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    Prologue




    “Parricidio,” Tetsuyo thought as he stood in front of the simple headstone in the quiet graveyard. Parricidio, “the son who kills the father,” he didn’t know why this Spanish word came into his mind at that particular moment. There had been some writing on the headstone but with the passing of time and neglect, it had faded and only a few illegible lines remained, dead and forgotten like its occupant.


  




  

    Chapter-1




    New York




    The office perched high above 38th Street, in Upper Manhattan was large and impressive with gleaming glass panels and stately chandeliers in a whimsical mix of the contemporary and a kind of old world elegance. It exuded a forbidding air of corporate power and success and yet its founder, Tetsuyo Akinicho seemed strangely humble and dwarfed by this giant he had created. He was reading out loud to his trusted friend and lawyer, Akira Tanaka, an email that had come in just minutes ago to his heavily guarded personal and top secret e-mail account. With more than 2000 employees spanning scores of offices across the United States and Japan, the corporation he had painstakingly built up was now one of the most successful in the field of investigative research on DNA automatic testing. Tetsuyo himself had become a highly respected entrepreneur and an authority in DNA science in the corporate worlds of America and Japan.




    Akira had never seen his friend looking so grim, not even during the most tense moments of a takeover showdown last spring or after the first automatic DNA test, code named “Midori-1” failed to work properly with potentially disastrous consequences to customer confidence and the professional reputation which Tetsuyo valued so much. Sometimes Akira could not understand the almost fanatic way Tetsuyo cared about his reputation, frantically polishing off every stain until he got everything clean and sparkling again.




    Eventually the technical slip up was corrected and the Midori-7, officially named MDR-7000 became a great hit with all the police departments of the USA and the world ordering it because they could save two days in DNA testing with this breakthrough new procedure. The company, Genometrics, made a pile of money and achieved the highest accolades in medical history and Tetsuyo became rich beyond his dreams. But all that wealth didn’t seem to matter to Tetsuyo as much as the great new heights his reputation and name had risen.




    Almost everything in Tetsuyo’s office was white or off white from the plush cream carpets to the gleaming white marble table he used as his desk. The only splash of colour was the picture of a single scarlet orchid which occupied pride of place above a marble fireplace.




    After his father’s death, Tetsuyo had found the haunting painting among his personal effects and it was Tetsuyo’s favourite picture and what he called his lucky mascot. No matter how rich he became later on and how many masterpieces he collected, somehow this simple picture by a nameless artist of an exotic tropical flower was the most important piece to him. Akira realised that Tetsuyo had crossed over to his table in one swift stride and laid the paper down. With a frown at the minor disorder of scattered stationery, he proceeded to arrange some of the ball pens because he was very organized and he couldn’t stand any disorder on his table, or just about everything in his life.




    “I was so sure this would never come out,” Tetsuyo was saying to himself but his voice was so soft that Akira could not make out what he was muttering.




    A shiver ran down his spine and he took in the therapeutic lavender scented air that Trisha, his half Japanese personal secretary had circulating in his room 365 days a year, in deep thirsty gulps. As always, the healing herbal scent cleared the mist in his head and after a few more gulps, Tetsuyo squared his tired shoulders, ready to face this strange challenge that had caught him off balance.




    He thought absently of the countless times he had returned from the mother of all corporate battles with the greatest sharks the breadth and length of New York City to have his ruffled feathers and bruised ego gently soothed back to the Zen tranquillity of his simple Japanese origins as soon as he walked into his office and drank in the freshly replenished lavender scent that Trisha had left fully charged before she went home. No matter how badly embattled he was, lavender never failed to work on Tetsuyo’s knotted nerves and muscles, loosening and filling them with new energy.




    The night was getting deeper and much as Akira valued and cared about his friend and best client, he wanted to get to the bottom of this late night distress call quickly and return home to his interrupted supper. It had been a long day and he was exhausted. But he also knew that Tetsuyo was a considerate client and had never presumed on his importance to Akira’s business to demand his presence so late at night unless it was important.




    If Tetsuyo called him at this time of the night, it would not be for nothing and definitely not to satisfy some rich man’s whim. That was the most likeable thing about Tetsuyo, he never took advantage of the weaker and more vulnerable positions of his employees and clients. Akira was ashamed of his momentary impatience and moved over to the table to look at the paper Tetsuyo had put there. He would find out soon enough why his friend had called so late and made him drive all the way from Brooklyn, leaving his wife and two children with his favourite pot roast dinner spoiling on the dinner table. Thursday night was that one dinner a week that his health freak wife allowed her family to eat red meat. Thankfully, the call had come through after Manhattan’s notorious rush hour traffic and Akira had arrived in record time.




