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    Chapter One




    “What are you laughing about?” Noot asked.




    “Oh, I was just thinking about those bastards at U.S. Customs when they asked us how much cash we had on us. The inspector about had a shit-fit when I told him we had $9,999.99 of cash on us. Remember how he probed us about whether we had declared the money before boarding the plane? When I told him no, he became irate...to say the least, especially when I told him that I didn’t have to. I told him that any amount under $10,000 does not have to be declared. I didn’t think he was going to allow us to board the plane,” Rick said with a mischievous glint in his eye, and anger in his heart.




    “You really like to piss those Customs inspectors off...don’t you?” his beautiful Thai wife, Noot, said.




    Rick viewed her high cheek bones expressing concern. Those cheek bones always turned Rick on...even when his wife was mad. Rick thought a moment, then took another bite of his generic airline dinner. The bland taste was unmistakable, then says, “Would I do a thing like that? Okay, maybe… But they have made my life miserable. The jerks deserve a payback which will not end until the day I die, that’s how much I hate the son-of-a-bitches! If Congress, or the Supreme Court declare warrantless searches and the forfeitures laws unconstitutional, then I will have no reason for revenge. I will have succeeded in obtaining justice, and put our country back on the path towards freedom and liberty,” Rick tried to explain to her.




    “You simply can’t fight City Hall forever,” she replied, putting her hand on his, tenderly rubbing it.




    He, in turn, was forced to look into Noot’s beautiful black eyes. “Want a bet? I’ll never back off of my vendetta against those Gestapo assholes,” Rick said, burying his fist into the small pillow in his lap—just short of his family jewels.




    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to get you so upset.”




    “There’s something that pisses every human being off, to the point of near insanity. You just have to find the right button. Then press it, to set that person off. For some people, it’s leaving the cap off of the toothpaste, but I choose to become enraged about something I feel is important, not trivial. Most human beings are petty about insignificant things. Not me. I’ve drawn my line in the sand. U.S. Customs crossed over that line, goddamn it! I shall fight the bastards until hell freezes over, and that’s a promise you can take to the bank. I’ll guarantee it, just like the FDIC,” Rick said speaking from the heart. He had fought them to the doors of Congress and the Supreme Court, but he was exhausted from the ordeal. Having to wait for Congress to act or the Supreme Court to declare warrantless searches and the forfeiture laws as unconstitutional, was making him restless and angry.




    “Don’t get so worked up. You’re about to burst a blood vessel in your forehead with your anger,” Noot said with a wifely concern, “so get some sleep before we land in Japan.”




    “Sounds like a winner. I just took my last sip of coffee, so I don’t think that I’ll be able to go to sleep, but I will try,” he said, pulling the blanket over himself. It wasn’t much fun sleeping in a semi-upright position in coach class.




    The movie was another boring in-flight feature film. Since the cheap headphones gave him an earache, he became weary and dozed off. As his mind went deeper into a dream state, his face began sweating from the emotional release. His pleasant thoughts of returning to his home in Thailand were interrupted by U.S. Customs inspectors grabbing him. They took him into an isolated room and performed a strip-search. His forehead, face, and neck were glistening with sweat. Rick’s shirt stuck to his clammy chest. Rick became terrified and started shouting out loud at the realism of the nightmare.




    “No...! Please don’t...! I can’t take it anymore...,” Rick mumbled, as tears poured down his cheeks and the sound of a tearful anguish could be heard between sniffles of nasal mucous.




    “Are you okay, darling?” Noot asked when she was awakened by his outburst.




    “I’m sorry. I must have had another one of those recurring Customs nightmares,” he said, wiping the perspiration from his face. Noot handed him a handkerchief from her purse. After blowing his nose, he said, “Thanks sweetheart. At least someone understands what I have had to live with after Customs raped me.”




    “Do you remember our wedding vows? For richer or poorer...in sickness and in health, that’s what it is all about, darling,” Noot said with love and devotion.




    “You’re one in a million, darling.”




    The stewardess was walking up the aisle checking seat belts. “Sir, could you fasten your seat belt. We are about to land in Japan,” the antiquated stewardess said. She looked like she had traveled over one too many, time zones.




    Ten minutes later, the 747’s large aircraft tires screeched, leaving a cloud of smoke trailing behind the 747 as they touched down on the runway at Narita Airport. “Well, it looks like cattle call time at Tokyo, Japan. I don’t relish having to stay even one second in that deplorable passenger terminal,” Rick said, looking dejected as he peered out the window. The terminal could be seen as the 747 approached its proper gate. As the pilot started to put on the brakes, he felt an emotional letdown overwhelm his body. Something haunted his mind from deep within, leaving him anxious. But why...? he thought, preoccupied.


  




  

    Chapter Two




    Back at SeaTac International Airport, the Customs inspector who confronted Rick about the $ 9,999.99 was still upset. Letting Rick Olson depart the United States with that amount of cash rubbed the Customs inspector the wrong way. He decided to call his supervisor about the situation.




    Inspector Paul dialed his supervisor and waited. His boss, Lawrence Craig answered the phone, and said, “Craig here.”




    “This is Paul. I’ve got a problem.”




    “Join the club, what’s new?” Craig replied.




    “Craig, I’m serious. There was a smartass guy who took $9,999.99 in cash out of the country on flight 909. He sure looked familiar. I just couldn’t place him for the life of me,” Inspector Paul said. He had written down the name of the passenger just in case.




    “What’s his name?” Craig asked, scratching the back of his ear.




    “Just a second,” as Inspector Paul looked at his departure log. “Here it is. His name is Rick Olson. Does that ring a bell?”




    Putting his hand over the receiver, Craig asked, “Do any of you guys recognize the name, Rick Olson?”




    Leonard Mollen remembered Rick’s name, and said, “Sure, I know him. He’s the guy that organized the fight to abolish warrantless searches and the drug forfeiture laws. Don’t you remember? He went undercover and was one of us not too long ago.”




