr. Ito shook his head.

“Areyou sure?’

“Hewashig,” said Mr. Ito. “Like aRussan, and broad here.” He touched his shoulders, indicating
width...“That' sthetruth,” Mr. Ito added, seeing the doubt on Kit'sface.

“Japanexe?’

Mr. Ito appeared to think about that. Although it turned out he was considering, not whether the man
was Japanese but what kind of foreigner he might be.

“Likeme?’ Kit asked.

A shake of Mr. I1to’s head.

“What then?’

“Maybe haf Korean,” Mr. Ito said findly. “But dark.”

No one Kit knew came close to fitting both parts of that description. “Y ou’ re certain about this?’

“Yes” sad Mr. Ito. “Broad, bear-like, hdf Korean...” Hiswords were loud enough to disturb the



ex-Sumo behind the counter, who glanced across, considered things carefully, and went back to dicing
tofu.

Ohwll...

“Thank you,” said Kit, pushing back hisstoal. “Let me buy you abeer before | leave.” He waited for the
huge ex-Sumo to sweep diced scallionsinto his bubbling pot and reach for anote pad.

Seven beers, two bowls of chanko-nabe—the seaweed crackers obviously camefree. Siding 5,000
yen onto asmall whitetray, Kit took his change. It was as he turned to go that Mr. Ito looked up from
hisfind beer.

“The other man was Japanese,” Ito-san said.
Kit sat down again.
“What other man?’

“Theoneinthecar.” Mr. Ito thought about it some more. “Three men,” he said findly. “Two in the car,
oneoutsde.”

“The big man, he got back in the car?”’

Mr. Ito shook hishead. “No,” he said. “He arrived in the car and then the car drove away. Thiswasin
the afternoon, before...”

“What werethetwo like?’

“Onewasyoung,” said Mr. Ito. “A chimpira.” He used the expression with disgust, asif things had been
different in hisday, which they probably were. Baby gangsters didn’t dress like cut-price Hollywood
sarsfor astart.

“And the other?” Small, neatly dressed, somehow amused?

“Swept back hair, expensive watch,” said Mr. Ito. “Y ou know the type. Almost a yandji, but older. Pde
auit. Quitetdl.”

Pale suit?
“Thisman,” said Kit. “Did you get agood look at him?’

Mr. Ito nodded. “I see most things,” he said. “ Sometimes | see more things than exist, often many more
things.” Sitting back, he shook his head, asif aware he probably shouldn’t have said that.

“Catstak,” sad Kit. “Girls disappear into thin air. For thelast five days |’ ve been throwing dice that
don’t exigt, waiting for awinning number. | look into shop windows and see the reflection of someone
dse...”

“Ahh,” said Mr. Ito.

“I’'m going to describe someone,” said Kit. “He' stdl, quite thin, and has high cheekbones, a pointed
chin, and dyes hishair, which is swept back and dightly grey at the temples. He' s Okinawan, o hisskin
isdark.”

“Isthismanred?’



“Yes” sad Kit.

“Good,” Mr. Ito said, “because he sounds likethe man inthe car.”

CHAPTER 60— Thursday, 12 July

It took Kit five daysto decide he should cal Amy, ten minutes to argue himsdf out of that idea, and
another three daysto conclude hisfirst decision had been right. In that time he changed hotels, followed
the bozozoku stand off in Roppongi, and worked hisway through Neku' strandations of the origina
police papers, which she hid behind a site supposedly dedicated to a history of Emily Strange.

Neku wrote him e-mails, which Kit stopped collecting when he remembered Brigadier Milesand her
comment about how Kit' s name first came up on an internationa database. No one in England had his
new number and he' d locked number display/caler ID before phoning No Neck that first time, but Kit
gtill changed his phone twice, dumping the second of three phonesin the bin without having used it once.
It didn’t make much senseto him ether.

The city looked the same and Kit looked different. The changes from London had rubbed off on him, his
clotheswerelessformal, and he found himsalf looking at Tokyo through the eyes of someonewho'd
forgotten how to belong.

So much of how he defined himsdlf had relied on Y oshi. With Y oshi gone, he d begun to re-define
himsdlf, without even redising it. He checked into three different hotels and was taken for atourist in
each. At the Akasaka Prince he bought ahotel yukata, usingit at the Shinjuku Hilton when he
discovered the only thing on offer was afluffy white robe. He might be assmilating, but things hadn’t yet
gonethat far.

Ashe sat in the executive lounge on the thirty-seventh floor of the Hilton, looking out over one of the
greatest night viewsin the world, while an Audtraian girl and her boyfriend huddled in front of ablaring
laptop to watch children’ sfilms and polite middle-class Japanese families talked quietly, Kit decided he
redlly needed to know why Amy had gone to bed with him. Maybe it just happened without reason.

Since asign on histable banned the use of phones, Kit took himself out of the executive lounge and then,
as an afterthought, out of the hotel dtogether and into ataxi that waswaiting at the door.

It was the day the BBC' s news site announced that the Metropolitan police had issued an arrest warrant
for Benjamin FHyte, asociety drug desler and ex-advertisng executive. Mr. Flyte was wanted for the
murder of Armand de VVaois, whose exact profession was |eft unspecified.

An ex-chief from intelligence was quoted saying she doubted Mr. Flyte would ever be caught.
Apparently, Brigadier Mileswas alowed to say this, because she'd retired five years earlier. All her
counterpart at the Met was prepared to say was he couldn’t comment on individual cases, particularly
when the question was speculative.

Evening in Tokyo trandated aslunchtime in London and Amy was at her desk. Kit only knew this
because he could hear the clatter of printers and the rattle of atrain through an open window.

“Amy Avenden,” she announced, and Kit redlised his phone still had itsID lock in place. When Kit kept
dlence, Amy repegted her name, dightly more forcefully.

“It'sme” hesaid.



She was about to ask who the fuck me was, because Kit could hear her draw breath and then she knew.
It said something for her discretion that she didn’t immediately say his name, dthough she did ask the
obvious.

“Whereareyou?’

“InTokyo,” said Kit, wondering if it was wise to answer. Although anyone who understood street noise
would know he was in Jgpan from the sing-song jingle activated every time someone walked past a shop
door. And anyone who understood jingles could tell he was outside ashop in Akihabara, Tokyo's
electric town, where Kit intended to replace his phone the moment this conversation was done.

“Yes” Amy sad. “That' swhere Kate said you'd be.”

“ Kate?”

“Shecdled, to seeif we' d heard from you. Apparently the kid' sworried.”
Kit took a deep breath.

“Things have changed at thisend,” said Amy. “The Brigadier...”

“Didaded,” Kit sad, finishing the sentence for Amy, then wondering if hewasright. “I read about the
warrant,” he added. “It'swhy | cdled.”

Silence, then more silence. He d offended her, again. “I1t’ snot my only reason,” said Kit. “But | do have
acouple of questions. Are the police going to be waiting for meif | come back to the UK?’

“You deserted,” said Amy. “What do you think?’
“Brigadier Milesoffered meaded.”
“If you helped us”

“I did help,” Kit said. “I got the kid back and de Vaoiswon't be troubling you. | even left the drugs
therefor you to find.”

Amy laughed. “Fuck,” shesaid. “ Y ou'reimpossible. What was the other question?”
“Why did you go to bed with me?’

“Shit,” said Amy, and for amoment Kit thought she’ d broken the connection. “I’'m at work,” she said.
“All work calls get recorded. That’ sjust gone on my record.”

“What' sthe answer?’
“I was drunk. It was stupid. I’ d broken up with Steve the week before. Y ou were available.”
“That'sdl it was?’

“Oh for fuck’ ssake,” sad Amy. “| like you, aright? God knows why. People make mistakes. Y ou were
my bigges, both times.”

“Butwedidn't...”

“No,” shesad. “Wedidn't. If we had, then | doubt we' d be having this conversation. Anything else you
want to know?’



She gave him the name Brigadier Miles had produced, offering to spdll it out if Kit needed, but he already
knew how to spell Tek Tamagusuku.

