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			“The most dangerous of all moral dilemmas: When we are obliged to conceal the truth in order to help the truth be victorious.”

			—Dag Hammarskjöld, United Nations Secretary-General, 1953–1961. Died in a plane crash while on a UN mission to the Congo. The cause of the crash was never determined.
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			PROLOGUE

			ON MANHATTAN ISLAND BY THE EAST RIVER THERE are eighteen acres that are not legally part of the United States. This fact was impressed upon me throughout the first week of my induction, but acquired the force of reality only when I was called upon to pledge allegiance to a charter that was not the U.S. Constitution and to a flag that was not my own.

			After the ceremony that year, the Secretary-General invited me and my fellow inductees up to his private dining room for drinks on the thirty-eighth floor. He made a speech.

			“You have come here from many lands to dedicate your working lives to the service of all nations,” he proclaimed, sweeping his hand regally to embrace us, the newest and lowliest members of his team.

			Twenty-two of us, as I recall. Three, like me, U.S. citizens, the others from all quarters of the globe. And all gathered to join the great United Nations enterprise, to aid the downtrodden of the earth, to build bridges of trust between nations, and to free mankind from the scourge of war.

			The Secretary-General was eloquent. He painted the big picture. Duty. Responsibility. Hope. The greater good of mankind. A practiced politician, though I did not see it at the time, he offered us the words we wanted to hear. I was twenty-six, my fellow inductees mostly younger, each of us playing at being maturely levelheaded but underneath that, burning, lit with personal ambitions and universal ideals that seemed not only compatible but inseparable, as if the world’s good was somehow at one with our own. We were united too, of course, by youth’s universal belief—the evidence for which was all around us—that our parents’ generation had screwed up badly; that we could do better; that, given a chance, we could build a finer world.

			I sat by the window. The view from the thirty-eighth floor was splendid.

			“Each of you has a part to play, a real part in this endeavor. To serve all nations. All nations. Not merely your home countries. Not even that greater number, those nations with which you feel some affinity, some tie of culture or language or race. But all nations. Those with whom you agree and those with whom you disagree. Those which you believe good and those which you believe bad. Once accepted by the General Assembly, once a signatory to the UN Charter, each state has a legitimate call on the services of the Secretariat.” His hand swept over us again, not regally now but inclusively. “On me. And on you.”

			Then he put on his glasses. And he opened the UN Charter, a red morocco-bound copy, which he held in one hand.

			“You have undoubtedly heard this several times these past few days. It will do you no harm to hear it again.” His smile was wry, our laughter dutiful. But when he looked down and began to read, his grandiloquent and somewhat showy manner of address fell away. His tone became dry, almost professorial. And though we had as he surmised heard Article 100 of the Charter frequently during the course of our induction, we listened. Attentively.

			“‘In the performance of their duties the Secretary-General and the staff shall not seek or receive instructions from any government or any other authority external to the Organization. They shall refrain from any action which might reflect on their position as international officials responsible only to the Organization.’”

			He closed the morocco-bound copy. “The Secretary-General and the staff,” he intoned. He removed his glasses slowly. He looked up. “Me,” he said. “And you.”

			A weight seemed to settle over the room, a moment of pure silence. And at that moment we were not merely young, ambitious men and women embarking on careers as international civil servants; at that moment we were acolytes, novitiates of a secular order, receiving final instruction from the high priest of our faith. A final warning. We would be leaned on. Attempts would be made, through us, to subvert the UN’s high ideals.

			Then the Secretary-General raised a hand. And smiled somewhat equivocally.

			“Good luck,” he said.

			ELEVEN YEARS LATER

			When Toshio Hatanaka called, I was alone at my desk. I picked up the phone and said my name, then listened to the crackling coming down the line.

			“Windrush,” I said again, louder this time. “UN Legal Affairs.”

			The distant crackle continued. I was on the point of hanging up, when I heard a voice calling forlornly into the ether. “Sam?”

			There are not many voices I would recognize under those conditions—just family and maybe three or four colleagues and friends—and I guess it says something about how close I’d become to Toshio over the years that I picked out his voice immediately. Smiling, I kicked back in my chair.

			“I can’t hear you, Toshio. Speak up.”

			The line broke up again, Toshio’s fragmented words reaching me faintly, like some indecipherable code. I’d held more than a few of these conversations with Toshio since he was appointed UN special envoy to Afghanistan. He spent half his life in places where a portable satellite-telephone was not a luxury item but a piece of equipment as essential as a four-wheel drive or a guard with a gun.

			“Sam.” His voice emerged from the static. There was some more that I missed, and then, “Abatan.”

			I took up my pen. Abatan was one of the UN-controlled refugee camps on the Pakistan border, a place to which we had recently sent out a relief medical team. One of the relief doctors, on sabbatical from her real job in New York, was my wife. I asked Toshio what the team needed, what inevitable bureaucratic and quasi-legal hassles they were having that I, as first deputy of UN Legal Affairs, could help straighten out.

			“No,” he said. “Can’t contact—” And then the line faded.

			I told Toshio I was losing him; I asked him again to speak up. His voice suddenly crested.

			“The tribesmen went to Abatan. Into the camp.”

			My pen froze over the notepad. The Afghan tribesmen should not have been anywhere near the camp; the Pakistani military guaranteed us full security.

			“Who do you want me to speak to, Toshio? The Pakistani ambassador?”

			For several seconds there was only static on the line, audio waves swelling, then receding. “Toshio?”

			“I will find them,” he said. “I will contact them.”

			“Who?” The Pakistani military? The Afghan tribesmen? I could hear the concern in his voice. Something was not right. I dropped my pen, then rose from behind my desk. “Who do you have to find? What’s going on out there?”

			“Medical team,” he said, his voice breaking up. “Hostages.”

			The line faded, crackled like gunfire, and was gone.
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			1

			“WE’RE GOING TO BE LATE,”PATRICK O’CONNER REMARKS unhappily.

			We have just emerged from a twenty-minute session in the local Starbucks, Patrick, over two light grandes, telling me his woes. Now he considers the thickening crowd on the sidewalk before veering right, wiping the last muffin crumbs from his mouth with a handkerchief as I fall into step beside him.

			“You know,” he says, continuing his complaint as we walk, “it’s unbelievable. This thing’s been on the cards how long? Years. And here we are, the whole jamboree set to start—for chrissake, they’ll be voting on it in two days—and still no one knows the numbers. Tell me, Sam. Really. What kind of cockass thing is that?”

			This question, in variations, is one I have been listening to every day now for at least a month. So I incline my head but offer no comment, and as we push our way through the sightseers, Patrick goes on delivering his latest thoughts on the subject, the main matter of debate at Turtle Bay, in fact, for over a year: the elevation of the Japanese to a place at the top table of international diplomacy, a permanent UN Security Council seat. What Patrick refers to in private moments, in his inimitable Australian way, as the Nip Question.

