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      The little Chinese man who sat across from her was impeccably dressed in stylish white tropical tailored suit. His mannerisms along with his speech were that of an English gentleman.


      It seemed appropriate that she had asked him to join her for high tea on the hotel terrace. It was pleasant, overlooking the sea, the only thing that spoiled the view where barricades of barbed wire with sandbags along the beach. After the waiter had left, Sue Lee poured the tea for both of them continuing the conversation. 


      "Thank you for your condolences Mr. Han. You said you knew my uncle, Yoshi?" Sue Lee started sipping her tea. 


      “We’re partners, together we own the Hotel Bing, one of the best brothels in Honolulu, now it is half yours!” He said, raising his cup. “Welcome aboard Madam Sue Lee.”
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            Code Breakers


          


        


      


    


    

      Hawaii May 8, 1942


      Sue Lee could feel the humidity seeping through her summer uniform. A welcome breeze was coming through the open door, helped cool the stuffy room. She was with a group of other codebreakers in Hawaii, closely monitoring a battle in the Coral Sea. The objective was to seek-out some new jargon that could be added to the cryptanalysis dictionary for future code-breaking.


      The cryptanalysis results were starting to work well. Teamed with code breakers from Australia, they had learned that the Japanese forces were going to invade Port Moresby in New Guinea and Tulagi in the southeastern Solomon Islands.


      A carrier task force along with joint American-Australian cruiser force were sent to stop them.


      It was the second day of the battle, the carrier Yorktown had been severely damaged.


      Carrier Lexington's damage was far worse. A fire caused by an explosion had forced the evacuation of all personnel below the waterline. Shortly after that, there’d been another explosion, the order to abandon ship had been given.


      The Japanese had had one light carrier sunk, one destroyer sunk, and three warships sunk. The carrier Shōkaku had been badly damaged—hit three times by bombs—was unable to launch or recover her aircraft. Now, she was running back to Japan.


      Both sides were starting to withdraw with heavy losses. However, the Japanese invasion had been repelled, that in itself was a victory.


      Finally, codebreakers were told to stand down. Sue Lee was leaning against the wall outside the stuffy building, breathing in the fresh air while waiting for her ride back to the hotel.


      She was attracting the attention of a group of sailors nearby. Sue Lee was tall slim-waisted, with black hair cut to shoulder length, and green eyes. She had a distinct beauty, which had been passed down to her from her European heritage, French Polynesian mother, mixed with Asian from her Japanese father. 


      Normally, she would smile and strike up a conversation, but it had been a long two days, she was worried about Carl. Carl was Finn and Mary's boy, who had been aboard the Carrier Lexington. It would be days before she knew who the survivors were.


      Her car pulled up, a corporal jumped out to open the door.


      After she’d settled in the back seat, she remembered the card in her pocket. A little old man approached her yesterday morning while waiting for her ride in front of the hotel. He’d handed her his card saying, “Could I have a moment of your time when you are free, Sue Lee?” Before she could answer her car pulled up. The dapper gentleman opened the door for her. “Your uncle Yoshi and I were partners. My number is on the card, please call me when you’re free.”


      The name on the card was Mr. Han. She shook her head “Maybe tomorrow I need some sleep.” Her driver stopped at the entrance to the Royal Hawaiian Hotel. The last time she’d stayed at the Royal Hawaiian had been the summer before she’d graduated from Stanford University in 1940. She’d flown over with Yoshi on the Pan-American China clipper. Yoshi had been negotiating a new shipping contract; he’d wanted to teach her more about the business. She was part owner of the Walker Ono shipping lines after the death of her father. But she’d knew that Yoshi really just wanted to cheer her up after her lover Tommaso had left.


      In January, the Royal Hawaiian Hotel was exclusively leased to the United States Navy as a rest and transient center for those serving in the Pacific Fleet.


      Sue Lee was waiting for her transportation orders to continue to Melbourne, Australia, to the HYPO listening station. Code breakers throughout the Pacific were scrambling to anticipate Admiral Yamamoto's next moves.


      Sue Lee had become involved with army intelligence shortly after graduating from Stanford University. It seems that the war department had 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. This had entailed the starting of a school for teaching the Japanese language.


      She’d been told that, any time a war was declared, she could be conscripted into the army. Shortly after the attack on Pearl Harbor, that had become a reality. Her skills and fluency in languages had pushed her deeper into intelligence work, now she was a leading codebreaker, interpreting enemy information. Nonetheless, at the moment she was exhausted as a doorman opened her door, welcoming her to the Royal Hawaii Hotel.
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            Mr. Han’s Brothel


          


        


      


    


    

      The little Chinese man who sat across from her was impeccably dressed in stylish white tropical tailored suit. His mannerisms along with his speech were that of an English gentleman.


      It seemed appropriate that she had asked him to join her for high tea on the hotel terrace. It was pleasant, overlooking the sea, the only thing that spoiled the view where barricades of barbed wire with sandbags along the beach. After the waiter had left, Sue Lee poured the tea for both of them continuing the conversation. 


      "Thank you for your condolences Mr. Han. You said you knew my uncle, Yoshi?" Sue Lee started sipping her tea. 


