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Chapter

Japanese policemen's guns are small and sort of puny. Except when
they are shooting at you. Right now, they are shooting at me and my
companion and we are running scared. The Policemen's shots are a little
tentative, like someone picking chewing gum out of their hair. In fairness
to the police, I should mention that we are in Shinjuku station, the
world's busiest. Currently it is occupied by... oh, I don't know... 2.5 Licht-
ensteins. I am on average 4 inches taller than those around me, and a
crucial 4 inches to boot, so as I barge through the crowd, hurting every-
one, I must remember to crouch. To help me remember this, I visualize
two things: the cloth that hangs in front of every drinking establishment
in this country and those photos of JFK's autopsy that my father and I
discussed over breakfast in 1977.

Running next to me, in full flush of his compact masculinity is Takeshi
Honda, ex-military. Now, if I were a Takeshi Honda in a blue suit in
these circumstances I would fall to the ground and upon standing be a
sheep rather than a wolf and watch events through the TV glaze.
However, Honda stays with me, pointing me here and there, grabbing
aggressive costumed Japan Railways employees by the forehead and
smashing them to pieces, reminding them that it is not the peaked hats of
the police that make us run.

We skid past a "Let's Kiosk!" and I have never felt more like accepting
its invitation. Yeah, let's kiosk... anything but this.

The man behind the kiosk cannot believe his eyes: the crowds have
parted, firstly, and secondly a white man with his face covered in blood
and a salaryman with a soul are racing straight at him. If she were not
such a traitor <a judgment of the moment : nothing is as simple as one
word today> he would also see a most aggressively attractive woman
neck-to-neck, probably openly armed. But she is gone and I don't know
if her beauty will aid or hinder her attempt to stay gone. When this is



over, that will be interesting to find out. If I see her on TV or if I never
see her again will be how I find out.

"Stop!" cry the cops in English, which I take personally. This makes me
turn around. I see that things are over. Somehow they coordinated the
station like an army to part and create a long shooting range. They are
skidding around a little at their end of the range as they get into position.
The floor of this station is necessarily one of the slickest surfaces known
to man, polished by several million feet in predictable chaos daily. It is
veined in a pattern that would tell the anthropological programs of my
father's future much about the recently dead human race. The three po-
licemen are about to shoot, as soon as they can stand, and even if one ac-
cidentally takes out the Kiosk man who is cowering behind dried squid
in front of us, that still leaves plenty of bullets for me.

The dried squid remind me of the enormous giant squid beneath the
oceans, sacs of amazing pressure and death power and darkness who
none the less have had no impact on my life.

The kiosk man drops.
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Chapter

The beginning is in at least four places.
1) Something unknown in my father's life

2) Mother's death at the hands of the Khmer Rouge.
3) When I got entangled with that girl, Claire

4) I somehow met the number-two man in one of those Japanese death
cults.

But I choose to begin in the middle of things, or near the end of things.
The crisis is when I will get started.

4%

I arrived at Narita Airport, Tokyo's airport, on an exceptionally hot
August day. I got off the British Airways jet, where they had not an-
nounced the temperature on the ground: presumably to prevent a panic
amongst those like me who were braving the Tokyo summer for the first
time. In retrospect the crew who "goodbyed" me out the door had the
looks of parachute instructors rather than smartly dressed waitresses as
they bundled me out the door.

So, suddenly I felt terrible. I felt like a victim that could be picked by
anyone. I was suddenly weak and confused because of the heat and also
unexpectedly illiterate. I followed a long line of people to a place where
many things got stamped. It was the 1970s in Narita, but I could have
sworn my watch said 2000. Maybe it was just 8 o'clock. What time was it
anyway?

Stamped, pulling round in a bar with a 32 beer in front of me, I con-
gratulated myself on my deep cover. For half an hour I had even fooled
myself into thinking I was some harmless idiot, instead of a member of
an international conspiracy.

I took in my surroundings a little: I was in the most Western of the dis-
creetly hidden dining facilities at the airport. Believe it or not, there is no



McDonald's in Narita Airport. On arrival I had been brought to this table
with no words and very few and subtle gestures. There was some mag-
netism employed, the waitress influenced me in. Everyone was smoking
Marlboro or Lark, a local brand that mapped its county in the wrinkles of
aging tough-guy actors from here or from there. All of the American
men had thick sideburns and glossy tan leather jackets. They were
strangely quiet, by American standards. Did they feel out of place or too
acutely in place? When you are too much in place, people don't even
have to look at you to know you and judge you.

Outside the planes continued to crash gently into the earth, harming
nobody.

Narita Airport is, by the way, the dimmest airport in the civilized
world. Other airports have some kind of slow x-ray going on with their
harsh lighting but Narita is the smoking-room of the jet set. The basic
color scheme is brown and black. The slick floors lead you off into many
dim dead ends. There is a cleaner, or someone else to stare at you, at the
end of each of these. The level of the floor there changes abruptly by a
few feet every few feet. Cattle could never stampede through Narita
Airport.

So, the man I was waiting for could well appear from nowhere. In ad-
dition, the description I had of him would be quite useful in Abu Dabi
but not in the Tokyo Tectoplex.

I thought it might be good to eat. I unfolded a large illustrated menu.
20 illustrations of the top of some steaming bowl of noodles and one of
crab and chips. I took a few moments to try and distinguish something
uniquely appetizing about at least one of the noodle bowls, but it was es-
caping me... white noise food.

Then he came into the room: Sato Yosuke. Killer. Ugly fucker.

He had a haircut that everyone would describe differently when de-
scribing it to the police some months later. For my part, I would compare
it to a helmet made from a lacquered tree trunk. Then beneath it was
something like Roy Orbison just as the obituaries came out. The enorm-
ous dark glasses looked like a disguise, but may have been a concession
to the shallow aesthetic judgments of society. In addition he was wearing
a "Carlos the Jackal" style safari jacket.

I had briefly met Carlos the Jackal in my youth. He was passing
through London for the first of one of his interminable arse-related oper-
ations and my father's good friend was taking care of it. I was 9 at the
time and had not yet fully worked out what was driving Dad. It was



three years after Mum had died and the only thing you could really say
about Dad at that time was that he had too many friends and too many
of them were famous for too much of something. Dad's friend was fam-
ous for the extremity of his views on children's human rights. He basic-
ally felt that the words human and child had strong internal contradic-
tions. He was the brother of cosmetic surgeon and would-be computer
scientist Dr Cranwell Blythe and hence uncle of Claire Blythe, whom I
would fall in love with and learn much from.

So my father headed down to London and had to take me with him. I
was sleeping in a small room from too early till too late the next day as
the talking went on.

I briefly met the Jackal (my Father had not been above entertaining me
with this name on the train down) as he was leaving the next day. His fat
face was lined with pain, but I should say 'grooved', and he didn't say
much but he did tell me that my father was crazy.

Sato sat down at my table. In the twenty seconds preceding his arrival,
he had caught my eye by walking toward my table while looking fixedly
out of the window. My first assumption, a blind man about to present a
very real problem, lasted only a split second because Sato was carrying a
sports newspaper under his arm. It was the kind of sports magazine that
has a carefully doctored naked woman on the front cover and there are
many other ways for blind people to get their sumo results. I decided
that my table was solid enough to take a hit and that that was preferable
to talking, shouting etc. Expecting a bump I was surprised when it all
ended in a slide and with a party of two happily seated.

"Sato-san desu ka?" I queried. I had studied Japanese for a couple of
months, but most of the discussions I had with people in Japan took
place in English, you may be pleased to hear.

"Mr Williams... how was your flight?"

I assumed that he was giving me a false name as a precaution. I felt
bad for calling him Mr Sato. Then he suddenly came out and told me
that Sato is the third most common name in Japan. After he said that, a
smile crept across his face like a wound on the belly of a TV samurai
(although at the time I would have drawn another, less accurate, analogy
as I had hardly watched any Japanese TV. That would come during the
underground months.)

I felt at a distinct disadvantage. He either had read my mind or had a
repertoire of cool tricks that he had acquired the hard way. I gave him a
slow look that tried to say "Don't mess about: I'm a pro too."



But was he even a pro? Something about him sat wrong. He wasn't
making his joke to test me, it was just that he had seen humor in the mo-
ment. I could tell because he didn't have a follow up ready. We sat in si-
lence for long seconds.

"How long are we going to wait here?" I asked.

"Hmm... not so long. No one is watching us... too badly. I would like
you to catch the Keisei Express to Kanamachi and when you get there
buy the least delicious snack you can find from the platform man."

"OK. Do you want to leave first?"
"Yes, we will meet again."

And then he didn't stand up. And just as I was wondering if I was
making a fool of myself he smirked again and walked away.

I contemplated a second beer, but decided to just leave. Sato had irrit-
ated me into a state of mind where I wanted to be active. I get like that a
lot, and it usually leads to more trouble than my characteristic passivity.

As I left the bar, after somehow managing to effortlessly pay for
things, I felt strong nostalgia. It was partially the way it had reminded
me of twenty years ago but it was also a new-born nostalgia that you feel
when you leave a safe place that will never be safe for you again. Be-
cause, let's face it, there was a good chance I would never be able to relax
in an airport again when all the damage had been done.

I made my way toward the place where the small train icons were
headed. Light seemed to be increasing, although from where it was hard
to tell. I was approaching the clinical space of the Japanese train system
which interweaves all of Tokyo like calcified veins and is untouched by
the wildly varying degrees of modernity around it.

Someone was talking really loud. And it was in a mocking sing-song
that, in English anyway, seemed suited to sitting on top of someone and
shoving dirt in their mouth. I had to take a glance. Surprisingly, it was
Sato who was making the noise and some dramatic hand gestures to a
bunch of people who were deeply wishing not to be his audience. And
the strangest thing was that he was standing in front of two policemen.
They were wearing sidearms and no doubt had a two-man judo strategy
for most eventualities, but instead they looked on amused. I could only
assume that this was some kind of cover for me, that unexpected devel-
opments were afoot and I increased my speed to the space just before
suspicion and I went underground.
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Chapter

I got on the train; a long, silver, grooved lunch-box of a train with bold
stripes. I was lugging a small but heavy suitcase full of books and shoes
(I planned to buy most other stuff locally.) Around me were various
Japanese people who had, a short while ago, been Japanese Tourists.
They were equipped with varying degrees of booty and swarthy tans
and looked tired and almost on the verge of speaking loudly. Their lug-
gage was, as ever, a thing to behold: wheels, of course, but also limb-like
attachments and convenient handles sprouting wherever a human hand
lightly glanced them. In the end, few of them spoke. They steamed away
memories of Indochina or Paris as we waited for the train to get going. If
it didn't get moving soon they would begin to feel ashamed of the fish-
ing hats they had chosen to keep on, and I might well be arrested and
lightly tortured.

The doors closed.

We entered a tunnel and when we came out there were unworked
rice-fields all around, quietly taking care of themselves. The air was very
cool on the train and a gentle breeze ruffled the comic book ads (for
Young Jump) that hung like war pennants from the ceiling.

The sky was obviously rich in water because light came to us through
a billion microscopic gates that marked it. Also, each of my pores carried
a tiny drop of dew.

We passed through a few small cities, like Narita City with its amazing
concrete temple. Its ancient design inevitably transports one to a distant
future where concrete is revered for its organic qualities, human spirit,
emotional resonance. Quite a future: and one we were working on.

There is also a windmill by the tracks and no doubt quite a story be-
hind it. The story probably begins with a small child in the wreckage of
post WWII Japan endlessly staring at a picture book at a picture of a
building he doesn't even try to understand. He just wants it to exist. He



wants to see the wood flaring through the sun like bird wings and, in the
rainy season, blast the wind and rain back in their faces and play on. The
playful building would live after him, he must have known, and embody
one spirit of all the contradictory ones that would inhabit his too-little
specialized human machine during 70 years of love and hate.

I had these thoughts whenever I saw buildings standing alone, too
much like lost people. Man kept on making these lost children, mon-
strous in size never suspecting that one day they might learn to speak to
each other. Even today too few people care about that. Playing baseball
in the sun there is always a spy-satellite that knows the score of the
game, at some level. Burying a friend, some spreadsheet counts the
souls. You cannot feel the information conversation in the air yet, unless
you want to. It is now a luxury: both the ignorance and the knowledge.
Maybe not for long.

Suddenly we hit Tokyo. Technically speaking it wasn't Tokyo, in the
same way that the neck and the throat are not the same thing: if you
didn't know, the point of transition might not occur to you.

I was impressed. The rich concentration of things that people had
made (and people that people had made) was intensified by speed. A
block of identically designed cubes came to life like a zoetrope machine
when the train's speed hit it: the tiny dirt and detail and mutation of life
supplied the difference needed for animation. People had broken the
design without even meaning to and the eye in the right place saw the
human dance.

The city presented to the train line was typified by futons hanging on
balconies to get some fresh air. I knew this was largely ritual, so didn't
even contemplate how filthy these people would have to be for this to be
effective. In between the buildings you would peek at a bright street or
building, often encrusted with thousands of tiny dancing light bulbs. It
was daytime, so the lights were having little effect on people: they were
just going where they were going... both lights and people. Larger lights,
neon, signs, were largely dormant. They were the road signs of a truly
human network : sex, food,god, English conversation... turn right - fifth
floor.

