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Kenzo Sanjo emerged from the Guy Môquet Metro station and stepped onto the rain-dampened pavement of Avenue Saint-Ouen with the worst migraine of his twenty-two-year-long life. 

Somewhere beyond the grimy turn-of-century shop fronts which marched solemnly uphill towards Montmartre lay Kenzo Sanjo’s destination — but where exactly? 

Clutching his rucksack, he set off up the avenue strewn with leaves the cold March wind had torn from the plane trees. A page of the Paris Sports blew against his legs. He kicked it away viciously and pulled his jacket collar tighter, his head pounding like a war drum. with the worst migraine 

of his twenty-two-year-long life. 

At the next corner, he stepped onto the street but a horn blast made him quickly retreat. A taxi flew by, its driver scowling. No longer in south Osaka, Sanjo urged himself to be more careful.

Up ahead the cursive neon lettering of the Cafe Le Championnat burned in the soft, grey light of the afternoon. It stood on the corner of a side street, Rue Lemarck. Sanjo turned onto its rough cobblestones and climbed towards the Basilica of Sacré Coeur which rose grey and sombre against the sky. Could this be a street along which Hemingway, Fitzgerald, T.S. Eliot, or Gertrude Stein had trod? His foot flattened a dog turd. 

‘Kuso-yarou!’

He cursed himself, but mostly the Championnat’s coffee drinkers who watched as he frantically wiped his sneaker against the curb. 

He pressed on, his head wracked by thunderbolts, passing apartments with filthy glazed doors and numbers half-hidden in grime and graffiti. ‘Hell is the impossibility of reason’ someone had scrawled on one. 

A large, cold raindrop smashed against his forehead. Then another, until a violent deluge drove him beneath a sandstone archway. To his great relief, he found himself standing in the entrance of Number 26, and there, at the top of the tenant list, the name he had been searching for: ‘Enzo’. 

Inserting the key which his old high school friend had given him, he pushed on the door and entered. The lobby was dimly lit, redolent of old wood polish and opened onto a tiled courtyard. Fin-de-Siècle apartments rose on four sides, and as rain cascaded down, Sanjo felt as if he was standing at the bottom of a giant well.

A birdcage elevator delivered him to the apartment on the top floor. It was exactly how Enzo had described: a small hallway, a kitchenette, bathroom, and one large lounge-bedroom with a cow skin spread over its wooden floorboards. The kitchen window looked onto the rooftops and chimney pots of the 18th arrondissement. 

His gaze drifted downwards. On the floor below, in the apartment opposite, he glimpsed a woman standing in her small kitchen. She held a phone to her ear and her jaw worked quickly against it. She looked Asian—Japanese perhaps? He couldn't be sure. All at once, she slumped into a chair, tossed the phone to the table, and held her head in her hands. She was crying. Sanjo lingered, unable to look away. Suddenly she looked up. Seeing him, she leaned to the window and pulled the curtain.
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