			“Every tinpot bozo lining up for his say, and the Japs still walking around like a buncha zombies, like it’s in the bag, as if it’ll all go through on a nod from Uncle Sam.” He shakes his head, disconsolate. He swears.

			And then, mercifully, he lapses into a thoughtful silence. He is not a tall man, and is in his late fifties, but as he barrels forward, the crowd parts around him like water around a stone.

			Patrick O’Conner, the UN’s Undersecretary-General for Legal Affairs, has been my boss for almost three years. I have become accustomed to his moods, but today, this morning, his disgruntlement has gone into overdrive, reached an altogether higher order of magnitude. He sweeps a hand across his forehead. He sets his bulldog jaw tight. He does not look happy.

			Patrick, as everyone in the Secretariat knows, has fallen out of favor lately with the thirty-eighth floor. Breaking with his usual practice, the Secretary-General no longer calls Patrick to his side at the onset of any crisis. He has ceased to find Patrick’s speechwriting talents indispensable. He does not invite Patrick back to his grand Upper East Side residence, as he once did so often, to shoot the breeze and drink whiskey till all hours of the night. And everyone knows, too, that the reason for Patrick’s fall is the vote, just two days away now, on Japan. Following Patrick’s advice, the SG has forced the pace on the vote, driving it to the top of this year’s General Assembly agenda. Patrick, in a rare miscalculation, was certain the Japanese had the numbers. In fact, they still may. But the whole thing is so delicately balanced now that no one can call it, and if the worst should happen, if Japan loses the vote, then the SG, after all his efforts, will look like a fool.

			Which is why for the past several weeks Patrick has been kept at arm’s length from the thirty-eighth floor. Should the need for a scapegoat arise, Patrick is shaping up as ideal material.

			Now Patrick shoulders his way impatiently through the sightseers and tourists who have gathered near First Avenue. It is not just me. Patrick O’Conner is unhappy with the world.

			“Speak to Hatanaka,” he tells me as we bump together in the throng.

			Right, I think. Okay, now I get it. Why Patrick has asked me to Starbucks for a quiet word, why I have just spent twenty minutes listening to his beef. He has been softening me up, priming me to comply with this request. Speak to Hatanaka.

			When I pretend not to have heard, Patrick touches my arm.

			“I want you to speak to Hatanaka. Get him to ease off this crap he’s talking, trashing his own bloody country. Who’s he think he is anyway, running a private campaign? Is that what he’s paid for?”

			I concede, reluctantly, that Toshio Hatanaka has probably overstepped the mark.

			“Overstepped? Christ, the way Hatanaka’s playing it, there is no bloody mark.” Patrick shakes his head in disgust. “You hear the latest? He’s sent out a letter to all the senior delegations telling them how a Security Council seat’s incompatible with the Japanese Constitution. Can you believe it?”

			“It won’t change the vote.”

			“Says you.”

			Unfortunately, he has a point. Toshio Hatanaka, committed pacifist and twenty-five-year UN veteran, has become more involved than he has any right to be in this. Now I ask Patrick exactly what it is he wants me to tell Toshio.

			“Tell him he’s out of line. Pull his bloody head in.”

			“You can’t?”

			“You think I haven’t tried?” We turn face-to-face, edging our way through the crush toward the steps down to First Avenue. Part of the crowd down there is chanting, placards held high. “Of course I’ve damn well tried, he’s just not listening. But you two seem to get along, yeah? You’ve wasted enough time on that Third Committee bullshit with him. Anyway, try to speak to him, will you? See if you can talk some sense into the man’s thick head, make him see this isn’t just some pissy point of procedure he’s screwing around with here. This is the big game.”

			“And you want Toshio to butt out.”

			Patrick shoots me a look. “Sam, I’m asking you to speak to the man, that’s all. If you don’t want to, don’t. But I don’t wanna be hearing any more about your principles. You know he’s in the wrong. Speak to the man.”

			We emerge from the crowd at the head of the steps and pause; even Patrick is momentarily silenced by the sight. Turtle Bay, UN headquarters, in all its General Assembly opening day glory. Sightseers line First Avenue both ways; a motorcade of black limousines slowly snakes its way into the forecourt of the Secretariat building, the thirty-nine-story office tower where Patrick and I both work. Delegates are strolling across to the garlanded entrance, the rainbow colors of the African national costumes shimmering in the long line of gray suits. Everyone shaking hands. Smiling. One hundred and eighty-five flags flapping in line. There is, undeniably, a real sense of occasion.

			Just below us on this side of the street, the maroon-robed Tibetan monks—a shaven-headed cluster, they have been camped here on a hunger strike for two weeks—cease their chanting as the Chinese delegation disappears into the UN buildings. The monks lower their FREE TIBET placards and peer curiously through the line of New York cops to see what might happen next. Or maybe in this age of celebrity they’re hoping for the same as the ranks of sightseers crowding behind them: a glimpse of somebody famous, a face they recognize from the style magazines or TV.

			Well, I think, here we are. My fourteenth time and the thrill, though muted by the passing years, still rises. The flags fly. The limos disgorge the mighty. It is the third Tuesday in September, and here we are once again at the gathering of all the nations of the earth.

			Patrick turns to me. “Speak to Hatanaka.” Then he looks at his watch as he begins shouldering his way down the steps. “We’re going to be late,” he says.

			 

			We are not late, of course. The delegates and the presidents, the prime ministers and the foreign secretaries, various senior UN staff, all of us are gathered in the Delegates’ Lounge, everyone busy seeing and being seen, the only two things you can do at a gala occasion like this. The moment he spots James Bruckner, the U.S. ambassador, Patrick moves in swiftly to press the flesh, leaving me alone by the wall. Most days this place has the feel of some airport lounge built and decorated in the fifties. Long rows of high windows and clean, spare lines. Today the effect is enhanced by all the suits, the different-colored faces; it looks as though half a dozen jumbos have just arrived and unloaded several hundred VIPs.

			Mike Jardine, deputy head of Security here at the UN, weaves toward me through the crowd. He finishes delivering some command into his walkie-talkie, then turns to stand at my side. He tugs at the collar of his jacket and straightens his tie.

			“Fun day?” I venture.

			He tilts back his head. “Shit fight of the year. All we need now’s the frigging ticker tape.”

			There is not the trace of a smile on his pallid face. His hooded eyes continue to sweep left and right as he tells me that we appear to be down one delegation.

			“Who?”

			“The Japanese.”

			But the Japanese, with everything they’re playing for this session, will not be staying away from the opening. When I offer him this judgment, Mike grunts.

			“No-shows I can deal with. You ask me, they’re just holding back for the grandstand entrance, the Streisand thing. Get here last, everyone’s gonna notice.” He makes a face. “Jesus. And I used to think I had problems down at the Hall.”