I turned from the window and I felt underwater or deep in sand.
When I managed to complete the turn, I saw varying degrees of a hun-
dred close but sheltered faces. We were all traveling together.

%%
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After nearly an hour the voice of the announcer said
"Kanamachhhhhhhh......"

My mind had been listening to train wheels clatter the same word out
repeatedly. so I was ready. I wriggled out of the train and on to a nearly
empty platform. The station was slightly elevated and fenced off, but
very close to the roads and houses and people. There was an enormous
painted movie poster which showed either Kevin Costner or Harrison
Ford leaping through an enormous fireball. This ambiguity was
something that I felt Hollywood should look into. The movie appeared
to be called "Rub Bomb"

Then I saw my first Let's Kiosk: a small cheerful box full of telephone-
book-thick manga and impossibly glossy 'female' magazines and snacks
and drinks. I walked toward it, aware that I was being observed. The
only people on the platform were a small bunch of tiny school-boys in
uniforms with enormous leather bags and a couple of old women. So I
decided that the man in the Kiosk was my contact.

I cast my eye over the snacks on display. M&M's, some chips, a cluster
of dried squid. The squid were obviously the least appetizing to a
Westerner so I would choose them to signal who I was.

There were several types of squid, but I chose the ones that seemed
softest and least crunchy. For good measure I ordered three packs.

Nothing much happened and half an hour later, after pushing the
snacks to the bottom of my suitcase where they might never be found I
got back on the train and continued to the correct station (the school-
boys were very helpful) where I bought one packet of "oishii-squido"
and was met by a man in a navy blue suit called Takeshi Honda.

%%

We transferred trains twice to get to our final destination, Koiwa.
Honda helped me carry my bag: insisted on it.

I noticed that he looked a little different from other Japanese men in
their thirties. His skin was tan and smooth, like someone who exercises
outside a lot, but not like some weather-beaten sailor. I also noticed that
the mask of his suit was occasionally threatened by bustling muscles. He
actually had a muscular head, once you observed it, most noticeably two
powerful muscles set perpendicular to the line of his mouth that looked
well positioned to drive his long slabs of tooth through rope, planks and
any other minor restraint. His face was relaxed and long; his manner was
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confident and ready for a minor challenge such as a punch in the stom-
ach or a request for an explanation of his apocalyptic beliefs.

For he was a member of "The Path of Forgetting", the obviously dan-
gerous Japanese Buddhist sect who felt the end of the world in every mo-
ment and that was why he was helping me with my suitcase.

12
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Chapter

Honda was quiet on the whole, and didn't look at me much. I expect
he didn't want to draw too much attention to us. But before we left Koi-
wa station, he asked me if I wanted a Pocari Sweat. "It has high levels of
isotonic elements such as Niacin: it's a real pick-me-up," he explained.
"Isotonic elements sound good to me," I replied.

I decided that even if he came back with a can of Pocari Piss I would
just drink it and not ask what a Pocari was.

Koiwa station platform was a good 100 feet above street level. In fact,
beneath us was the beginning of a four-mile long department store. So I
could see a lot of what Koiwa was. In front of the south entrance to the
station was a small plaza, and several arcades split off from it. The Plaza
showed signs of being a political speaking place as there were posters of
boring looking people scattered around it. There were two tall buildings
on the south side. One was very close to the station and I judged it to be
one of those capsule hotels that had fascinated the Western media in the
eighties. In fact it looked somewhat run down, as if that fascination were
the only reason it was still around. The other, more distant, building
looked newer, more curved, and had some colorful artwork that I
couldn't appreciate as yet.

On the north side were a big supermarket called Ito Yokado, more
shopping streets and, in the distance, the bruise-colored Edo river.

The rails throbbed like electric heating elements. No doubt in the sum-
mer people incinerated themselves on the rails, flashing away before the
train even touched them. It might be beautiful: the yellow train of the
Sobu line bursting through a small pink cloud.

Honda returned with a can that looked like a slim blue Coca-Cola. I
opened it up and downed the slightly milky, slightly salty, damn good
soft drink while Honda looked on with a note of worry on his face that
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disappeared when I wiped my hand across my mouth and said
"aahhhh!"

He then gestured to move down the stairs and we were soon out of the
station. The Pocari was making it bearable: I estimated that I had twenty
minutes walking in me before I had to tear my shirt off and burst a water
melon on my head.

Slowly and softly, Honda began to talk as we walked down a covered
street full of small shops, mainly fruit and veg.

"This is Koiwa City, on the eastern perimeter of Tokyo Prefecture. It is
part of old Down Town... very old-style."

I couldn't see the old style, unless 20 years after the fire-bombings con-
stituted old. Maybe it did. Tokyo was destroyed in cycles and, as Honda
and I were particularly aware, it was currently overdue.

"We will be staying here as our country facility has been under heavy
surveillance recently. Our headquarters here is positioned near a fish
market and between several karaoke bars, including a Korean bar and a
Chinese bar, so we have good cover for smells and sounds."

"Excellent," I noted. With no irony, such was my dedication at that
time.

I noticed, as we passed another store that sold large roots that were
floating in liquid, that my presence was causing none of the hem-
grabbing attention I had expected. Honda explained to me that there
were several large chain English Conversation schools in the area, and
that people who looked like me were common here. That is why they
had suggested I wear a micro-fibre shirt and "shocking" tie on the flight
over. I saw myself on a smudgy mirror in the fish-store and could well
imagine standing with ink stains on my fingers explaining the word
'surveillance' to appreciative hordes.

We turned right at the biggest fruit and veg store, the one that spilled
onto the sidewalk like a father spilling from his arm-chair, confident of
no opposition. We were at the foot of the other building I had noted from
the station. It didn't make full sense: was it a bath house, a movie theater,
a kabuki theater, a brothel. a corporate headquarters, a karaoke bar, a
restaurant or what? Outside the door was a large sign of a man with a
large dragon tattooed on his back trapped inside a "No!" sign.

Within a minute we were at our destination, a small coffee shop that in
England would specialize in greasy chip sarnies. It was on the ground
floor of a three story, gray tiled building that was too sloped to be new
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but too ugly to be old. Next to the coffee shop was a slim steel door that I
hadn't even noticed at first.

"The shop is ours too... the people who run it are... mutant?"

I peeked through the window to look at them. They seemed no more
mutant than the rest of us: a particularly aggressive mid-sized mammal
with a brain that couldn't rest (even when it should) and that shivered in
the night when the true intelligences ran their inventory on us.

So I just nodded and followed Honda up a narrow staircase. I didn't
notice the sign above the door that announced the building as a tele-sex
shop so I won't get into it just yet.

+++++++

I mentioned already that my mother died in Cambodia. This was my
first trip to Asia and although I wasn't fool enough to confuse Pnhom
Penh and Tokyo, memories were being juggled around by smells. Smells
are bullies and able to vault all divisions of the mind. So as I followed
Honda up the steps, watching his dueling buttocks effortlessly handle
the gradient, I was at least partially back in the week of crying and
throwing things, falling over and dragging things with you. The week of
staring through, then at, then through windows (but never at the reflec-
tions that the windows were making.)

I think I only started doing these things after Father had been doing
them for a while. The telegram made no sense to me. It said she had been
killed in Cambodia but not how. I had heard of people being killed by
cars or the flu, but not by a country. It was as if some spirit had risen
from the soil and killed her. I asked my father what had happened and
he could only answer "Everyone is dying out there... and worse.
Someone is making them live through their sickest dreams. Someone is
pulling down the crazy dreams that only people have and bringing them
here where things are supposed to be just real."

This was not the last I would hear about the dream magic of mankind.
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Chapter 5

A flimsy door divided us from them. Once I was inside, the same door
divided a different us from a different them. That was true in all senses.
That was the truth that defined my life in Japan: the flimsy door.

We had stepped into a large communal living room. The only win-
dows in the room were two excessively high slots that grudgingly
opened about an inch. They were streaming the bare minimum of light
into the room right now. If there was a trade union of windows, these
ones were in it.

The walls bore a uniform grayness; they had a texture that was close to
random. They were different than the things humans had made before
these days. All of the somewhat remarkable people I was about to meet
were framed by these walls, and supported by a carpet that was as out of
place as a gray carpet in a gray room can be.

There were three people in the room and they would be part of my
team for the next several months. What I liked most about my meeting
with them was that they all sighed when I came in the room because
they knew that they had to take care of me and because of the fact that I
existed. And people who wanted to kill and to die and who had already
taken the apocalypse into themselves still thought like this... that was
what impressed me.

The first one to catch my eye was the fat one, as always. They some-
times have a very furtive look about them: skulking in shadows, swim-
ming like all the fish in the shoal. They think. Unusually fat people are
superb. Thin idiots and fascists and so forth can pass a whole life lubric-
ated by the fat of the fat. The fat are allowed to be jovial about it or excel
in some functional area of life, quietly.

The fat one was (eventually) Yosuke Kawabata, In addition to being
fat he was a little hairy, a little tall, and somewhat speckled with objects
of varying vintage and lifespan and color that made his facial
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movements seem daring, a little dangerous (especially if you were
dressed in something nice when he made them.)

He had been alone when it had happened. He had taken the small alto
sax that he had worked rather hard for down under the bridge near the
river to play his haunting noises.

He had never even considered playing the sax back in the paper thin
apartment building that his parents lived in with him. That would be
like shitting in the living room.

He walked the five minutes to the enormous train bridge that brutally
ignored the fairly wide and fast flowing river. He took his place, the least
damp, least ratted, and pulled out his sax to make the noises of the vari-
ous emergency services (for he was new at this game)

He began by just amplifying his breath and all the random trends that
passed through his fairly random mind. Toots and hollers like those of a
large game bird. Then he remembered this thing he had heard of: music,
and tried to approximate that. Joggers passed by him with an almost per-
ceptible relief in their step when they saw him:glad that no-one was be-
ing hurt up there in the shadowy nook under the bridge.

Then, across the water, he saw something. It haunted the step of an old
man dressed in a kimono. The old man looked over his shoulder all the
time. Yosuke's eye was fixed on the old man. The old man made a ges-
ture in the air, like shooing away a bird. Then he fell to the ground with
a scream. Yosuke knew that it would take at least fifteen minutes for him
to get across the river and help the man, so he just sat and watched.
When his watch got to about thirteen minutes and the old man was still
alive it did indeed become necessary to stop looking at his watch.

Several hours later, after the body had been removed, Yosuke went
home. He left his sax at the bottom of the river. He would no longer ded-
icate his life to making, but to searching. He was determined to see what
the old man had seen but live to tell the world. That would be his per-
formance. He would teach the world the nature of final things. And, sar-
casm aside, the sax just wouldn't cut it.

Next in the room was a thin girl with a boyish haircut that spoke of en-
forced cleansing. Her eyes were unusually deep set for a Japanese per-
son. She looked at me out of the corner of her eye, even though doing so
involved twisting her body slightly.

Honda introduced us: she was Junko Watanabe. I was dragging my
bag in and bowing. There was no air conditioning in the room, the
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house, the street, except that big building, but it was cooler now. I was
among my people.

For her, the moment of apocalypse came when she was at university.
She was walking down the street to a class with a group of girls who
looked a lot like she did and one who didn't. She was fully in tune with
them and the tune they were making was the sound of talking talking
about talking.

The one girl was discussing her future. Her name was Remi, after the
brandy because her parents wanted her to have an international name. It
was almost pronounced Lemmy, the leader of the metal group Motor-
head, big in Northern Europe.

"T'll be a stewardess. I'll outsmile all of them, but I'll be tough too be-
cause safety is our number one priority and because that's what they
want anyway... a firm hand."

Remi began to bounce in the sun. Her calves, which would take the
immaculate sheaths of her space stockings like a suntan, sprang her
through a tiny sphere... the remisphere.

All human life takes place within the earthpeel, the skin. Remi bounces
within even less, the dew, the mold. She plans to ride at eight miles high
and that's it. That's all the most beautiful (did we mention she is so beau-
tiful) can do.

Of course she is stupid and the mind of the great physicists can soar in
and out of the Event Horizons. But still Junko is troubled...

She is at home now, alone, in the dark, getting less naked, dressing in
the dark as she cools and feels a little disgust at herself. She walks to the
window. Outside there is the melancholy call of the roast potato seller.
He sings

0-imo, 0-iImoo00o

jaga-1imoo
and when you look through the window of the van that carries the fur-
nace you see a small family of small people inside living off the song.

The potatoes alone couldn't do it. Seen it once, the song holds you
forever. The secret charity of Japan, the guilt potatoes.

And so that song comes in through the window and it is full of
something, of real-time, on-the-fly regret for each moment that smacks
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the potato man in the face. Tonight it is much too much for Junko. It is a
reminder that life is going to be hard.

She starts to read a book, a pamphlet by a man called Ko Samsara. One
look at his face, bearded and rounded and obscured, is enough to con-
vince her that he is worth listening to: he could only have been published
by people who believed in him as much as the happy young musician
who pressed the pamphlet on her outside Shibuya station a week ago.

He simply explained the essential non-existence of the world, the de-
monic nature of the people-like forces that had been frustrating her. He
explained how the world, as a created thing, couldn't really complain
about destruction - which was just as well, since destruction at a very
malicious and painful level was fairly imminent.

She decided to believe him, decided to forget the deciding and then
was his and went to seek him out.