    “Thanks for the reminder, Leonard,” replied Inspector Craig. He was excited about the possibility for retribution, and said, “Don’t worry about it, Paul. I’ll take charge of the matter. You just let me know if you see his butt again.”




    “Sure thing, boss.”




    Craig needed to go some place private. His secretary had gone home since it was nearly 5:00 p.m. He strolled over to his office and locked the door behind him. As he picked up the phone, Craig began dialing the U.S. embassy in Japan. Knowing people in high places always helps, he thought to himself.




    “U.S. embassy, Kathy speaking.”




    “Could you connect me with Steven Moran,” Inspector Craig said as politely as he knew how. He’s always telling others what to do, so it’s hard for him to be subservient to anyone.




    “Just one moment, please.”




    “Moran speaking.”




    “Hello, Steve, this is your ole buddy Lawrence at Customs.”




    “I’ll be damned! What are you doing in Japan, especially at this early hour?”




    “I’m not in Japan. I’m calling from SeaTac International airport. I didn’t think I’d get a hold of you this early, the world of terror is working overtime, huh?”




    “Might say that… What can I do for you this time?”




    “We received an anonymous call about a passenger who’s supposed to be carrying a kilo of cocaine in his carry-on luggage. Don’t forget the last tip I gave you. You got the largest cocaine bust you guys ever had,” Inspector Craig said, trying to butter up the embassy employee.




    “Well, you certainly didn’t hurt my career with that bit of inside information. I’m on the fast track now. It’s been a year or two, but I’d like to thank you for that tip,” Moran said with gratitude in his heart.




    “So that’s why I didn’t get a duty officer? Kissing ass with the honcho’s again I gather?”




    Laughing between his teeth, Moran says, “Something like that. You know the routine.”




    Unless you can show significant results in your area of expertise in government, it’s virtually impossible to get on the promotional fast track. The promotional fast track is like a gifted child who skips several grades in school, while the rest of the students have to struggle from grade to grade.




    “If you appreciated that bust, you’ll love the one I’m about to let you in on,” Craig said, putting his hand over the receiver, trying not to giveaway his deceit. He could hardly contain his inner laughter at this pathetic bureaucrat trying to further his career.




    “What’s the passenger’s name?” Moran said, opening his drawer looking for a pen.




    “Rick Olson,” Craig responded.




    “Who?” Moran asked, as he tried to find a notepad.




    “Rick Olson. He’s traveling back to Thailand with his wife who is a Thai national.”




    As he wrote the information down, he said, “When’s the plane due in Tokyo?”




    “They’ve just landed at Narita International according to the information I have. You’d better inform the Japanese authorities as soon as possible...ASAP. There’s not enough time to get the boys at DEA involved, so keep a low profile on this one, okay?”




    “I’ve got another call on hold. I’ve gotta go partner. Thanks again for the information. Talk to you later,” Steve Moran said.




    “Thanks for the help. Take care. Look me up if you get back to the States,” Craig said, hanging up the phone. He was so happy about nailing that scum bucket, Rick Olson. That son-of-a-bitch would get his for messing with one of the most powerful federal agencies in government.




    As he unlocked his door and walked into the hallway, he bumped into Inspector Paul. “Thanks for the information regarding, Rick Olson.”




    “You sure look happy. What did you get for Christmas?” Inspector Paul asked.




    “Oh, nothing. I guess I got some unexpected good news. Can’t talk about it, or my wife would kill me if she knew I told somebody else.”




    “She’s pregnant?” Paul asked.




    “Twenty questions won’t work with me. Save that for our Bangkok passengers, okay?”




    “Okay boss. See you later.”




    “Right.”




    * * * * *




    As Noot and Rick stepped onto the horizontal passenger conveyor belt that runs the length of the airport terminal, they noticed several Japanese policemen at the other end. Rick got nervous the closer they got to the police. At about the moment they were going to step off of the conveyor belt, four Japanese policemen reached out and snatched Rick. They wrestled him to the floor and put him spread eagled on the linoleum floor. He tried to lift his head, but couldn’t with a knee stuck in the back of his neck.




    “What the hell’s going on? What have I done?” Rick asked frantically.




    “Shut your mouth!” one of the Japanese police said.




    “I haven’t done anything? Are you assholes crazy or what?” Rick said, becoming hysterical at the thought of being imprisoned in a foreign country. His training as a private detective, nor his own country’s embassy, could help him out of this paralyzing situation.




    “If...sir...you say one more word...I will hit you, understand—




    American?” the sergeant said, forcing his baton sharply and painfully into Rick’s ribs.




    “Okay...,” he replied with the anguish of pain on his face.




    “What...you say...American?” the Japanese sergeant said, as he jabbed Rick in the ribs again.




    “Yes, sir!” Rick retorted in pain resembling the excruciating pain of kidney stones.




    “That’s more polite and respectful. No more American slang. Respect, do you hear me?!”




    “Yes, sir,” he moaned. Rick was so intimidated by the fear of brutal punishment by his captors, that he felt without a doubt, he was being forced into submission to their will and control.




    Noot was in tears. She yelled at the police, saying, “You bastards leave my husband alone!”




    Two policewomen attacked Noot and tossed her to the ground. They immediately separated Noot and Rick by taking her to another portion of the airport.




    Rick was hoisted up and pushed forcibly to an awaiting police car. His head struck the roof of the squad car when they tossed him into the back seat.




    “I want to know what I am being charged with?!” Rick screamed in defiance, but was met with a blow from a baton upside the head. The blow was so devastating, he was immediately knocked unconscious.




    As Rick lay semiconscious, he could hear the police talking in Japanese. His mind must have been disoriented because he started dreaming about the terrifying warrantless search he received at U.S. Customs.




    “Put your hands up against the wall and spread your legs, do you understand?” the Customs inspector ordered.




    Suddenly, Rick started to regain consciousness, and realized that he was in a Japanese police car. He found his entire body engulfed in perspiration and tried to move to a more comfortable position. But he couldn’t because the handcuffs held his arms behind his back.