    With the confidence and familiarity of their longstanding friendship and just the right amount of deference appropriate to a powerful corporate client, Akira picked up the paper very slowly, giving Tetsuyo time to stop him if he wanted to keep its contents to himself. He had known Tetsuyo long enough to know that his friend and client was finicky to the point of paranoia about his personal papers and information, he didn’t let anyone into his private affairs, not even Akira, unless he had to. The movement took just five seconds but for Akira it felt as long as five minutes. He saw an agitated muscle flex in Tetsuyo’s jaw as if he was wincing internally at this intrusion into his personal space but he did not stop Akira.




    Of late, Akira’s eyesight had got worse and he put on his reading glasses to read the email message print out skimming impatiently over inane details like date sent, address.. etc to get to the text.




    “Your mother is not resting in peace. You should be ashamed of your ancestors. Do people know where you came from?”




    The words leapt out of the snowy white paper as if they didn’t belong there and Akira read them again, slowly and aloud, two deep lines creasing his brow.




    “It’s about your mother Midori? Is there anything wrong with her?” he asked. “Good heavens, it talks about resting in peace, I hope she is not…..”




    “Dead?” Tetsuyo finished the delicately phrased question for his lawyer tersely. “No, Midori is fine.”




    There was a moment of awkward silence then Tetsuyo continued in a low, barely audible voice which was uncharacteristic of him, usually Tetsuyo spoke in clear and firm tones and had no patience for anyone who mumbled.




    “The email is referring to another woman and not my mother Midori.”




    “How can that be? I don’t understand, I mean, how many mothers can you have?” Akira responded. He felt mildly irritated, it was getting late and he was exhausted, it was certainly not the right moment for his friend and client, no matter how valuable, to start playing games and insinuate he had more than one mother!




    Tetsuyo sighed, all the pent up emotions in him emitted in that single explosive discharge of breath.




    “No, I don’t expect you to understand unless I explain to you certain things about my life and my past that I thought had been laid to rest until this email. But first I must have your word of honour as my trusted friend and attorney that what you are about to hear will never leave your lips without my permission.”




    “You know you have my word on that,” Akira replied simply, all irritation gone as he realised that Tetsuyo was dead serious. `




    “Midori is not my real mother. I was told my biological mother died when I was born during the war and my father who was single at that time and in a foreign country returned to Japan with me. After the war he married Midori and they had two more children.”




    “My childhood was relatively happy and uneventful and I didn’t feel any different from my two other siblings till I was 21. The day after my 21st birthday celebrations, my father took me to a small village in Kyushu and explained that I wasn’t Midori’s child.”




    “Shocked and indignant, I protested vehemently but my father shook his head sadly and proceeded to share with me the shameful secret he had been hiding for years.”




    “I tried to shut my ears because I didn’t want the bubble of my world to burst but my father went on, ruthlessly insisting that I was now a man and had to face the truth about myself.”




    “He was sent to Singapore during the war as an officer of the Japanese Occupation forces and during that time he was involved in a torrid affair with a woman there. He had taken all the birth control measures prescribed by the army and was first shocked when the woman became pregnant and then tormented because he knew that marriage with her was impossible.”




    “I am the product of that torrid affair and nine months later, when my biological mother died in childbirth, my father took me from the hospital and returned to Japan in disgrace because he had breached strict army regulations never to get any woman in the occupied countries pregnant.”




    “I asked my father who my mother was but he refused to say anything more. I was angry with him for a while because I felt he had no right to screw up my life by springing such a surprise on me and then clam up when I needed to know more. He kept the identity of my biological mother shrouded in deep secrecy and shame, reiterating over and over again that it was better for me not to know. After a final showdown on that issue a year later when I was 22, we never spoke of the subject again, and I put everything behind me. Thankfully, nothing changed between myself and Midori who will always be mother to me.”




    “When my father died two years ago I thought our secret would be safe because now I was the only one who knew about it. Until this e-mail.”




    “Pardon me for saying this but I don’t see the problem. So Midori isn’t your biological mother, and your father had an affair with a woman in Singapore, this happened 60 years ago during the war. Lots of people are adopted or have babies born out of wedlock during the war! I’m sorry but I don’t see anything sinister about this,” Akira said.