“Youknow him?’ said Amy; it was only haf aquestion.

Tall, quite thin, with high cheekbones, a pointed chin, and dyes his hair... “Yes” sad Kit. “1 know
him.”

Amy seemed surprised when Kit gpologised. “1 meanit,” hesaid. “| fucked up, both times.”

“What are the chances of you not fucking up athird time?’

Kit laughed, mostly at himsdlf. “Better than they were,” he said. “Much better. Can | ask afavour?’
“What?’

“Would you thank Charlie for the dice and send my loveto the kid? Say | hope she' s okay.”

“Why not tdll her yoursdf?’

“If | call that number,” said Kit, “someone a thisend might link us. | want to keep her out of this”

Out of what? Amy clearly wanted to ask, but Kit was gone. Tossing his Nokiainto anearby bin, he
fought hisway into the crowded chaos of an Akihabara e ectronics boutique and bought himself another.

CHAPTER 61— Friday, 13 July

Y uko's house wasimpressve, apparently. A copy in concrete and glass of atraditional Okinawan
building, complete with red tiles on the roof and ceramic shisa lions guarding itsrafters. Kit had never
been. Y oshi and her sster aways chose times to meet when he was teaching or buying storesfor hisbar.

Everything he knew about the Tamagusuku family home he knew from Y oshi. It was big, the garden had
itsown waterfdl and the gates were rather vulgar; athough Y ashi had always been careful to blamethis
on Mr. Tamagusuku and his southern heritage.

The house phone was gilt and dabagter, originaly 1950s French, but refurbished by Mitsukoshi before
being sold to Mr. Tamagusuku. It sat on amarble table by the front door, or so Kit had been told.

Ashe st in yet another café, nursing a cgppuccino and watching morning commuters streamin the
thousands out of aWest Shinjuku metro entrance, he imagined Y uko Tamagusuku putting down her own
coffee. Or maybe he' d got that wrong, perhaps she was handing her baby to the nanny and walking
dowly to the phone as Kit counted the rings, wondering how many could go by before he had to accept
shewas...

“Yuko,” said Kit, caught by surprise. “It' sme.”

Helistened to Y oshi’ ssister struggle to put anameto hisvoice.
“I'msorry,” shesad. “Whoisthis?’

“Me,” sad Kit. Shegot it then. “No,” hesaid. “Don’t put it down.”

Picking up again was Y uko’' s big mistake. If sheredly wanted to ignore him she should have left the



phoneringing.

“Weneed totak,” said Kit. Hewaited for aclick, for the tone which would follow. It said something for
Y uko’'s mannersthat shelet the Sllence continue.

“Tak,” shesad eventudly.
“I know why Y ashi died.”

“That’sno mystery,” said Y uko, voice cold. *Y ou abandoned her to thefire. | wouldn’'t be surprised if
you did it on purpose.”

“ Yuko!”

“Everyone knew you didn’t love her anymore. All you redly cared about was the bar and your
midress...”

So Y oshi had known about Mrs. Oniji. What's more, she'd told her sigter. “I’'m sorry,” said Kit, bowing
to his phone from inginct.

At the next table a Japanese boy glanced up, caught Kit'sglare, and hastily buried hishead in an
electronics cataogue. A second later he carefully extracted the exact change for his coffee and | eft the
cafe.

“What are you sorry for?’ said Y uko.
“Mostly for not being the person Y ashi thought | was. It was hard,” he added. “And it got harder.”

“Y ou knew who she waswhen it started. She showed you her studio and her...” Y uko' svoice fatered.

“Her equipment. You let my sster fal inlove with you, then you abandoned her to aburning building and
saved yoursdlf.” Y uko was crying, her words no longer clipped with anger but swallowed aong with her
tears.

“It wasn't like that.”

“What wasit like?

“| was dready outside when the bomb exploded.”
“ The what...?”

“Therewasabomb,” said Kit. “ Something basic, like phosphorus and plastique packed in acola bottle
and detonated by walkietakie.”

“No,” protested Y uko. “It was an accident. I’ ve seen the police report. You didn’t even try to save her.”

Taking adeep breath, Kit said, “I swear, | was dready outside. No one could have saved Y oshi. The
blast ripped my bar apart. She would have died instantly and so would 1,” he added, admitting it to
himsdf for thefirg time.

“Not true”
“Yes” sadKit. “It' sentirdy true.”

Y uko fought her tears. When shefindly broke her snuffling silence her words surprised Kit. “Y ou lasted



longer than her first husband.”

“God,” sad Kit. “ She' d been married before?’

“Y oshi never said?’

“No,” hesaid. “I had noidea”

Y uko sighed. “Cdl me back later,” shesad. “I need timeto think.”

CHAPTER 62 — Saturday, 14 July

Thewaves were high by thetime Kit' staxi reached Kamakura. Families clung to their spots on the
beach, but the atmosphere was sullen and no one seemed to be enjoying themsalves. AsKit cleared a
long stretch of sand, the rain arrived and people began to fold beach blankets and tidy away picnic ware.

“Storm soon,” thetaxi driver said.
“Hai,” saidKit, nodding.

The driver smiled. Having decided Kit was new to Tokyo, he’ d been busy pointing out shrines, famous
buildings, and women in kimonos ever since they left West Shinjuku. He d even tried to teach Kit a
traditiona song about Lord Tokugawa, who turned the swampy village of Edo into his capital.

The directions Y uko had delivered to the Hilton were for anew marinaon Enoshima, an idand opposite
the Oriental Miami, the most popular of the bathing beaches on the Shonan coast. She made no mention
of the fact that Kit was staying at the hotel under another name.

“Here,” said Kit, indicating aroad-side bar, where two Japanese boys were buying Pink Health, one of
the newer amino-acid drinks. A double surf board rested against aroad sign beside them.

“See Myo-on Benten,” said the driver.
Kit looked blank.

“Goddess of karaoke and rock stars, many arms and very nude, aso white and very detailed. Y ou can
seeher...” Thedriver shrugged, leaving the rest to Kit' simagination. “Very famous,” said the driver.
“Alsolucky.”

Having thanked and paid his driver, Kit thanked him again, promised to keep the Benten statuein mind,
and watched the car pull away. It left him standing in the rain, dong with the surfers and a handful of
tourists preparing to crossthe bridge.

“Oxygen?’ asked Kit, nodding to asmall silver tank resting next to the upturned surf board.

The younger of the two boyswore hishair like a Shinjuku Yakuza, but his accent belonged in Tokyo's
western suburbs and he' d probably spent most of that morning just getting to the beach. “ Emergency
flotation,” he said, patting the tank.

“Emergency...”’

“Y ank the cord and whoosh.” Unrolling awafer-thin orange wet suit, the boy indicated a puffy white strip
running aong the spine and acrossthe shoulders. “Latest thing,” he said, “very expensve.”



Nodding, Kit smiled his approval. And that was the way the three of them passed onto the bridge, talking
and smiling, under thelazy eye of alocd policeman, whose atention centred on an Audtrdian girl in
sodden tee-shirt and high-sided briefs.

No picking wild flowers. No unguided cave trips. No dropping litter. No public indecency of
costume. In English the ruleswere blunter than their Japanese equivalents, though the message wasthe
same. The Austrdian girl’ soutfit just about obeyed the law.

“There sgoing to be abad storm,” said Kit, repesting what he’ d been told by the taxi driver.
“Cyclone” said one.
“Typhoon,” said the other.

Both grinned. “It’' sgoing to be extreme,” they said together, then laughed at what was obvioudy atag line
or shared joke. “Everyone shere,” said thefirgt, indicating other surferslugging boards or heading
towardsthe bridge. “ The cal’ s been going out all morning. We want to get in the water before the police
arive”

Fantastic Far View of Mount Fuji. By thetime Kit and the two boys reached ateriyaki restaurant just
beyond a botanicd garden, the rain had stopped and the caf€' s canvas awning was dripping lazily onto
thetilesof asmall terrace. The far views of Fuji-san might well have been wonderful, but they were dso
obscured by cloud.