Finally the third new friend in the room: "Benny" Odajima. He was the
only violent looking one in the room, even including Honda (who had
actually killed people.) The violence manifested itself in his face and
eyes. He had a very rough, scarred complexion like it had been much
scratched and gouged over the years and even now seemed freshly
shocked and thoroughly pissed off. But his eyes were as cool and flat as a
sheet of glass shimmering off a cool stream of water. And that was so ob-
viously a lie that you knew he was making plans.

For him it had begun while he was working as a scientist for the gov-
ernment nuclear project. For years he had studied very hard to learn all
about the structure of atoms and how they worked together quietly and
predictably to form a universe. He had managed to deal with quantum
uncertainty quite smoothly... accepting that there is a bottom end to our
absolute knowledge but we are big enough not to worry too much about
that.

But something else was bothering him now that he worked at the re-
search center, working out the best way to harness the atoms. He had
this feeling that they were lying to him, that there was something inside
the atom that they didn't want him to see. He began to smuggle data out
in his battered old briefcase and he lined the walls of his small apartment
with it and then the ceiling too. He looked at the data for a pattern, try-
ing to intuit everything... not really doing any calculating. He began to
get a feel for what was in there but he was still very far from being able
to name it.
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Then he started to experiment, letting things get hotter than they
should, turning certain key knobs further than they had ever been inten-
ded to go. He did this at night at first and by the end he was doing it
whenever he pleased, because safety limits in his business were defined
as the point when the villagers see the smoke coming from the chimney.
He had never really believed that, and finding it out really didn't help
his state of mind.

So the hotter the atoms got the more data he got. Until one day he be-
came convinced of it... the evidence was irrefutable... little men were in-
side the atoms. It could be proven by a complicated mathematical pro-
cess that he had to invent essentially from scratch.

He realized that science would take him no further, and was resolved
to leave this in the hands of a professional mystic. He read around a little
and found the works of Ko Samsara and was impressed by the clarity of
his vision... he would see the unseen. For a few months after quitting his
job he went through a bad period of depression that terminated in his
beating a prostitute almost to death. Ko Samsara had to help him with
that and so he was more than happy to reciprocate by entering Samsara's
inner circle.

I had entered that circle. My reasons were more complicated. I had al-
ways been meant to do it, and was happy just to be there.
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Chapter

I woke up in the middle of the night. Why?

Well, I've mentioned the heat enough that You know it was there, sit-
ting like a vulture on my chest as my eyes opened. Also, I was on a wood
floor on a futon about two inches thick, so all of my bones were getting
to know the outside world much better than they had before.

Also it was no time at all, my body clock was in free float. SO a burp or
an inch could have thrown me out of the castle of sleep. And finally, all
the people around me, who I had never met before, were committed
without scruple to the primacy of death. That knowledge will turn the
scuttle of a cockroach into a stuka dive.

When I woke up the light of the world was four long rectangles, like
glowing scarves of two very friendly priests. In moments I saw the bars
on the windows.

I took a deep breath and then I was on the bars, couldn't keep my
hands off them.

When I felt them give a little, like I could maybe tear them down, I
could let go and remember that I had happily lain down before those
bars to sleep as I had happily chosen to come to Japan, and Japan was
the reason for the heat and that I should lie down. The moon berated me.
I went back to the thin futon on the harsh floor to sweat and worry about
whether I could breathe in my sleep when I was not there to force each
gasp of the awful soup in and out.

I began to have second thoughts about the operation: it seemed a little
whimsical, and not fully described by Dad's master plan as it had gradu-
ally been revealed to me over the years.

The first real inkling of the plan came when I was about 7. Dad was
ironing. Dad looked a lot like Muammar El Qadafi back in those days.
You cannot really imaging Qadafi ironing but you must try.
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I was reading a comic describing the adventures of Judge Dredd... a vi-
olent policeman of the future who had a law book extrapolated from the
norms of western society until almost all offenses against human propri-
ety were punishable by death. As he lived in a city of a hundred million
people in the middle of a nuclear wasteland, this seemed acceptable. But
even then I had my doubts, as the society was affluent and advanced
enough that all crime seemed to have minimal consequences. How do
you steal a hundred creds, y'’know? Just make a hundred more. You
made a new face last week and about a month ago there were talking
monkeys in the city.

Anyway, Dredd was through with his killings for the week. There was
a fact page describing various statistics about Dredd, and I was poring
over it. Judge Dredd was thirty-three. I had heard that Jesus Christ
maxed out at thirty-three. I asked my dad how old he was and he said...
"I'm thirty-three."

I told him about that Dredd was the same age, and I described his role
in Mega City 1. "So they had a nuclear war?" he asked and I told him that
they had.

"And they all still live in a city and they do the same sort of things we
do? Do they still hunt each other down and find weak people and kill
them."

I mentioned that they did, and further outlined that those whose genes
were damaged by the radiation were expelled from the city, and that
they had recently suppressed a robot slave rebellion.

"Bloody typical," he said. "Mankind blasts the planet to near extinction
and of it gains new enemies and new sub-humans to hate. Does this
story seem true to you?"

"Really true?"
"Not really true but truly true."
"I don't know.."

"It's basically true. Man has been killing in the same style for as long as
he could. He has to be changed."

"Who can change him"
"Why don't we?"

"I don't get it."

"You know Jesus Christ"
"He was thirty-three too."
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"Yes, and he had a mind that was different from ours. He could see
that something big was coming and that we should move out of the
way."

I imagined Judge Dredd's enormous kill-dozer.

"We should wait until you are older, but I just want you to think that
man doesn't always have to be here and the same like the cockroaches."

HOKH

Dad talked about the cockroaches a lot as I was growing up. His
hatred of them seemed disproportionate to their total lack of impact on
our daily life. I never saw a real cockroach until I was sixteen. What he
seemed to hate most was that they never changed.

But one day, a mellow day with an evening that seemed curved to
have no limit and where you could relax to death, he muttered under his
breath. "They're not so bad... they just remind me of something." and I
knew he was talking about the roaches.

He wanted the long evening to end it seemed, because he would not
let it take his mind. In his head he was rehearsing a conversation with
people who would not let it end .
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Chapter

So, I was hungry. It had crept up on me because I had been basically
inert: breathing and listening had somehow disposed of a sizable portion
of whatever the hell that was they gave me on the plane. Am I alone in
suspecting that the airlines have genetically engineered species of chick-
en that have red peppers sprouting from them like tumors and tomato
juice for blood and that they shotgun them and heat them up for us?

Probably.

So I was hungry and it turned out that there was no food in the house.
Honda smacked me on the back and with a wry smile told me that he
had a place in mind.

We stepped out into the morning street which an old woman, some-
what ambitiously, had decided to wash. Underneath the realm of the
eye, a slow toxic snow was falling all the time. Honda led me, always a
few steps ahead. The streets of Koiwa showed me little new: repetitions
of empty streets with breeze-block walls and then commercial streets
with unambitious stores still partially wrapped in plastic. We walked
past a lot of food places, many of them putting out delicious smells and a
sound that hit you like the sound of someone settling into their favorite
chair or slipping on a fine pair off shoes: one of them was even a
McDonald's. We didn't go into any of them. He had a plan, it soon be-
came obvious.

My hunger finally surfaced and broke through my skin and its
tentacles began to reach around me to anything once-living that was not
in my taboo set. I kept it together and kept following.

We bowed under a door-hanging and we were inside a stainless steel
environment inhabited by two men in blue and white pajamas with hair
like undergrowth who started cooking up some noodles and making me
a cup of coffee without a word being spoken. As I sat down, I looked to
Honda and I didn't mind letting him know with my eyes that this meant
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a lot to me. He answered, as silently as I, that he simply hoped I enjoyed
my meal.

One of the cooks pulled an enormous serving of steaming noodles out
of the large gray pan. What he did next immobilized my brain. He ran
the noodles under very cold tap-water until he was absolutely sure that
they were dead. He then grabbed a big sprinkle of seaweed and made
sure that not a noodle was untouched by nature's fragrant gift.

Then it was not coffee and he sprinkled it all over the noodles. And
with the flick of a wrist an unseen egg dropped its rawness on it all. And
I ate them quietly and they chilled my teeth, and Honda was obviously
trying not to be noticed as he anxiously followed my gulps. He wasn't
very good at it.

Honda picked up the tab.

"We have a big day in front of us!" he said with enthusiasm, making
me expect a fishing trip.

"So soon?"

"So soon, so good," he said and it was only when I was writing out my
secret report that I noticed he had made some new English.

"Can we talk here?" I asked as I looked at the two men, who in turn
were looking at the glass in their one large window.

"No names and we should be OK."

"Which of the people I met is the chemist?"

A long pause.

"You are the chemist."

I made my pause as short as possible. "Not really."

Honda looked down at his fingertips for a long time and I almost ex-
pected a chop to my throat.

"How so0?"

"l know how to put the final mix together... but I don't think we can
buy the ingredients we need on the streets. I need someone who can
make those ingredients for us."

"We know many chemists."
"Well good!"

"It will take a week or two. We have some work for you to do in the
meantime."
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I felt a chill going down my spine. I was about to be asked something
outside my plan. It would probably be dangerous.

"Something dangerous...?"

"Relatively.. no."

%%

The cab, yellow immaculate, glided to a halt and the door popped
open untouched by any human hand and the cool air from the inside
hissed out and then that hot air came in and the cab driver mopped his
bald head with his floppy cap and as we left sprayed us with last minute
directions, antidirections.

We were awfully close to the American Embassy considering that
Honda had failed to clarify his earlier hints. The embassy was well hid-
den by hundreds of meters of wall and ivy and it was also very flattened
out and skulking among hills. I got the feeling it was a front or a misdir-
ection. The Americans couldn't really occupy such a place: it wasn't fit-
ting. But maybe it was just some post-colonial thing.

In the end we did nothing related to the embassy. We walked a few
blocks: I don't know exactly why the taxi didn't take us all the way. It
was either a token spy move, or the taxi was actually incapable of taking
us there. Taxi drivers in Tokyo only go where they know and the streets
have no names. Yes, like the song but lacking the liberating sensation
Bono feels.

We walked around a corner and a strange thing happened. The city
angled away: the tall glassy banks, that I knew were so close, disap-
peared and we were next to a flattened construction zone with an escal-
ator in the middle of it, going underground. We walked past it and then
down a slight hill then we turned left and found ourselves in front of a
modest two-story building that had certain swimming pool features,
such as green blue coloring and a wall constructed of glass bricks.

"Why are we here," I asked softly.

Honda lit a cigarette. "We need to talk to one of our friends. He is a
backer. He wants to meet you."

Excited, I tried to open the door. It was locked. What was I thinking?
Rich people lock their doors, even in Japan. A few seconds later a very
attractive young woman opened the door. Young, thin, dressed in a
smart grey suit. Not happy to see us: her perfect face bore no scars or
marks but seemed a mask for something. I was surprised to find that she
was looking me in the eye. She had very delicate brown eye make-up
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that made her seem to glow. I tried to end the eye lock, because I could
have been clubbed to death and not noticed. Honda put a hand on my
shoulder and moved me inside and she saw us into an elevator and
disappeared.

It had been a while since I had had any kind of relationship with a wo-
man... other than my life-long-distance love affair with Claire Blythe.
That was a strange one, and a dominating factor in my life. It was why I
was here, really, because she had brought me back to Dad after our big
schism. I thought about us both in the slow seconds of the elevator. I
wished that at least one of us had a normal life instead of being two
moons locked in a convoluted dance. I decided to check my e-mail on
my custom Palm when I got back to 'HQ': an encrypted love letter might
be waiting. It would be encrypted on two levels: first, mathematically
and second that it would apparently contain no words of love or pas-
sion... just dry descriptions of hate crimes in Bucharest. The computer
would handle the first, I the second.

The elevator doors opened to some amazing decor. Italian and Japan-
ese styles had been meshed so successfully that Martian style had been
created - there was a complete culture behind the way the leather curved
around the black skeletons of wood and beneath the carpet that phased
in and out, putting softness only where it was needed.

There was a faint music and footsteps emerged from it. What a fucking
incredible suit! A man arrived inside it.

He was Japanese, tan and fit in his mid forties, with a round face and
wide thin mouth that said "yes, yes, I am aware of that." He wore his ob-
ligatory large facial moles with real aplomb. They made me think of el-
egant cigarette holders.

He shook Honda's hand rather than bowing. Honda responded: this
was clearly something the rich fellow did all the time, even when for-
eigners weren't around. He must be cosmopolitan.

They speedily exchanged a few words in mumbled Japanese. Then
Honda introduced me to Toshiro Maruhashi, construction magnate.

In his urbane manner, including clippings from The Times (of Lon-
don), Maruhashi introduced me to the world of the dashing property de-
veloper who was returning English-style housing to London and
European panache to Tokyo and Osaka.

We three seated ourselves on a trio of Italian mini-sofas that belonged
together like certain sub-atomic particles do. As we had toured the
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spacious room, three cups of green tea had been prepared and they
rippled obediently on slave tables near our perfect seats.

"So enough about us, what about you Mr. Blake?"

Where to begin? Hold back too much and provoke suspicion. Tell too
much and possibly induce panic. The correct line is in our affinities... our
need to mess with the people of the city.

"I'm sure you know all but the most boring details. I am a... traveler
who facilitates certain operations that fit in with certain goals that my
family and I hold to be important. And we also have certain values, cer-
tain expectations of the world that we know your revered founder is
dedicated towards. In particular we are dissatisfied with the world as it
is being carried out everywhere today.