			City Hall, he means, a reference to Mike’s old job of running security for New York’s mayor. Mike left the NYPD five years ago to come and work here at UN headquarters, an appointment that has turned out to be one of the more inspired of the last Secretary-General’s tenure. Just before Mike joined us, relations between UN Security and the NYPD had hit an all-time low. On one celebrated occasion a fistfight broke out during some ambassadorial lunch at the Park Plaza, four of NYPD’s finest versus four of our guys, eight grown men slugging it out in the john over who was protecting whom. That those days are now behind us is largely due to Mike. He is respected on both sides of First Avenue.

			I ask him if he’s seen Toshio Hatanaka. He shakes his head.

			“But I’ve seen your girlfriend,” he says.

			When I give him a look, Mike grins. I’m starting to wish I had never told him. Then someone reports a “red” over Mike’s two-way. Mike groans.

			“Red?” I say.

			Code, he tells me. Something the security guards don’t want to broadcast. “Basically, a first-class screwup,” he says. Backing away into the crowd, he tells me to enjoy the big party.

			This seems to be my cue to mingle, so I do, drifting through the crowd, nodding pleasantly to the half-remembered faces from some committee meeting last week or last year, talking briefly, moving on. Unlike Patrick, I have none of the politician’s instinct for working a room, so no one I speak to here is a name. English, the Latin of our age, rolls around me in a hundred different accents. Other languages too; my ear tunes in to the Spanish conversations, scraps of French, but I can’t see Toshio anywhere.

			“Mr. Windrush,” says Jennifer Dale, sidestepping a Pacific Islander, planting herself in front of me. “What brings you here?”

			“The food.”

			“You’re too early.”

			“The drink?”

			She holds up her nearly empty plastic cup. “Too late.”

			Glancing over her shoulder, I tell her I seem to remember something about an agreement we had. She looks around.

			“Yeah, well, some places are so public, they’re private.” Then she faces me, smiling now, a professional woman at ease among suits. “Relax, Sam,” she says quietly, “I’m not going to jump you.”

			I take a moment with that. Jennifer Dale and I, as Mike knows and some others have guessed, enjoy a relationship that goes well beyond the professional. But she’s probably right—there is nothing wrong with a senior bureaucrat like me from the Secretariat exchanging pleasantries with the U.S. ambassador’s legal counsel at a gathering such as this. So gesturing around, I ask if she’s made many new friends this morning.

			“Everybody wants to be my friend, Sam. That’s one of the joys of being an American.”

			“I’m an American.”

			“You’re Secretariat,” she reminds me, grinning. “That puts you firmly in the twilight zone.” She waves to someone behind me. “You know, this isn’t as bad as you said it was going to be. I think I might even be liking it.”

			Give it time, I tell her. Wait for the opening General Assembly speeches.

			She nods and sips her drink and looks past me. There is a stir over by the door. The Japanese delegation finally arriving.

			“I guess you heard we got a letter from Mr. Hatanaka.”

			“I heard,” I say.

			“We’re considering a formal protest.”

			“Bruckner not happy?”

			James Bruckner, the U.S. ambassador to the UN, Jennifer’s boss. The U.S. has been lobbying for decades now to get Japan a permanent Security Council seat; Bruckner has been spearheading the campaign all this last year.

			“Ballistic,” Jennifer tells me.

			When I reprise the assurance I gave Patrick, that it won’t affect the vote, she simply raises a brow.

			“Anyway, we’ll know Thursday,” she says, referring to the day scheduled for the vote. “And I tell you, Sam, ballistic’s going to seem mild if the Japanese lose. Bruckner will be out for scalps.”

			Her drift is clear, but I ask anyway. “I’m meant to pass this on to Toshio?”

			“We’d be much obliged.”

			“You think I’m going to?”

			“It was worth a try.”

			She smiles and I smile back. If she wants the message passed, she is going to have to do it herself. Then our conversation slides into a lighter vein. We start comparing notes on the celebrity guests, mine just the usual remarks, so much smaller in the flesh than on TV. But Jennifer has a gift for verbal caricature, which she uses now, skewering several of the big names with words, imagined anecdotes, solely for my entertainment. She is dry and ironic, and really very funny, a quality I completely failed to notice when I knew her the first time around. Which was, incredibly, almost twenty years ago now.

			We went through Columbia Law School together. Correction. We enrolled the same year and joined the same study group our second semester. After that our paths diverged. We’d see each other in class or around the campus, but we weren’t friends, and after graduation we totally lost touch. Yet, when she appeared in the doorway of my office six months ago, I recognized her immediately. Her honey-colored hair is a shade darker—dyed, I have since learned, to disguise the first wisps of gray—and her face, lined at the corners of the eyes, is somewhat fuller, but otherwise the years have treated her well. In many ways she seems to have grown into herself, become the formidable presence she always promised to be. But formidable or not, and despite her nonchalant air, the upcoming vote on a permanent Security Council seat for the Japanese has her worried.

			If the Japanese win, it will be a political coup for Bruckner. Every big hitter in his party from the president on down will be endorsing him for next year’s gubernatorial in New Jersey; and if he makes governor, Jennifer Dale, naturally, will be along for the ride. If the Japanese lose, however, Bruckner’s political star and Jennifer’s prospects will be on the wane. And Jennifer is an ambitious lady. And determined. Which I guess is why she finally cannot resist returning to the subject of the vote.

			“Anyway,” she says, “what are you hearing? Good guys still in front?”

			“Which team’s that?”

			She makes a face, then lowers her voice to tell me how Bruckner’s calling the numbers: one hundred forty for the Japanese seat, twenty against, and twenty-five abstentions. Comfortably more than the two-thirds majority required for the Japanese to get the seat. I keep my expression blank. She is fishing for our numbers; she wants to know how Patrick sees it.

			“No comment?” she says.

			None, I answer, that she would like to hear.

			She smiles into her glass. She tells me that she has a suite at the Waldorf tonight. “Suite Twelve,” she says, lifting her eyes to give me a look that is unnaturally, and very intentionally, direct.

			“Ah,” I say. The only thing I can think of.

			“Eleven-thirty?” she suggests.

			I study her a moment, my heart skipping lightly. And then I hear myself say “Eleven-thirty’s fine” before we immediately turn away from each other. The Pacific Islander who has been hovering nearby quickly closes on Jennifer; as I move off, he starts in lobbying her for U.S. support on some greenhouse-gases resolution his country is pushing this session.

			Elated by the unexpected appointment, I go drifting back through the suits, telling myself that it’s okay, that I still have a handle on it, we are both grown-ups, we both know the rules, a late-night rendezvous at the Waldorf is absolutely fine. A minute later the glass doors swing open and people go pouring out of the lounge toward the General Assembly Hall. Shuffling forward in the crush, I finally detach myself from the crowd outside the Assembly Hall doors. For the next couple of hours we will have to endure welcoming addresses from the SG and the session president, both notorious windbags, so I want to leave it till the last moment before I venture in.