With its cafés and tourist shops Enoshimaidand reminded Kit of Mont St Michd. Smal idands off a
mainland, their causaways hidden &t high tide. Although in the case of Enoshimathe bridge had dedlt with
that particular problem. And tourigts, lots of tourists.

“It'sbusy,” hesad.

Both boys grinned. “Thisis deserted,” they said, dmost in unison. “The storm warning has kept most
familiesaway.”

Kit left them at the Fantastic Far View, paying the bill for three take-out teriyaki before he said goodbye.
He' d arranged to meet Y uko at 2 pm and it was now fifteen minutes after that. It wastime Kit worked
out exactly what hewas going to say.

Your husband did it.
Tamagusuku-san killed my wife. No, | have no real proof.

Even marinasin Japan had league tables to establish their status, and the new marinaon Enoshimaidand
was one of Tokyo'smost exclusive, asgn at the entrance announced thisfact. Asdid the uniform of the
guard who stalked out to meet Kit, once it became obvious that was where he was headed.

White gloves, adark blue uniform, and an officer’ s cgp with high brim and a glistening gold and enamel
badge, the guard’ s uniform was designed to impress and reassure in equa measures. The centre of the
man'’ s badge mirrored the emblem on the gate, ayacht silhouetted against a blood-red sun.

“Y our busness?’

Kit stared at the guard, and kept staring until the man finaly blinked. Then Kit waited for him to ask
again, usng polite form. When Kit replied it was in near-fluent Japanese. His business, however, was his
own.



* Quijin-sama?”
The guard gestured towards afar jetty in answer to Kit' s question.

It would be. Named after awater god, the Suijin-sama had stedd masts and gleaming brasswork. The
hull was black, with awhite strip around the top, s0 it looked from the gateway like afloating tray of
Guinness. A smartly dressed woman with shoulder-length black hair stood on deck, staring towards Kit.
Her nod ordered the guard to let him through.

Maybeit waslooking identica that had forced the Tanakatwinsto be so different in the choicesthey
made. Thiswoman wore Y oshi’ sface and body, but the expression of distrust was entirely her own.
Y oshi would never have revedled hersdlf to that extent.

Y uko Tamagusuku didn’t offer to shake hands or even bother to walk down to meet Kit, she just stood
at the top of the gang plank and scowled.

“Yuko,” said Kit, when hereached her.
After asecond, Y uko nodded.

Their exchange was watched by asmall man near the whedl. Unlike Y uko’ s husband, who habitualy
wore expensive suits and still looked like a chimpira pretending to be a Yakuza grandee, this man wore
hislike he meant it. A ruby ring glittered from onelittle finger and hiswatch was a Seiko, with aheavy
gold bracelet, half adozen dials, and three winders. It was a point of principle for senior Yakuza to wear
only Japanese clothes, jewellery, and watches. Although what redlly gave the man’ s status away wasa
tiny and understated lapel pin.

What looked silver was platinum, and what looked like ename was ruby, pearl, and emeradd, cut to fit
and framed by thetiny circle of thepin.

Kit bowed.
The man bowed back.
“My uncle,” said Y uko. “Nureki-san.”

A couple of teenagers appeared. The crew, Kit imagined. At least, they wore striped jerseys, blue
chinos, and deck shoes with rope soles; but they fumbled raising the sail and after a second the man
waved them away and pushed a button on aconsolein front of him. Winchesturned and the sail began to
raseitsdf.

“My sons,” hesaid. “You're Y oshi’ s English friend?’
“Husband,” said Kit.

Mr. Nureki raised his eyebrows. “More of that later,” he said. “First we need to discuss her lamentable
desth.”

On thejetty below, the guard with the strange uniform had aready unhooked a bow rope. Once the rope
was discarded, Y uko's uncle tapped his consoleto winchit in.

“Walit,” sad Kit. “I just need aquick word with Y uko.”

“Too late,” said the man, glancing at the sky. “ Already the weather warning says stay in harbour. The
rainswill be back, worse next time. And besides’—he paused—"you believe my niece was murdered. Is



that true?’
“Yes” sadKit.
“Then the conversation should not be quick.”

Turning away, Nureki-san tapped two more buttons, checked a readout on atiny screen, and spoke
softly into amicrophone. Enginesfired into life below Kit' sfeet and the Suijin-sama began to turn itself.

“Thisyacht,” said Mr. Nureki. “ SAf steering, self navigating, gyroscopicaly baanced. Y ou could send
her round the world and she’ d come back undamaged.”

“Impressive,” Kit said, wondering how much wastrue.

“Pointless,” corrected Mr. Nureki. “ Such technology stedlsal purpose from our lives.”

The ocean hosted a battle between the rain, the wind, and the waves; astorrential downpourstried to
hammer flat seasthat the wind kept scooping into white-capped peaks. Kit could see how belief inthe
nature gods might make sense. If he' d been afisherman or farmer, he' d have been praying to the kami
too.

Vighility wasadmost zero.

Actualy, it was zero. So hard did the rain best into Kit' sface that the only way he could stand its sting
wasto close his eyes and hunch his shoulders. Of course, he could always have faced in the other
direction.

“You,” shouted avoice. A hand tugged at Kit'sarm, turning him. “Y uko says come below.” It was
Tsusama, the eldest of Mr. Nureki’s sons.

“I'mfing” ingsted Kit.
“Y ou're sodden.”
“That’snot aproblem.”

“Suit yoursdlf.” The boy shrugged, then hesitated. Glancing round, he checked they could not be
overheard. Since hiswords were ripped by the wind from his mouth amost before he could say them his
caution seemed amost comic.

“Did you love her?’

“What?’ Kit demanded.

“Yoshi. Did you love her?’

“Yes” sadKit. “1 did. A lot, just not very well.”

Tsusamanodded. “Y oshi wasmy cousin,” he said. Kit and the boy looked at each other and then the
boy headed inside, scraping water from his hair. Whatever Tsusama said, Kit was|eft done after that.



An hour later, with the wind lessfierce, the torrentia rain reduced to adrizzle, and the clouds amost
empty, the yacht reached aline of green hillsrising steeply from the sea. A length of beach could be seen
to the north, but most of the coastline seemed to be wilder, with inlets and coves guarded by dark rocks.

“Boso-santo,” said Tsusama. “Beautiful, isn't it?” Nureki-san’s eldest son was back. “We ve been
coming to the areamy entirelife. Y oshi used to vist asachild. Wédll, she did according to Father. That
was before | was born.”

“What happens now?’ Kit asked.

Tsusama shrugged. “Not my decision,” he said. “ All the same you might want to get changed before you
mest the high council.”

“Diesmat?
The boy grimaced, then patted Kit on the shoulder. “Yeah,” he said. “ Something like that.”

A cupboard built into the bow of the Suijin-sama seemed to contain nothing but suits. A roller drawer
above held neatly stacked shirts and a chromerail inside the door hung with ties. Someone had even put
slk socksinto pairs next to the shirts.

Shaking hishead, Kit said, “I don't get it.”
“What'sto get? Take asuit.”

Kit did as he was told, choosing black, because all the suits his size werein black. He matched the jacket
to ablack tee-shirt, which was probably meant to be avest but was what he could find. He kept the
shoes he' d been wearing.

“No gun?’ asked Tsusama
In stripping to change Kit had revealed hislack of weapons.
“Why would | carry agun?’

Tsusamashrugged. “1 just thought,” he said. “Y ou know...” He nodded towards Kit' s recently severed
finger. “Youwerelike us.” Theideaof Mr. Nureki’s son consdering any foreigner like us was so bizarre
Kit wondered if the boy was mocking him. And then he redlised something far more frightening. Tsusama
was serious.

“It happened in London.”

“Y ou owed a debt?’

“| pad aprice”

“Thereé sadifference?

“Ohyes” said Kit. “A big difference.”

“And this man you paid. Was he happy with the price?

It was Kit’sturn to shrug. “1 doubt it,” he said. “He died before | could ask.”