    “Yes, I can see your point but wait, I haven’t finished my story yet.”




    Outwardly calm, Tetsuyo busied himself organizing the papers and pencils on his table, obviously playing for time to think about a suitable way to explain his bizarre past but Akira could see from the shaking of his hands that he was far from calm.




    “There is another player in this game,” Tetsuyo said at last breaking the tense silence between them.




    “Who? “ Akira asked.




    “My biological mother had a son before me, another illegitimate child I believe, but that makes him my step brother as my other two brothers from Midori.”




    “Okay,” Akira replied. “But what has this step brother got to do with all this? Unless you have reason to believe that he is…. Shall we say blackmailing you? You are, after all, a very prominent person of substantial wealth and an impeccable reputation you want to maintain.”




    “I don’t know yet for sure but that cannot be ruled out at this point of time,” Tetsuyo said and there was a snap as the slim pencil he had been holding cracked from the pressure of his tight grip.




    The splintered pieces scattered in a tiny grey pool on the spotless cream carpet and Tetsuyo bent down frantically to pick up every offending piece.


  




  

    Chapter-2




    Tokyo




    “It’s going to be another of those boring, non happening days,” Mayumi Onodera told herself resignedly as she surveyed her tiny cluttered office in the considerably less affluent part of glitzy Shibuya, noting sadly that the only significant piece of furniture in the room was a magnificent ornate brown writing table, a gift from her father, of course. How else could she afford such a pricey beauty?




    It sat, lonely and misplaced, a priceless gem in all that clutter, as listless and out of sorts as its owner who was thumbing through a gossip magazine for the sixth time, merely buying time till the official lunch break. Of course she could leave anytime she wanted but there was just this little fear still that a long awaited call from a new client might come through just as she stepped out and she would miss it. God, how she hated these days of sitting in the office and just waiting.




    A few more weeks of this and Mayumi would have to admit that her family had been justified to question her decision to leave the safe income of the institution she had been attached to start Genetics Inc., an agency for anyone who wanted to trace their roots and genealogy.




    “A unique and fascinating business after a historian’s own heart!” Mayumi had thought excitedly at the time.




    One year on, she wasn’t so sure it had been the right thing to do, in all that time, she had registered only three cases, two through her father’s connections with some big corporations wanting to do a profile check on employees holding “sensitive” portfolios and the third an ancestor enquiry from a famous entertainer. After that she went into a dry spell which didn’t seem about to let up any time soon.




    To keep herself and Genetics Inc afloat, Mayumi had taken on the job of teaching history to young fledging historians and artists in the Academy of History and Fine Arts four evenings a week. She didn’t mind the job as it gave her the chance to work with young untapped minds she could mould, it was the need to use the income from her teaching position to support her stagnant situation that she minded. It just wasn’t a healthy way to stay in business.




    The things which kept her going were the fortnightly dinners she shared with her university mates during which, bless their souls, they would encourage her to hold on a bit longer, one year was too short to test the viability of a business was everyone’s opinion. They always parted with promises to refer clients but Mayumi knew that their world of banking, finance, electronics and in some cases full time home makers didn’t make genetic and ancestry tracing a priority. But she was grateful for their encouragement and support anyway and over one year on, she was still hoping and waiting for that big break!




    “But anyway, what have I got to complain about for the moment?” Mayumi thought as she flung the trashy magazine disgustedly into the growing pile in the corner. The office belonged to an uncle who rented it to her for a nominal fee to help her out. It was very small and had only one window facing the drab grey concrete wall of another office building that she could almost touch if she stretched out her hand but it was almost free in the real estate suicidal prices of Shibuya. No, Mayumi could not complain about the size of the office or its lack of view, not at the nominal rental she was paying.




    And yet despite everything, she was still very excited about her job and didn’t allow the lack of enthusiasm and the sceptism of her family over what her father called “this Independent Historian thing” dampen her spirit or belief in herself. One year of uneventful existence for Genetics Inc. later, Mayumi went on believing that there would always be people interested in history and their roots. She just had to find them, that was all.