			I take the opportunity to stroll up and down the concourse a few times while everyone else goes filing into the Hall. Suite Twelve, I think. Eleven-thirty. Then, glancing at my watch, I catch myself calculating the hours between now and eleven-thirty tonight. I purse my lips. Not good. The personal will not impinge on the professional: That was the vow we made back when this whole thing started, an honest intention that is proving harder than either of us ever imagined. Folding my arms, I bow my head and keep walking, stretch my legs, try to think of something else.

			By this time all but a handful of the crowd have disappeared inside. The guard at the door signals to me with his hand: in or out?

			I haven’t taken two steps toward him before I’m stopped in my tracks by a cry of “Sam!” Turning, I see Mike Jardine charging over from the escalator.

			“Sam,” he calls again, breathing hard, barely slowing as he nears.

			The guard at the door asks if everything’s okay. Mike seems to remember himself then; he slows to a brisk walk and nods to the guard, gesturing for him to show the last of the delegates inside. Then Mike takes me by the arm, starts to lead me away.

			“What’s this?” I pull my arm free. “It’s set to start,” I tell him, tossing my head back toward the Hall.

			This time when he grabs me it’s higher up, near the armpit; he almost lifts me off my feet as he marches me toward the escalator.

			“Save your ticket for next year,” he says grimly. His brow is creased, his pale green eyes set straight ahead, unblinking. “We just found a frigging corpse in the basement.”
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			IT IS TOSHIO HATANAKA. Mike warned me long before we entered the room, but the shock, when I first see Toshio’s familiar face staring up lifeless at the ceiling, staggers me. My heart thuds, my throat swells, I have to stop halfway across the room and steady myself. I close my eyes, muster myself a few moments, then go on. Mike moves to the far side of the body and we stand silent, looking down. The sight is truly awful. Toshio is on his back on the floor. His legs are twisted, his arms spread wide, splayed open like a crucifix. His tongue lolls loosely over bluing lips, and on the crotch of his pants there is a dark stain, and a smell—the bladder and bowels have clearly opened—but worse than this, far worse, are his eyes. Always dark, they are now simply dull. Always clear, strangely innocent, they now look like two painted marbles of glass. In death they have given Toshio’s face an expression of imbecile vacancy; curiosity stilled, determination and courage both vanished. A peace of total emptiness.

			Putting a hand to my mouth, I choke back a sound. Mike looks at me. Then he crouches and considers Toshio’s jacket, which is draped over the chair by the body. Beside the chair is a tan leather briefcase I recognize as Toshio’s. The shirtsleeve on Toshio’s left arm has been rolled up above the elbow, and on the floor just beside him is an empty syringe, its long silver needle glistening. I have to look away a few seconds. God, I think. Sweet Jesus. When I turn back, Mike speaks.

			“It had to be today,” he says miserably.

			Crouching, I reach for the syringe. Mike’s hand suddenly shoots out and clasps my wrist. When our eyes meet, he shakes his head.

			Standing upright, and trying to affect a normality I most definitely do not feel, I ask, “Overdose?”

			“Possibly.”

			“Self-inflicted?”

			“Ask me another.”

			I lock my hands behind my neck. “God almighty” is the best I can manage as the ramifications begin to sink in.

			“Yeah,” Mike mutters. “Ain’t we just in the tulips.”

			But his wise-ass manner is no cover for his real feelings, Mike is absolutely furious. He calls for the lone guard at the door to come in.

			“Let’s have it again,” Mike tells the young man who enters. “For Mr. Windrush.”

			The young man, Latino by his looks and speech, recites his story over Toshio’s body. It doesn’t take him long. With everything going on upstairs, the guard says he’d been left alone to do a regular patrol down here, a sweep of the corridors at fifteen-minute intervals, a no-brainer that he swears he’s been carrying out diligently for the past two hours. The doors to the rooms here were all locked; as far as he’s aware, they have been since yesterday, and no one could have any real reason to be down here today. He says he got bored. On his final pass, just to keep himself busy, he brought along the ring of keys. He holds them up for me to see.

			“So you opened this one,” I say, indicating the door behind him.

			“Others too.” He nods, his gaze going down to the body. “He is like this. I touch his neck, he is cold. I know he is dead.”

			From his eyes, his whole manner, in fact, there is no sense of the tragedy that has happened here. His prevailing emotion seems to be one of unease, in Mike’s presence, that he might not have handled the situation correctly.

			“Wait outside,” Mike tells him.

			Once the door closes, Mike rests his hands on his hips. “We got lucky.” When I make a sound of disbelief, he jerks his head toward the door. “The kid didn’t panic. Called in the code red. I came.”

			I turn that over. “No one else knows?”

			Mike crouches, inspecting Toshio’s arm without touching it. “Right now it’s just you, me, and the kid.” His head drops. He peers at the arm closely. After studying it awhile, he asks, “What you seeing?”

			Gesturing to the door, I tell Mike that the detective work can wait. Right now this has to be reported. He reaches up, grabs my sleeve, tugging me into a crouch beside him. Then he points to Toshio’s bare arm. “Look like a junkie’s arm to you?”

			Straight out of law school, I did some pro bono work in the projects. The bruised, pulped-up look of a junkie’s arm is one of those things you don’t forget, and now I admit to Mike that no, this does not look like a junkie’s arm at all.

			“See here?” Mike touches the air above the arm three times. “Three stabs. Only one on the target.”

			Tentatively, I lean closer. And I can see that Mike is right. Toshio’s California-tan skin has grayed, but the deeper shadow of the bruise is unmistakable. In the center of the bruise are three puncture marks, one to either side of the vein, one bang on the target.

			“You suppose,” Mike asks, glancing across at me, “he was just practicing?”

			I remark somewhat hopefully that Toshio was under a lot of pressure lately, that people do strange things. Mike pulls a face.

			“Sam. If Hatanaka was a user, I’m a horse’s ass.”

			He reaches, gently pushing back Toshio’s straight fringe of black hair. Finding nothing, he does the same with the hair over both ears.

			“What are you looking for?”

			Ignoring me, Mike continues the careful examination of Toshio’s head. And then his hand pauses. He grunts. “Lump back here size of a goose egg.” He brings his hand up and looks at it. “No blood.”

			“Maybe he fell.”

			“Yeah. And maybe he did a double somersault before he landed just to get the great pile-driver effect.” He looks at me. “This one’s not going away just ’cause we want it gone.”

			Standing, I put my hands over my face. Mike rises beside me.

			“Sam,” he asks, “have you got the first fucking idea what it is we’re meant to do here?” When I drop my hands, he reads the answer in my eyes. “Jesus,” he says. Then, as I go to step past him, he lays a firm hand on my chest. “Unh-unh. You’re the diplomatic rights and privileges man. Do us both a favor. Give this little problem”—he gestures to the body—“a few minutes of your undivided attention.”