    He was afraid to say anything. A feeling of terror and fright penetrated the pit of his stomach. He recalled the documentary he saw on television which uncovered the secret torture chambers and abuses of the Japanese police. They could detain him on trumped-up charges for up to 25 days without counsel or other legal help. The U.S. embassy couldn’t even help.




    “Who in the hell has done this to me? I’ve done nothing! This is a damned nightmare... Oh, my God...!” Rick shouted, before going into shock once he realized his predicament. Another blow was lodged against the side of his neck. He was rendered unconscious instantly. The Japanese squad car proceeded toward Tokyo with Rick lying unconscious, with his bleeding head leaning against the rear door window.




    * * * * *




    Noot was shaking uncontrollably as they searched her body and belongings for the illegal drugs. She glared at her captors and wouldn’t be intimidated by their authoritarian demeanor. Being a Thai, she prided herself on having a fierce sense of independence, and pure hate for those who interfered with it.




    “Don’t look at me,” the stocky Japanese policewoman ordered.




    Noot didn’t say anything at all. She just glared at the bitch with eyes that could kill. Inside she began praying for her father and grandfather to come to her aid and kill these animals.




    She continued to stare at the policewoman, which enraged the miserable Jap. The officer came over and slapped Noot across the face. Noot was knocked to the floor by the shear force of the blow. “Now, you stop looking at me. Understand?”




    They had taken the handcuffs off earlier, so Noot got up off the floor slowly by herself. As she was about to sit-down, Noot swung her purse in the direction of the abusive policewoman, hitting her in the back of the neck. There must have been rocks in her purse, because the Japanese officer collapsed to the floor at once.




    “So there’s to not looking at you bitch! You bastards messed over my ancestors during World War II. That one was for my Thai ancestors, understand?!”




    The three remaining policewomen tackled Noot. As they subdued her with handcuffs, she spit in their faces. Their wrath was provoked straight away at such an insult. Noot knows that the head is the temple of the body in the Buddhist religion. That’s why she deliberately aimed for their head and face, which is the ultimate insult.




    Several policemen came rushing into the room, and removed the policewomen who were intent on killing Noot. The women were shouting Japanese obscenities at Noot without remorse. Thank goodness the policemen came to her rescue, she thought.




    “Get them out of here,” the corporal said. “How are you?”




    “Okay,” as she stared at him with complete hate.




    “Your husband...we take to Tokyo. He’s being...held in...Tokyo jail...understand?” he said in broken English.




    “I understand, but why?”




    “Drugs...he have,” the corporal replied.




    “Impossible!” as Noot started to hit the corporal with her fists. The corporal nabbed her wrists before they reached their destination: his face.




    Holding her wrists in his hands, he forced her to listen, and said, “Your government...say...he has drugs...must arrest him, understand?”




    “I understand,” Noot said. She had an idea what they meant, and started to simmer down. It wasn’t the Japanese fault, but something more sinister. She knew they wouldn’t let her see her husband. What could she do to help her husband without any money or credit cards?




    “You...can go...policewoman...be okay,” as they both watched the medics trying to revive the policewoman Noot had hit with her purse.




    “You’re not going to put me in jail?” as she looked at the policewoman who was beginning to respond to their medical treatment.




    “Her fault...go fast...okay?” the corporal said, as he ushered Noot out the door into the main terminal. “Need taxi?”




    “No money. My husband has all our money.” She showed him her empty purse.




    “Oh...I...I take you...okay?” he asked.




    “Okay...U.S. embassy...okay?” as she mimicked his broken English.




    He smiled graciously and bowed to her, and says, “Okay,” as they walked down the terminal corridor towards his awaiting police car.


  




  

    Chapter Three




    “You...hey, you...get over there...you understand...American?” the Japanese policeman said, as he pushed Rick towards the main desk in the center of the room.




    “What the hell am I being charged with?” Rick shouted. A guard shoved a night stick in his ribs to shut him up.




    “We talk...you, stand there. Keep mouth shut,” the Japanese magistrate said. He looked at the pitiful American who didn’t have a clue as to why he was arrested. The magistrate didn’t have any idea either, but if the American government said he had drugs in his possession, then it must be true. They certainly didn’t want to disturb relations with their favorite trading partner.




    “You assholes are full of shit, I’ve done nothing...!” Rick tried to say, but was struck on the back of the head and collapsed onto the tile floor. Blood dribbled from his forehead and his cheek down his neck onto the floor.




    “Take him to his cell. Without any evidence of drugs in his possession, we don’t know what to charge him with. But resisting arrest will due for the moment,” the magistrate said. The two policemen who brought Rick before the magistrate bowed politely and dragged Rick towards his new cellular home for the next 25 days.




    He was tossed into his 6 foot by 4 foot cell by the two policemen. Rick’s head bounced against the left wall of his cell and proceeded to slid down to floor level. Rick was immediately yanked into an upright sitting position.




    “If you lay down or lean against the walls, we...we will...beat you, American,’ the sergeant said sternly.




    Rick was still groggy from the blow that had knocked him out. He tried to let them know that he understood, but since his head and jaw were so swollen, it was almost impossible to speak. Nodding his head was as close as he could come to letting them know he understood.




    “We be watching...you...all the time. Get doctor...now...he not go nowhere,” the sergeant told his subordinate. The employee bowed and hurried to get medical assistance for Rick. Rick thought that if he opened his mouth caustically one more time, there wouldn’t be a need for a doctor.




    “Hey...American...you think Japanese lose war? What you...think...now?” The sergeant took another drag from his American cigarette and arrogantly blew smoke in Rick’s face. He just laughed and left the room, as the door closed loudly behind him.




    The loud noise pounded in Rick’s head. Rick mumbled to himself, saying, “You bastards will pay dearly for this. Just wait till I get out of this hellhole. Who the hell set my ass up this time? I know.... Those damn renegades at Customs, I bet.”




    Just as the doctor entered his cell, Rick passed out and couldn’t be revived. “He must be hospitalized. Now!” the Japanese physician said.




    “Sorry...can’t do that...orders,” the sergeant said without budging. The blood kept dripping from Rick’s visible cuts, but the sergeant still wouldn’t permit him to be moved to the hospital.