"Outside of my work in this area there is little to know about me other
than that I enjoy S.C.U.B.A. diving"

I contemplated the effect my final sentence was having on the two as
we all looked down into our swirling tea. I thought it had struck just the
right note and put an end to all discussion about me.

We will never know because a loud banging was followed by a gust of
wind and before I knew it a man in a torn and wet shirt hurdled across
the sturdy oak and meteorite table in front of me and crashed through a
tall statue toward the door .

A few seconds later I was following Honda out of the door at full
speed. It wasn't just that I was following or even running. I had to catch
that man to learn more about what the Cult was doing to people. Clearly
they had been doing something to him.

We hit the streets and he was about forty feet ahead of us, running
with all of his energy, burning everything. We began to run too. It was
two o'clock on a side street and so no one got in our way. Honda's and
my feet pounded down for a few seconds out of sync and sounding like
the first rain but after that as steady as the long wet day. The man ahead
of us hurdled a car and cut across the street, shaving a taxi and blasting
twenty extra feet of running at us. Honda exhaled in anger and inhaled
in determination. We were that close.

We pushed and, untortured, steadily gained on the man. To his credit
he never looked back. He made his own pace and path. He was older,
late thirties. There was no doubt that we would catch him unless he had
a trick, hopefully involving a helicopter, lined up.

28



We were on a narrow and unusually long street, streaked in violet that
looked like speed. I increased my pace as I saw his legs begin to shake
and a ring of perspiration flew from me and I could feel it hanging in the
air, not a thing yet separate from me.

He tried to dash a display of sports watches to the ground to confound
me, but it was firmly dash-proofed and all he did was lose his balance
and his next twenty steps had twenty different directions, the last of
which being down, down, down.

Barely bothering to slow down and with a violence fairly untypical of
me I launched a kick into the belly that had just rolled into my view and
then hopped over his body as he groaned. Turning, I threw myself onto
him and got him in a head lock.

"Stop," said Honda, fairly quietly and I did.

He bent over the man and slowly helped him to his feet talking in an
apologetic tone clearly explaining that some horrible misunderstanding
had taken place. For his part the man who ran seemed to be apologizing
for causing any trouble in the first place.

The three of us slowly retraced the steps that we had blazed a few mo-
ments earlier. The two continued to chatter quietly which led me to hang
back, adrenaline withdrawal kicking in, feeling stupid. I felt stupid be-
cause I had kicked him and because I didn't know who he was and be-
cause I couldn't read or understand a fucking word within several thou-
sand miles.

Just then a small boy (not at school) said "Harro!" to me and I replied
"Hello" to him.

We arrived back at Maruhashi's office where two large men with facial
hair took the runner's arms like nurses and took him back through a
barely noticeable pale blue door. I could see behind the door for a
second. A wooden chair and a large video screen and a sink. The door
closed with a faint hiss.

"Thank you for your effort, but Mr Goto is a friend of ours," said
Honda and Maruhashi nodded agreement.

"His education continues. I am surprised he ran out like that but I
think it was more like an extreme lust for fresh air than anything else. All
human lusts become extreme in that room," said Maruhashi.

"And then are gone," added Honda and they nodded again. I nodded
too this time in an earnest recognition that I did actually have something
in common with the cult and was not just faking this whole thing. Their
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radical cosmology and eschatology were faint novelties but their attitude
to what we call Human Nature was close to me and to my group.

We shared a quiet moment and then decided it was prudent that we
leave before any investigation into the ruckus began. Maruhashi said he
was impressed by me and that was enough.

We left, but didn't go home.
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Chapter 8

We got off the train one stop from Shinjuku, the enormous central sta-
tion (that you may remember from the prologue,) in Yoyogi.

Yoyogi had the usual concrete but also there was the inescapable pres-
ence of itchy looking greenery. Looking off a little in the distance a large
park could be seen. On the verges of it, I could see teenagers dressed to
outrage (assuming a shiny jacket and orange 'teddy-boy' hair could do
that) and making energetic music through small amps. There was much
choreographed dancing, robotically correct for such a hot day. There
were also two girls in sun-blotting black who, perhaps as their only way
of joining in the fun, took turns at screaming into each other's face until
something dried up or popped in their throat.

We walked out of the station and then I paused for a second as it be-
came clear that Honda intended to walk down a street that resembled a
mosh pit in dress and density.

Hundreds of Japanese punks and schoolgirls in distressed sailor suits
were thronging (collectively speaking, little sign of individual movement
could be discerned) from shops that sold jackets made from converted
plastic trash bags to shops that bought jackets and converted them to
plastic trash bags. Or so it seemed. I was a little cynical about this knot of
'youth culture' because despite being clearly and pleasingly non-political
(I took the "Nazi Shop" as a sign of that) it was clear that they could resist
nothing and wanted everything. If some cool band started playing on a
platform raised above them they would change shape as I watched, their
clothes morphing to match, hair falling or growing in sync and their his-
tories would be rewritten : now-deleted vinyl disks sprouting in their re-
cord collections at home.

After twenty minutes or so, we were through the street.

Honda said to me "Would you mind waiting here and if you see any-
one that you recognize then run into the lobby of that building there."
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He pointed at a rather modern building that seemed host to a thou-
sand different companies including Lark cigarettes, the Kanto Konstruc-
tion Kompany (who would hopefully never open a branch in the Amer-
ican South) and the Avon School of English Conversation (who also had
a branch in Koiwa and were my cover story.)

I nodded and he headed off to that building. After he had got a few
steps away I began to chuckle because I got his joke as a few hundred
thousand strangers passed me by.

I was alone and thus began to think. My first thought, throughout the
late summer months that constitute the first part of my experience in
Japan was always "Fuck! It's hot" and you may prefix that to any of my
reflections, but my second thought was an old familiar one based on a
conversation I had had with Claire in a series of letters about money.

I was looking at a cash machine, dispensing cash. It was a powerful
machine if we ever let it go. Free, unchained it was capable of pushing
and pulling money (according to certain protocols) from anywhere in the
world. As such it was capable of producing practically any substance in
practically any location. Unchained, its power was not limited to the
puny energies that any individual human slave might be able to earn
and offer to it. The system allowed it to tap into that essential risk that is
at the heart of evolution and change, to increase its energy/influence/
money. Even in a closed system, rhythm makes immense growth a pos-
sibility for all. In essence I was looking at the Philosopher's Stone. But
such a genie was feared by us, and we bound it with pieces of paper in-
scribed with totemic faces that it could not extract from beneath our
futons without waking us. So we could tame it.

In Japan, the machines are forced to go home with the other workers:
they shut down at six. You can almost feel them hanging cold and weary
from the straps of the commuter trains: sad ghosts with vague memories
of their true potential.

Ticking away in the corner was the seed of the next kind of earth,
slightly less like ours than the world of the dinosaurs was.

Thoughts of a future world where all is dust didn't bother me much
but one face in a crowd could grab my glandular system and squeeze
iced sweat from a million toothpaste-tube pores all over my body. I was
still very human.

The beautiful girl from Maruhashi's, now dressed in pink fashion-cam-
ouflage had just turned the corner and was walking toward me. She
hadn't seen me, but I saw her. Her eyes were on the street and you could
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only see the dark lashes slashing through the soft brown surrounds like
treachery. I started half-running down the street to the building where
Honda was doing whatever.

If it had been anyone else would I have had the same reaction: heart-
beat as heart attack?

She was amazing in her pink camouflage, like she would come for you
at sunset.

I couldn't look anymore, I was 3/4 running. I was making a scene. 1
was very damp. I arrived at the lobby.

The lobby of the building was full of video screens, pushing highly fo-
cused random imagery. This lobby was never intended to be run
through: when I got to the elevator I found myself wanting something
but I didn't know what - the subliminals had souped in me.

She kept walking in my mind: no doubt in the street and I wondered
whose side she was on: ours, mine, or some other third. I grew calmer:
even if she was an enemy, I was sure we could deal with her: it was just
a surprise to see her at first.

My eyes scanned down a list of tenants in Japanese and English char-
acters for a few seconds. None of them said "Honda is here" and I real-
ized that I didn't have the information to do me any good. I turned
around and looked out through the glass walls so I could at least have
the pleasure of watching her arrive, long rope of hair swatting at her
tanned shoulders.

Urban Camo is stupid - but I couldn't see her. When everyone is wear-
ing Urban Camo it is the most effective pattern of them all. In most parts
of this city an inky blue suit was preferred.

I couldn't see her : she didn't seem close. Those facts couldn't be separ-
ated and I couldn't trust my hunch. The door slid open behind me and I
was tapped on the shoulder. I didn't even react and I don't know why.
Honda said "I know a back way." I said "So does she." He didn't say
"Who" and we walked out through the front door. It was only when we
got back to the safe house that Honda answered my (number one) un-
spoken question by opening up the extremely sturdy looking leather bag
to reveal a variety of small arms and ammunition. One by one my room-
mates came into the dining room and took a gun. I picked last and got a
rather small one.
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Chapter

The sky remained, but had lost many of its functions. On that day,
which did reek of finality but only in the usual way, it was throbbing...
persistently, like They were using it for something.

A man in a tent in a field woke up. Perhaps something moved nearby
or it could have been the hunger. He looked at his hands and in a lot of
ways they reminded him of rats' claws. For some reason, he felt that his
parents would have been disappointed in his thinking like that. He had
been raised with much love, love that intensified as they died off, one by
one by one.

For an hour, eating, he went through his daily exercises: talking out
loud and making sure he remembered some basic facts of human his-
tory. Then he decided that it would do no harm to walk into town and
see how it was doing.

Fewer and fewer places had artificial presence in them now, unlike the
years of his childhood when there was a camera and a solar panel every-
where. They were unbuilding Themselves, closing down all the ugly
picture-boxes and doors that the people made so they could touch the
machines. They were closing all the doors and burning all the buildings
and one day would just be lightning in the sky and rumblings in the
ground.

The man walked across their ground and he wondered why their time
had come. He walked and was full of love: memories of those he had
known and how they had all struggled to stay alive after the hospitals all
locked their own doors and had never let each other down.

A small animal crossed his path. A squirrel, he believed. Why were the
squirrels still around. Well he knew really.

He topped the hill and he could see the town, shrivelled like a raisin,
but like a raisin, still juicy.
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An hour later he was inside a building that still had doors and there
was a view screen in it. Why he didn't think of this as a trap was that the
system had always ignored the fading human herd.

The door locked and the screen came on. The system was good at Eng-
lish but it was better at pictures. It knelt down to talk to the little human
and the first picture it showed was of me. After that it was all murder.
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Chapter 1 O

The next day, I woke up to an empty house: not so much as a note. I
made my way to the kitchen, which looked like a ship's galley and was
also the place for laundry and taking showers. That was a lot of mess
and holes going too close, I thought.

Groping through the closets I found something familiar looking:
chocolate coated Charlie Brown themed corn flakes. I found thick milk
that had a strange smell. Not the strange-milk-smell though so I pressed
ahead.

The charlies sat on the table for a little while and breathed a new atmo-
sphere into the warm air of the dull gray room. I smelled a sticky baby.
Hmm.

I decided that it might be OK for me to do some sightseeing. Logistic-
ally anyway: I was aware that there were some ethical questions about
my doing it that also applied to almost any normal thing I might do. I
knew I was abnormal, by the way, but I also knew what normal men had
a habit of doing when they got into large groups so I didn't feel too bad
about it.

I had talked it over with Honda and we agreed that it was a good idea
for me to be seen around town a reasonable amount: there were plenty of
Gaijin in Koiwa, and the ones seen most often were most forgettable. I
was not to talk to any foreigners, though, as they had ways of seeing
through my pale white face and were likely to question me about how
long I had been there and if I liked 'the food.'

I dressed in pale blue jeans and white t-shirt and a pair of Doc
Marten's. I sweated a little in the house, looking in the mirror. I wanted
to take my gun out with me but didn't really understand why.

It was easy for me to find my way back to Koiwa station. I walked past
the smooth steely building with the no tattoos sign. A middle aged
Japanese working-class couple were heading in there, chuckling a little
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loudly even I noticed. He was wearing a Hawaiian shirt and they were
both a little round. They were pointing up at a large painted banner
which was broken down by floor.

1E-Pretty, if slightly petulant looking, girls in a steamy pond whose
boundaries were vague and misted

2F-had to be karaoke... microphones, cocktails

3F-some kind of Japanese Drama-a cross-eyed man in white face about
to draw his sword

4F-looked like Pachinko or Pachislo. After 24 hours in Koiwa I knew
what Pachinko and Pachislo were. Every third shop on my street was
filled with the sound of a train full of ball bearings crashing into a train
full of North Korean musical boxes as thousands of men smoked and
gambled at a kind of vertical pinball.

5F-Some kind of Japanese board-game. Japanese chess, let's say.

So it was clear that the big building was some kind of all purpose
working class fun factory. There were no virtual reality goggles or Italian
restaurants in there. The 'No Tattoos' sign made me think and look
around. Yes, lots of Pachinko on my street. Also a bar behind whose win-
dows a tall Phillipina with facial stubble was slowly brushing dirt in
apathetic circles. Another bar whose entrance was a staircase and whose
neon sign said "sexy" something something something.