			With that, he fetches a black marker from the whiteboard at the rear of the room and begins sketching an outline on the floor around the corpse. Cop instinct. Meanwhile, I attempt to do what Mike has asked me. Toshio Hatanaka, either by his own hand or with assistance, has been killed. Apparently right here at UN headquarters. Think, I tell myself, like a lawyer. But my mind keeps skimming over the scant few legal principles that could possibly have any bearing here and, finding no purchase, returning to the one irreducible fact. Toshio Hatanaka is dead. After a lifetime’s devotion to the cause of peace, after more than ten years hotfooting it around the globe at the behest of two successive Secretaries-General, years in which he has visited some of the worst hellholes on earth and dealt with some of mankind’s worst miscreants, Toshio’s own number has come up, in this shockingly unexpected way.

			Crouching, Mike gingerly touches a finger to Toshio’s face. When he withdraws the finger, a pressure dimple remains on Toshio’s cheek; all pliancy has drained from the body. A sound rises in my throat. Mike glances up.

			“You all right?”

			When I nod, he frowns. Then he indicates that I should turn around, step away. “See what you can see,” he says. “And don’t touch anything.”

			Relieved, I move back, turning my attention to the disposition of the objects in the room. Anything to take my eyes off Toshio.

			There are two rows of chairs, six chairs to a row, each with a small tray-desk attached. The rows aren’t neat, but there’s no sense of any tussle; it looks as if whoever used the chairs last simply left them like this, vaguely askew. At the rear there is a whiteboard. On the whiteboard there are numbers, letters, and arrows, the arrows going left to right, directing the numbers and letters into various boxes, the whole thing done in black marker. By the whiteboard there is a table, Formica-topped, with no drawers; to the left of that, a trash can. The only trash seems to be a few candy wrappers. Lifting my head, I scan the faded, out-of-date UNICEF posters publicizing some god-awful disaster of a decade ago—children with black skin, imploring eyes, and distended bellies, staring up vacantly at whoever shot the picture. Normally, my glance, like the glance of just about everyone else on the planet, skates right over these all-too-familiar scenes, but this morning I am appalled. Death, and the imminence of death, crowd the room.

			Higher up the wall, just past the poster, there is a grille. And immediately below the grille sits the last chair in the back row. I look up from the chair to the grille, gauging the distance, by my guess no more than six or seven feet. From there my gaze drifts back to the corpse.

			Upstairs in the General Assembly the speeches will have started. The hopeful but never fulfilled affirmations of goodwill, the empty blandishments to peace and brotherhood throughout the world, a raging cascade of abstract nouns that will be punctuated by applause from the delegates, more than half of whom come from nations where wrongful imprisonment, confiscation of property, torture, and murder are the common currency of political life. And down here—Toshio Hatanaka.

			“So where are we?” Mike says, turning in my direction. “What’s the procedure?”

			Pointing, I ask if he’s noticed the grille.

			“Ah-ha. You touch it?”

			“No.”

			He steps around the body and comes over. “So what did you figure?” He pulls up a chair and stands on it, rising on tiptoe to look through the plastic grille into the duct behind. After a few seconds he glances back over his shoulder. “Sam?”

			It looks big enough to crawl through, I tell him.

			“Not this.” He screws up his face. “The legal shit. Who gets notified about Hatanaka. What we’re gonna do about an investigation. The stuff you been nuttin’ out.”

			“We’ll have to tell Patrick.”

			“Right,” Mike mutters from the corner of his mouth. Taking some keys from his pocket, he turns back to the grille. He levers a key behind the catch and pops it open. Using the same key, he lifts the grille back and takes a good look inside. “Almost be worth it just to see the smug smile wiped off his face,” he says. Then he lowers the grille and faces me. “Maybe we drop it on him, he has a heart attack, you get to be the new legal counsel.”

			“What’s up there?”

			“Zip.”

			I draw Mike’s attention to the scuff marks on the chair beneath the grille. He snorts.

			“Shoe marks, you’re thinking?” When I nod, Mike shakes his head and gets down. He bends over the chair, inspecting it. “Without forensics, Sam, it’s just scuffing on a goddamn chair.” Then, rearing upright, he turns back to the room’s center of gravity, Toshio Hatanaka’s corpse sprawled on the floor midway between the whiteboard and the chairs. Mike bites his lip. “The only thing we got for sure,” he says, “is a body.”

			Liberally, he swears. Then he goes and kneels by Toshio, searching the pants pockets before turning out the jacket pockets on the chair. A tan leather wallet, a key ring with half a dozen keys attached, and a clean white handkerchief. Mike searches the wallet. I cannot help myself. Slowly, I feel myself drawn across the room till at last I am standing right over the corpse. The initial shock, the wave of nausea, has passed, and now my gaze lingers on the ghastly sight.

			I have seen dead bodies before, usually singly, sometimes in numbers, on one mind-numbing occasion in Rwanda a huge, tangled heap of them piled in a mass grave that no one had bothered to cover. But this is not remotely the same. This is Toshio Hatanaka. I knew him. His office is just down the corridor from mine; it was part of my everyday routine to put my head in, chew the fat, part of his routine to drop in at my office unannounced with some problem of law. Half an hour ago Patrick told me to speak to him. And now here he is, a corpse.

			“He got family here?” Mike asks.

			A sister, I answer readily. Moriko. Occasionally I went to Toshio’s apartment for dinner; Moriko was often there.

			“He wasn’t married?”

			When I shake my head, Mike drops the wallet on the chair, then crouches to close Toshio’s blank eyes. Go get Patrick, he tells me.

			But I linger a moment. And a strange thought comes to me then, quite distinctly. This is how it was, I think. This is just how it was three years ago on a hillside in Afghanistan, with Toshio standing by a corpse. How did he feel? I wonder. The first impact over, the natural revulsion overcome, how was it for Toshio Hatanaka? Was he stunned? Stricken with grief? Or did he feel as I do now, overwhelmingly grateful simply to be standing here, alive? I never asked him. One more piece of the tragedy I will never know or understand: how it touched him. How Toshio felt when he stood there on a barren hillside in Afghanistan, ankle-deep in snow, over the dead and mutilated body of my wife.
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			“SUICIDE,”PATRICK O’CONNER SAYS AS WE STEP OUTSIDE. “Right?”

			The remark is so unexpected that I balk, but Patrick continues on over to the giant metal sculpture of a pistol, its barrel knotted, a gift to the UN from the people of Luxembourg. When I join him by the sculpture, he has both hands braced on the pedestal.

			“You heard Mike,” I say.

			“I heard him.”

			“He thinks it’s murder.”

			But Patrick doesn’t seem to hear me, and when I say his name, he simply lifts his head and takes a few deep breaths of air. His jowls hang heavy and there are tension lines across his brow that could signal the onset of a migraine. He stares past me across the North Lawn.