    In any case, Genetics Inc was a much better option than a full time job as a high school history teacher among acned teenage boys gawking at her beautiful figure, unusually full in a sea of flat chested Japanese girls of her age. With her clear complexion and fine features which had never gone under the knife, Mayumi was the envy of the young girls in her circle some of whom had already made at least one trip to the plastic surgeon’s clinic to sharpen their noses or do the double eyelid thing. It wasn’t fair, some of her friends grumbled constantly, Mayumi had even been born with that coveted double eyelid and her long curling eye lashes didn’t come off when pulled!




    She stretched the long slender limbs she had folded into a small chair with sagging springs all morning and walked across to the long narrow mirror she had stuck in the corner to make the room look bigger.




    Mayumi smiled at her image in the mirror, thankful that despite all her financial woes, she still looked so good and well, she was young with endless energy, a shameless and unrepentant Narcissus who flaunted her beauty in a society that demanded humility and modesty.




    Good looks apart, Mayumi had another accomplishment which gave her an edge over her contemporaries, she spoke acceptable English thanks to her mother who had dragged her kicking and protesting to English classes after school when all she wanted was to run off and play with her friends. In the end it had paid off and she could hold her own among the occasional foreign researcher or historians she had to deal with in the course of her work.




    Mayumi’s heart warmed as she thought of her mother. What a special person she was and no one knew more than Mayumi that behind that serene gentle smile was a character of steel and great determination.




    “Which other woman of her generation in male dominated Japan would have the guts to fly to Singapore when Grandma died to bring closure she said to an unfinished business and open chapter of her life?” Mayumi often asked herself.




    “One day I must ask mom about that unfinished business and force it out of her,” said Mayumi in a loud voice. “I wonder why she refuses to speak of it.”




    There was the same old frustration and irritation she always felt when she thought of this big mysterious secret her mother guarded so closely. If there was a skeleton in the family closet, she ought to know about it because after all, she made or tried to make a living out of unravelling family secrets. It was ironical she was refused access to the skeletons in the cupboard of her own family! It was a situation Mayumi intended to end very soon because it hurt her professional pride but more important than that, because she loved her mother and didn’t want to be excluded from any part of her life.




    The only time her mother had let her into the secret chamber of her past was when Mayumi turned 20 and they went to the Todaiji Temple together. Her mother had wept openly in front of a black marble plaque inscribed with the names of victims of a ship called Awa Maru which had sunk off the shores of China during the war. But when Mayumi questioned her mother’s interest in the Memorial, she had refused to elaborate and that was that.




    The restaurants around the Shibuya area were pricey so Mayumi always brought her lunch in a small plastic lunch box with several compartments and she mostly ate in the office. Sometimes, when the weather was fine and the call for fresh air was irresistible, Mayumi would take her lunch box to a nearby park and watch the crowds saunter by as she ate. But today was different, for some strange reason, she didn’t feel like eating out of her lunch box of cold cuts. Mayumi wanted something warm and soupy and her mouth watered as she thought of the ramen shops around the station. She would treat herself to a bowl of piping hot ramen today, only 600 yen, surely she could still afford that!




    “Good Lord,” she thought disgustedly. “The day a Tokyo University graduate can’t afford a 600 yen bowl of noodles for lunch is the day I will know it’s time to admit defeat and crawl back to a safe, minimum salary guaranteed corporate job!”




    At the stroke of noon which was a decent hour to go for lunch, Mayumi put the magazine on the table and left it open at the pages with the latest exotic lingerie of the season with equally impressive price tags. She wanted to continue browsing after lunch and dream of the day she could add them to her modest collection of intimate wear as her mother called them, maybe with the money her next client would pay her. It was always the same, thinking of what she could get with the money from her next big client, the one that always seem to give her a miss!




    Mayumi sighed and picked up her purse, checking inside to make sure she had the keys to her auto lock office and was about to leave when the doorbell buzzed.




    Surprised, she dropped her purse back onto the table. This had never happened before, probably a delivery boy dropping off something before taking his lunch break. But despite her nonchalance, Mayumi’s heart was beating unsteadily as she walked over to open the door.


  




  

    Chapter-3




    Tetsuyo went over Paul Griffin’s profile a second time and stared intensely at the picture stuck neatly on the right hand corner of the first page. A big man with the kind of pleasant but unremarkable face that could melt into any crowd, the picture told him nothing. Tetsuyo wondered whether someone had put the profile in a peach document for a lark because the man with the powerful build looked completely incongruous, stuck in a folder of soft ultra feminine peach. A powerful black or some masculine dark slate would have suited him better.