    “He must have medical attention, or he will die! I will have your badge if you let him die, is that understood?” the doctor said, with unusual anger in his voice. The normal oriental politeness was beginning to wear thin.




    “You can have a nurse come to his cell, but I can’t allow the prisoner to leave the cell—whether you like it or not,” the sergeant replied.




    The doctor bowed and left the cell in order to find a nurse to tend to the prisoner. He walked toward the infirmary, but noticed the magistrate taking a break in the commissary. “Why don’t you let the American prisoner get medical attention at the hospital?”




    The magistrate had just put his tea cup down, and said, “I don’t understand what you are talking about?”




    “Your sergeant forbids the prisoner from being removed from his cell. He said he was given orders. Yours,” the doctor replied bitterly. His fist tightened at the predicament that he as a physician had been placed in. If the prisoner dies or he escapes, he would be blamed in either case.




    “Okay. I will approve his removal to the hospital, but you are responsible for him.”




    “Thank you,” as he bowed to the magistrate.




    With a swipe of his hand, the magistrate dismissed the doctor and continued sipping his tea as if oblivious to his surroundings.




    The doctor, in his creased green pajamas outfit, walked away in a daze.




    * * * * *




    About one hour later, the doctor returned to Rick’s cell. Rick was still unconscious. His respiration was shallow and his pulse was weak. The physician brought two orderlies with him and a stretcher, and said, “Sergeant, the prisoner is going to the hospital. Now!”




    “I told you...you can’t—” the sergeant tried to speak.




    “Look at these new orders. Now, move out of the way,” the doctor demanded. The orderlies brought the stretcher in and picked Rick up by his shoulders and legs. Rick’s sweat covered body was limp and covered with half dried blood spots. Just one look at his broken body, he knew Rick didn’t have a chance of survival if he remained in this sardine can of a prison cell.




    “You’ll regret this, I warn you,” the sergeant retorted. He kicked the wall in frustration with the back of the heel of his combat boot. Watching them remove the hated American from the grips of his control nearly paralyzed the Japanese sergeant. Americans had killed his father during World War II. That American represented his vehicle of revenge for his internalized hatred that had been sublimated for so long.




    Rick was delirious as the orderlies carried him on the stretcher to the hospital. He started coughing up his own blood and gasping for breath. Apparently, the spasms caused his mind to reflect on sensual feelings. A wet dreamlike vision was projected on his mind similar to a movie on a screen. The lifelike experience stirred him into a tantalizing state of mind, and a vivid sensation of warmth and moistness surrounded his being.




    Unexpectedly, his dream was interrupted by the pain of an I.V. being poked into his arm. He felt excruciating pain from the beating the Japanese police had given him. Evidently, the pain he was experiencing was somehow diverted into a wet dream. Mind over matter must have been the motive behind the wet sexual dream. Sexual pleasure seems to have mysterious powers over pain.




    “Where am I?” Rick asked weakly.




    “I am Dr. Hara. You are in the hospital. Just relax, you’ll be all right,” the doctor tried to reassure him.




    Rick opened his eyes and tried to focus them on the doctor, but the image of the doctor was blurry. He could see the nurses and other people rushing around him. The blows had caused internal bleeding which created a critical situation. Dr. Hara had to stop the bleeding and repair any other damage caused by the vicious blows inflicted on Rick by the Japanese police.




    “Where’s my wife, Noot?” Rick asked in a whisper, as he fell into unconsciousness again.




    “Let’s get him into surgery...! There’s no time to waste,” Dr. Hara urged, as they wheeled the stretcher through the swinging doors into the operating room.




    * * * * *




    Noot arrived at the U.S. embassy after nearly an hour and a half in a police car. The traffic into Tokyo was deplorable, even when you’re in a police car. As the squad car drove up to the U.S. embassy gate, the guard at the entrance said, “What can I do for the Tokyo Police today?”




    “I’m just dropping off this American tourist so she can talk to someone about her husband. We arrested him for suspicion of drug trafficking at Narita,” he replied.




    The guard stooped down and looked inside the squad car to view, Noot. She looked very distraught to him, and said, “Certainly, just park your car over there next to that black limo. Put this pass on the windshield so nobody tows it away.”




    In Japanese, the policeman says, “I can’t stay. I’m just dropping her off. But thanks for the royal treatment. I’ll drop her off here, if that’s okay?”




    “No problem,” the guard said. He walked around the squad car and opened the door for Noot. She got out and was directed to the side entrance with a note of introduction scribbled out hurriedly by the guard.




    “Thanks,” Noot said. She then walked toward the side entrance to the embassy. As she entered the room that was inside the entrance, she handed the receptionist the note.




    The receptionist read the note, and said, “It will be just a moment, Mrs. Olson. Please, have a seat. I’ll be back in a moment.”




    “Thanks,” Noot said as she sat down on the imitation leather couch and reached for a magazine. She thumbed through a magazine whose headlines referred to the riots that had broken out in Los Angeles.




    “Mrs. Olson, the duty officer is ready to see you now. This way please,” the receptionist said politely.




    They walked down the hall to the last door at the end of the corridor. The hallway was dimly light and there were no lights shining through the half-glass doors. “Is today a holiday? Where is everyone?”




    “It’s Friday afternoon, most of the employees take the afternoon off,” she said. As she opened the door, Noot could see the blonde head and barrel-chested embassy employee.




    “Mrs. Olson, I’m Steve Moran. What can I do for you?” he asked, as the receptionist closed the door behind her.




    With tears rolling down her cheeks, she said, “My husband...my...husband.”




    “Now, Mrs. Olson, everything will be all right... Just tell me what’s the matter,” Moran said putting his hand on her arm, “please have a seat and tell me everything.” He walked over to the edge of his desk, leaning against it with one leg levitating a half-foot off the carpeting.




    “They have arrested my husband?” she said hysterically.




    “Who are they? Who arrested him?”




    “The Japanese...that’s who!” Noot said, shouting out of frustration. “Why do all you bureaucrats sound like police interrogators?”