			After getting him away from the Assembly Hall I took Patrick down to the basement, where we’ve just spent ten minutes with Mike. Mike told Patrick the same thing he told me. That he thinks it’s murder. That we need a forensics team. Patrick’s response was to ask me to accompany him outside, a request for which I admit I am grateful. Unlike Mike, neither one of us seems to have the kind of cast-iron stomach needed to think straight in the presence of a corpse, but Patrick’s look now, as he stares out over the lawn, is not so much one of shock as dismay. He is pondering the effect of Toshio’s death on the vote. And after reflecting on Patrick’s opening remark, I wonder if perhaps I might be missing something here.

			“Why suicide?” I ask.

			“Because it fits.”

			“That’s not how Mike sees it.”

			Patrick looks at me. “What about you? How do you see it?”

			I state the obvious, that I’m no expert but that Mike’s judgment seems fair. Toshio was no user, I say.

			“User, my ass.” Patrick pushes away from the pedestal and I follow him across the terrace, down the steps and onto the graveled path across the lawn. Usually this area is crawling with tourists. Today, thankfully, they’ve been kept out because of the opening. “Jardine’s just guessing what was in the syringe,” he says, thinking out loud. “He’s guessing some kinda dope. Someone set it up to look like Hatanaka was injecting. Accidental overdose.”

			“You don’t buy that?”

			“Whoever did it would end up on the tapes. Who’s that stupid?” The security tapes, he means. There are cameras on all the basement corridors; Mike has just gone to check the tapes from last night. “Suicide fits,” Patrick says again. “Coulda been anything in that syringe. Straight in the vein, some poison, be as good a way to do it as any.”

			We toss the idea back and forth a minute; Patrick seems absolutely convinced he is right. And the idea is not outrageous, God knows. Toshio spent his career visiting parts of the world most people catch only in glimpses from the safety of their armchairs on the TV nightly news. Sarajevo. Sierra Leone. East Timor. More recently Kabul. Sometimes as a special rapporteur gathering information for the Secretariat, sometimes as a special envoy representing the Secretary-General at cease-fire negotiations, putting the reasonable view to men whose only real interest was in slitting each other’s throats.

			And Toshio was never one to confine himself to the boundaries of the inevitable cordon sanitaire decreed by the local authorities. He went out into the field, tried to see firsthand what conditions were really like, what was actually happening to the people whose tragic fate it was to be born into the front lines of hatred. Twenty-five years a Secretariat staffer, he had heard all the lies. He had seen more evil than any man should be asked to see, maimed and suffering humanity in all its wretched forms, and who could blame him if after this he had finally given up on the world? Down in that unlit basement room, surrounded by those posters of starving children, doesn’t that seem possible? That he reached for a peace that life couldn’t offer?

			And yet I just don’t see it. Not Toshio.

			“How does suicide square with the Council vote?” I ask. “One minute he’s campaigning against the Japanese seat, the next he just offs himself?”

			At the end of the path Patrick stops suddenly.

			“You don’t see any connection there?” he asks me.

			“With the vote?”

			But Patrick’s look is suddenly abstracted; a thought has just occurred to him. “You’re sure there was no note?”

			“Nothing.”

			Patrick ruminates awhile; in the end, I have to ask him what he’s thinking.

			“How much would Hatanaka have sacrificed to screw Japan’s chance at a Council seat? That’s what I’m thinking.”

			It takes me a moment. Then I get it. “You’re not serious.”

			“Why not? Part of Jap tradition, isn’t it? Bushido, whatever they call it. Who was that guy? Mishima? Like a grand protest thing. If Hatanaka did that, then left a note saying what a bad idea he thought a Jap seat was, Christ, can you imagine the headlines?”

			“There was no note,” I say firmly.

			“Check his office,” he tells me. “And his apartment.”

			I suggest that we should first wait and see what Mike finds on the tapes, but Patrick waves that aside as if I am simply being obtuse. He has decided on the answer. The answer is suicide. And this is, frankly, the worst example yet of just how badly Patrick’s judgment is being impaired by his preoccupation with the vote. There is just no way Toshio committed suicide to make a political point, I don’t care how much he might have wanted to derail the upcoming vote. But confronting Patrick head-on, I know, is useless, so I don’t even try. As we turn and head back down the path, I wonder aloud about notifying the Japanese consulate.

			“No need,” says Patrick.

			I glance at him.

			“He’s on a UN passport,” Patrick reminds me.

			“He’s a Japanese national.”

			“Is this Japan?”

			At the top of the terrace steps I touch Patrick’s arm, and we both stop. “Patrick, he’s dead. It doesn’t matter how he died, we have to notify the embassy. His relatives have to be contacted. This isn’t something you can keep under wraps.”

			“We just need two days.”

			“If you believe you can keep this secret until the vote. If you think you can get Mike to go along with that—”

			His fantasy deflated by this quick reality check, he looks down at his feet. What he is thinking about, I suspect, is not Toshio Hatanaka but Patrick O’Conner. How to handle this disastrous situation, how to limit any damage it might do to the campaign for the Japanese seat. How to protect his own career.

			“There’s probably no note,” I say. “And I really don’t think it’s suicide anyway.”

			“Suicide, murder,” Patrick mutters. “Once the word gets out that the opponent in chief of the Jap seat’s dead in the bloody basement, all fucking hell’s going to break loose. First thing they’ll do is make a play to shuffle the agenda.”

			From Patrick’s point of view, a catastrophe. A delay in the vote, the way the momentum is running, would be a certain prelude to defeat for the Japanese. Patrick swears.

			Right then Mike emerges from the Assembly building. He sees us immediately and jogs over, one hand resting on the walkie-talkie at his hip. “No tape,” he reports, coming to a halt in front of us. “The camera in the basement corridor was turned off.”

			Oh, Jesus, says Patrick.

			“Ten last night through to six this morning,” Mike tells us, his voice strained. “Maintenance. Getting ready for today.”

			“Maintenance,” Patrick moans, screwing up his face.

			But last night there was a reception held in the public concourse, cocktails for the nongovernmental organizations. I ask Mike about that. The concourse is just one floor up from the basement; I can’t believe the NGO event wasn’t taped.

			“Sure, we got that. But nothing in the basement. They’re telling me the work on the cameras was scheduled days ago. I got someone chasing up the maintenance crew.”

			“Someone could have strolled down from the NGO reception, we wouldn’t know?” says Patrick.

			“We’ll check the concourse tapes. See if we can spot anyone disappearing downstairs who shouldn’t be.” From Mike’s tone, a long shot. His face is red now, an equal measure of embarrassment and fury.

			I turn to Patrick, expecting some decision, a plan of action. But Patrick seems overwhelmed by the steady escalation of the problem. He stares right past us, lost in some private thought.

			“One call,” Mike suggests. “I can have a Homicide forensics team here in twenty minutes.”

