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      If you're a youth in 1941 living in San Francisco and a graduate of Stanford University, fluent in speech communications, especially Japanese, your talents were needed by Army intelligence, immediately.


      If and when the United States went to war against Japan, intelligence realized they had very few personnel that could speak the language or understand the culture, Including Japanese Americans. Their search of the universities throughout the US turned up very sparse results.


      The decision was made to start a school to teach the Japanese language and, if possible, the culture of the isolated country to future code breakers. The Presidio, a military post in San Francisco, was chosen to go forward immediately with the task.


      The next priority was to compose a cryptology dictionary of the language, similar to what Churchill had done at Bletchley Park. It was the leading site for British code breakers intercepting and decoding German transmission.


      The youth of American stepped up to the challenge, including an extraordinarily talented young lady, Sue Lee Ono. She was fluent in Japanese, German, Spanish, French, and understood several Chinese dialects. Sue Lee grew up in the city of San Francisco in Japantown under the tutelage of her dear Uncle Yoshi. He taught her not only the knowledge of the Japanese culture but a deep understanding about the history and artifacts. Uncle Yoshi was a collector and a known authority of Asian art.


      Sue Lee settles into the routine at the Presidio, helping to set up a school for Japanese Americans eager to do their part for their country against the ever-present prejudice.


      Nevertheless, Sue Lee's worries are more than racism. She is caught in a murderous past, continuing into the present after the death of her beloved Uncle Yoshi and the beginning of World War Two.
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      Fiji Islands, May 3,1923


      Captain Bartholomew Walker was pacing back and forth on the bridge of his Merchant ship the Papua.


      He was listening to an explanation being given by his ship's engineer, and the first officers Mr. Maddox from their company ship the Hooroo about the explosion that killed his partner, Captain Jiro Ono.


      "Mr. Lutridge what did you find out about the explosion on the Hooroo?".


      "Cap that was no accident that boiler was rigged to explode, the safety valve was jammed shut. For some reason the other boilers were all right  or it would have been bloody hell and ship would have sunk.”


      “I reckoned, he didn’t have time to sabotage the other boilers. You mentioned finding the valve,” Maddox asked?


      Lutridge pushed his hat back to scratch his head while reaching into his pants pocket pulling out twisted hunk of metal. “Here’s what’s left of it, you can see a piece of metal lodged inside the valve bypassing the safety switch,” handing it over to the Captain.


      “Have they found the sailor yet?” Maddox asked as he turned the safety valve over in his hand before passing it to the Bartholomew.


      “He up and did a bunk Sir.”


      “Do they know his name,” the captain asked while holding the valve up to the light to better see the what looked like a a nail jammed into the loop stopping the shut off.


      “My crew claims it was seaman Cadwell that sabotaged the boiler as a diversion to escape with the stolen artifacts. The captain went to find him and walked right into the engine room when the boiler exploded. We contacted the Harbor Master, they told us the only boat leaving the island that day was on a routine run—a small schooner with two nuns and a priest," explained Officer Maddox.


      Capt. Walker had stopped pacing and sat down at the helm chair turning to look out at sea. He was thinking about what his engineer said about artifacts. Jiro and his brother Yoshi bought and sold these objects, a productive hobby that had been going on for years. The captain's knowledge of Jiro's collection was limited, but he knew his friend had been excited about what he purchased from a sailor; However, that item was sent to his brother Yoshi in San Francisco some time ago. 


      Sailors traveled with very few possessions, but are notorious for buying trinkets to remind them of a home—they wished to have. Jiro knew that some of these articles could be of great value. 


      The captain remembered the Japanese puzzle box he bought in Singapore from a Russian sailor in need of drinking money. 


      The box lacquered in black with the cover inlaid in gold showing three tiny birds by the sea. On the back, the gold inlays continued in a written Japanese script. Small pieces of silver covered the other panels. Transparent lacquer was brushed over the entire surface to hold the gold and silver dust in place. The overall effect was stunning! 


      The tiny puzzle box had a surprising number of hidden drawers; something a little girl would cherish. 


      Years ago, he gave the box to his friend Jiro as a gift for his daughter Sue Lee. 


      She was holding the little box in her hands at her father's funeral. A sad day for a six-year-old, especially after losing her mother just two years ago.