    “I’m sorry. Let’s start over. What’s the problem?” he replied, asking her as gently as he could. He wasn’t used to being compassionate with American citizens. They are more of an annoyance rather than clients in his bureaucratic mind-set.




    “They, the Japanese police, arrested my husband, Rick, for possession of cocaine. He didn’t have any drugs on him, or in our luggage. How can they arrest him?”




    Noot just cried and shook her head in disbelief at the dilemma that she found herself in.




    “You said your husband’s name is Rick?” Moran asked. He tried to remember the name of the guy he sicced the Tokyo Police on.




    “That’s right; that’s what I said...why?” Noot asked, looking a bit perplexed.




    Moran looked at his notepad, trying to decipher his own handwriting. “Oh, shit...! It’s him. I’m sorry...,” he said mumbling to himself.




    “What did you say? Is something the matter?” she asked, staring him directly in the eyes.




    Looking away from her, he said, “It’s nothing. I’ll get right on it.”




    “Can’t you do something right away? He’ll go crazy being isolated and possibly tortured. Do something, dammit!” Noot yelled at the top of her lungs. “What the hell good is an embassy if you can’t even help your own citizens? Answer me that, will you?”




    Frustrated and upset with himself, Moran said, “You don’t understand, I can’t do anything for 25 days, no matter what. That’s the law here in Japan. If we find anything out, we’ll let you know. I’m sorry...”




    “You are damned right...! You’re sorry all right. You’re a sorry, bastard!” Noot dragged herself out of the stuffed chair and slammed the door behind her. The glass in the door shattered from the impact and landed on Moran’s floor in a thousand pieces.




    He wasn’t too upset since he was the cause of the fiasco. What could he do? The Customs source said to maintain a low profile, or the Japanese police would be mad as hell if he tried to interfere. What a mess he had let himself get into. “Shit,” Moran said, leaning back in his executive leather chair.




    All he could do was stare blankly at the courtyard below in a stupor. His final thoughts were fixated on one word that said it all: Damn…!


  




  

    Chapter Four




    Noot stormed out of the U.S. embassy and ran toward the main gates. The guard at the entrance looked sad at the tearful Noot gasping for air after running across the parking lot.




    He stepped outside of his guard shack and walked over to Noot who was lying on the lawn. “Is there anything I can do?”




    “Get me a taxi if you could? I want to go to the Palace Hotel,” she said, looking for a business card that the Japanese policeman had given her. She pulled it from her purse and handed the card to him.




    He looked at the business card and tried to recollect where the hotel was located. “No problem, you just take it easy,” he advised compassionately. The guard returned to his shack and requested a taxi on the phone.




    * * * * *




    The embassy employee, Steve Moran, straightened up in his chair and picked up the phone. He couldn’t remember the Federal Telephone System access code, so he reached for the federal phone book. Finding the phone number and access code for U.S. Customs at SeaTac International Airport, he waited for someone to answer the line. He wanted to find out what the hell was going on. Mrs. Olson had piqued his curiosity.




    “U.S. Customs, Margo Perkins speaking, may I help you?” she asked.




    “You sure may... I’m Steve Moran from the U.S. embassy in Japan. I want to talk to Inspector Craig,” Moran said.




    “I’m sorry, he’s on the phone with someone. Can I take a message?” the secretary said like a monotone robot.




    “Yes, tell him to get his ass off the damned phone. I’m pissed! Is that sufficient?” Moran said, busting his number two pencil in half.




    “Yes,sir. I’ll put you on hold,” the secretary responded, pushing her boss’s intercom button.




    “Yes, Margo.”




    “Hey boss, there’s a pissed off dude named, Moran, on the line. Do you want to talk to him?”




    “Do I have a choice?” Inspector Craig retorted. He just chuckled and picked up the receiver, and said, “Hi, ole buddy. What’s going on?”




    “Screw your ole buddy, bullshit. What’s your scam?” Moran demanded contemptuously.




    “I don’t know what you’re referring to,” Inspector Craig spoke, lying through his teeth. Almost in the same breath, he looked out his window at the incoming international flight on its final approach to SeaTac International.




    “Cut the bull, partner...or I’ll have your ass before the Inspector General. There weren’t any drugs on that guy, Rick Olson, and you know it...don’t you?” Moran said trying to intimidate Inspector Craig.




    “You don’t think I’m stupid enough to admit that, do you?” Inspector Craig spoke with a smirk on his face into the receiver.




    “That’s all you had to say, asshole... Now, I know you’re guilty as hell. Good-bye,” Moran said, smashing the phone on the base unit. He spontaneously began talking out loud to himself. “I know it, but just can’t prove it. But that jerk used me for some kind of revenge scheme. Thanks a lot. He didn’t have to admit it. All government employees know that disclaimer and guilty statement, all rolled into one. Unmistakable. What do I do now?”




    * * * * * *




    Inspector Craig picked up the phone and dialed the renegade law enforcement honcho, Commander Fredricks, who’s employed by Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms at the Treasury Department. As he listened to the dial tone, his staff assistant interrupted him as she opened the door. Before she could say anything, Craig waved her away as someone answered the phone, and said, “ATF, Ms. Royer speaking.”




    “Ms. Royer, I’d like to speak to Mr. Fredricks. It’s urgent business,” Craig said.




    “Just a moment.”




    “Fredricks speaking.”




    “Commander Fredricks, this is Inspector Craig at Customs. I’m in a hell of a jam,” he said.




    “I got problems of my own, so what’s yours?” Fredricks asked. He was irritated that a Customs inspector would be foolish enough to contact him at work.




    “I’m afraid I took things too far. Do you remember that private detective who testified against us at the Senate hearings?”




    “Yes,” Fredricks replied uneasily.




    “Well, I took it upon myself to have him arrested by the Tokyo Police. I used an embassy staffer that I used previously to bust a drug trafficker, but this time I made-up the whole thing to harass that jerk, Rick Olson. The embassy staffer called me just a minute ago. He knows I lied to him, and he’s about to go to the Inspector General if I don’t do something to set things straight. What should I do?”