			Patrick’s head snaps around. “You don’t call anyone. No one. Not Homicide, not NYPD Forensics, no one. This isn’t Harlem, for chrissake. The New York cops come in here, half the bloody delegations will up and walk out. You feel like explaining that upstairs?”

			“We need some help here,” Mike protests. “Professionals.”

			“No one,” Patrick repeats.

			Mike pulls a face, but Patrick is right. The legal fiction that these few acres at Turtle Bay are not part of the U.S. is treated as divine law by most of the delegates. Any intrusion into these grounds by U.S. officialdom, whatever the reason, would set off major diplomatic fireworks.

			“Isn’t there a coolroom in back of the basement canteen?” Patrick wonders aloud.

			“What about it?” Mike returns, deadpan.

			“You could put him in there. Just for now.”

			“No forensics?”

			Patrick doesn’t reply.

			“And then what?” says Mike. “Go home?”

			Patrick starts to move off, telling me that he’s going to speak to the SG. But Mike lays a hand on his arm.

			“I’m reporting this to Eckhardt as a murder.” Eckhardt, Mike’s boss, the head of UN Security. “And I can tell you now, he’s gonna flip if he finds anything got done without him hearing about it first.”

			So tell him, Patrick says.

			“And I’ll be telling him that unless we get an investigation started now, we got no chance of nailing this.”

			“An investigation?”

			“Homicide,” says Mike.

			Cornered, Patrick turns right, then left. A full-blown investigation, the kind of unpredictable political currents it might stir up in this place, at this time—it is the very last thing Patrick needs so close to Thursday’s vote. And Mike senses that.

			“Put Sam on it with me.” I shoot Mike a look, but he ignores me and continues to press his case with Patrick. “I’ll do what I can with the detective work, let Sam play prosecuting attorney, keep it legal. I mean, look at it. What’s the alternate plan?”

			A fair point. Patrick considers. “What are the chances you can actually find out what happened down there last night? Given that you don’t get your NYPD buddies involved.”

			“Not great,” Mike tells him. “Doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try.”

			Not great, Patrick echoes. He strokes his throat a moment, then faces me.

			What I would like to do, of course, is pass right on by, let the nightmare fall on someone else. And for a moment I consider doing just that. Sorry. Too busy. Try one of the junior legal officers from the department. But even as I consider this polite but firm refusal, I realize that I am not going to get that choice. Because this is not some draft proposal for an obscure UN committee, the kind of thing I delegate daily by the truckload down the line. This is murder at the UN. Toshio Hatanaka, everybody’s favorite special envoy. And Mike wants me on it. And Patrick knows he has to do something. After fourteen years of practice, I can protect my bureaucratic butt as well as the next guy, but this just isn’t one of those things I can safely palm off, watch explode in someone else’s lap. Patrick is nodding to himself now, coming around to Mike’s suggestion. A weight like lead settles in my bones. The legal point guard in the investigation of Toshio Hatanaka’s death has just been selected.

			Mike gets a call on his walkie-talkie; apparently Dr. Patel, the resident UNHQ medic, is waiting for Mike down in the basement.

			“Patel?” Patrick is appalled.

			“If you won’t let a real forensics team in,” says Mike, “Patel’s what you got.” Patel, needless to say, is a guy you wouldn’t trust with any medical instrument more sophisticated than a thermometer. He does the occasional routine medical checkup, hands out aspirin, and spends the rest of his time sleeping in the sanatorium. Moving away from us, Mike calls over his shoulder that Eckhardt should be down in the basement any minute. “If you got a problem treating this as a homicide, come down and tell him.”

			The moment Mike is out of earshot, Patrick turns to me. “Check Hatanaka’s office. If there’s a note, bring it straight to me. Don’t show Jardine. Or Eckhardt.”

			I repeat my opinion that there will be no note, that like Mike, I do not believe Toshio has committed suicide. But Patrick is not listening.

			“If there’s nothing there, go check his apartment. And see if you can’t do something about Jardine. Settle him down. If he thinks he’s going to have no problems running a homicide investigation in this place, he’s just plain wrong. And I don’t want to be picking up the pieces, cleaning up after him just because he’s too bloody gung ho to listen to reason.”

			“He’s a professional.”

			“He’s your mate,” says Patrick. “And I’m telling you to settle him down.”

			Today’s second big edict. Speak to Hatanaka. Settle Mike down. Inside, we part at the escalators, Patrick giving me a few final instructions before heading grim-faced toward the Assembly Hall to inform the Secretary-General of the tragedy. I break into a jog down the corridor, hurrying to Toshio’s office in the Secretariat building, feeling suddenly light-headed and nauseated, but glad to be moving, relieved to have something to do, something to think about other than the shocking sight in the basement. I am going upstairs to carry out my instructions: to look for a note that I do not believe exists. Twenty-nine floors up to Toshio’s office. Thirty floors clear of the corpse.
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			AFTER SEARCHING TOSHIO’S OFFICE FOR FIVE MINUTES AND finding nothing that remotely resembles a suicide note, I retreat three doors along and across the passage to my own office and close the door.

			The shelves in here are jammed with books and papers and files. At least once a week somebody will come to me checking up on the whys and wherefores of the Headquarters Agreement, generally the maintenance managers, who deal with things like the electricity and water we buy from the State of New York. So that booklet, though I almost know its contents by heart, is close at hand. But the Geneva Convention on Diplomatic Privileges is buried deep somewhere among the rest, and I twist my neck to read the vertical labels on the spines.

			Gathering information and writing reports, you will learn from the PR handouts, is the work that takes place in the Secretariat building. More than thirty floors of worker ants busy gathering information and writing reports, and though I deal with only the apex of the legal pyramid, that is more than enough to keep me permanently wading through paper. I curse the system as I move along the shelves.

			The door opens behind me.

			“Elizabeth? I’m looking for Geneva dip rights and privileges, sixty-one. Any clues?” On my knees now, I shuffle along by the bottom shelf. “I thought it was down here.”

			No answer. When I look up, it is not Elizabeth, my secretary, peering down at me over my desk.

			“Dad?” Rachel smiles and shakes her head, her bob of shiny black hair swaying from side to side. “Get a grip,” she says.

			My gut clenches. Quickly turning back to the shelves, I tell my daughter that I thought she had the whole day off from her job as a UN guide.

			“What’s lost?” she asks me.

			I shoot her a dark look. She pulls a face and crosses to the window, remarking that most of the sightseers have left First Avenue. “How come you’re not down at the opening?” she says, turning back.

			“How come you’re up here?”

			“I’m a spy.”

			“How about you do your spying someplace else.”

			“Dad?” She leans right over, watching me through the opening beneath my desk. “What is it, some book?”

			Yeah, I say. Some book.