      He kept these sad thoughts to himself and turned in his chair to face his men, and said. “Mr. Maddox, you will be in command of the  Hooroo while I make the trip to America on the Papua. Mr. Lutridge you will stay here and oversee her repairs. The little girl will be sailing with me. Pass the word, I do not want her to find out about how her father died from one of my crews, is that understood?”


      Yes, Sir, the two men chorused together.


      “And Mr., Maddox, when I'm gone if you do find Cadwell before the authorities, hold him, they can have what's left of him when I'm finished!” 


      After his men were off the bridge, he stood alone, staring without actually seeing the Suva harbor they were birthed in. He was a tall, broad-shouldered man with a shock of blond hair. His hawk-like nose and steel blue eyes gave him a look of authority. He regretted speaking so openly to Jiro’s first officer Maddox with such feelings of hate. Maddox too must be going through a gamut of emotions after losing his captain. Even so, protocol be damned. He was mad and sad at the loss of his best friend.


      Years-ago Captain, Walker formed a partnership with his friend Captain Jiro Ono and his brother Yoshi, both owners of the Hooroo. The creating their company, Walker Ono Shipping Lines, was a smart business move. Recently, two more shipping contracts were added to the cargo list. Yoshi was responsible for acquiring the agreements. However, now, with the death of his brother, the future was uncertain.


      Yoshi is a shrewd businessman, but not a seaman and asked Bartholomew to choose a new captain for the Hooroo. 


      Bartholomew was confident Mr. Maddox was the best choice to captain the Hooroo .


      Yoshi also requested in his telegram to please watch over Sue Lee and asked that she is brought safely to San Francisco under Bartholomew’s care. 


      Bartholomew had two sons back in Sydney about the same age as Sue Lee.


      He knew Jiro and Yoshi would do everything they could to help his boys.


      Sue Lee lost so much in such a short time. Her mother Marley died two years ago; now her only family left was her uncle, Yoshi. 


      His loving family had always surrounded Bartholomew, what would it be like to suddenly have no one he wondered? She was a very brave little girl. All alone about to cross the Pacific to start a new life with her Uncle. 


      That thought helped to turn his feelings of sadness and revenge inward and concentrated on Sue Lee and what he could do for her. 


      His second in command arrived on the bridge, and told everything was in readiness for tomorrow's departure, and the little girl just embarked with her escort.    
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      San Francisco, December 6th, 1941


      Sue Lee was exhausted after non-stop work since her uncle’s funeral. Wearily, she sat down in a chair at one end of the dining room table. The other side was being used for packing Yoshi’s things. She sipped her coffee and reflected with sadness how his car accident had taken him away so suddenly. It was that same feeling she had when her father died eighteen years ago in a freak explosion aboard their ship The Hooroo while under repairs in the harbor of Suva in Fiji. That's when she came to live with her uncle. 


      The church where she was at school when the accident happened contacted Uncle Yoshi. He immediately took charge and arranged for her passage and the passage for Sister Dan to accompany her to San Francisco. 


      They sailed to America on Captain Walker's ship, the Papua. The captain was her father's and Yoshi's friend and partner. Now they were good friends. 


      Through the years, whenever the captain sailed into San Francisco, he stayed in their apartment in Japantown and entertained Sue Lee with his storytelling. Even when she was older, she enjoyed his tales of the Australian outback. Yoshi and the captain would stay up and talk about business, baseball and laugh late into the night while Sue Lee slept. 


      The captain's telegram was next to her on the table. He was apologetic about the distance and time, and the war situation in the Pacific but couldn't attend the service for Yoshi. He also told her his son Sam would be in San Francisco sometime within the next month. She was looking forward to meeting him.  


      Sue Lee took one of Yoshi's baseball caps out of the box on the floor and placed it on her head. It was a Red Socks hat, one of Yoshi’s favorites; it had a faded autograph on the bill signed by Ted Williams. Sue Lee remembered how he would sit in his store with the cap on listening to the baseball game on the radio with a big smile on his round face. Her friends said he looked like the Laughing Buddha. A good nickname for Yoshi, he was always smiling or laughing. 


      Naomi came out of the kitchen carrying plates of toast and eggs. 