A singlejetty jutted into the sea. Sun and rain had bleached its surface to awashed-out grey that
designers around the world tried endlesdy to imitate but never quite got right. It took years of weathering
to achieve that effect. And though rain had darkened the wooden walk-way its planks were aready
patchy where the puddles had begun to dry.

A narrow path wound between twisted pines beyond the jetty. About haf way up, a huge boulder broke
through the dark and gritty earth and forced the path to change direction. At the top, four
vermillion-painted cypresstrunks formed a perfect torii gateway.

“Wereat ashrine?’
“Among other things,” said Tsusama.
“What other things?’

“We have houses,” the boy said. “A temple and family shrines. Thisiswhere we meet. There are
rules...” He hestated.

“That sometimes get broken?’

“Only once,” said the boy. “The cost wasterrible.” Glancing at hiswatch, Tsusama nodded to himsdlf.
Hisfather and brother had gone ahead, accompanied by Y uko. Tsusamawasto ddiver Kit to the
ryokan exactly an hour later. Thiswould alow sufficient time for the high council to meet. Hewas not to
think, however, that the council met on his behdf. Their meeting and his presence on theidand were
coincidence.

The quietnessis misleading, Mr. Nureki had told Kit. We are all in the eye of a terrible storm. Kit
was gill wondering if the man meant it figuratively, literdly, or both.

“How long have your family owned theidand?’

The boy smiled. “Not my family,” hesaid. “All of us, dl thefamilies, and this particular idand is new.”

“Redly?’ Kit looked at the rocks, the dark volcanic sand of the little beach, and the worn path leading to
where black-eared kites soared above the battered torii. The broken earth was sticky with rotted pine
needles, rutsin atrack leading to the jetty suggested generations of carts unloading cargo. If its newness
wastrue, the idand was a masterpiece.

“Sevenyears,” said Tsusama. “Mr. Oniji bought astrip of cliff and had thisidand built haf amile off
shore. It took three months to sink the foundations and another eighteen to landscape theidand and erect
the shrine, torii, ryokan, and houses.”

“But that’sold,” said Kit, nodding towards the distant torii.

A smilewas hisreply. “Eleven hundred years,” he said. “Probably the oldest now existing. Mr. Oniji
founditin Honshu.”

“And thetemple?’

“From Sapporo. Also most of the houses, dthough Tamagusuku-san ingsted on shipping his own from
Okinawa.” Something clouded the boy’ s eyes and he turned away, their conversation over. At 6.35 pm
exactly, slence having filled the remaining minutes, Mr. Nureki’ s son checked hiswatch onefina time
and indicated the path.



“Gonow,” hesad.

Pine needles till crunched where heavy branches had kept the worst of the rain from reaching the
ground. Mostly, however, the needlesjust did wetly, like scabs of ground breaking free. Kit stopped at
the torii to clap once and bow to any kami who might be watching. Behind him he heard Tsusamado the
same.

CHAPTER 63— Saturday, 14 July

In 1997, “Beat” Takeshi directed afilm about an ex-cop. He wrote the script, took the leading role,
produced the film, and included his own paintings as props to make visud points about life' s strangeness.

A drop-out from university, whose nickname came from his days asacomedian in a Tokyo strip joint,
Takeshi cdled hisfilm Hana-Bi, which means fireworks, but uses aword that bresksinto fire and
flower .

And yet, what athirteen-year-old Kit took from the film was not the lyricism of its camerawork, nor an
awareness that its script was so spare Hana-Bi could amogt quaify asaslent movie. Hetook theimage
of Beat Takeshi as ex-cop Nishi, hisface impassive and his eyes hidden by dark glasses.

Kit was reminded of this as he entered the ryokan, alovingly restored country inn. And he was reminded
of how hard it could beto tell senior police officers, paliticians, and Yakuza grandees apart. So many
dark suits, so many pairs of dark glasses, dl those impassive faces.

Hesmiled.

Mr. Oniji, Mr. Nureki, and Mr. Tamagusuku sat at aside table. Tsusamaand his brother stood behind
them, both stony faced and obvioudy on their best behaviour. A couple of older men, who looked like
senators or titans of industry, sat at another table. And on achair between the two tables sat an old man
with thinning hair. All of the men except the last wore dark suits;, he had asimple yukata and rope
sandds.

Kit bowed.

“You amile?” The old man lifted his head. Obvioudy wondering what this stranger found so amusing.
“What dseisthereto do?’ asked Kit.

The man nodded. “Y ou may Sit,” he said. When Kit remained where he was, the old man sighed.

“I am Osamu Nakamura...”

The kumicho. The man Mr. Oniji advised and Mr. Tamagusuku obeyed. A man linked to the collgpse of
amaor bank and the building of abridge between Tohoku and Hokkaido, a project so grandiose no one
had dared complain for fear of being regarded as unpatriotic.

An earthquake had seen to the bridge, a ong with the cranes, the bulldozers, and most of those recruited
for the project. The last thing anyone heard, the kumicho had been too ill to appear a a court hearing.
S0 hislawyers had demanded thetria relocate to Sapporo, where he lived. Somewherein the middle of
thismuddle, the case collapsed.

“I’'m glad to see you' verecovered,” Kit said.



Theold man laughed.
“Y ou know why you' re here?’

No, he could honestly say he didn’t. Kit could take guesses, but few of them seemed likely and most
were frankly improbable. Y uko had sold him out, this much seemed obvious. Apart from thet. ..

“Y our friends have been causing ustrouble.”
“My...7

“The47 Ronin,” he said sourly. Someone snorted at the name, only to apologise before the old man
could turn to seewho it might be.

“Y ou know about this, of course.”

Did he? Kit nodded. “ Someone destroyed their bar,” he said. “My bar. Then Tamagusuku-san tried to
gtedl my land. The bozozoku occupied the Site to stop the developers moving in.”

“It'snot...”

Osamu Nakamura held up one hand to still Mr. Tamagusuku' s protest. “ So,” said the old man, “you
organised this protest.”

Kit shook hishead. “I didn’'t even know it was happening.”
Mr. Tamagusuku snorted.

“That' swhat thisisabout?” said Kit. “A bunch of bikerswho want their bar back? That’swhy you've
brought me here?’

“No one brought you here,” said Mr. Nureki, glancing at Nakamura-san to check he was authorised to
speak. “As| understand it, you wanted to visit my niece Y uko. When she refused, you said the meseting
could be anywhere she chose, that she could bring anyone she trusted. Well, shetrusssme. And | trust
thiscounal.”

“Y ou present aproblem,” said the old man. “This does not make us happy.”
No shit, Kit wanted to say.

“The choiceisyours. Y ou can be the solution or remain the problem. Either way, this matter will be
solved.”

“Let meguess” said Kit. “Y ou want meto stand down the 47 Ronin, tell them al to go home?’
The man nodded.

“And why would | do that?" asked Kit. “Evenif | could stand them down, which is doubtful. These
people are alaw unto themselves.”

Like you, hethought.

“Because this Situation isnot good for any of us,” Mr. Oniji said. His glance at the kumicho was part
apology, part unspoken plea—Let me handle this. “Y ou know how these thingswork,” said Mr. Oniji.
“Tokyo isbidding for the Olympics. Thiskind of conflict isbad for everybody.”



“It' sthe cameracrews,” said Kit, realisng the obvious. “ So long as they remain you can’'t move the
Ronin.”

“The presswon't remain forever,” said Y uko’'s husband, his voice hard.

“But until they leave,” Kit said, “you’ refucked.” Looking round the low ryokan he saw impassive faces
stare back. “Where' s Yuko?' he demanded.

((WI,N?l
“Because | came hereto talk to her.”
“You cantak tome” said Mr. Tamagusuku. “If you say anything of interest I'll be sureto tell my wife.”

There was one door into the inn and an interna door to the kitchens. That made two ways out at the
most, in aroom full of hardcore Yakuza, al of whom he could assume were armed.

“You'resmiling again,” said the kumicho.
“Jugt thinking,” Kit said.
“About what?’ Nakamura-san seemed genuindly interested.

“ Among one’ s affairs should be no more than two or three matters of what one calls great
concern...”