			In fact, if I can find the damn thing, it is the only document I can think of that might give us some guidance as to the legal situation arising from Toshio’s death. Not something I want to get into with Rachel. Standing, I brush the dust off my knees. Rachel takes a tub of yogurt and a plastic teaspoon from her purse. She commences to eat, ruminating over each mouthful, her gaze directed to the Tibetan monks across the street. Watching her, I think, What do I tell her? How do I tell her? Remember Toshio Hatanaka, the guy who went to Afghanistan to negotiate your mother’s release and failed? Guess what happened.

			“Hello?” Rachel waves her plastic spoon, her singsong voice bringing me back to the present.

			I nod to the yogurt. “I hope that’s not lunch.”

			“Are you nagging me?”

			“That’s what I’m doing.” I move along the shelves.

			“And I really look like I’m shrinking away?” She pinches her cheek as she sits down. “Skin and bone?”

			But she looks fine, a slimmer-than-average eighteen-year-old kid who probably hasn’t slept as much as she should have since moving out of the family home last week. And I recognize the veiled warning too—what she eats, her weight, are not subjects she likes to discuss. When her mother died, Rachel was your normal, healthy adolescent, no more hang-ups or neuroses than any fifteen-year-old girl. Within a year she was in a special-needs ward at Bellevue, being fed a cocktail of nutrient-enriched liquids through a tube in her nose. Anorexia nervosa. Words that can still fill me with helpless terror.

			“So what’s the big deal with this book?”

			Just some procedural thing, I tell her, facing the shelves again, wondering how to get rid of her. For one of the committees, I say. No big deal.

			“I don’t know why you bother.”

			“It’s a job.”

			“I mean, why you bother lying, Dad. Really. You are the world’s absolute worst.”

			Locating the diplomatic rights and privileges file, I pull it from the stack, then face her. She has her feet apart now, her knees clamped together. She leans forward, trying hard not to drip yogurt onto her blue skirt. Her blue blazer is draped over her purse behind the door.

			“This isn’t a good time, Rache.”

			“Two minutes,” she says.

			Two minutes. I’ve got a dead man in the basement and my daughter needs two minutes to finish her yogurt. I flip open the file and pull up a chair behind my desk.

			“I’m a chaperone for the day,” she tells me.

			“Good for you.”

			“All the guides got landed with different delegations.”

			Nodding into the file, I turn a page.

			“Guess who I’m doing.”

			“Amaze me.”

			“The Philippines. Argentina and Spain too, just the junior delegates.”

			“Excellent.”

			“You’re not interested, are you?”

			“Rachel.” Lifting my eyes, I tap the file with a finger. “Won’t the Philippines be missing you by now?”

			She informs me that she’s got another fifteen minutes. Then she flips her empty yogurt tub into the trash can, licks the spoon, and flips that too. She slumps back in her chair; she obviously has no intention of leaving.

			I could tell her, I think. Maybe I even should tell her. Sooner or later the news about Toshio will get out; sooner or later Rachel will have to know, wouldn’t it be better for her to hear it from me? But just now, as so often with Rachel these past three years, I simply cannot find the words. In the end I bow my head over the file and lose myself in the arcane region of the law that dictates the behavior of nations toward persons of credentialed diplomatic standing. On the page here it is clear as crystalline water. The rights of the individual, the responsibilities of the state. Totally clear. Completely transparent. But what happens, say, if the government of a country falls, revolutionaries seize power, and the U.S. embassy is besieged for over a year? What happens, say, if a diplomat from a rogue regime leans out of an embassy window in London and shoots a local police officer? What happens, say, if a UN special envoy is found murdered in the basement at UN headquarters? What happens, of course, is that politics takes over, and after years in UN Legal Affairs I have learned that politics has a way of turning the crystalline waters of the statute book into mud.

			“Juan says the Japanese won’t get onto the Council.”

			“Where’d he get that from?”

			“Around,” says Rachel.

			Around, I tell her, keeping my head down, is not normally considered to be a source of high repute. But it is so much a measure of how deeply this vote is affecting all of us that I find myself making a mental note of Juan’s opinion. Juan is Rachel’s new landlord and roommate, a twenty-four-year-old with a bee in his bonnet about the state of the world. A senior figure at Lighthouse, one of the increasingly numerous NGOs that have UN accreditation, Juan could possibly be picking up signals that we’re missing from some of the smaller delegations.

			“He’s not the only one saying it,” she says.

			“Mmm?”

			“The guys from the Keisan Shimbun think Hatanaka’s sunk it too,” Rachel asserts confidently.

			A sound rises from deep in my chest. After eighteen years, my daughter still has the most amazing capacity to surprise me. She has been giving Joe Public the tour and PR gloss for barely three months. And she got the job not because she was turned on by politics and diplomacy. Far from it. She got the job because for the first time in my career I stooped to pull a few strings. And here she is, I now discover, shooting the breeze with journalists from the leading Japanese business daily about who’s hot and who’s not in the world of big-time international diplomacy.

			“Rachel.” My hand traces a bewildered circle in the air, then I point to the door. “Out.”

			“You brought my stuff, yeah?”

			Her stuff. A suitcase full of clothes from home. It’s down in the trunk of my car. I told Rachel I’d drop it off at her new apartment tonight, but now I make a face.

			“Oh, Dad, you promised.”

			“What’s this, blackmail?”

			She smiles sweetly. It is not as cute at this moment as she thinks it is.

			“Okay, Rache. I’ll try. No promises.”

			“Great.”

			She goes to pick up her purse and blazer from behind the door. And this is the moment that Mike chooses to arrive. He puts his head in and speaks before I can stop him. “Hatanaka died about eight hours ago, way Patel sees it. I wouldn’t take that for gospel.”

			I wave a hand, my look is severe. His voice trails off. Then Rachel steps out from where she has been hidden from view; she has an arm in one sleeve of her blazer.

			Mike makes a sound. I drop my head into my hand. Finally Mike nods to her and says “Rache,” then with an apologetic glance in my direction he tells me that he’ll be in Toshio’s office. He quickly withdraws.

			Rachel turns to me, her mouth open. “Hatanaka, Dad?”

			“You didn’t hear that.”

			“Toshio Hatanaka?”

			Moving smartly around the desk, I close the door. “Okay, so now you’ve heard. In a couple of hours it’ll be out anyway.” My finger rises in warning. “But I don’t want you telling anyone. Not Juan. Not anyone.”

			“How? What did he have, a heart attack?”

			“Look, I haven’t got time to discuss it, Rache. And for the time being, you forget that you heard. Okay?”

			She glances at the file on my desk. “Is that why you needed the diplomatic rights thing?”

			“Rachel,” I say sharply.

			Maybe too sharply. Startled, she jerks her head back.

			“I’ll bring your stuff tonight, okay? Any questions, ask me then.” I toss my head toward the door. “Now go.”

			She sees at once that I am not kidding. She shrugs her shoulders into her blazer, comes around the desk, and pecks me on the cheek. Her look of curious astonishment lingers on me a moment longer, then she leaves without a word. Teenage daughters. Quantum physics could not be more unfathomable.
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