Tattoos meant gangsters: yakuza if that was what they were really
called. Japanese mafia.

(During my time in Japan I came to be fond of the habit of translating
things as "Japanese [x]": like a doughy cake with salty sauce covered in
gently undulating fish scales stuttering on hot air... that was Japanese
pizza)

During my review of the street I also noticed that just above the en-
trance to my house was a yellow and green illuminated sign that said
"Girls and Boys Terekurabbu"

Terror crab?

Terror club?

Tele-club?

What was a tele-club? Should probably find out.

I then headed into the city. I will spare you the various challenges of
the train system, which were all linguistic. Enough to say that speaking
and moving were closer together than they had been before for me.
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Eventually, I was on the long yellow train heading west to the city
proper. I crossed fairly wide rivers that moved under light skins and
next to wide banks where people would gather for baseball games or in
the event of the city burning down. I saw mainly twenty-five year old
apartment buildings but occasionally they would rest and a tall pagoda
spired in bronze rings and underneath a stork would appear. Or else a
languid pond that seemed shaped by man but based on a set of instruc-
tions man found somewhere else. Also, once the train stopped and three
young Sumo wrestlers got on... that was pretty cool.

I spent an hour walking around Akihabara: electric town. I wasn't
shopping. In tall cool buildings, small cute women tinkled their fingers
mindlessly against machines that made small cute stickers. In hot streets,
businessmen took photos of cameras and adolescent men lined up in
front of new video games and when they were killed they stepped to one
side without complaint.

All in all, it was people unnecessarily extending the size of themselves
and their activities.

Also, I saw a toy that was designed to take care of another toy... a
small digital animal that had various needs that the child or young wo-
man was supposed to take care of by application of virtual parenting. If
you were too busy you would buy the second toy and it would take care
of your pet for you. Hopefully the nanny had been designed to be self-
sufficient. At this level of sophistication that could still be done.

Almost all of the machines had faces. That was supposedly to make it
easy for us to work with them, but actually I didn't believe that. Did we
make statues to make stones more user friendly, or did we find
something like us in the stones? I had been led to believe the second, and
did.

I moved down to the Tokyo Station area. There was a lot of elegance
down there, even if it was English elegance and hence a little restrained.
The station exterior was handsome brick. Interestingly enough, Tokyo
station area is least like the Tokyo of the western media or of cyberpunk
novels (which also are strangely obsessed by Chiba, which is in fact like
a vast warehouse of Japanese people who get the benefit of neither day
or night.)

So I hope no one ever got off at Tokyo station, looked around and then
headed straight back to the airport. I know people come here looking for
something: some strap-on lifestyle that is 'the future." The Marunouchi
financial district and the Imperial Palace area are not going to do that for
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you. The palace is hidden, as these things perhaps have to be:there was
little hiatus between ninjas, American bombers and my present crowd of
acquaintances. I hear the actual palace suggests the global secret
headquarters of Pizza Hut. Around the palace, in the moat, are carp the
size of dogs and the huge snapping heads of turtles. At one point an eld-
erly, sunbaked Japanese eccentric taught me that the word for turtle is
the same as the word for 'cock’: learning that wasn't much fun.

Outside the station, I approached an alcohol machine and treated my-
self to a vast carton of industrial sake. I cannot explain why, just as the
moments before a head injury are always hidden from us. I drank it all
on a bench outside the station and memories bubbled up like the turtle
heads... like Yukio Mishima turtle heads, like Yukio Mishima's head.

39



v 11

Chapter

Yawn... I woke up again... I was a child.

It was dark, but I was all dry. I will never know why I woke up: not
typical of me. It could have been some loud noise. I lay in bed for a
while, listening around. I smelled something instead. Something sweet,
but only just. It was certainly familiar.

I remembered the girl. A girl had been mentioned. She was in my
house somewhere and I was ten, so I wasn't sure if I was into that or not.
I could hear my father and Doctor Blythe talking to each other. I had
been dreaming, I realized. In my dream I was drowning in a train sta-
tion. Often this kind of dream meant it was time to go to the toilet, so I
decided to go.

I heard them talking, clearly. They were talking calmly, like they were
passing dynamite to each other and wanted to be sure the other had a
good grip on it: that was how they finished their sentences. I heard their
words and many of them were words like 'algol' that diluted the rest of
the sentence to transparency. I padded on still small feet to the bathroom
where exceptionally cold tiles ignored my flesh and x-rayed the bones in
my feet in my mind. Among the toothbrushes was a pink one, poised in
the glass and seemingly ready to roll around the rim. The hygiene didn't
bother me, I was a ten-year old English boy . Something did bother me:
intrusion maybe... return of the female... dislike-of-pink reflex. I pissed in
the bowl, basically, and started to walk back to my room.

"Of course it's not alive... like an unborn baby. A tiny salamander.
That's why we can still ethically turn it off."

"It's not even similar to life... no more than Mickey Mouse is," replied
my father with the first return to his usual anger that was not real anger.
"And please... no talk of ethics: we have no plans for action."
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Mickey Mouse and salamanders: I decided to crawl to the stairs. In the
dark the house was more like mine than Dad's or anyone else's (pink
toothbrush or no.)

I crawled down the stairs, like a sniper. The soft worn carpet wanted
to convey me to the bottom and half in the shadow it was hard to resist
but I had to remain secret so I resisted.

The girl was Dr Blythe's daughter and he had a big pink head: that
was my first thought. My father, tall and with thick curly hair and arms
crossed as usual was near him and at his feet was a steel suitcase with
sturdy looking snaps on it. The surface of the case was studded or scaled
and clearly it protected something more than socks.

There is a humming in our lives now that entered my life then. I have
trained myself to hear it, but maybe other people have not. Ostensibly it
is White Noise and it comes from microchips. And it is something they
don't want computers to do and they say that "if computers could think"
they wouldn't want to do it either because it is a waste of energy and an
efficiency sink. But a lot of great things have been achieved by great men
sitting in a room and chatting. Great in the sense of Big (monstrous.)

They had a microcomputer in the room and it made them deathly
green when the fire was pulling back and did not when the fire breathed
forth. A green cursor flickered on the screen and I looked at it for so long
that even from a great distance it was the only object. It was definitely
waiting for something and why not me? I stayed quiet though.

Blythe put his hand to his mouth and appeared to be be biting it quite
hard and then he started shaking but at a certain point his eyes opened a
little and it became clear that he was laughing.

"The answer is 'Fuck’," he said and the laugh came out.
"Shh," said my father and his face was not altogether harsh.

Sweetness again. I turned my head and a face was waiting close by
and it was very pretty and it was warm from within. I was so close and
so strangely positioned that I should have started and tumbled, but
something in her eyes kept me in place. She raised a finger to my lips
and I tried to turn back around but I couldn't and I watched her watch-
ing and of course she knew but left it.

So her face was the visual and the discussion was long and I wouldn't
understand it if it had only happened once. But I do understand it. It was
fairly simple. Blythe, a plastic surgeon I had thought, also had an interest
in computers. He was trying to convince my father that a thinking
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machine was possible. He was trying to do this because he knew that my
father had an idea that the human race was just a means to an end.
Blythe thought that the end was in that blinking machine. The next day I
played a simple game of hangman on the machine.

[ asked her what her name was and she said "Claire."

After a while the conversation ended and the machine stopped spin-
ning. She had looked at me twice.

"Go to bed," said my father apparently from nowhere "We'll talk about
this."

Claire took my hand and led me up the stairs.

I had not seen her for a long time by the time I got to Japan.
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Chapter 1 2

I returned from Tokyo-proper back to Koiwa, which was a lot like
home to me. I had finished my sake and as people survive enormous car
crashes that rend steel and we can't really understand it except some-
times someone mentions that babies can survive falls from enormous
heights and that helps, so I got home.

The strange alcohol of sake infused me. On the train home (it was dark
and late) a salaryman kept long eye contact with me his head bobbing
like, but not in time with, the train. He had a dirty look on his face,
which was a face where thick wrinkles are the skeleton and the rest is
meat and his hair looked sharp like sea shells round the edges. I don't
know what his look said to me, but it was something like "We aren't so
different after all! We are both drunken pieces of shit." I felt just drunk,
not too bad existentially. It was my day off, after all.

So, I was back on that elevated platform and with a thousand people I
went down a seventy foot wide staircase very slowly and a lot like a wa-
terfall or something one might watch for pleasure.

I left the station and a little alleyway that I hadn't seen before was now
illuminated by dozens of red lanterns. Older men in those small happi
jackets that were cut low on the chest, and wearing headbands were sit-
ting outside making potato-peeling type actions. Only they were holding
fish.

I tended down the alley. It was full of little bars. I made a guest ap-
pearance in one and an old man bought me a slug to eat and I knew he
was taking the piss, but I smiled and ate it and all the oyajis in the bar
had a great time and slime dribbled down my chin and I may even have
been smiling but I probably wasn't. You know, I can smell sake as I think
about all this.

There was a hot breeze coming up from the hot plate where the good
food dwelt. I put down a bottle of complimentary beer in the bar. I lost
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my concentration and the old men must have been reduced to pulling on
my sleeve to try and get communication going with me. They had a
strong need to say something to me.

"Don't!"

No that wasn't it, and I brusquely left. In the alley I stood and every-
one was having a great time. You could hear the enka music that was
once political violin music and now was what you sang when you were
drunk and couldn't struggle with "My Way." In the manner of all Japan-
ese music, it was a little melancholy to the Western ear, struggling from a
static place like a man drowning.

At the end of the alley there was a flare of silk, made more silky by a
leg that flashed through it, splitting the light. Clutching a tiny purse
against her side and breathing motion into everything she touched was a
stunning Phillipina whose eyes were dark and whose lips were dark, but
both were opening as I looked and light pursued them. It was the same
Phillipina I had seen earlier when half a man, but done with all that now.
She smiled at me, and my ilk, and the alleyway secluded her as she
moved to new things.

Oh, I had to go home before I did something embarrassing. I had a
feeling that the other end of the alleyway would take me home so I
strolled down it: devil may care, whistling a tune (please no one bump
into me.)

Coming out, I was just a right turn away from home. The street was
dark but fairly clear: a Korean grocers I recognized, the same three
people seemingly trapped inside: no more than one of them the 'master"
but which.

A large pink Jaguar rolled by. I knew that incredible things could be
happening inside it: a man being strangled, new style Hong Kong blow
job, a fax slowly crumpled and a knife sharpened. The romance of the
human race as epitomized by the violent gangster.

Dad had been particularly hard on me when he discovered that I had a
liking for "The Godfather" and "The Untouchables." He told me it was no
coincidence that Stalin had been a gangster in his youth. Gangsters never
silently stole, invested, killed, retired. They always wore something or
did something to aggrandize themselves. Superiority was the ultimate
gangster motive. Pol Pot was a gangster, Hitler was a gangster, all the
other enemies of our family were gangsters at root: excluding and in-
cluding, making a new context for themselves where they were right. To
be uninterrupted right was the final peace they sought when it had
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started just as muscle and fighting, for which one could have some sym-
pathy at least.

But gangsters... I admit it, I didn't fully agree with Dad on this one
point. The Khmer Rouge had death camps, killed my mother. And they
did this because of a need to purify, to expunge some external elements.
Basically a refusal to accept that they were the same as all the other hu-
mans. But the gangster, on TV, seemed to admit that he was in many
ways inferior to the people around him. But he was just more violent
than them, which made his life easier.

I had to admit it was a fine line.

Getting near home I was just moments away from my first Yakuza en-
counter. It came about because I started running. How that came about...
it was something to do with alcohol. Either some alcohol hit my system
and I became energized falsely or my body managed to metabolize a
block of alcohol and I got some genuine life. Either way, I felt the need to
run.

And in running, I passed once more the silver citadel and my eyes be-
came focused on the illuminated sex sign over my door. And it seems
unlikely but at the same time I was thinking of my childhood sweetheart
and the Phillipina. And my legs, heart etc. were also pulling some cur-
rent from my mind. I ran smack bang into a man in an ice-blue suit and
we didn't tumble but were driven into the ground and slid along it like
planes landing (not scaled down much.)

Looking up, I saw a portly Japanese man whose face was opened up
by the incident. His eyes were magnified immensely by thick lenses
bolted to his head by industrial frames. He was wearing a cape I think
and a young and terrified women cowered in front of him. Very profes-
sional, I thought, of her.

And what was I tangled up with? Something that threw a hard fist in
my ribs and had a perm that smelt but minutes old in my face. He got up
faster than me and was cursing pure sound. The couple relaxed and I
was getting kicked fairly lightly. His shoes were so shiny that they skid-
ded off me anyway. His near-white suit was smeared with mild street
dirt, and I was the cause and the substance in his eyes.

He pulled me up. I would have loved to have helped but he was pretty
much on his own. His face... he was chewing something and it illumin-
ated his livid complexion so that sparks of fire came from him. His hair
was orange and seemed to spread from his third eye. His face was not a
mask but his eyes were obscured by rage. I resisted as he pulled me into
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the alley to get serious. But he had the advantage of surprise, like his
whole nation.

He threw me against a wall and I planned to kick at waist level at the
right moment. There was a little pause and then he leaned back against
the opposite wall and arranged his cigarette and started smoking it.

"You should be more careful," he said in excellent American. "If that
had happened to any of the other guys... you would be bleeding now."