    Tetsuyo tried to concentrate on the impressive references which filled several pages but the letters started to dance in front of him. He just wasn’t concentrating well that day and after some time, he gave up reading and passed the folder back to his friend, Akira whose idea it had been to get Paul Griffin.




    “Are you sure this is a good idea, getting a private investigator?” Tetsuyo asked.




    “Yes, I’m sure it is! Besides, this man is very reliable and what is most important, he delivers. His services have been tested by many of my clients and so far there have been no complaints, only satisfied feedback. He specializes in handling very delicate family issues and is discreet beyond reproach.”




    “Yes, I believe you but somehow, his not being you know, one of us...makes me a little uneasy, “ Tetsuyo continued and Akira suspected he was making polite reference to the fact that the private investigator recommended was not Japanese or at least of Japanese origins.




    Tetsuyo’s next words confirmed his lawyer’s suspicions.




    “I’m just wondering how someone who is not even Japanese can understand the complexities of an alien culture sufficiently to resolve my family predicament.”




    Akira smiled despite himself and the seriousness of the matter at hand. In many ways, Tetsuyo was still very Japanese and although he would not hesitate to do business with anyone who had something to offer, when it came to personal matters, he wanted them handled by a Japanese.




    Aloud, the lawyer replied “It’s true he’s not Japanese but please trust me when I say he’s the man for the job. After all, this case is not so much about culture but more a good record on sleuth work.”




    Testuyo was frowning slightly as he placed the folder on top of the table, taking care that it was in a neat position alongside the trays of correspondence awaiting his attention. Had it just been two days since he received that e-mail in his secret account? It felt more like two months and in all that time Tetsuyo had hardly slept a wink and he even had difficulty concentrating on the love of his life, his work. What was more, his wife, Yoko, who hardly noticed anything beyond her art, clubs and activities at the Japanese Women’s Association had been concerned enough to ask him if something was wrong.




    “How much is he asking for this job?” Tetsuyo continued without any real interest in knowing the answer. He was just playing for time to make a decision that was difficult and uncomfortable for him.




    Akira picked up the file and went through it before replying, “He’s proposing $1,500 a day plus all expenses, and an introduction fee of $1,000 up front.”




    “That’s not expensive at all considering the nature of the work which could involve some danger to himself,” Tetsuyo replied but Akira knew he wasn’t really interested in the fees because when Tetsuyo had to pay for a service, he didn’t quibble about the costs, he only demanded to be given the best.




    He took the file from Akira and went through it again until a page caught his interest, “Well, it says here that he has been to Japan and speaks some Japanese. That at least is a good start because we can’t have someone doing the job who doesn’t know anything about Japan.”




    “Actually, he lived in Japan for a year on and off because he was married to a Japanese woman for a couple of years but most of all, I like working with him because he is not greedy, I mean he knows who you are and what this assignment means to you. He could have named any price and you would still pay. This shows the integrity of the man and his commitment to professionalism. I will never select anyone who can’t be trusted not to sell your story to the gossip tabloids and make a pile from that.”




    “Don’t worry, I’ve a complete dossier on him, personal and professional backgrounds, history traced right back to high school. He’s completely above board and trustworthy to a T.”




    The frown on Tetsuyo’s brow cleared and he said, “Ok, since this Paul Griffin comes with such high recommendations from you, we’ll try him out.”




    “Great!” Akira replied, relieved that the stalemate situation they had been in the last few days was finally going to move. “In fact, our man is waiting right in the next room, perhaps you’d to see him for a personal assessment?”




    Tetsuyo nodded, “Yes, why not, since he is already here and if we can sort this out today, all the better.”




    His eyes went automatically to his table checking if everything was in order. Even in the most dire of predicaments, Tetsuyo hated mess especially if a stranger was about to walk into his office.




    As he watched his client fussing with the objects on his table and connected this compulsive behaviour with his family history, Akira felt he understood at last Tetsuyo’s obsession with perfection, order and the all consuming need to wipe every stain from his life.




    With renewed determination to help his friend, Akira left the room and returned a few minutes later with the man Tetsuyo recognised at once from the photo in the peach file. In person, he did not look quite as big, just tall and broad shouldered in the normal Caucasian way. He sported a neatly trimmed half grown beard, and wore an impeccably pressed suit and shirt, all in all, he had a quiet strength and air of confidence about him that put people at ease. Tetsuyo decided immediately that the man in front of him did indeed have potential and was glad he had not rejected Akira’s recommendation without meeting Paul Griffin.