The old man smiled.

“Hagakure,” said Mr. Oniji; he sounded surprised.

“This” Kit sad, “isone of those matters. There are things my wife would want her sister to know.”
“She' snot your wife,” said Mr. Tamagusuku. “ Under Japanese law unregistered marriages areinvalid.”
“Y ou were married?’ asked Mr. Nakamura

“In San Francisco,” Kit said. “Fifty-five dollars, cash in advance. It worked for us.”

“But Yoshi Tanakanever registered it here?’

“So | gather.”

“And thisiswhat you wanted to tel Y uko?” The kumicho sounded puzzled. “ That you were married to
her sgter?’

“No,” sad Kit. “Yuko knows that dready. | mean to tell her who redlly murdered my wife.”

A dozen people started talking at once and fell sllent the moment Osamu Nakamura dammed his hands
together, the clap beginning in noise and ending in total sllence. “ There wasno murder,” hesaid. “A gas
canister exploded.”

“lt wasabomb,” said Kit.

The old man shook his head, though when he spoke his voice was softer, dmost regretful . “No one
doubtsthat you loved Y oshi.” Glancing at Mr. Tamagusuku, he dared the younger man to disagree. “But
there was no bomb.”



“Mr. Oniji knowsit was abomb.”
“No bomb,” said Mr. Oniji.
“Youtold meit was.”

Mr. Oniji shook hishead. “| made an error,” he said. “ An antiquated heating system exploded. It was an
accident. I’ ve seen thefind report.”

“May | St?" Kit asked.
Winfirst, fight later.

Hetook the stoal indicated and buried his head in his hands, trying to arrange histhoughts. When he
looked up, the whole room was watching him. Without knowing it, certainly without intending to, he'd
got their tota attention. He aso had hisfina answer.

“Mr. Tamagusuku tried to have mekilled,” said Kit, hisvoice cam. “When that failed, he planted a
bomb.”

“Enough,” said Y uko’ s hushand, pushing back hisown chair.

“St down.” The old man’svoicefilled the room. Tamagusuku-san ignored him, and Kit caught the exact
moment Mr. Oniji and Mr. Nureki exchanged glances. Not clever, thought Kit, watching Mr.
Tamagusuku stand aone, his hands bunched into figts.

“I couldn’t work out how he could bring himsdlf to murder Y oshi,” said Kit. “Even if that meant getting
rid of me. Only Y oshi’ s desth was amistake, wasn't it? Y ou believed Y oshi was with Y uko. So when
thefirgt attempt failed...”

“What attempt?’ asked the kumicho.
“Hesent ahit man.”

Mr. Tamagusuku' sfirst blow caught Kit in the shoulder, freezing hisarm. The second just missed his
throat and would have landed, if the kumicho’ s bodyguards had not dragged Tamagusuku-san off in
time

“1...know...nothing...about...a...hit man.”

“What about abomb?’ asked Mr. Oniji, shrugging when everyone in the room turned to look at him.
“Jugt asking,” hesaid.

“We|?" demanded the old man.
Mr. Tamagusuku hesitated.
It was enough.

Stepping forward, Kit kicked Tamagusuku-san hard between the legs, and would have kicked again, if
not for the bodyguards. When they yanked Kit awvay from Mr. Tamagusuku, they were [ess gentle than
when it was the other way round.

“Take him outdde,” said the kumicho.



And asfingerslocked onto hisebow, Kit redlised the old man had been talking about him. “Wait,” he
sad. “Pleaselet me say something firgt.”

“No.” The kumicho’svoicewasfirm. “Thisisnot about you anymore. Y ou will wait outsde whilewe
make our decision.”

“One moment, if | may?” said Mr. Oniji. He turned to Kit. “ How many people have you told about this?’
It was a question with only wrong answers.

“None,” Kit said, and watched Mr. Oniji smile.

Thelast of the black-eared, high-circling kites had abandoned its kingdom to the stillness of the coming
storm. Shingle shifted dightly asit was|apped by waves, and the Nureki boyslooked at anything and
everything except the man they were meant to be guarding.

It was hot, because Tokyo Bay in July was aways hot, so the boys pulled at their shirt collars and played
with therr ties. After awhile they held an intense and private discusson that resulted in them both
removing their jackets. And through al of thisthe two boys clutched their guns clumsily, sometimes
forgetting to keep the muzzlestrained on Kit at dl.

Hewas grateful for that.

Having sunk towards the 1zo headlands, the sun vanished behind Fuji-Hakone, and Kit sighed and
amiled. Staring a an unseen mountain, while thinking precisely nothing, Y oshi would have been proud of
him.

“You' rewanted,” said Tsusama.
Kit blinked.
“Takeyour time,” he suggested.

Nodding histhanks, Kit straightened himsalf and led the way back to the ryokan, hearing the boys
whisper behind him. He entered the room firgt, with his head up and his expression firm. Kit had hisown
thoughts about what was coming. And any hope he might have was killed by the expression of regret on
Mr. Oniji’ sface.

“We have reached our decision.”

“Hai.”

“Don’'t you want to know what it is?’

Accept that you are dead already. Kit shook hishead. “Would my knowing changeit?’

He wrote the words Osamu Nakamura dictated, sgning away al rights he might have in the building ste
in Roppongi, then wrote a shorter note to No Neck, putting the bozozoku’ sreal name on the front and
adding, By Hand. Someone would ddliver it to the 47 Ronin in the morning.

“Now stand over there.”

The orange rope with which they tied his hands was nylon, meant for ause other than this, and burned as



it dragged across hiswrists. Tsusamatied the knots clumsly, refusing to look at Kit. Hisyounger brother
held the gun. Thiswastheir first redl job, Kit could seethat in their eyes.

“It'sdl right,” sad Kit.

Opening his mouth, Tsusama promptly shut it again. Although he nodded to show that he' d heard and
understood what Kit said.

“Y ou know what must be done?’ Mr. Nakamura asked.
Tamagusuku-san nodded.

“Rip him open firg.”

“Of course.” Mr. Tamagusuku sounded irritated.
“Wedon't want...”

“I know,” said Mr. Tamagusuku. “We don't want some idiot fisherman netting hisbloated body.” This
was not how one talked to ahigh oyaban, but the world was changing, thisworld as much asdl others.

“Seetoit,” Nakamura-san said.

OnKit'sway out of the ryokan he was stopped by Mr. Oniji, who stepped in front of him and just
stood there, scowling. Behind Kit, Mr. Tamagusuku sighed.

“You vebeenanidiot,” Mr. Oniji said.

Kit nodded. He didn't doubt it. There were ahundred things he would do differently given hislife over
again. A mere handful he' d keep the same. It was the handful which let him look Mr. Oniji in theface.

“I imagine,” said Mr. Oniji, “you know what thisisfor.”

Sucker-punching Kit in the gut, Mr. Oniji chopped him across the neck and dropped him to the floor.

And then, knedling on hisvictim’s chest he dammed afind punch into Kit' skidneys. WhileKit did his
best not to vomit, and fought the fingers reaching for histegticles, Mr. Oniji used his other hand to flip

open Kit'sjacket and tuck something into histrouser pocket.

It fdt likeaknife.

CHAPTER 64 — Saturday, 14 July

He was being drowned by dow degrees. Kit had avague memory of pissing himsdf about an hour
earlier, the urinewarm as seawater and infinitely more welcome, proof that he remained dive.

Sometimesit was getting hard to tell.

He lived in the snatches between worlds, this one and othersfar stranger. Occasiondly he' d refocus and
the wind direction would have shifted or the waves risen higher. If Tamagusuku redlly wanted to drown
him the man should have used longer rope, because the onetied to therail of Suijin-sama was just about
short enough to keep Kit's head clear of the waves.

Unless, of course, Tamagusuku didn’t redly want to drown Kit a al. Maybe the little shit just wanted to



torture him.

Y es, that would beit. Obviousredly. Having killed Y oshi, bombed Pirate Mary’s, and shopped No
Neck to the police as the most likely suspect, Y uko’s husband was now busy...