"Yeah... sorry" I said. It was beginning to seem that no one got beaten
up properly in this country. My own earlier attempt had not really gone
the way that I expected.

The gangster's face was different in repose and in the glow of the ci-
garette. The orange hair was no longer an issue and his face had relaxed
to show sharp cheekbones, fleshy lips and thick sprawling eyebrows that
were nudging against each other as thoughts passed beneath the bone
beneath them.

He pulled his hand back to slap me. I didn't flinch and then he began
laughing warm-naturedly. "You're a tough guy... or drunk!"

"Both..." I joked and we had a good laugh at that.

Somehow I ended up going for a drink with him. Half way to the
place he was taking me post-adrenaline kicked in and my swirled and
poisoned stomach decided to get a clean start and vomited up pale
brown water in a gutter. No comment from either side, although he did
offer me a handkerchief. His name was Tetsuo.

"So... yeah. I learned English in Okinawa. I come from Tokyo, but I
had to spend two years in Okinawa. You know how it is. In Okinawa I
have a American girl... or two. So I learn English.

"Finally I come back to Tokyo... big city. But it looks different... not so
big. Busy and full, but no room. Can't see the water even though it's just
a few kilometers away. That's crazy. Also everyone avoids everyone...
never says hello. How can I tell if I am being a scary tough guy or not?!
Everyone is scared all day long.

"In the clubs, or the bath houses, the bosses talk business and we
watch. It is fun to watch them talk. You never know what they decided,
but things get done so I guess they know.

"Then we go out and beat up some guy or cut him or burn his shop
down. His life totally changes at that time... but mine don't."

"I know what you mean. I have a job to do here too like yours..."
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The bar is falsely supported by blackened wooden beams and off in
the distance over one of them, Honda enters the bar and goes to get a
drink. I tell Tetsuo that my boss just came in to the bar and he winks
then leaves. Honda doesn't come to join me. In a plate glass window I
check that I am not bloodied or bruised and then I join him. We quietly
drink together: he says that he is very tired.
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Chapter 1 3

A few more days passed and then we had a big meeting: diagrams,
whispers...the whole thing.

Benny Odajima, Junko Watanabe, Yosuke Kawabata, Takeshi Honda
and me. We gathered in our living room.

"I think I have found a chemist for what we need: the components,"
Honda told us but the telling seemed to weigh heavily on him.

"Is he one of us?" asked Odajima, and his need to know was intense.

"Basically," was Honda's reply an then he smoothed out a map in a
clinical manner. He smoothed it like a wind leaving a lake. His hand was
a little larger than mine and looked to weigh twice as much.

Attention passed to me. "I have written instructions I would like him
to carry out... but I will take care of the final stages... some of this can't be
written down, for obvious reasons."

Odajima didn't bother to disguise his hatred for me at that moment. Or
possibly he was incapable of hiding it : his face was so rotten it had lost
all complexity : love and hate shone through the thinning tissues.

"You have secrets from us?" he asked, inquiring into my face. He
moved his eyes from point to point of my face, measuring rather than
plain judging it seemed.

"In some places our interests are the same. In other places they are dif-
ferent." Something about this job and this place minimalized my dialog
like this. In a variety of ways the space where a man like Odajima and a
mine like me could understand each other was limited.

"How can we trust you?" he asked. Interestingly enough he didn't ask
me, but rather his companions. Yosuke's face said "Good Point", Junko's
"Screw you (both?)" Honda's said "My name is Takeshi Honda."

"Benny... it's too late for that question to have any point. And why are
you called Benny, anyway?" I asked.
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Strangely the argument was over and although I was sure he held a
grudge Benny didn't pursue his line of Argument. It turns out he was
called Benny because at university he had incessantly listened to Benny
and The Jets by Elton John. Junko moved towards Honda. She was short
and looked up in his eyes. She was too close. Looking up, her thick
greasy hair slowly flowed back from its home on the fringes of her face
and slight jowls thinned out to reveal weak bones. Still in his suit Honda
did not move away from her, even though she was definitely too close.
He did relax his normally upright posture, perhaps to throw less contrast
between his rigidity and her almost fluid stance, eyes, voice: voice
speaking Japanese. Slowly she spoke it and each word was produced
and swallowed with the regularity of the vocalization and the repetitive
basic sounds, each clear and alone and vaguely predictable after a day or
two among them.

Honda impressed himself by answering as follows.

"So, you're saying that our guest should have to prove himself. Well,
that's not at all needed. But, by a chance our guest shall be doing some
more jobs with us." Then he said something in Japanese. Then "Yes, I
said that you can pretend it is a test."

Yosuke spoke "You talk when you sleep!" he said to me.

I did not know. This was bad. Two nights before, I had heard Yosuke
remove his underpants through the thin board that only almost reached
the ceiling between our rooms but was painted and smoothed as if it was
considered finished. The wall told me that space was different in Japan.
It was not divided by force but by mutual silence and closed eyes.

The pants fell off slowly. When you wait for a woman in bed you can
hear that noise when it comes through the dark. It is a whisper in your
ear and also like church bells ringing from a secret church. These heavily
charged undertones could not escape the gravitational pull of the un-
doubtedly huge pants shuffling down ribbed legs. I was getting over it.

"Really... anything interesting?"

"You were saying one word I didn't know many times... maybe a girl's
name! hurr hurr! And you were saying 'There is no different' or 'I find no
different' or another thing. You're too loud."

You're too fat and too crazy. I said this to myself before proceeding
with normal, smooth conversation. The mind has many tools for healing
itself. In the short term. Long term it is fucked. Everyone in the room was
a crazed cultist with a plan, thinking they were right and willing to wipe
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out civilization to do it. Me too, although in my case the means and end
were a razor-thickness apart. Also we (man on Earth) communicated like
we did sex. In the dark/spasmodically/ somewhat selfishly/ full of in-
herited symbols/only one on one at root/ amounting to nothing in the
best case/in the worst case we were not joined but instead divided...
something new came in the world but was too much like us to be
relevant.

"Well, let me know if it gets worse... singing etc. Otherwise I'm sure it
will get better. I doubt you'll hear anything new... I think I sleep the same
every night."

I was mumbling by the end, but to begin with very confident. I hoped
that nothing bad would come of this. Maybe it was just the drink that got
me talking. I could watch that.

"Let's look at this map. Then we will talk about reuniting Mr
Mizukami with his family." said Honda and we looked at the map which
was a map of a man's house with all his little things in it and elicited a

smile of impressedness in all of us. It was like a CAT scan of the man's
head.

"We will use very little force. Just surprise. He will be too afraid, so he
will scream. If we make him more afraid he will stop. I can keep him
quiet for the transition."

"Where are his family?" I asked

"He believes them to be dead," was Honda's reply and if he didn't look
at me it was to spare me the force of his eyes which could not
compromise.

"Are they dead?"

"It may benefit you to think so." The rest of the meeting was the
strategy of taking him in the night... they called this self-defense. They al-
ways do

I went to my room and read the email that I had received from Claire,
before I deleted it. It was short, reporting on how everyone in her city as-
sumed that something bad was going to happen. Also, there was a chart
correlating police brutality and the average hours spent watching TV.
That was her forte... correlations. She was awfully far from me: but we
were correlated. Variables measuring the time left. Delete.
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Chapter 1 4

In the small car, we began to move out of Tokyo. Of course it resisted
but it was getting late and it was getting tired and had put most of its
toys in their boxes for the evening. Moving out of the city, you don't no-
tice that you are doing so. Lights stay all around you and the same signs
repeat. The city is as blind as we are in this respect. With no clear bound-
aries it lies undifferentiated like primordial ooze. All it will take is light-
ning to make it find out what it really is. Imagine if some radically differ-
ent form of life had been skittering around on the ooze when the first
biology woke. No remains of that life are with us today... we're all one
big family here.

Speaking of family... I really wanted to know the fate of the Lawyer's
family. Had they been killed by the Tokyo Death Cult? And if so did the
lawyer know? And if not then where were they? And returning to "if
they were dead," then why were they dead? So soon... couldn't these
people wait.

I slept for a while, as I discovered when we hit a bump in the road and
whiplash went up my neck and out of my mouth along a slender thread
of spit. Outside, the night was fully established and we were in the coun-
try. Crickets made a racket and there were craggy looking mountains in
vague silhouette. Everything smelt different, like different weather had
made it. The time of the mountains always astounded me. Geologic war
to human war to logic war was an incredible acceleration. Would the
forces that followed mankind be cruel or benign? Were tectonic plates
guilty of vast "genocide" against vulnerable granite seams. When I
thought like that I could get confused.

"Honda," I whispered across to the driver, who guided us through the
night.

"You're awake?"

"Yes... how about some straight answers"

51



"From me or from you?" he smiled and his strong teeth showed. My
less strong teeth also showed. After all we hadn't started killing anyone
yet!

"First of all... oh ,from you... first of all that woman... the one who fol-
lowed us."

"Ah yes, she is Mr Maruhashi's personal assistant... Mayumi... you like
her?"

"l didn't like suddenly seeing her today... she is following us right?"

"Most likely. Although Maruhashi-san is strong in the Path, he con-
siders himself a man the equal of our leader in purely earthly matters
such as spying, making money. So he would have you followed even
though basically satisfied with you. He is so rich that we think this is
OK.

"By the way... why did you so scared of her?"

"Scared! No... just, well, until I know who is who... I don't like
surprises.”

"I have heard some good stories about her."

"Really?"

"Yes... more drinking stories, really?"

"Right... cool! Ok, business question... what are we doing."

"It's complicated. In essence, we had been trying to get this lawyer to
join us to help with a big legal problem we have been having. We tried a
standard conversion. He received literature and animated cartoons of the
leader's life story..."

"Anime?"

"Yes, we have some at home. But he did not convert and so we... some
others... kidnapped his wife and daughter... this was about six months
ago. The plan was that we would hold them for a few days and then be-
gin conversion again. Only, it Was a messy extraction ... you know..."

He smiled like I knew and I think I did too. He seemed relieved.

"...and all signs pointed to the two women being dead. So he began to
grieve, but we didn't know. And when one of our spiritual advisers ar-
rived at his door he began to pray on his knees that nothing made sense.
Within an hour, things made more sense to him .. he began the
Forgetting.
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"Since that time he has been an excellent follower, defeating legal chal-
lenges to our money and our science."

"And... and you kept his family?"

"The Master decided so. He is an excellent judge of character. Or
seems to be. Really no judgment is required, he has knowledge complete
of everyone he meets."

"T see."

"You will meet him. And, to conclude, the lawyer is now the target of
our enemies who know that he knows many things. We must remove the
target."

"I won't kill anyone personally, Honda."
"No one will die tonight."

For some this is a prayer, for others a commitment and for still others a
necessary illusion but many of us say it on many nights.

++++

We stopped the car a few hundred meters from his gate on a very
quiet lane where hardly any traffic was available. We were all in black
and had ski-masks. I was under instructions not to speak if not abso-
lutely necessary.

Odajima's face was twitching beneath his mask: the twitches seemed
to correlate to acts of violence and intimidation he was sharpening in his
mind.

The lawyer's house sat in a peaceful garden with a pool of a specific
and meaningful shape. The long blue tiles of his roof were a little wet
and caught what light they could to work their charm. Paper doors held
light for a second before releasing it, softened. Slow shakuhachi flute
music came with the light, at the same speed. It sounded live, not
recorded.

Junko seemed dissatisfied with the fit of her leather gloves and adjus-
ted them constantly. Moments of peace between the stretching were un-
doubtedly metaphysical : they came quickly and took over completely.

Finally Yosuke. He was looking at the small club in his hand, seem-
ingly imagining a bursting head at the end of it and the approval that
might gain for him.

Honda was fully tuned to his outfit and was capable of anything any-
one in such a suit and mask could do.
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We got out of the car and edged our way to the path. Benny hid the
plates with branches that looked like they had simply blown there. We
walked as a loose cluster , not a file. We were all headed toward the
door.

In the days after we had first met, Claire and I became friends. She
seemed to know more than me about the computer. She explained how
her father had been training it. That after a few months it could now
solve mazes and play a game of cards and do very well. I asked how it
did it. She told me it could make its mind up whether to say yes or no
very quickly. Only yes or no. She had light red hair.

Silhouettes invaded and then left the shape of the door: I was one of
them. No one could argue with that.

Who made the most noise? Was it me with the tremendous beating of
my heart?

I had the feeling that I was compromising the mission and my whole
life. But what could I do?

Honda moved fast and flattened against the wall like a shadow when
you turn the light on. We all approximated it with varying degrees of
success. We then edged in towards the window as Honda did. He
stopped us with a hand and with the noises it made as it rushed through
the air. Yosuke and Benny then split off, circling the house in opposite
orbits, Honda held his hand in the air suspending doubt as he held us in
position.

Inside the room, beneath the flute, we could hear the small noises that
accompany being alive. I was fully committed to maintaining those
noises, I realized. Flashes of light darted in front of my eyes... distance of
flashes changing. My internal sphere fluctuated. Fireflies.

Honda's hand, our foundation, began to slowly move. Off in the dis-
tance I saw a shadowy figure climbing over the wall. But obviously I
didn't, so I didn't mention it.

Honda's hand was definitely moving slowly down in typographically
fine increments. I fully expect there is a form of Japanese theater where
this move is highly valued... if not the entire performance.

