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As America clings to her neutrality in the autumn of 1941, the
eyes of The Killers turn to the Far East. Japan’s war-like stance
has put a new slant on world politics and Killers leader John
Standish believes a surprise attack on the United States is in
preparation. Such an attack would place a valuable ally by the side
of beleaguered Britain.

American agent Andy Ballantine is The Killers’ man in Tokyo
and his mission is to find a chink in Jap security. But Ballantine
is up against the Kempei
Tai, the fearsome secret police, led by the
evil Colonel Mizikawa. And Mizikawa has some effective ways of
nipping espionage in the bud. Effective—and very
painful.
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Chapter One

 


‘THE MAN WHO does not fear the tiger is a fool. The man who
turns his back on the tiger is a fool who has not got very long to
live.’

Although
summer was nearly over, the air in the small office was thick and
stifling. The large fan on the ceiling swept steadily round,
occasionally disturbing the flies that buzzed lethargically about.
The window was open, with the slatted shutter keeping out the worst
of the glare. Through the bamboo strips, it was possible to hear
the distant noises of the Tokyo streets. The blaring of klaxon
horns, and the yelling as two rickshaws tried to turn across each
other. The smells of the city—greasy smoke, perfume, rubber and hot
concrete—filtered through into the room. Where it became mixed with
the stink of sweat, and the heavy, unmistakable odour of fear.

‘And you, Mr. Kitson, have been a fool many times
over.’

Cigarette
smoke curled up, hanging in the air like coils of grey silk, until
the ponderous blade of the fan sliced it into shreds. It needed
oiling, giving a faint squeak every time it came round. In the
quiet of the shaded room, the noise sounded unnaturally loud. There
was only one other noise, and that was the rasping of breath, thick
and fluttering, from the man who sat in the chair.

‘I take it you are not familiar with the works of Tao Chu-Wen?
I am not surprised, Mr. Kitson. It is truly said that your nation
has gone from barbarism to decadence without the intervening stage
of civilization.’

The man in the
chair didn’t answer. A bead of sweat dripped from his right
eyebrow, round the corner of his eye, hanging for a second on the
curve of the swollen purple bruise below the eye, then plunging
down to the corner of the mouth, where it merged pinkly with the
thread of blood, vanishing into the stubble and finally falling to
the naked chest, becoming absorbed in the coarse hemp rope that
bound the man’s arms to his sides.

‘Tao Chu-Wen was an eleventh-century philosopher and mystic.
Oddly, I knew little of him until I went to England to study. To
Balliol, of course, at the University of Oxford. There I had the
great fortune to be taught by a wonderful scholar, named Professor
Elizabeth Barrell.’

There was the
slightest hesitation over the letters ‘r’ and ‘l’ in the name.
Apart from the betrayal, a listener would not have guessed that the
speaker was an Oriental. The pronunciation was so nearly
perfect.

‘Mr. Kitson. I have nearly finished smoking this excellent
cigarette. Before I have need of you to help to extinguish it, are
you still certain that there is nothing you have to tell me about
your friends?’

For the first
time, the man lifted his head and looked directly up at his captor.
Squinting through the puffed and scarred flesh round the eyes, he
said: ‘Up your ass, you fucking Nip creep.’

There was
surprisingly little venom in the voice, as though he was too tired
to bother. Turning away, the interrogator walked to the window and
peered out through the narrow slats. When he turned round he was
smiling.

‘Tao Chu-Wen also remarked about courage. He said that the
brave man is not the one who does not know fear. He is the one who
knows fear and chooses to live with it. I think that you are a
brave man, Mr. Kitson. For that I salute you. But I also think that
you are a spy, and for that I will kill you.’

 


Close to a large military parade ground, near to the bustling
heart of Tokyo, stand the offices of the Kempei Tai. They are best described
as an intelligence and policing force under the control of the
Japanese Army. In terms of their methods, their closest
counterparts are unquestionably the Gestapo.

On that Sunday
morning in the middle of October, in 1941, the place was humming
with excitement. The American spy that had been caught a week
earlier had been with Colonel Mizikawa for nearly two days. Of
course, while the Colonel went to his well-earned sleep, one of his
humble subordinates would carry on for him, keeping the American
awake, and taking the greatest care not to harm him too much. The
Colonel was known not to be pleased if anyone dared to usurp that
privilege. Indeed, the last aide that the Colonel had employed made
the stupid error of carrying on with excessive enthusiasm with a
previous guest, with the result that the man had contrived to die
of shock. The further result was that the aide had been promptly
despatched to the Manchurian front where he had useful work in
digging latrines.

Had he shown
any honour he would, obviously, have slain himself. Since he
hadn’t, nobody felt the least pity for him in his disgrace.