Oh for fuck’s sake, said avoice. Are you just going to whine?
Kit opened hiseyes.
Well, are you?

Spray whipped his face as Kit glanced round, cursing the rope and the waves that stopped him from
holding his head steady. Darknesswas al he saw. Not even alight from the boat, which had run blind
from Tokyo Bay. Certainly Kit saw no one close enough to speak. Assuming any voice could be heard
above the howling wind and rain.

Tsusamaand his brother, their father, and most of the others had been left behind. Though the boys had
protested for form’s sake, it was not very hard, and when Y uko’ s husband flatly refused to have them
aboard, something very closeto relief appeared in their eyes. They’ d had trouble enough looking
Tamagusuku in the face since bombs had been mentioned in the ryokan.

L et the grown-ups negotiate what came next.

The only surprise was the sudden appearance of Y uko, who arrived on the rickety jetty just asthe boys
wereturning to go. Smiling at Tsusama, she patted him on his arm and indicated the path. “Hurry up,”
Y uko said. “ Baba’ s about to serve supper.”

She waited as two silhouettes turned on the path to seeif shewas il there. A quick wave from both and
they were gone. Y uko smiled, though the smile barely reached her eyes.

“Why areyou here?’ Tamagusuku asked.

Y uko stared at him. “Why do you think?” she said, stepping around both Kit and her husband.

“Wait,” he demanded.

“No,” said Yuko, turning to glare. “My sister isdead,” she said. “I’ m going to seethisthrough to itsend.”
“Ask your husband how Y oshi died,” said Kit.

She dapped him.

Y uko and Tamagusuku left Kit bound on deck. Of course, since his hands were aready tied with orange
cord, all Tamagusuku had to do was secure Kit' sanklesto the railings, while Yuko held agun to his
head.

“I'll be back later,” Tamagusuku promised.

Later turned out to be five minutes. Which was exactly how long it took Y uko’ s husband to put the
propellersinto reverse, back hisyacht from thejetty, and turn it to the open sea. Thistime round, the
Sijin-sama made no pretence of running under sall.

“You' vegot an hour,” hetold Kit, lashing one end of atow ropeto the railings and threading the other
through Kit' s bound wrists. Having knotted that end, Tamagusuku knelt to unbind Kit' sankle.



“An hour to do what?" asked Kit.
“Whatever.”
“Persondly,” said Y uko, “I’d recommend prayer.”

And so0 hetrolled like fish bait behind the Suijin-sama. Dragged into risng wavesfor thetimeit took to
turn himself, which lasted only aslong asit took for the water to turn him back again. The seawaswarm.
Almost aswarm asthe springsin which he and Y oshi had bathed in thefirst year they were together. In
the days when either of them cared about stuff like thet.

It might have been better if the seawas cold. Cold water leached body heat until the brain shut down, a
more atractive option than being dragged from the ocean like some thrashing tunaand gutted dive.

“| couldn’t save her,” Kit told thewaves. “I couldn’t...”
Except he could.

All he ever needed to do was get home in time. The bar would still be burned, Kit would be dead, but
Y oshi would undoubtedly be dive. So smple. Shewould have been at her sster’s, admiring the new
baby.

Oh, for fuck’s sake, said thevoice. Enough...
Kit reopened his eyes.

Tears and snot and tiredness closed histhroat. Every musclein his body ached from fighting the rope and
the waves. Hefound it hard to believe that he was till dive and part of him wondered if being divewas
eventrue.

“Where are you?’ Kit demanded.

The voice Sghed.

“Okay,” hesaid, spitting water. “Who are you?’

Who the fuck do you think I am?

“Don’'t know.”

“l amacat,” sadthevoice “ Asyet | have no name.” Oh, for fuck’s sake. Who do you think it is?

“Neku?’ said Kit.

CHAPTER 65— Saturday, 14 July

One shoe was gone, water filled his pockets, and his jacket had bunched at the shouldersto make a
chute that yanked him back as the yacht dragged him forward. Climbing the tow rope was technicaly
impossible, Kit was pretty sure of that. At least it was while hiswrists remained lashed together with cord
and friction spun hisbody in the water like bait for some monster benesth the waves.

Work on it, said thevoice.

“I'mtrying,” Kit said, but hewastaking to himsdf.



By twisting his hands he could stress the orange cord binding them. Nylon stretched when wet and lost
some strength. Sisal, on the other hand, just got tougher. He had Y oshi to thank for that piece of
informetion.

The flesh on hiswristswas blood raw, but Kit twisted his hands anyway, and having twisted them once
didit again and again, until he could fed skin rip and the rope' s sodden nylon fibers begin to loosen. It
didn’'t matter if he cried, because there was no one to see and besides the waves washed away histears.
Anyway, it wasjust pain, nothing serious.

“And again,” Kit told himsdf.
And again.

If he pretended hiswrists belonged to someone e se, then twisting them until the sky red-shifted and
blood drummed in his ears became almost bearable. He just pretended not to fed what hefelt. And
when that became impossible, he let himsdlf taste the red-shift and kept twisting anyway.

Y oshi had found purity in the middle of such behaviour. All Kit could find was pain, except not even that
wastrue, because he found something else, something Kit should never have let himsdlf lose.

Hefound himsdlf.

Twisting hiswrists until the bones locked and almost cracked, he forced the cord to siretch. “Harder,”
said avoice, and it was his. The skies shifted afind time and Kit wrenched ahand free, only just
grabbing the tow linein timeto stop awave from tearing him loose. When Kit twisted thistime it wasto
wrap the line safely around one wrist, S0 he could hold himself in place.

“Climb now,” Kit told himsdlf.

And he did, not giving himsdlf time to wonder how it should be done. He felt, rather than saw, the sea
change texture as he approached the propdllers. Holding the tow line with one hand, Kit took a deep
bresth and reached as high as he could with his other hand, yanking himsalf up and over the wash.

“See” hesaid.

It took Kit five minutes just to stop shaking. Five minutesin which he lay on the darkened deck gasping,
asrain lashed hisface and the sky rocked from side to side. And then Kit rolled onto his side and forced
himself to hisknees, digging into his trouser pocket.

The knife' s sheath was sodden but its blade was razor sharp and dick with grease. So sharp in fact that
Kit diced skin while diding it under the orange rope to free his bound wrist. Tossing the scrap of nylon
cord after the tow line, he set his shoulders against the wind and raised ahand to keep the spray from his

eyes.

All he needed to do was cross the ten or fifteen paces from the stern to the door of Tamagusuku’ s cabin
without faling, dipping, or dropping the knife. That had to be possible... Each step was made hard by
exhaugtion, and harder still by the shifting deck. AsKit got closer, the height of the cabin began to
protect him from the spray, though the deck till shifted and a curling wind tried to drag him from hisfeet.

What now? he wondered.
Knock?

Well, why not...



Hammering on the door, Kit waited. When no one answered, he knocked again, much harder.
“Who?’
Kit laughed. Who the fuck did Tamagusuku think it was?

He stabbed his knifeinto the door frame for safe kegping, hammered onefina time on the door, and
gpun sideways, asplit second ahead of Tamagusuku' sfirst shot, divers of cypress scything through the
space where he had been standing.

One bullet down.

Instinct dlone had saved Kit. Leaning forward, he smacked the door, dropped flat, and rolled away,
flailing for agrip to sop himsdlf from diding over theside.

Two, three.

Another couple of stars stood next to thefirst in the once-perfect door. Much more of thisand Kit would
be able to see what he was doing.

“Tamagusuku,” yelled Kit, dragging himsdf back to the cabin. “ Are you there?’
Four, five, six...

With the sixth shot across brace in the door itself gave up the battle and atop panel dropped free,
whipped away by winds and tossed over the side. So much light was released that Kit had to shut his

eyes.

“Yuko,” hesaid. “Weneed to talk.”

Another shot, seven.

“There' snothing to discuss,” Tamagusuku shouted.

“It'snot you | want to talk to. Don’t you think it’ stime Y uko knew the truth?’