      "That cap looks good on you. Maybe I should make you a shirt to go with it," Naomi made colorful Hawaiian shirts for Yoshi in her dress shop. 


      Naomi was in her late forties a second mother to Sue Lee whenever Yoshi needed a woman's touch or someone to take care of Sue Lee. Yoshi was a confirmed bachelor devoted to Sue Lee, but as Naomi told Sue Lee long ago, sometimes his suggestion for a little girl had to be challenged by a woman.


      Naomi was pretty in a delicate way, but she had never married. Nevertheless, men were attracted to her like a magnet. She had a bubbly personality and deep love for baseball.


      "Here, Sue Lee took the cap off. Yoshi would want you to have it. After all, you're the one that got the autograph." 


      “Oh, I remember how embarrassed he was wen I walked over to Ted and asked him to sign it. Your uncle was so outgoing but so old-fashioned, aggressive young ladies were unknown in his day, but he tolerated me, she said laughing as she put the cap on her head. Thank you, maybe I should make a shirt for myself to match it." 


      "How is your business? I heard the Ryou's closed their shoe store and are moving to the Midwest.” Sue Lee said reaching for the jam. 


      "It's bad, this boycotting of Japantown and all this irrational fear is getting way out of hand. Last week one of my deliveries was refused. I have made dresses for that gal for years. When I was teaching, her daughter was one of my students, it hurt!"  


      "Have you thought more about the offer from the Presidio?" Sue Lee  passed the milk bottle to Naomi. 


      "Oh! I haven't had a chance to tell you. I accepted, and I'm to report in on Monday. Sorry for not telling you sooner, but you've had so much on your mind at the service." 


      "I'm so glad, but what about your dress shop?" 


      “I’m closing my shop and my apartment this weekend; your cousin Kane is stopping later this morning. I need to store a few things in the basement at the crib; Naomi answered before taking a sip of her coffee. Say, I had a chance to meet some of the people in the school. I’m looking forward to working with them.”


      Naomi was one of her teachers, and during her teens, Sue Lee developed a talent for languages that later helped her to excel at Stanford University. 


      After graduating from Stanford, during a church fund-raising event, Sue Lee was introduced by Father George to Captain James from the Presidio Army Base in San Francisco. He had been a few years ahead of her at Stanford, and she was not sure if he remembered her and was surprised when a few days later he called. 


      He wanted her to consider working at the Presidio. It seems that the war department realized they lacked in personnel fluent in the Japanese language. 


      In the event of war with Japan, they needed to train translators and field interrogators. For Sue Lee, this could entail the starting of a school for teaching the Japanese language. It was apparent her duties could be numerous because the department was entirely new with no established norms. It was the challenge she was looking for and closer to home.


      In the event of war, all civilian personnel would be conscripted into the army. If war became a reality, she would be proud to serve. 


      She had accepted his offer, and the Fourth Army Intelligence School opened at the Presidio in San Francisco located in an old converted airplane hangar, for classrooms and barracks. Capt. James was temporarily the school commandant. 


      Sue Lee was the head civil instructor overseeing four other teachers. The school started with 48 Japanese Americans, and in the last three months increased to over a hundred. 


      However, Sue Lee's position was changing she was spending more time on code breaking. 


      She had asked Naomi to consider taking over the overseeing of the teaching. Her skills as a teacher and knowledge of the Japanese language and culture would be perfect for the job. After several meetings, Army Intelligence agreed, the position was hers if she wanted to accept the same terms given to Sue Lee. 


      "It sounds like you are considering moving. What are you going to do with Yoshi's market?" Naomi dished out the last of the eggs. 


      "I'm not sure, but I'm opening today. Naka is fishing this weekend and said he would run things next week. I haven't had time to think about the store or the apartment. I love this place, and it’s a beautiful home. She paused for a moment stirred her eggs around her plate and then continued. Unfortunately, my work hours have taken so much time I have spent more time staying at the Presidio with Bonnie than with Yoshi these last three months. And, now he's gone.” She said, trying to blink the tears away. 


      Naomi reached over for Sue Lee's hand and squeezed it. 


      "Don't blame yourself—Yoshi told me how proud he was of you. I know things are moving fast for you Hon, but try to slow down." 