Now Terence
Kitson was a guest in that anonymous block of offices and cells.
And his host was the infamous Colonel Mizikawa himself. Before
leaving Los Angeles months before, Kitson had been briefed about
men to watch for. Top of the list was Takeo Mizikawa.

 


While the
Colonel watched the sky through the bamboo shutters, entranced with
the pattern that a solitary swallow was making against the blue,
Kitson tried to take his mind away from the pain that had been,
was, and would be. He thought back to the buff folder that had
contained all that the United States Intelligence knew about the
Colonel.

The photograph
had been an old one, but he hadn’t changed much. Takeo Mizikawa.
Born September 24th, 1909, in Hakone in the Kanagawa Prefecture.
Both parents dead. No brothers or sisters. Excellent education.
Good degree, Oxford University. Travelled widely, including a spell
as Military Attaché at Washington. There, first came to attention
of Intelligence as suspected spy. Quiet diplomatic words were
whispered and he was returned home.

Rose fast
through Japanese Army, reaching present rank at unusually early
age. Decorations included Imperial Order of the Gold Kite, Imperial
Order of the Rising Sun, the Manchuria Medal and several campaign
medals.

On December 12th, 1937, Mizikawa had been involved with
other Kempei Tai colleagues in the massacres in Nanking in China, where some
estimates put the number of dead as high as four hundred thousand,
and few put it lower than a quarter of a million.

Tall for a
Japanese, only just short of six feet, with broad shoulders and an
excellent physique. Only a rib injury had prevented him from
representing his University at the javelin against Cambridge. Thin
face, small moustache and brown eyes.

Mizikawa was
known to be a fluent linguist, speaking flawless English, and good
French and German.

Those were his
strengths.

Weaknesses?
The file was quiet on that. He wasn’t married, nor was he thought
to be a homosexual. He used women when he felt the need, and his
good looks meant he rarely had to pay for the privilege. There had
been a hushed-up affair in Washington with the wife of a cypher
clerk. Both sides wanted it kept quiet. The mutilated corpse of the
woman had been found floating in the Patuxent River, near
Spencerville. A pathologist talked about severe torture, with
whipping and multiple burns. There was never any direct proof that
the Colonel had been connected with it. Not direct proof ....

Now he was in
charge of the counter-espionage branch in Tokyo. And Terence Kitson
knew with a chilling certainty that he was going to die very soon.
The thought of the death wasn’t that appalling, not after what he’d
already gone through. It was what he knew was still to come that
made him sick.

Mizikawa
turned now to face him, the cigarette in the long onyx holder
nearly finished. He saw the look on Kitson’s face and smiled. It
was the look of a man who was close to the end of his road.

‘So, Mr. Kitson. I think that very soon you will be telling me
what you know of our plans. And of the names of your friends. It is
sad that all this courage will be for nothing. As the bee brings
the pollen from all parts of the garden back to his hive, so I will
collect all of your friends and bring them here. You will know
nothing of this. By then you will have died. Yet,’ he paused as
though a thought had just struck him. ‘Yet I think I will offer you
a choice.’

Kitson had
taken a fearful punishment and he had been without sleep for nearly
three days. He was caught off guard and allowed the flash of hope
to dart into his eyes. The Colonel didn’t miss it.

‘Not life. No. I think not. But there are ways of death. There
are easy ways and there are difficult ways. I can offer you that
choice.’

‘Fuck off!’ His voice was stronger, though his tongue felt as
though it had been squeezed between two sheets of sanded
leather.

The choice
wasn’t really a choice. He knew it and so did Mizikawa. The
American espionage network was smaller than it needed to be, and
the loss of any of its members could cause irreparable harm to the
whole. And with the whispers they’d been hearing .... Whispers of
possible Japanese aggression against the United States even before
the end of the year. Perhaps without a formal declaration of war.
The bosses back home on the West Coast, with their grey flannel
suits and their grey flannel minds didn’t seem to believe it.
Didn’t seem to want to believe it. Because if they once accepted
it, then there would be no longer a way for America to avoid
full-scale participation in the World War.

A hand, in a
soft brown leather glove, rested gently on his shoulder making him
jump. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see that the cigarette
in the holder was nearly burned down. With an effort, Kitson tried
to blanket his mind from what was going to happen.

And
failed.

‘Yes. It is time again. Let me see. Perhaps again somewhere on
the face? Or inside the nose. I am told that is a supreme pain. In
the ears? No, that would burst your eardrum and you would no longer
be able to hear my simple questions. If I were to extinguish it on
the tip of your penis, then I think you would find it hard to pass
water. Oh, there are so many choices that I can’t make up my mind.’
He paused, his fingers absently massaging the back of the
American’s neck. ‘I have it. You
shall decide.’ He moved away and leaned down in
front of Kitson. ‘How nice for you. You can pick.’ Steel entered
his voice, ‘And if you do not, then I will choose.’