    “The first damn thing you should do...is never phone me at work, for starters! Secondly, keep your mouth shut, or be prepared to take a cyanide capsule. Is that understood?”




    Inspector Craig tried to control his frightened inner emotions, and said, “That’s all well and good, but I need your support in order to get out of this mess, you know that.”




    “Just keep me informed. I’ll pull a few strings if need be. Now, get the hell off the phone,” Commander Fredricks, retorted.




    “Thanks, but no thanks—for your so-called help. I guess I know where that leaves me,” Craig said in a depressed tone of voice. There was only silence on the other end of the line. Commander Fredricks had nothing further to say. Craig had gotten the message loud and clear.




    Inspector Craig got out of his chair and walked out of his office into the hallway. His staff assistant had an office of her own. He looked into her office, but she wasn’t there. Just as he was about to turn around, a soft hand touched his shoulder. He saw it was Cheryl, and said, “Well, this is a surprise. I was just looking for you.”




    “I had to take some reports to Jane in payroll. What can I do for you?”




    “I didn’t mean to brush you off, but I was involved in something important. What do you need?”




    “Nothing important,” as she squeezed his hand. “Are you going to take me to lunch today?”




    “I can’t. I’ve got too many things on my mind. You wouldn’t enjoy my company,” he said, looking a bit worried and tired. They looked each other in the eyes, but then he was forced to look over her shoulder. The intense contact would catapult him into a compromising situation if he didn’t try to control his hormonal reactions.




    “Look at me. Let’s have dinner together tomorrow night. My husband will be out of town for a week,” Cheryl said. She looked directly into his eyes trying to sexually intimidate him.




    He shyly looked down the hall, wondering if anybody saw him in this compromising situation, then says, “Talk to you later, my dear.”




    “Tonight?”




    Craig just smiled and walked away towards his office. He was still worried about the repercussions and fallout that could develop from his little escapade involving the arrest of Rick Olson. Why are women so aggressive when it comes to sex nowadays? Men were always supposed to be hunters and pursuers. Things have sure changed—he thought. He needed some solitude to work things out in his mind. Craig shut and locked his office door, then went over to his desk and sat down. He folded his arms and put his head down on the desk, and began crying. His sobs were muffled by the sound of the piped in office music. A terrifying sense of doom enveloped his entire emotional being.




    * * * * *




    “Your taxi is here, Mrs. Olson,” the embassy guard said.




    She walked hurriedly over to the cab and was met by the driver who cordially opened the door for her. “Thanks. Do you speak English?” Noot asked before entering the back seat of the cab.




    “Some.”




    “I need to go to the Palace Hotel. Can you take me there?”




    “Sure thing. I take you,” the cab driver said, shutting the cab door for Noot after she’d slipped into the back seat.




    As the taxi driver got comfortable in the front seat, he turned around, and said, “You look sad. You have problem?”




    “My husband has been arrested by the Tokyo Police. I don’t have any idea what they’ve done with him,” she said, sniffling from a runny nose. Noot pulled a handkerchief from her purse to blow her congested nose.




    “I have brother. He policeman here in Tokyo. We go see him, okay?” the cab driver said with a reassuring smile on his face.




    “Okay, please do,” Noot said with a brief smile on her face.




    “My name is Jeff,” he said, looking in the rearview mirror to see the expression on her face.




    “How could that be...? You’re Japanese. Nobody is named Jeff in Japan,” she said.




    “My dad friends, G.I.’s,” he said, responding with a polite smile that she couldn’t see.




    “I thought that Americans were your enemies during World War II? I know Thailand still holds a grudge against Japan for the brutal occupation in my country,” she said, with remorse at the thought of her ancestors being beaten, and being worked to death during Japan’s occupation of Thailand. Noot would never forgive or forget their cruelty.




    “My dad, he live America. Go to camp—like jail and lose everything. Dad move back Japan. War over. He so mad.... He hate very much. I born in camp. Call me, Jeff. I too young. Don’t learn English good,” he said, in perfect broken English. It was obvious that he had pride in his American roots, but she could sense a feeling of turmoil in his voice.




    It was apparent that a simmering hate existed just below the surface of his polite exterior at the way America had treated his father and mother during World War II. Their family house and business were taken away from them and never given back. His father became a broken man, who loved America with all his heart, but whose love had been betrayed. Both of his parents left America and returned to Japan destitute: broken individuals-both in heart and soul. They died in the midst of disgrace and humiliation, but Jeff didn’t want to discuss his disenchantment with the, Land of the Free. He was too young to remember what America was like. Jeff didn’t care about America after listening to his father’s recollections and experiences.




    “You also sound sad, not just me,” Noot said.




    “I know want talk about, okay? Hurt too much,” he answered, as his eyes glistened with emotion.




    “Okay, I understand.” Just then, the taxi arrived at the Police Station where his brother worked. The jolt she received from the abrupt turn into the driveway of the Police Station jarred her kidneys. She had forgotten that foreign made cars in their homeland feel like they don’t have any shock absorbers.




    As the cab stopped at the guard shack, the sentry looked them over and Jeff communicated something in Japanese. He looked at Noot critically, then motioned them through despite the reservations on his mug. Jeff parked the taxi near the stairway entrance.




    “Come, come, follow me,” he said as she complied with his request. Noot trailed after him until they reached the large teak doors at the entrance at the top of the stairs.




    At that point, Noot asserted herself, opening the door herself before Jeff could reach the handle, and said, “I can handle things from here.”




    “Okay, I get brother. Wait,” he said. Jeff walked to the policeman who was sitting at the front desk. The spectacles the policeman was wearing nearly fell off the tip of his nose when he realized who had just walked in.




    The desk officer was Jeff’s brother. They talked privately while Noot stood near the entrance to the station. She could hear them speaking loudly in Japanese, but she didn’t understand a word. Noot’s legs became cramped and painful. Sighting a hardwood chair, she decided to sit down and take a load off her mind.