A shot splintered frame near Kit' ship. Eight shotsintota...“I’ll takethat asano,” he said.

“What truth?” Y uko demanded.

A quick burst of Japanese, low and intense, came from within the cabin, amost swallowed by the wind.
“Tel me” Yukoyeled. “What truth?’

“About Yoshi...”

Tamagusuku' s protests were harsh now. His voice loud enough to compete with the exploding spray and
the whistle of meta hawsersleading to high empty spars.

“I havetheright to know,” yelled Y uko.

“Y our husband,” Kit shouted, and felt the world twist Sdeways and the starsflare. Grabbing for the knife
that was ill stuck in the door frame, Kit held himsalf up for aslong asit took to pull the blade free.

The ninth shot had written itsalf acrosstheinside of Kit' seyes.



Empty fingerstold Kit he’'d lost hisknife, which was diding like him across adippery deck. Thiswas
shock, heredised. Black sky where the cabin should be, rainin hisface, and ajagged spike of wood
jutting from hisribs.

The bullet had missed, the door frame it demolished had not.

Glancing beyond the spike, Kit found himself staring at rapidly approaching railings and felt hisbody
change direction as onefoot hit an upright and his whole body spun towards the waves beyond. Hisdide
was broken by awire he grabbed without even redlising.

Asthe Quijin-sama crested awave, the deck rolled and it was movement enough to tip Kit back under
thewire. He did wetly, breaking his dide just before he crashed into the side of the cabin.

Tamagusuku wasfive paces avay, staring towards the stern. Y uko stood behind him, holding awhisky
bottle. All either had to do to see Kit was turn round.

“You'vekilled him.”
“That wasthe plan.”
“But, | wanted to hear...”

“| told you,” Tamagusuku said fiercely. “Whatever he said would belies” His gaze swept acrossthe
door-lit gloom of the stern. “We Il tell Nakamura-san | diced the man open and threw him overboard.”

Kit took that as his cue to crawl backwards into shadow. Only moving again after Y uko and her husband
entered the cabin. The wind had lessened, the waves were less extreme, the rain however fell ashard as
it ever had, washing blood down his shirt as Kit moved dowly towards the door.

“But whet if the body....”

“Itwon't,” said Tamagusuku. “ The waves will sweep it out to sea. Besides, Mr. Nakamurawon't remain
aproblem for much longer.” He paused, amost willing Y uko' s question.

“Why?’ she asked findly.
“Because I’mtaking over.”
“Thisisagreed?’

“Not yet,” said Tamagusuku. “But it will be. I'll give Kabukicho to Mr. Oniji. Mr. Nureki can havethe
fish market and the container port.”

From the safety of hisnew hiding place, Kit considered this before gripping the jagged spike jutting from
hisribs: He could removeit or not. One of those would be the right decison. Unable to decide which, he
letit be,

He breathed deeply while Tamagusuku tacked a square of cloth across the broken door. He breathed
deeply and considered his options. There was, Kit had to admit, asense of rdlief in discovering that he
didn’t have any. All that remained wasto go on.

Dragging himsdlf al the way round the outside of the cabin, so he could approach its door from the other
sde, Kit took up his position. Only thistime when he hammered it was with an outstretched arm, using
the hed of hisoneremaining shoe.



Slence
Kit gaveit five seconds, then hammered again. Inside the cabin Tamagusuku swore.

“Yuko,” Kit said, voice raw. “Y our husband killed Y oshi.” He sounded like a ghogt, even to himself, but
then hefdt like onetoo. “An accident,” said Kit. “But it till happened.”

“How, an accident?’

“Hemeant to kill me,” shouted Kit, clinging to the side of the cabin. “But | was |ate getting home. So
Y oshi stayed. Y ou wereright,” he added. “1t was my fault, but your husband planted the bomb.”

Inside the cabin, someone killed the lights and when the door banged open Tamagusuku’ s silhouette held
agun. A. 38 cdibre, to judge from the dightness of the damage to the door.

“I did not plant abomb.”

“Ohno,” said Kit, “that’ sright, you didn’t. Y ou had your bodyguard do it.” He watched Tamagusuku
turn to find the source of Kit’ svoice. Watched as the man raised his pistol.

“Doit then,” Kit said, stepping away from the cabin. “But you' re too late. Y uko knows now.”
“Enough.”

“It' sthetruth,” said Kit, watching Y uko appear in the broken doorway behind her husband, still clutching
the Suntory bottle.

“Yuko, if | could changeit dl | would.”

“It'salie” Tamagusuku shouted.

“AsK him where hewas.”

“She knowswhere | was. In London. | brought her presents.”

“From Mitsukoshi,” said Kit. “He' slying. If hewasin London how come he was seen watching my
bar?’

“When?’ she demanded.

“About eight hours before Y oshi died.”

“Who saw—"

“Yuko, enough.” Tamagusuku wasfurious, too furious. “He saliar. I’'m not having this discusson.”

“You dready are,” Kit said. “So tell me onefina thing. Why send ahit man if you' d aready decided ona
bomb?’

“l didn't...”

“The homdessman,” Kit said. “With the shabby suit and the expensive knife, agun and a Taser. All that
hardware can’'t have come cheap.”

“I know nothing about this” said Tamagusuku, and the weird thing was Kit believed him. He' d bombed
the bar dl right, but the thug who came after Kit that night wasthe lid to awhole other can of worms.



“What man?’ said Y uko.
Both Tamagusuku and Kit ignored her.
“Look at you,” said Tamagusuku, “you’ re dying. All | haveto do iswait, then tip you over the side.”

“Wedieevery day,” Kit said. “It'scdled being human.” Taking astumbling step towards Tamagusuku,
he watched the other man steady his automatic.

“Yoshi,” said Kit, taking another step. “ I’'msorry.”
Tamagusuku fired.

Kit must have imagined the click of an empty gun, because wind through the rigging would have drowned
any noisethat subtle. Y uko's hushand dapped hisgun, asif it had jammed, firing again. Tamagusuku was
about to pull thetrigger athird time when Kit reached for histhroat.

“Wait,” Yuko said.
“Too late,” sad Kit, tightening hisgrip.

The protest was dight, but Tamagusuku very definitely shook his head. Grabbing the jagged spike of
wood il sticking from Kit' s chest, the man twisted, and gulped air asKit screamed.

Expecting the man to ram home the spike, Kit pushed at Tamagusuku' swrist and accidentally helped
Y uko’'s husband do what he' d dways intended, rip free the splintered piece of door.

Kit crumpled.
“Wait,” said Yuko. “1 want to talk to him.”

“No,” Tamagusuku said. “Not thistime.” Kneeling on Kit's chest, he reversed hisgun and raised hisarm,
ready for afina blow.

“You killed her,” whispered Kit, and the darkness he awaited never fdll. Because in that moment Y uko
stepped forward and dammed her whisky bottle hard against the side of her hushand’ s head. When the
bottle didn't bresk, she hit him again.

“Y oshi wasmy twin,” Yuko said.

CHAPTER 66 — September

The report in the Asahi Shimbun was suitably restrained. Under a heading Yacht Lost in Storm,
Untimely Death, it ran a photograph of the Suijin-sama. A smaller picture, set to one side, showed a
serious-looking Tek Tamagusuku, wearing adark suit, with his hair swept back and dightly grey at the
temples. The caption announced, Family in mourning. Irreplaceable |oss to Japanese business, says
Kisho Oniji.

A smdll feature on page three mentioned that the Suijin-sama was one of thirteen Japanese-registered
vesselslogt in the typhoon, although it was the only onelost near Tokyo Bay. An editoria, opposite the
L etters page, put shipping lossesin the context of wider damage, while the financid pages dedt with the
implications of that damage for world risk/insuranceratios.



In passing, the feature mentioned an interview with a Texas-based academic denying Asa sworst
typhoon had anything to do with globa warming.

Local news shared space with stories from the wider world. A bomb blast in Baghdad, tension on the
Chinese/Russian border, moreriotsin Mexico City, apossible, very tentative cure for breast cancer.