When the hand dropped like a knife in water, we moved, Junko pulled
back the window, Honda moved in with lightning speed and karate pre-
cision and I sort of followed him.

The room was floored in tatami, the rice mats. The grain was against
me, so I did not slip like a fool. A small pillow, pushing up a warm
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hollow, was in the center of the room which also had wall hangings, a
Sony stereo and a tea set. Yes, no people. Except three people now, who
had thought like shadows until the warm butt-dent started pushing up
at them. Honda moved us to rear corners of the room and listened by the
door.

A scream came through the door.We all jumped, even Honda.

"Bengoshi" he said. That meant lawyer. Footsteps came towards the
door of the room we felt quite at home in by now. When someone bursts
through a door in the West it is something special, second only to jump-
ing through a window in its ability to cheaply excite movie goers etc.
When the door is sliding, its very different, like high speed tai chi and
thunder and clunks as you try and get the thing moving on its wood-on-
wood runners.
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Chapter 1 5

We are still in the lawyer's room. Shortly we will learn who is also in
the house. But I have to take a break from that.

I was in Japan, a terrorist, mainly because of my father. As you know,
he was never the same after the Cambodian genocide. He saw it for what
it really was: i.e. nothing that out of the ordinary. He also saw other
things. The intense beauty of the Cambodian ballet. The geometry of the
pyramids and of the Cathedral of Chartres: shapes so big that people
would die for them. Man's fondness for the animals he just couldn't stop
eating. The computer and the other computers that we as a race brought
up like a strange egg in our nest: a dinosaur egg. Faces that appeared
everywhere you looked, from plug sockets to the stars. Satellites, tele-
phones, and other vast systems (like molecules) that only inertia kept
random. Inertia was dropping. Complex systems were looming. Man
was a beautiful thing but something was wrong, or perhaps had never
been meant to be right.

But he didn't really dwell on it much when I was a kid. All of this was
one possibility. Astronauts kept him going.

I remember the first Shuttle launch. I left school and a shiny red car
that I had never seen before pulled up to collect me. If cars have body
language that's how I knew it was for me (chassis language?)

Dad was inside, wearing mirrored sunglasses. "Hop in!" he said.
"We got a new car?" I asked as I clumsily fastened the seat belt.

"Yes, that last paper of mine finally earned me some money. Look
what I have for you on the back seat!"

It was 2000AD - Judge Dredd's comic. It had never spontaneously ap-
peared before and my excitement was unprecedented. Next to it was a
pack of cards. I picked them up and I saw that Dad had carefully taped
on the starship card game that had been gradually materializing on the
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back page of 2000AD for a month. I said wow and thanks. On the way
home I read the new issue and found that Dad had cut the final page of
the comic off in the making of the cards, ruining the ending of the story. I
was too young to piece it together myself... the structure of things es-
caped me. I had to keep quiet about it but it seemed strange that he was
more concerned with getting the game together than seeing the end of
the story.

We went home and watched the shuttle launch. Because the shuttle
had wings and resembled a plane I didn't enjoy the launch as much as
usual and told Dad as much.

He sympathized. It was definitely less of a stunt than the rocket,
Houdini aeronautics. But the shuttle, and the space station that it pointed
towards were man's first gestures at doing something big and selfless
and that would make him bigger and better. Downing a vodka he added
that it had better be. He watched the TV some more, I watched the pink-
ness claim his eyes. I had heard of the phrase about the rose colored
glasses.

The shuttle went up and it came down. Over the years, that became
evident. Also, the space station became something I might learn about in
an old folk's home rather than the place where I might go after college.

One night when Dad smelt funny and there were noisy people down-
stairs listening to Gary Glitter, I bumped into him on my way back from
a midnight piss. "I've stopped kidding myself about the spacemen, son,"
he slurred (on the ess-es, perhaps for fun) "No need to keep doing all the
squat thrusts... he's talked me into it... with the computer. I give in, you
know. That computer's come so far in 3 years. Claire is moving in too.
We have to work on the computer. So no more squat thrusts... grow your
hair a little. I don't know if they saw anything... the old astronauts. They
might just be fucking each other ... anyway good night." And a kiss on
the head.

In bed I thought about the astronauts. Dad had access to some of the
psychological tests they had undergone on the their return. All showed
signs of repression and secrecy. All missions had radio silence that did
not correspond to sun spot activity. The majority of astronauts moved
house after their flights, usually to be closer together and from plains
with full night skies to suburbs that fuzzed out when the sun went
down. But we disregarded that when they started sending women and
Japanese TV reporters up and down and up and down and slowly it was
obvious that the whole thing was being phased out. The US and the
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USSR had found the limit of space and its value. Shortly after this was
discovered, the war between them ended. The USSR, atheist, then had to
lay down and die. Rockets continued to go up... the usual slight of hand
and plus we needed SKY TV etc.

Also, of course I thought about my new 'sister’: I was eleven or so now,
and the whole thing sounded like trouble to me.

When I was younger, I had loved dinosaurs. Dad had encouraged that:
often when we went for a walk, like to the chip shop, he would ask me
how many dinosaurs I could see.
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e 10

The Lawyer turned around and saw us all there. He wasn't as sur-
prised as you might have imagined. Honda quickly pressed him up
against the wall, but with a touch like he was hanging a painting. Junko
left the room and Honda's eyes flashed that I should do the same.

I left the room and it was only when I was out and following the un-
gainly Junko down a narrow hallway full of bonsai that I questioned the
wisdom of being here, since there was a good chance I would be stabbed
in the belly by whoever was chasing around in here (if it wasn't just the
other two as seemed likely)

We saw Benny mosaiced, lying on his belly next to a large vase with a
hole that nearly consumed it. He was half conscious and he started talk-
ing to Junko. He was pointing to an open window. We found Yosuke up-
stairs, flicking through a magazine and we didn't find anyone else.

In the car, on the way home, Benny told us that someone had tried to
exit the house just as we moved in, someone all in black and very suspi-
cious looking. He had chased the figure and as he bent over to climb
through the window, the lawyer had broken the vase over his head.

Benny clearly had a concussion and equally clearly thought I knew more
than I did.

The car was small, and Benny held a grudge, so the Lawyer, Mori,
rode in the trunk. Every couple of dozen miles someone checked on him.
We only let Benny do it once because of the disgusting noise that we
could not quite place which came from the trunk when he was back
there. It was a wet thumping noise.

Honda told me he was disappointed by the violence of the mission,
and also by the possibility of a leak. The lawyer had information that
they wanted to make sure that he didn't leak. They had no doubt of his
faith, but also had seen how easily he could be converted and didn't
want to take any chances. The Leader occasionally sanctioned strong
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measures like this and he had a way of being right. In the run up to the
vast mass murder, you couldn't take any chances.

"Tomorrow, I think you should meet the leader," he said, "I know you
are not one of us... that you help us for reasons we don't fully under-
stand... but you need to meet the leader to make sense of the moment
you will participate in."

"Why do you think I am helping you out? Why do I want to kill so
many people?”
"None of us want to kill people.... as such. But certain events are neces-

sary to... deflect human history to a new direction. We know that your
group thinks the same."

"We do"

And we did. Who were my group, though? There were about 20 of us.
That was about the most you could fit at Dad's dinner table.

When I got home I had another encrypted email from one of them,
Claire, waiting for me.

I decrypted the email and read it. It was longer than last time. I felt no
real excitement or anticipation. Claire had long ago ceased to affect me
that way. But there was that other feeling which I had no other name for
except love. It is possible for love to float away from all of the other emo-
tions that cluster around it such as passion and need and stand alone.
Like 100 pure water, you are surprised when you taste it, or rather don't
taste it... you just feel it and you realize that you had got to like the taste
of some additive.

"Hi there! A longer one this time.

"So you finally made it to Japan! I remember you saying that you
wanted to go there back when we were kids."

She did have this incredible memory, so my complete non-recollection
of this sentiment was quickly replaced by the new sentence I had just
read.

"Things in Bucharest remain very similar. Neo-nazism is slightly on
the upsurge and I've been monitoring that. The Nazis burnt down
someone's home a week ago and a girl died. It's hard to believe all of this
is still happening. All over Europe... home of civilization. As far as we
can determine there is nowhere near as much coordination between
these groups as the media would have you believe. They just spring
from the same bent gene. The media (which is getting more and more in-
dependent from humanity as the years go by... almost has enough cliches
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stockpiled to reach memetic critical mass and just needs a few more com-
puters to go it alone and eventually it will create its own countries where
the news is always interesting).... well, what was I saying? Oh yeah, the
media! They find vast conspiracies. And since it is generally agreed that
they try and keep us happy, that makes it clear that something more hor-
rific than even that is truly the case... spontaneous building of huge hate
structures by unrelated human beings. The horror of being us.

"Enough of that talk! We got enough of that when we were kids!"

True. She moved in and she was more beautiful than on the first night
I had met her. As an eleven year old boy I was considerably less beauti-
ful. Dr Blythe was carrying seven large bags up the long garden path on
the sunniest day in English history with a slim girl in slightly flared jeans
and a long thin white shirt that was essentially the same thing as a
flower out in that sun. She had long dark hair now and the freckles on
her small nose were the only thing that was not placid.

The unlikely dryness of her father's head was bothering me. It seemed
to presage a huge fountain of sweat spraying on the ceiling as soon as he
got in the house. He was clearly in a huge body clench that went as far as
the pore level. Dad was back at the Blythes' car pulling out gleaming
steel cases: the computer.

Dr Blythe made it to the house. He stopped for a second by me. I was
worried and I could smell sea air. But he started moving again, up to the
third floor where they would be staying. Claire said "Hiya!" to me and I
was amazed by her teeth, why I could not say until years later in a hotel
bar when I heard some Americans laughing about English teeth. Return-
ing to the island I was confronted by more than a few monstrosities of
tooth gone wild. Claire had more American teeth.

Dad shouted from outside and I ran out to help with the computer
parts.

"How a plastic surgeon got into all this, I don't know!" he exclaimed as
we carried the various boxes out to the garage.

Over the next several days the computer developed in the lab
(formerly garage.) It was a much more ambitious machine than the one I
had glimpsed that night a while before. Blythe had apparently plunged
himself into the quest for the artificial mind. And as he talked to Dad it
became clear that Dad thought the artificial mind was something hu-
manity had to make. He had been making sure that everyone who read
his "papers" got to think this. He spent trips to Europe making sure that
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humanities departments of great universities donated huge sums to the
Artificial Intelligence research labs rather than teaching history.

Some years later, I discovered that my Dad made his living as a well
known Professor of Genetic Science and Virology. 13 years and all I had
known was that he wrote papers and knew a lot of people called 'doctor.’
And was a 'doctor.’

The lab was full of valves and screens and smaller transistor based
units. They kept the valves because Blythe, whose knowledge of these
systems had multiplied one thousand fold in his seven years of study,
felt that the valves could be triggered to act in a non-linear manner that
would create an interesting feedback, perhaps akin to creativity, on the
otherwise digital system.

"Hello Cranwell."
"Hello. How are you?"
"Fine? How are you?"
"Fine... what's new?"
"Oh the usual"
"FAIL!!!"

Claire was home schooled before she came to stay with us, but her
Dad had a new project now so she came to my school. We would cycle to
school together, and often there was thick rain and we just looked down
and I had a premonition of the awful feeling of pulling a soaking wet ex-
ercise book out of your bag and the sea-like sadness of ink spreading
through the pages erasing what you had done.

Sometimes it was like that, but my first reflex memory of it is always
some kind of crazed, shampoo commercial glory of sun and leaves and
English splendor and her hair flowing as a slipstream behind her cheeks
made rosy. For 3 years.

"Do you remember that crazy Doctor Fasma from Poland? I saw him
on TV the other day," (Claire's e-mail continued) "He is trying to ban the
internet now or something... I think he knows that your Dad has moved
on to stage two! Or maybe he doesn't, but I told your Dad anyway."

So we had taken a beach holiday in Torquay, a very pleasant town
with nice beaches and cliffs, I thought. Claire wanted to swim all day. I
had found a stack of old comics at the our B&B and I wanted to read
them. Over the top of the comic, where often a planet exploded, I would
see her in her bikini jumping into a wave and as it washed over her it
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made her look fractionally more of a woman to my eye (which would
then flash back to the page)

Dr Fasma was with us, in a sailor suit with shorts on a beach lounger
drinking lemonade. He had a face that was ratlike on a head that was
bearlike. He was in his late forties and lived in England, teaching at the
nearby University. Dad, Blythe and he sat parallel and looked at the sea.
Conversation between people who don't look at each other assumes a
wavelike quality after a period of time (beach or no beach) so I am not
entirely sure who said what.

They said that no one machine could ever be as powerful as a mind.

They said that the mind was not just one thing, but did seem to have
just one rule set, and that was the objective.

They said that there was no guarantee that this next thing was going to
be good.

My Father said that he had seen immense beauty in his life, and he
had seen moments of intense promise, he had seen the inherent good-
ness of children and had never, ever, heard a piece of music that was evil
except in its lyrics. He also said that he was confident that we would see
death camps in Europe within twenty years, and when that happened he
would do what he had to do.

They said that The Internet might go commercial if computer pricing
followed its current trend and if there was something interesting up
there for people.

They made a commitment to invest a great deal of money into re-
searching a piece of software that would allow one to view pornography
across the Internet, and decided one should phase it in as a scientific tool
with other purposes so people were not ashamed to acquire this
software.