    She became impatient, and decided to walk over to where they were talking, and asked, “What’s the problem? Where the hell is my husband? I demand to know this instant!”




    Jeff’s brother asked, “Why you have bad mouth? Japanese no talk bad. I no help her.”




    “Please, brother, she upset... Please help,” Jeff said respectfully, but his brother turned his head away, pointing toward the main entrance. “Leave...!”




    “You bastard! All you damn Japanese are alike. Arrogant son-of-a-bitches!”




    “Arrest her!” Jeff’s brother retorted.




    Jeff didn’t say a word. It was all he could do just to keep Noot out of a Japanese jail, as he tugged at Noot’s defiant arm. As she started to reply to the jail threat, Jeff put his hand over her mouth.




    “Okay, I’m going with you...,” she said, pulling her arm away from the clutches of Jeff’s viselike grip. Noot rushed out of the Police Station and screamed outside, “Shit...! I hate this damned place! Communism would be better than the way the Japanese must live. They have all of the money in the world, but live in dog houses. A real joke!”




    Jeff was upset by her caustic remarks, and said, “I go.... You get another taxi.”




    Noot realized that she had gone too far, but she meant every damned word. “Go...! Get out of here. You Jap’s are all the same. You can dish out unpleasantness, but can’t stand the heat when you’re the object of ridicule, right? You haven’t changed since World War II. Same arrogant Jap’s. I’ll tell you something, Jeff; the people of Thailand would like to tell you now—in memory of 1945—kiss our collective asses, you bastards!”




    Jeff slapped Noot’s face. “Take that, you bitch,” Jeff responded instinctively to the disrespect being thrust upon him. “No woman ever talk bad to man…”




    As Jeff turned to walk to his taxi, Noot picked up a large stone and hurled it at Jeff. It struck him at the base of the skull just above the back of his neck. He immediately collapsed to the pavement.




    Noot stepped over his silent body, kicking him in the gut, and says, “Likewise, no man ever hits a woman, understand?”




    She left him in his own pool of blood, lying in the center of the parking lot. Noot walked proudly out of the main gate. Waving her arm towards a passing taxi, it stopped suddenly on the shoulder of the road. She got in the taxi and sped off to the Palace Hotel.


  




  

    Chapter Five




    As the surgeons finished suturing up the surgical incisions made in Rick Olson, they looked at each other, and said, “We’ll know if he’ll make it after the next 24 hours. Better get him on antibiotics, looks like those incisions may develop nasty infections.”




    The assistant surgeon requested that Rick should be placed in the Intensive Care Unit, but the chief surgeon said, “I’ve been ordered to have him returned to his cell and placed in shackles.”




    “He will surely die! Can’t you countermand that order?” the assistant asked.




    “I was fortunate enough to be allowed to operate on him; the magistrate will not change his mind. Having him returned to confinement was one of the conditions I had to agree to, or I couldn’t operate on him,” Dr. Hara replied. He looked distraught at the potential threatening life situation, but felt he had no alternative.




    Biting his lip, the assistant surgeon motioned for the stretcher to be rolled out of the operating room. “Take him back to his cell, but be sure to have a nurse standing by in case of an emergency.”




    The orderlies bowed and pushed the stretcher down the hallway towards the jail. Rick began to move around on the stretcher, but passed out from exhaustion and the effects of the anesthesia. “Noot, where’s...?” were his last words before lapsing into unconsciousness again.




    * * * * *




    Noot paid the taxi driver, and walked hastily up the steps to the entrance to the Palace Hotel. Gasping for breath as she walked into the lobby, a bellboy immediately grabbed the luggage Noot had been hauling up the front steps.




    After checking in, Noot was escorted by the bellboy to her room. “Thank you,” she said to the bellboy, giving him a five dollar tip. The bellboy stood there motionless, as though he had not been paid.




    “What’s the matter?” Noot asked.




    He was still silent, but held his hand out requesting additional compensation. His intimidating manner didn’t budge, Noot, who said, “Get the hell out! You’re lucky to get a tip. In Thailand, nobody bothers to tip anybody...! Yah, hear?”




    Shocked by the verbal assault from an Oriental woman, he turned tail—exiting the room as quick as possible. As the bellboy closed the door, Noot sat her coat on the chair and opened the drapes. Seeing the Royal Palace of the Japanese Emperor was a pleasant site. Her bladder was about to burst, so she went to the bathroom. When she turned on the lights, she saw a telephone next to the toilet. Now she’d seen everything. As soon as her posterior confirmed its place on the throne, Noot took the telephone off the hook. She decided to get the show on the road by dialing the home office of Detectives International, based in Seattle, Washington.




    As the phone rang the familiar long dial tones of international calls, someone answered the phone. “Detectives International, Carol speaking.”




    “Is Marilyn there?”




    “Marilyn, who?” the receptionist asked.




    “I can’t remember her last name. Marilyn is all I know. She’s my husband’s assistant,” Noot said.




    “Who’s your husband?”




    “Rick Olson, of course. Now, get Marilyn on the phone.”




    “I’m sorry,” the receptionist replied. She pressed the intercom and said, “Marilyn, your boss’s wife is on the line. And, if you ask me, she sounds like one pissed off gal to me.”




    “Thanks. Put her through on my private line.”




    “Go ahead,” the receptionist said.




    “Ms. Herbert, may I help you? Marilyn asked.




    “Marilyn, is that you?”




    “Yes, Mrs. Olson, how are you?”




    “I haven’t got time to discuss the damn weather. Rick’s been arrested by the Tokyo Police, and I can’t get any damn help from the U.S. embassy. Get hold of inspector— What’s his name?” Noot asked. She shook her head in disgust because she couldn’t remember his name.




    “Oh, you mean Inspector James.”




    “Yeah, that’s him. Please, get him for me. They think Rick had drugs on him. Please, hurry and give me a call if you find anything out.”




    “I’ll get on it, Mrs. Olson. You just get some rest, I’ll do my best. You know how I feel about Rick, so don’t you worry,” Marilyn assured her.