    Tetsuyo continued to study the man as he crossed over to the table in long purposeful strides and was pleasantly surprise when instead of the handshake expected of a Caucasian man, Paul Griffin lowered the upper part of his body in a deep bow. Then he took out his wallet and presented his name card with two hands as a Japanese businessman would. Tetsuyo was pleased that he seemed to know or at least had taken the trouble to find out about Japanese customs and practices. Generally, he was a good judge of character, in his business trusting the wrong person could be disastrous and over the years Tetsuyo had developed what his friends and business associates called “an eye” for the right person.




    Tetsuyo had to make a decision on the spot whether he trusted the man before him enough to outline the facts of the case he would have to crack if hired because nothing, not even the tightest of confidentiality agreements, would stop the wrong man going to the tabloids with a juicy story about one of the most powerful men in corporate America and Japan whose much talked about trade mark was his integrity and impeccable reputation.




    One of his arch rivals who had lost a billion dollar tender to Tetsuyo had once complained in exasperation,”How does the bastard stay so disgustingly clean in the dirtiest of all professions, corporate wheeling and dealing? This guy manages to sail away with all the right contracts without sullying a finger!”




    Tetsuyo had overheard this and smiled wryly at the time as he thought of the dark family secret he kept locked away in the deepest corner of his life where no one could reach. He could imagine how much his corporate rivals would love to get their hands on that and push his nose into its grime!




    Tetsuyo sighed. Of late, he had become a little weary of the hawks that surrounded him and longed for the way business was done in Japan where the term “gentleman’s word” still counted for something and some dealings could actually be concluded merely on the word of either party without anything being put in writing! Very few of his counterparts in New York actually believed that in Japan, businesses were still being conducted occasionally on the strength of trust and verbal undertakings! At times like this, Tetsuyo felt isolated and alone sitting at the top of a cautious corporate ladder where everyone except for a trusted few was “guilty until proven innocent” and he longed for the simple and trusting ways of Japan and the Japanese society.




    A shiver ran down his spine and little red spots began to dance in front of him, staining the white purity of the room….




    “Mr. Griffin can you take a seat please?” the crisp polite voice of Akira brought Tetsuyo back to the little meeting in his spotless office and the man who was lowering his big torso into the cream and steel chair in front of him.




    Tetsuyo took one final look at Paul Griffin and made up his mind. He would hire Mr Griffin and take a chance on him. He could do worse on such short notice, and, after all, the man came highly recommended by Akira who had never failed him so far. Besides the matter had to be contained and quickly, news especially bad news broke and travelled very fast in this predatory world of high risks, high returns so time was not on his side. He had been sitting on an unpleasant subject far too long and it could hatch on him anytime if he continued to procrastinate.




    They went through the usual details of personal history and work experiences but when it came to the testimonies and references from a few names whom Tetsuyo recognised, he stopped abruptly and asked, “Some of these names mentioned in your references are from people in high society that I happen to know, don’t you think you should not use their names in your profile, Mr Griffin? They might not want anyone to know they sought your services.”




    “Call me Paul, please,” the investigator replied. “Yes, of course you are right but these are people who consented to their names being used. If you look at the letter attached to each such testimony, you will find that they are letters of consent for their identities to be open and disclosed. I would never disclose the identity of any client in a testimony who does not allow me to do so but that’s as far as it goes. Just a testimony of my services but the nature of each case stays locked up in an undisclosed location for security reasons for 6 years and then are returned to the client or destroyed. Private investigator’s Code of Ethics.”




    Satisfied with Paul Griffin’s explanation, Tetsuyo nodded and buzzed for his secretary, Tricia to bring in three copies of their usual confidentiality agreements. The investigator would be required to sign an agreement pledging not to reveal any of the information and documents passed to him in the course of his assignment.




    Akira handed the agreement to Paul and stood up bowing to Tetsuyo to follow him to the next room.




    “We’ll leave you for a moment, Paul to go through the terms,” he said. “If there’s anything, we’ll be in the next room.”




    Both men went through the connecting door to the smaller room next door that was designed as a kind of “retirement room” to give negotiating parties space from each other to hammer out the terms of a contract in private before meeting up again to sign up a deal or tear it down. Unlike the main office, this room was set up in shades of brown from the highly polished oval conference table and the elegant bow legged leather chairs to the heavy brown and gold draperies that dressed up the windows.