      “We’re partners, together we own the Hotel Bing, one of the best brothels in Honolulu, now it is half yours!” He said, raising his cup. “Welcome aboard Madam Sue Lee.”


      Sue Lee almost choked on her tea! 


      “I say, are you all right? Waiter more water, quickly please!" Mr. Han started to rise from his chair. 


      “No—no, I’m okay, please sit. You must be Jimmy. Yoshi spoke of you often. You were in Singapore during our last visit. I only know about the hotel. I even asked Yoshi back then, why we were not staying there, he said it was full. Apparently, he left out a few details.” Sue Lee used her clean napkin the waiter handed her to wipe tears from her eyes.


      “Oh, I'm sorry my levity was not meant to be disrespectful. The hotel is half yours not the brothel. I thought you knew. Please forgive me.” 


      Sue Lee waited until the waiter left after placing a new cup in front of her. 


      “Let's start from the beginning. When did this business for using the hotel as a brothel start with you and Yoshi?” 


      “A bit of luck on our part, we fell into it. Prostitution has been loosely regulated here on the islands for quite some time, but in 1930, it was pushed into Chinatown. Yoshi and I bought the hotel in 1929, and then the economy slowed. You might say regulatory prostitution laws in Chinatown saved us. However, they are now regulated by the military under the martial law, but business has increased with all the servicemen passing through. Our full—time resident, Mademoiselle Fifi requires the ladies to receive one hundred men a day, and they're required to work twenty days in a month.” Mr. Han told her with such pride Sue Lee couldn't stop herself from smiling. 


      “It sounds like a very lucrative profession.”


      “Quite so, some of the gals clear well over forty-thousand a year. As a group, they collectively purchased over one hundred thousand dollars in war bonds,” Jimmy said with more pride. 


      She could see why Uncle Yoshi liked this man; he loved his work.   


      "I'm curious, how did the hotel and so much of Oahu survive without damage?”


      "The only explanation offered by the Navy was that the Japanese could not waste any ammunition on the sideline, civilian areas. We stood on the streets watching the planes hearing the explosions. It was dreadful. However, the speed of the reconstruction is remarkable.”  


      Sue Lee agreed. She saw the reconstruction of Pearl Harbor when she arrived. She also knew the effort began immediately after the attack. The fuel farm and Submarine Base were left untouched, the sailors refueled and restock the Aircraft Carrier Enterprise within twenty-four hours. As Mr. Han continued talking about the war, Sue Lee was thinking about her position as half owner of the hotel. 


      The military not only regulates prostitution. It encourages it for the morale of the men. Looking at ownership from that perspective. “Perhaps it is a patriotic service,” she thought.


      “Mr. Han is it possible for the two of us to continue this partnership,  leaving everything as is for now?”


      "I was so hoping you would say that. I live at the hotel  Emily, and I have become quite fond of each other and are planning to marry.”


      "Emily?”


      "Mademoiselle Fifi," he answered before sipping his tea.


      Now she knew the reason for his pride in the operating procedures of the brothel. She started to wonder how old Emily was. 


      "When are you planning to marry?”  


      "It's impossible to say at the moment. Activity has picked in the last few months, military personnel is lining up for two blocks waiting for service. I dare say. This business can be very exhausting.” He sighed pushing his tea aside. A gesture Sue Lee noticed. 


      “Mr. Han, let’s order a drink to celebrate your future marriage to Emily— And our partnership.” She said with a smile to brighten his mood. 


      “Grand idea!” Jimmy raised his finger to summon the waiter. “We will drink to your wonderful uncle whom I miss dearly.”


      Sue Lee observed Mr. Han more closely while he talked with the waiter. His features were a mix of European. She assumed he had been educated in England. His outstanding features were his unusually thick eyebrows, white hair, and a thin face. His fashionable clothing fit his small frame well, giving him a look of a much younger man. She guessed his age somewhere in his seventies.   


      After several rounds of toasting, Jimmy had one more surprising announcement for her. 


      "To your mother Marley, you look so much like her.” He smiled with tears in his eyes. 


      "You knew my parents?" Sue Lee said with surprise. 


      "Oh my yes.  Marley would always accompany your father to browse through our stores. When she found some trinket, she was a tough negotiator.”


      "Please tell me more, you had  stores here in Honolulu, what did you sell?" 


      “One here in Honolulu our main shop was in Singapore. We specialize in selling Asian antiques. Singapore was such a grand city to do business. It is the crossroads of civilization; A transaction in business could be conducted in ‘twenty-seven different languages.” He paused for a moment lost in memories. 


      "You had a partnership, what happened, do you still have the stores?” Sue Lee asked thinking about the recent invasion. The British surrendered Singapore to the Imperial Japanese in February, “I wondered, She thought,  if his partner had escaped?”


      "Unfortunately, Robert's fate and the store are unknown, all my contacts are unavailable at this time."  


      Sue Lee could not share the information about the atrocities happening on the island. Japanese soldiers recently murdered everyone at the Alexandra Military Hospital. Reports of British citizens sent to build bridges in the death camps. She was thinking of all of this while Jimmy continued to reminisce about the good old days. 