    “Thanks, I knew we could count on you. Talk to you later,” Noot replied, as she dislodged herself from the throne. As she walked awkwardly toward the plaid couch in the front room, she collapsed on the couch—exhausted from the day’s traumatic events.




    * * * * * *




    Marilyn felt hurt by Rick’s sharp tongued wife. But the more she thought about the situation, she felt Noot must be under a lot of stress. Feeling better about the situation, she picked up the phone and dialed Inspector James.




    “The Inspector General’s office, Doris speaking,” the receptionist said.




    “I would like to talk to Inspector James.”




    “May I say who’s calling?” she asked.




    “Tell him, Marilyn from Detectives International.”




    Hearing Marilyn’s name, Inspector James hastily put down a cold cup of coffee, and grabs the phone, and says, “Marilyn, how’s it going?”




    “Not good I’m afraid.”




    “What’s the matter?” James asked.




    “Rick Olson has been arrested in Japan according to his wife, Noot. I just got off the phone with her. She was frantic...,” Marilyn replied.




    “Arrested? For what?”




    “Possession of illegal drugs.”




    “Bullshit...! He’s a straight arrow. Can’t the embassy clear up this mess?” he asked.




    Looking at the picture of Rick on her desk made tears roll down her cheeks, as the mental anguish got too much for her. Wiping the tears away, Marilyn answered, “Noot said that the U.S. embassy had no authority to intercede for at least 25 days. There doesn’t even have to be formal charges brought against him until the 25 days have expired.”




    “Doesn’t look like the Jap’s have changed their torture tactics since World War II, it appears,” James said. He spun around in his office chair and stood up to stretch his arms.




    “Is there anything you can do?” Marilyn asked.




    “There sure as the hell is… I’ll be in touch. Talk to you later,” James assured her.




    “Thanks, Inspector James. I knew you could help.”




    “We’ll see. Later,” he replied. As he put the phone down, he stared at the office clock—noticing it must be around 8:30 a.m. Tokyo time.




    Pushing the intercom button, his receptionist said, “Yes, sir.”




    “Doris, get the U.S. embassy in Japan on the line A-S-A-P.”




    “Why?”




    Annoyed by the reply, he said, “Just get them on the line, would you?”




    “Right, you’re the boss,” Doris said. She was fed up with male chauvinist pigs. He was a nice guy, but a typical Neanderthal male animal. Whenever will they become extinct? First things first, she thought. She’d better get the call through before the boss came unglued.




    The intercom buzzed in James’ office, “Yes, Doris.”




    “The U.S. embassy’s on line 1. They’re trying to track down the consulate person who talked to Noot.”




    “How did you know who to ask for?”




    “Walls have ears, you know; bugging isn’t the sole province of the Russians.”




    “I guess not,” Inspector James said. From now on, he would be careful to push the exclude button. Who knows what that broad knows?




    “Hello, Steve Moran speaking.”




    “This is Inspector James from the Treasury’s I.G. office.”




    “What can I do for you?” Moran asked, trying not to sound too shocked and nervous.




    “What the hell’s going on with Rick Olson?”




    “What do you mean?”




    “Don’t be cute; we know that Noot Olson came to your office for help. But of course, she was turned away. Why?”




    “Noot who?” Moran asked, showing his political finesse.




    “We can play this straight and cut the bullshit, or I’ll get tired of being a nice guy, understood?”




    “Sorry, I don’t understand. Enlighten me...?”




    “You’ll be brought before a Grand Jury for obstructing justice if you don’t clean up your act, is that enlightening enough?”




    Moran began shaking perceptively, slamming his desk drawer shut, and says, “All right, I know what’s going on. But I won’t accept being the fall guy. I was duped by a Customs inspector named Craig at SeaTac Airport. That bastard has left my ass out on a limb, but I won’t—”




    “Won’t what?” James asked.




    “Never mind, I’ll cooperate in anyway I can.”




    “Well then, what did he tell you?”




    “That Olson was carrying drugs in his carry-on luggage, and to contact the Tokyo Police,” Moran said.




    “And…?”




    “That’s what I did.”




    “Can’t you undo what you’ve created?”




    “If I could, I would. But I can’t... Once the 25 day detention rule is invoked, it’s near impossible to get rescinded—even by us,” Moran replied in a despondent tone.




    “You damn well better keep trying to get his ass out of that hellhole of a jail, is that clear?” James shouted without remorse into the receiver.




    “Yes, we’ll do something even if it’s wrong,” Moran said.




    “That sounds like a good bureaucrat. Have at it. I’ll be in touch,” James said, shoving the telephone onto the cradle. He was so upset that Customs would so blatantly try to take revenge against Rick. The mentality and lack of intelligence by this new breed of Customs Inspectors was unbelievable. That’s like raping someone in broad daylight. They should know that he has connections. On second thought, he’d have to consider the source. Why else has this country fallen into the hands of fascists? Because of the stupid bureaucrats, that’s why.




    “Doris, get Customs Inspector Craig on the horn, and don’t ask why, is that a deal?”




    “You’re the boss.”




    “Don’t you forget it,” James said, checking his backside for bullet holes.




    “Up yours, asshole,” Doris snapped.




    “Doesn’t sound ladylike to me,” James said, baiting her.




    “Your party is on line 2, jerk,” Doris retorted at the insult.




    Pushing the line 2 button, James said, “Is this Inspector Craig?”




    “Speaking.”




    “You don’t know me, but I’m Inspector James with the I.G.’s office in downtown Seattle.”




    “What’s the problem?” he asked.




    “Did I say there was a problem?” James responded.




    “Well, you don’t get a call from the I.G.’s office to ask you out for lunch, do you?”




    “Maybe you’re right. I want to come over and talk about an important matter.”




    “What matter?”




    “Talk to you in a couple hours, so don’t go anywhere,” James ordered.




    “Okay,” Craig said. Suddenly, he became depressed at the thought of the I.G. investigating his part in the arrest of Rick Olson. Looking at the small pill box, which contained a cyanide capsule, he felt humbled at the thought that he might not be alive in a few hours. A hollow feeling consumed his emotional being.
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