    A faint hint of tobacco reminded Tetsuyo of the dynamic brain storming sessions his team often held, huddled round the oval table and drowning each other in swirls of smoke from the glowing cigarettes they swore they needed to help calm the adrenaline charge of a pending high calibre transaction. Unlike the pastel tranquil room next door, this room exuded power and it was a place of energy that was meant to produce work and not for display. Today, Tetsuyo felt the electricity of power coursing through his veins as he ran his fingers over the smooth hard counter top of the small bar in the corner. Power felt good because it gave him control and strength. The fleeting moment of weakness he had felt earlier vanished and Tetsuyo was himself again, fully in control.




    “So do you find him suitable for the job?” Akira asked as soon as the heavy sound proof door had closed behind them with a soft discreet click.




    “Yes, he feels right for the job, “ Tetsuyo nodded.




    Akira sighed with relief, “You won’t regret the decision to take Paul Griffin on although we’ll have to give him some time on the case before we know how this will go.”




    He went over to the bar and poured a tonic and gin for himself and whisky on the rocks for Tetsuyo as was their usual custom whenever they arrived at some common decision on a difficult issue. Both men downed their drinks in silence and without another word returned to the room next door where Paul Griffin had just finished signing on the dotted lines and was laying down his pen.




    Tricia was hovering around waiting for the cue to take the documents into her office to be filed. But Tetsuyo inclined his head in the signal they had that she was not needed, he wanted to handle this very personal and very sensitive case himself. It was not that he didn’t trust his secretary who would put her head on the chopping board for him but he did not want to burden her with the knowledge of such an unhappy and potentially damaging family matter. A worried personal assistant with a low morale was not what he needed right now.




    Having made up his mind and started the ball rolling, Tetsuyo felt relieved and calm and he extended his hand to Paul as he lowered himself into his chair wincing at the little tug of pain that had been bothering his left hip joint for the past few months. He must remember to have that seen by a doctor as soon as possible.




    Tetsuyo took out a slim blue folder and handed it to Paul Griffin.




    “In this folder you will find all the information you need to proceed with this case. The whole matter started with a threatening email I received regarding some family history I am not proud of and wish to prevent from getting into the hands of the tabloids and my business rivals.”




    “I have drawn out a briefing for you to follow and I think there is enough information for you to start your investigations. You will find almost everything inside including a contact in Tokyo that you can go to for assistance with this case on the Japanese side. If there is anything else you need to know, get Tricia to schedule a meeting with me and we can thrash it out.”




    Paul Griffin took the file, put it carefully into his brief case and stood up to leave. He knew a busy man like Tetsuyo couldn’t spend too much time with his private eye and decided to go through the contents of the blue folder himself in the privacy of his own office.




    “Thank you, Mr Akinicho, for putting your trust and faith in me,” he said. “I will go through the documents in the file thoroughly and as you have indicated that this is a matter of urgency, I’m putting this as a top priority case and intend to start working on it right away.”




    They shook hands warmly and Tetsuyo saw Paul Griffin to the door personally adding as he did so, “In a side pocket of the folder I have jotted down my secret e-mail address and my direct phone number. When you are ready to leave for Tokyo, please call Tricia and she will take care of arrangements like airline and hotel bookings.“




    Paul stopped to consult a small blue notepad he had whipped out from his shirt pocket before replying, “I can leave for Tokyo the day after tomorrow so on my way out I will see your personal assistant about the travelling details. And oh, by the way, here’s to a successful working relationship between us and a swift resolution of this matter!”




    Sensing that his friend wanted to be alone for a while, Akira followed Paul Griffin out of the office and as soon as the door closed behind them, Tetsuyo strode over to the big French windows as he always did when he wanted to collect his thoughts.




    The sun had just set and Tetsuyo stared out at the familiar towering buildings etched against the darkening skyline. The lights of Manhattan had started to come on and their dazzling brilliance made him feel the power of the city, throbbing like a giant pulsating heart. As always, Tetsuyo felt awed by such energy and humbled by the fact that despite all odds, he was one of the men who sat at the top of that pinnacle of power.




    Yes, he was at the top of that mountain of power and energy in one of the most dynamic cities in the world and he intended to stay there. Nothing and no one, especially a skeleton in a cupboard, was going to take that away from him.
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