      “My partner Robert Merman was British—Raffles Hotel was one of our favorites for high tea. A gathering place for the elite a seller’s market for antique dealers.” He stopped, looked at Sue Lee,”I’m rambling. I’m sure it is hell there now, but I have no way of knowing,”


      "Do you still have your store here?” 


      "No, without the contacts in Singapore and the attack on Pearl everything is on hold.”


      "What about consulting, would you share your expertise for a fee?“ She asked with something brewing.


      He held out his flute to the light while gathering his thoughts. "You have something on your mind young lady, you sound like your father, what is it?”


      Sue Lee smiled back before relating a short version of the missing ceremonial sword, Since they had just met, she left out that her father was killed because of his involvement.


      At this time, she was seeking information as to what he might know about her father's collection. When she finished, Jimmy took another moment to think before speaking. 


      "I was corresponding with your father while he was in Fiji. Since his death, I have worked with Yoshi trying to locate the Kazaritachi sword." 


      "You know then how my dad died. It was not by accident.” 


      "Sadly, I do, but how did you get involved, Sue Lee? This sword has a history of death dating back centuries.” 


      She related to him the past few months of the death of Yoshi's store clerk then the killing of the man responsible for her father's death.


      “I’m pleased that the man who caused Jiro’s death is gone. I would be proud to share what I know with you, are you sure you want to pursue this?”


      It was a question that Sue Lee had asked herself more than once. There was only one answer. 


      "I want to continue what my father started, but so far it has been dangerous, are you sure?”


      "Let me tell you what I know then we can decided together.”


      Sue Lee agreed, please tell me what you know.”


      “Your father contacted me by radiogram while he was in Fiji for repairs. I was in Singapore at that time. He wanted me to verify the authenticity of a sword that he had acquired offering to pay all my fees along with a bonus to arrive as soon as possible. I found that unusual, your father, as you know, was frugal.” He paused for a sip of Champagne.  “I was scheduled to sail from Singapore back to Hawaii. I re-routed my trip to sail on the SS Clan McLair leaving Singapore at the end of April or the first of May, weather and delays were more commonplace back then. Unfortunately, the delay was longer, I arrived after your father's funeral, you had already left with Captain Walker. Mr. Maddox, the new captain of the Hooroo was very helpful. He told me everything that had happened. Maddox also mentioned that Captain Walker said an item was shipped to your uncle Yoshi before the explosion, but he did not know what the item was.” Jimmy paused and refilled both of their flutes. “I was granted permission to look through your father's desk. I found a shipping receipt from the Cables Shipping and Packing Company. I inquired with the local office in Suva your father did ship a package to San Francisco. It was too small— it was not the sword.


      "Were there any other items shipped from the Suva at that time?” Sue Lee asked. 


      "Yes, both Maddox and Mr. Lutridge, shipped items to Australia. Maddox was shipping presents to his family. The engineer was sending parts to a welder, the parts he could not repair in his shop aboard the ship."


      "Where is Captain Maddox, Mr. Lutridge now?" 


      "Maddox is retired living in his home in Geelong, Australia, but unfortunately Mr. Lutridge was killed in Singapore a year after the Hooroo left Fiji." 


      "Killed, how, why? Sue Lee was surprised. I had no knowledge of this, was he working for us at that time?“ 


      “No, he resigned from his position after he completed the repairs on the Hooroo staying on in Fiji. It seems he met a gal there. Later that year he was found murdered in Singapore, it was quite brutal, he was a bigamist, his Singapore wife found out.”


      “That was the last time you heard from Yoshi?”


      “Nothing surfaced until late last fall.”


      “What happened last fall?”


      “Yoshi sent a letter asking for more information about the sword sheath. I sent him everything I had about the sheath. Unfortunately, after his accident, Pearl Harbor, then the fall of Singapore, everything stopped. Now you know what I know.”


      Sue Lee thought what Jimmy said about last fall, “Is that when Uncle Yoshi discovered the phony priest?”


      The priest’s real name was Hans Bader a defrocked priest who had lived in Australia when he came to America, is speculation. The FBI thought he was recruited as a paid spy for Germany. 


      “What about Yoshi's store clerk, he was severely beaten for gambling debts owed to the Yakuza. The priest later killed him. The clerk was trying to blackmail him—he wanted the sword for payments of his gambling debts.” This thought brought her to her next question. 


      "Do you think the Yakuza is involved?" 


      "Yes, now I do. There is speculation in the art world, which is, if Japan lost the war, they did not want to end up in destitution like Germany after World War One. The Yakuza has been recruited to loot precious  items. A priceless Kazaritachi sword would be a big bonus prize to them. That's why I worry about you being involved.” 
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      Sue Lee knew she had found a new friend. They promised to meet the next day for dinner to meet Emily—Mademoiselle Fifi. 


      The meeting never took place. In the morning, Sue Lee received her travel orders and was on her way to Melbourne Australia when Jimmy received her note. She promised to visit with them when she returned. 


      Jimmy folded the note and put it in his suit pocket, patted it once, looked up, and said out loud. "May all the Gods protect you, my young friend."   
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