      "It’s just hard sometimes, if Kane has time, ask him to stop. It's probably going to be a slow day." 


      "Oh, I'm glad you reminded me, look at the time. Here, take the rest of my eggs. Will you be okay?" 


      "I'll be fine, don't worry. Thanks for spending your morning with me and sharing breakfast,” Sue Lee said, walking Naomi to the stairs. 


      They hugged and agreed to meet for dinner; Naomi didn't want her to eat alone. 


      It was Saturday, and she needed to go downstairs and open the grocery market. 


      She wiped her eyes one more time and checked her appearance in the hall mirror. 


      Sue Lee was tall, slim, and had black hair, cut to shoulder length and soft green eyes. She had a distinct beauty passed down to her from her French Polynesian mother with European Heritage, and a mix of Asian from her Japanese father. 


      The apartment had two separate stairways; The main one to the side street below with a very elaborately designed entrance and a more modest exit through a door opening to a staircase leading to the back of her store. 


      As she was tying on her apron walking down the stairs, she thought of calling Marcos at Valley Gardens again, but he had not returned her calls or attended Yoshi's service. 


      The news about the war in Indochina and the advancement of Imperial Japan in the Pacific put everyone near the western coast on edge. Prejudice against Japanese Americans was rampant. 


      Sue Lee was shocked when she walked into the store the shelves were almost empty. Why didn't Naka call the vendors and try to restock?  


      Now she was mad, she had written a check to him for the time he claimed he worked, but apparently he did nothing. Now “I’m working so that creep could go fishing!” 


      "Damn him!" she hollered as the little bell tinkled when the door opened into the store. 


      "Oops, not a good time to visit Cuz? Don't start throwing stuff. Gee, it looks like you don't have anything to throw. What happened to this place, it's empty?” Kane said as he was turning around in a circle looking at the store. 


      "That little creep was supposed to restock, call vendors, bring in new produce. And now he's fishing! I’m going to let him go, and I don't care if Father George recommended him, he can go back to Portland!"  She said with her arms crossed and chin sticking out. 


      Kane recognized the signs of anger and grief but waited until she'd settled down a little. Then Kane said. "Perhaps he too was having a tough time getting the vendors to come into Japantown. Everyone here is affected by the boycotts, he said, walking around the store. You had a rough couple of weeks, Cuz, but so have your neighbors. Businesses are closing. People are scared, and we are probably on the edge of war!" 


      "Blast, I had a good mad going! I suppose I should give him the benefit of the doubt. Nevertheless, he should have told me there's nothing here. I can't run the store like this and pay him. I will have to let him go and close the store.” She sighed as she sat down behind the counter. 


      "Look, I could buy a bunch of supplies and have them delivered to my bar and bring them over to you." 


      Sue Lee took a deep breath and started to calm down. 


      "Thanks, Kane, but the way people are moving away, there will be nobody left in Japantown. I must face facts; the store can't survive with all this boycotting. I guess I wanted to keep it going for Yoshi's sake, but he's gone. Do you think it is selfish if I want to shut it down?" 


      "You have a lot of guilt going on right now, Cuz. Seeing the store empty didn't help, but you need to consider that it's your life and what is good for you. Why don't you put everything on hold and step back for a while, you need a break.”


      “What if I move to a tropical island where I can go walking barefoot on the sand, listening to the gentle surf?” Sue Lee was remembering her childhood growing up in the South Pacific sailing with her parents on their ship the Hooroo. When in port, her mother would take her for walks on the beach telling her Polynesia stories. Sue Lee didn’t know how sick her mother was at that time. It wasn’t until she couldn’t walk anymore the cancer had spread taking away her strength.


      Cousin Kane was quietly standing by watching her sad face before he said, “Naw if we go to war, it would be bombed out of existence! I was thinking more along the lines of dinner, Chinese okay? You remember Larry Ching the singing bartender at the Chinese Village, well. He’s now at the Forbidden City, and Naomi can join us. What do you say Cuz?”


      "You buying?" 


      "That's my girl, always seeking to improve the bottom line, got to run. Naomi is expecting me. I'll buy, but your turn next time." He waved, walking out the door as the bell tinkled.   
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