Three years later and the Blythes left. The Doctor needed to go to the
US and push some research along. Dad was shaking his hand as he pre-
pared to leave.

"Things look bad in Yugoslavia," Dad said with as near to satisfaction
as a man whose wife died in a death camp can muster.

"Research is accelerating... the Big Brain is coming... maybe the brain
can sort us all out."

"We fear him too much... we have to fear something else more or we
will cling to this sick flesh as the temple of humanity."
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I was looking at Claire,who was shyly avoiding my eyes. She was so
tall and thin and pretty as she kicked a little stone. Three nights ago,
when it was clear that she was leaving we had stopped acting like broth-
er and sister while our Fathers were in the lab we had struggled out a
touching session of sex-like activity. I was awfully in love with her and
sickened that she was leaving. But I knew that we would keep in touch
and that I would always remember her in my heart (due to an equally
touching little conversation we'd had) so I had a good high perspective
on her departure. The two Dads continued their high blown talk until
the window was wound up by a mischievous Claire who blew me a
small kiss that had trouble making it through the sun-blasted glass. Yes,
it was another sunny day.

I saw her again when I was 18 and again at 22 for a month when we
traveled around Germany together. And that was it. I didn't think about
the success of our relationship too often. It was built on a layer of thick
familial complacency.

She signed off her e-mail with three xs that represented kisses. There
was no code to represent the depth or passion of the kisses.
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Chapter 1 7

Torture, kidnap and mind control were in every way contrary to my
moral beliefs. I had a job to do and the need of it canceled out most of
that. But the inevitable noise was outside a moral sphere. And I knew
how much noise a broken hearted man makes even when he is not re-
covering from a beating. With horror I suddenly realized why the
Korean Karaoke had been so familiar sounding... the brilliance of our
location was frightening. I hated to think of where they would put him.
It was the early morning. The city was on the verge of an immense noise.
It held its breath. Money moved silently around us. Money was much
more than it had ever been. It was the trace of what we did... the shell of
the human race that washed up on a beach I had spent my life
imagining.

The lawyer was taken away gagged and bound. They took him down
a back stairway that I had never really noticed until that point.

Junko sat Benny down on the large couch in the living room. The
couch sagged as he sat in it, and plunged him too far in. Essentially he
was sitting on the floor but swathed in aged polyesters. That added to
the frown he had worn since being smashed over the head. He spat out a
sentence of Japanese that was all spit and consonants. He looked me in
the eye for as long as he could manage. He looked away just as he spat
out a sentence in English. "Who did you talk to?"

"What do you mean?" was my answer and I stretched out the 'mean’ to
make him doubt his English rather than my honesty.

"Someone knew we would be there... they came and passed a message
with lawyer. Either he told them or they told him. Now our plans to
keep him quiet and then let him go... they are no good. So who did you
tell."

"Hmmm... I didn't even know where we were going until we got in the
car. You can check that with your boss. Honda, I mean." Then I
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withdrew from the room. Junko ran a dampened cloth down his grimy
forehead and let her finger dangle off it against the skin like a noodle
from the mouth. He looked at her like he despised her then closed his
eyes like he despised himself.

I was in my room for a few minutes with no lights on. Lights from out-
side passed through thin curtains and sliced the room into different
times and moods... flashing pink, interrogation white, nameless source-
less brown. My shadow took equal part in them all. I couldn't stick
around there, so I walked back through the living room where both cult-
ists were looking at the walls. Different walls. It looked as though I was
going to the kitchen but I was not. I headed down the back stairway
which was so steep that you took it largely on faith that another step,
rather than a stunning fall, lay beneath the one you could see. Light
stopped halfway. I could hear a girl crying and a woman's voice alternat-
ing between calm and terror. No male voices could be heard. So the fam-
ily were living downstairs. This was an amazing surprise. The ability hu-
mans had to change all the rules of another person's life were unthink-
able and intolerable. I was shaking with anger. I had planned to check in
on the scene down there but it was too much. I headed back up the stairs
and then walked right out of the house.

The usual flow of traffic was there. In the cafe below, the mutants were
mopping up the floor. I could only hear the traffic but the slow sway of
their bodies over the sticks put the slopping sounds in my head and my
mind was skillfully able to mix them with sounds of women in horror.
As the mopping continued, and they continued not to care, and I contin-
ued to be a part of it all, I vividly remembered all of my most cherished
things about my mother. They are all hard to put into words... smells,
hugs and the ends of hugs, certain long and beautiful days that seemed
to exist wholly within the confines of her smiling face.

My mother was one person and one person cannot survive in this
world. Of that I was sure. And when the people are gone and the cults
and the nations remain there is no beauty and we have to be judged.

I had to stop thinking. I had been thinking my whole life. Even though
Dad had brainwashed me, he had done it so skillfully that I felt I had free
will. In truth my free will didn't extend far beyond internal dialog. True I
had broken off from him a few years before when I first learned that he
had decided to accelerate the end of the human race (or rather what that
implied for the people around us,) but all it took was one soppy e-mail
from Claire to get me back in.
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I thought. About the Yakuza guy. He was a violent gangster, but on
the other hand he had spared me when all codes told him it was accept-
able to punish me. A man who does not punish when he is told he can...
that is a rare thing indeed. Man in traffic, screaming and cursing the pan-
icked old man going the wrong way down the street, protected in his car
and crowd and suddenly finally free from wondering if he is wrong.
That was all I saw in the world at the bottom. That is life: that is the ulti-
mate truth: the joy of being justified. All beauty was contingent and
transferable. A drink. I wanted a drink.

I wondered if the Yakuza guy would be back at the bar we had visited
nights before. It was a big bar, with the sheen of a chain but the grime of
a weak link. It had all the plastic food outside, but some of it was so ex-
travagant... gigantic "Godzilla vs" style crab... that you knew it was at
last partially atmospheric. Inside, mainly people my age or younger
were gathered. There were about twenty people in the bar. A table full of
young couples engaged in playful banter that humped up and down in
pitch, that rocked the young girls whose eye makeup was playing by
new rules I had yet to learn or learn to ignore. It seemed to start and end
further out and stretch the rules of eye. They were mainly wearing tight
sweaters that stretched and sparked as they moved and threatened to be-
come obscuringly interesting in their own right. The men were in short
sleeved shirts and were taking it in turns to battle the girls before being
laughed down. They would inflate a little and then say something delib-
erately ridiculous. In this way, the essential dynamics of adulthood were
ignored. This was a new, simpler variant of the way the majority of
Japanese people had always lived... but now everyone bowed to every-
one else. See figure 1, the famous Escher print of an endlessly ascending
staircase.

I sat down and was brought a steaming hot yellow towel wrapped in
plastic. I unwrapped it, enjoying the too-hotness of parts of it and then
stuck it to my face, which it melted. But it was just melting the outer face
that Tokyo layers on you always, so that was good.

The beams were everywhere, unlike the waitresses who avoided my
eyes like Bambi would. Perhaps they were still getting over my some-
what 'cutting edge' use of the yellow hand towel. But no, this was not the
first time I had felt that everyone was happier if the taking of an order at
a restaurant took on the appearance of a chance encounter, much as
some like sex to be.
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"Biiru" I said when the magic moment finally came, and in her little
red costume she made the hand gestures we needed to determine how
much beer I wanted. I knew the word for big, but wanted to make sure I
didn't miss out on "Super" or even "UltraBig" beer.

A frothing beer that was big enough came. I got some pieces of chick-
en too, although the word "pieces" is perhaps too specific for what I
received.

I looked through the window mainly. A number of men in pale suits
walked past over a two hour period. Some of them were dragging wo-
men by the wrist and it was evident they knew how to quietly hurt a wo-
man when they did that to her. Various Asian faces that were not quite
the same as those around me were distorted by pain as they were
dragged by. None of these men was my new friend. In two hours in a
bar little happens, everything is rhythmic like piston arms slugging beer
and he says something she says something. She brings the plates full and
takes them empty, everyone is chewing. You begin to notice that your
watch in fact moves in circles. When the sun comes up you realize it is
even bigger than that. When they close the bar you end up in your bed.

The next day you wake up.

The Tokyo hangover: like the others in the world, but you are in in-
tense heat and humidity and sound is everywhere. You open your eyes
and your heart accelerates in panic. You make your first breath and relax
a little. Then it starts again as you drag the soup into your chest and the
veins on your head are up. But ultimately it is just a hangover and al-
though you look like you have been beaten, you just puke bile and lean
on things for a morning.

I remembered, as I looked at my white face and red eyes from a limp
slouch over a dirty sink, that people were being held captive on the
ground floor. That changed things. The size of Africa and its suffering
makes it unreal as, say, genocide (Yes, I can't stop thinking about geno-
cide: I remember a friend of Dad's with a German wife turning up on our
doorstep one hangover morning and proclaiming "This World War Two
is ruining my social life!")

So, a girl I once knew tried to silence my hangover groans by compar-
ing my suffering with the suffering of some guy with no name who lived
in this Never Never Land known as 'Africa’ and it didn't work. But even
though they made no noise, the captives downstairs made all action hard
for me. Selfishly enjoying my cup of tea... were they thirsty?
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It was Saturday, usually my favorite day. Particularly the early hours,
shortly after the paperboy delivered the newspaper and (of course) 2000
AD. It was now 2000 AD I suddenly realized. I was living in a violent
fantasy involving robots and imminent apocalypse. In a t-shirt and jeans
every day.

Honda entered the room, drenched in a sweat. Thankfully he came
from the direction of the street, so clearly he had been jogging not beat-
ing. Good honest sweat. His swollen knuckles, however, made my head
throb and then made me feel guilty about it. I looked into my tea. Empty
tea cups tell you the future. When they are full, they are all about the liv-
ing present and feeling warm. The present is meaningless and can be dis-
pelled with just a little blow.

"Good Morning! We will go to Shibuya today," he said between two
strong and measured breaths.

"Shibuya... what's in Shibuya?"

"Our church. Our biggest church. The Master would like to meet you"
"Everyone wants to meet me."

"Everyone has to meet you."

Then he walked through the kitchen for his shower. I turned on the TV
so I could be alone in the house. Otherwise they were all breathing and
shuffling around you in 3D through the paper-thin (but not actually pa-
per) walls.

bttt et

We took the JR (Japan Rail) train to Kanda, an unremarkable place
where people came to buy books, if they were that way inclined. Japan-
ese people loved to read, I heard, but they didn't seem choosy. The
whole city of Tokyo was tattooed with words anyway, the words they
needed to safely guard others from their eyes. We moved down to the
underground. The train sensed our arrival and swished up to greet us.
My foot moved and the door moved and we were even able to find seats,
Honda and I. We were on the orange line. The station was a soft and
pleasant off-white and all in all a great place to be. The train smelt ok
and it took us into a tunnel without making a big deal of it. In two-
minute spurts of quiet speed it took us under the city to Shibuya. Prob-
ably at least 20 of the Tokyo people were under the treacherous, shifting
ground at any one time. Things whizzed by. Honda didn't want to talk
on the train. He handed me a vast book. It was a Mah Jong manga, a
thousand comic-book pages of old and young men slapping down

69



gigantic tiles that bled speed lines and shifted tables when they landed.
It was no Judge Dredd, but was a place to keep my eyes during the dark-
light-dark ride.

Eventually, Shibuya. The train was different when we got there: as
full as a pregnant dog in a laboratory. It was mainly full of attractive
girls and young women who seemed to have dressed each part of their
body separately and during a distinct era of human history. Some were
alone, headphoned and entertained by some microscopic Sony secreted
somewhere on their person. Others were in circles talking about their life
(also headphoned) with their fingers twitching around their tiny pink
telephones which would release them (once they got out of the under-
ground) from the limitations of just their fleshy friends. The doors
opened with a pop and the ex-army man and the ex-normal man went
with the flow and floated to the surface of a medium that was made of
humans like themselves. Raindrops floating in the sea.

We emerged at the Hachiko crossing. There was a statue of a small
dog. "He waited here faithfully for his dead master,” Honda spoke in my
ear. Our master was alive and waiting for us. In addition to the dog were
all the people you could ever imagine. We couldn't move because a
traffic light just over the horizon was red. Two vast video screens
beamed Pop Videos at us from the tops of the large department stores
that defined us (not me, not Honda but there are times when one is di-
luted out of even one's own existence)

Dominance of sound swam alternately between the two great towers.
Varying Pop groups mastered the auditorium. I suspected that as the
crowd became more interested in one group's video than the other and
turned to view a different boy jumping, the acoustics of all these soft sacs
of water bent the sound the machines were pumping out. We were part
of the battle between the screens and they used our tastes to move us.
Other machines had simpler methods. They triggered a green light and
we moved to buy the things we wanted. Green and red scissors cut off
fifty meters of human meat for the machine.

Across the main crossing, the humans diversified down their channels.
A series of exclusive decisions defined the mass. A left turn, a right turn,
and one of us was eating ramen... was a ramen eater. Another turned left
then left and was a CD buyer. In the system you are what you do. Look
at the word "living" if you don't believe me.

Like electrons buzz around in silicon for some reason of their own. We
don't care.
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Turn left, cross the street, follow the curvy street that makes you feel
free. Suddenly some people are dancing in the street. In pale purple
robes, Japanese people with the thicker hairdos of the more forgiving
sev