But the newsthat redlly interested Kit concerned the 47 Ronin. Men from the construction company had
worked aongside bozozoku clearing rubble from Roppongi’ s streets, busily photographed by what
remained of the camera crews. When the clearing was done, neither bikers nor builders returned to the
site, and neither was prepared to say how such an agreement had been reached.

“What happened? asked Kit.

No Neck laughed. “ Someone made a call to someone ese, you know how it goes. .. Everything comes
right if you wait long enough.” At his shoulder, Micki grinned, quickly covering her mouth with one hand.

Micki and No Neck had arrived with a huge pile of newspapers, going back weeksto the night of the
actua storm. Being No Neck, he also carried a crash helmet and wore aripped tee-shirt reading, Where
are we going? And why am | in this hand basket?

“You'relucky to bedive,” hesad.
“Yeah,” said Kit. “1 know.”
“And you look like shit.”

“Tommy...” Itwasweird to hear No Neck called by hisred name. Weirder till that he smiled
sheepishly at the girl who used it. If No Neck didn’t look out, hisred name was going to prove catching.

“Youlook good,” Micki said.

“No.” Kit shook hishead. “Tommy’sright, | look terrible” He d seen himsdif for thefirst timein amirror
that morning. His hair was greyer than he remembered and getting thin. Pretty soon he’ d need to get it
cropped. But then, pretty soon he' d need to do alot of things, so he might aswell start now.

“About the bar,” Kit said.

“PrateMary’s...”

“No,” said Kit. “That name' sdead. Y ou'll need anew one.”

“Me?” Tommy |looked puzzled.

“Thedte syours,” Kit said. “ Just as soon as | sign the paperwork.”

“Fucking hell,” said No Neck. “Y ou serious?’

“Yes” sad Kit. “Very. | can even recommend abank who might help you raise funds for rebuilding.”
“Except I'm Audrdian,” said Tommy. “I mean, I’'m grateful. But you know what they’ re like about that.”

“Put theland in Micki’sname,” said Kit, glancing between them. “ And then make bloody sure you
register the marriage.”

Micki grinned.



It was, Kit had to admit, arelief when the two findly left, all smilesand handsin each other’ s back
pockets. Kit would have suggested they get aroom, but his advice would have been completely
redundant. From the way Micki and No Neck were glued to each other on the way out he imagined that
was exactly where they were headed.

Kit wasin the hospital ward he' d occupied before. The same cherry tree grew beyond its window,
though the blossom was long gone. Behind the cherry, stood another just beginning to bloom.

“Autumn flowering,” hisnurse had said. It seemed he was to get blossom after al. Two tubesfed into
Kit'swrist and electrodes read off his heart beat. He d only recently got rid of the last catheter. Thistime
round, the medica assistance had definitely been needed, Dr. Watanabe had been very clear about that.

The diver of door frame had skewered his digphragm. A little higher and Kit would have suffered cardiac
tamponade, the membrane around his heart filling with enough blood to stop that organ from pumping. If
not for Mrs. Tamagusuku'’ s quick action in staunching the wound Kit would be dead. It was, the doctor
stressed, unwise to have been yachting in such weether.

A handful of cards sat on Kit' s bedside table. Some were obvious, like the one from Micki and No
Neck, othersless so...Mrs. Oniji’ s card, delivered that morning, had been asurprise, itsreference to
Neku unexpected. There was even acard from Y uko. A smple snow scenein black ink on white paper,
drawn with three quick flicks of the brush. Kit had been busy admiring it for most of an afternoon before
he redised she' d drawn it herself.

The Suijin-sama had run aground and been broken by waves. Everyone knew the story. How Y uko
Tamagusuku had left her dead husband to drag abadly injured guest into the dinghy with her. Not
everyone agreed with her decision but al were impressed by her bravery and the fact she fought to keep
theforeigner dive.

A knock at Kit' s door announced the arrival of Dr. Watanabe, or so he believed, until it opened to
reved Lucy, the nurse who' d removed gtitches from his face three months before. “Y ou have another
vigtor.”

“Aren't vidting hoursover?’
Lucy nodded.

A minute later an orderly came by to swap the high-backed chrome and leather chair in the corner for
something smpler. At the sametime, asecond orderly removed Micki’ s flowers and replaced them with
lilies. By the time the hospital administrator arrived to check the room was reedy, Kit aready knew who
hisvisitor would be.

“How areyou feding?’
“Better than | deserve,” said Kit.

Mr. Oniji smiled. “ An interesting choice of words.” Indicating the recently ingtalled chair, he said, “May
17" And Kit found himsalf gpologising for not having dready asked the oyaban to Sit.

“You got my letter?”

Kit had. It contained the paper he' d signed rdinquishing al rightsto the sitein Roppongi. It had gone
wherever shreds of paper go when flushed down a Tokyo toilet.

“And they’ retregting you wdl?’



He nodded.

“Good,” said Mr. Oniji. “1 told them to give you the best.” He glanced round the room, nodding at the
flowers and smiling as he noticed the blossom in the courtyard outsde. And then Mr. Oniji’ seyes
aighted on a picture frame half-hidden behind cards on Kit' sbedside table.

“If I may?" he said. Taking the picture to the window, Mr. Oniji looked at it very carefully. A minute or
so later, he put it back.

“Very pretty,” hesaid dowly.
“Yes” sadKit, “I think s0.”
“Anyone | know?’

“My daughter,” Kit said.

The photograph showed Neku in grey skirt, white blouse, and navy blazer. The uniform of aschool near
Seven Chimneys. Shelooked very serious and ridiculoudy nest. Someone had styled her hair closeto
her head, gamine, Pat would probably cal it. A smaler picture tucked into the frame showed her with
her armsround Charlie, their smilesturned to the camera.

New term, announced Pat’ s scrawl on the back of the picture. Me with Charlie, read Neku' s neater
hand, intiny letters acrossthe rear of the snap. Her get-well card smply said, Am fine, hope you feel
better. A friend will call.

A letter had been tucked insde. The letter was short, the spelling random. In the ten weeks she' d been
living with Kate and Pat her tastes had obvioudy changed. Gone wasthe Hello Kitty note pad and in its
place aflimsy sheet of onion-skin paper, with agold moon printed &t the top.

I’min a band, wrote Neku. We'rereally good. Well, we will be. I’ ve got Mary' s old room and

we' re going to paint it purple next weekend. We is me, Charlie and Billie, the drummer. | do bass,
Billie keeps forgetting to hold onto his drum sticks and Charlie can actually play—qguitar,
keyboard and violin!

Kate says we have to practice in the garage and Pat says he doesn’t mind where we practise as
long as we get better, I’ [l burn you a CD. Kate sends her love. Pat says hello and | say goodbye,
for now...

Only, maybe Neku’ stastes hadn’t changed that much. She' d signed her |etter with a sketch of acat.
“| didn’t know you had adaughter,” said Mr. Oniji.

“She'sliving a her grandparents’ until | get home.”

Mr. Oniji nodded. “1 see” he said.

And then Mr. Oniji didn’t say very much for along time. So Kit listened to the carsin the street and
watched sun turn ahospital wall from yellow to pink and finaly to apae and flintish blue.

“You know,” said Mr. Oniji. “She looks very like achild I used to know. Her namewas Nijie
Kitagawa.”

“The daughter of afriend?’



“Anenemy,” said Mr. Oniji, hisface hardening. “Who nearly cost memy life, aso those of my colleague
Mr. Nureki and his eldest son.”

“Do | want to know what happened?’

“Many peopledied.” Mr. Oniji’ svoice wasflat. He glanced at Kit, considering. “ They were not good
times”

“Y ou makeit sound like history.”

Mr. Oniji tapped the photograph. “Maybeitis,” he said. “At least, maybeit should be. But, you
know...one member of that family took something belonging to me.”

“A case” sadKit.
Mr. Oniji went very still indeed.

Looking from Mr. Oniji to Mrs. Oniji’s card, Kit smiled. “It might be worth trying the station lockers at
Shinjuku Sanchome,” he said, reaching into his pgjama pocket for akey. “I believe you have three days.”
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