‘Up your ass!’ Kitson closed his eyes. There had even been the
passing temptation to give in. The pain as Mizikawa stubbed out the
cigarette on his flesh was sickening. There were places where the
skin was marginally less sensitive, and he could have picked one of
those. But that would have meant a small surrender.

He had not
given in to the crude beatings with fists and boots and rifle
butts. Nor to the questioning, carried on without a pause for days
and nights until his mind started to betray him. The empty promises
and the fulfilled threats. The metal crocodile clips connected to a
generator by black wire, their teeth biting into the soft flesh of
his body. The pain exploding in his head when the current was
passed through him.

At first,
Kitson had been embarrassed when he had fouled himself with the
force of the pain. But that had passed. Even the pain had begun to
diminish. One of the beatings, across the soles of the feet with a
bamboo cane, had gone on and on, until the searing agony slowly
slipped away, and was replaced by a gentle glow, warm and
comforting. It was at that moment that Colonel Takeo Mizikawa had
come in. One glance had told him what was happening and he had
slapped the face of the private doing the beating, taking over the
interrogation himself.

Mizikawa laughed gently at the tone of Kitson’s voice. ‘So
brave, so young, will not live long, it is said. No, Mr. Kitson.
Not up my rectum.
Perhaps, though, up yours. Then, we can talk more about your
friends.’ He took the cigarette-holder from his mouth and stared at
the smouldering tip. ‘Too short for our purpose. I will need
another for what you suggested. So this one can ....’ He held
Kitson’s shoulder with one gloved hand, delicately stubbing out the
cigarette with the other. On the prisoner’s hand.

There was the
faintest hiss and the smell of scorching flesh rose into the room.
Kitson flinched but avoided crying out. There had been much worse.
The blow with the rubber truncheon that had made him faint and
vomit, passing blood for two days. He glanced down at the burn,
which rose like a pear-shaped blister, filled with liquid, dusted
with the grey ash. It was a familiar sight. One of Mizikawa’s
predecessors had been a chain smoker, stubbing out cigarette after
cigarette on his body. Particularly, he enjoyed getting three or
four blisters in a neat row, when he would burst them with one blow
from the edge of a metal ruler. That pain was worse than the actual
burn.

Outside the
window there was the screech of brakes and the instantly
recognizable crack of metal on metal. It sounded muffled, and far
below, as though the office was on a high level. Kitson knew how
few Tokyo offices had many floors, to try and reduce damage from
earthquakes, but he felt that Mizikawa’s room was several stories
up. It was a thought that he tried hard to keep in his worn
mind.

There was the click of the Kempei
Tai officer’s expensive gold lighter, and
smoke blossomed from a new cigarette. If only he could be provoked
to lose his temper and maybe kill him! That way the others would be
safe to carry on the war. America might not be officially at war
with Japan, but to the spies on both sides, the hostility was very
real.

‘There, Mr. Kitson. Soon we will be ready. After I have given
you a new form of ... hot-foot. Is that the correct expression?
After that, I will show you my set of acupuncture needles. You will
not have heard of this? No. I knew nothing of it until I visited
Nanking, some years ago. I took these from a practitioner who
needed them no longer, having gone to stay with his most honourable
ancestors. They are used to relieve pain. I find they have other,
more practical uses.’

Kitson felt a
painful fluttering in his chest, and wondered if he was going to be
able to cheat the torture after all. His bosses back on the west
coast in the sun had told him he was getting old, and the last
medical had raised a cloud of doubt.

A murmur was
what the doctor had called it. ‘One more trip and then it’s a desk
job for you, Terry.’

One more trip,
and he was going home.

Takeo Mizikawa
stood looking at the American, noting the strain and exhaustion.
From experience, he knew that the man was near the breaking point.
One last short, sharp painful humiliation, and he would talk. After
the burning, he would have drink and food brought in, and the Yank
would talk. Would be happy to babble out what he knew to his new
friend. To the man who had stopped the pain and promised him
release from being hurt.

Once the
sponge had been squeezed dry, then what? Perhaps the husk could be
used for experimentation. A smile oozed across the yellow face.
Mizikawa enjoyed experiments. Perhaps he could use some of his
needles. For the present, it was their presence that would prove
enough.

Angling the
holder so that the smoke didn’t go in his own eyes, the Colonel
unrolled a black silk package on the polished desk in front of the
prisoner. The package opened to show a collection of golden
needles, each slotted in its place. Some were several inches long.
Others only tiny, each with a small red jewel at its head.

An amateur
would have talked to Kitson, tried to tell him what these thin
probes could do to a man. Mizikawa knew that would be wasted
effort. Nothing he could say would be as horrific as what Kitson
would think up in the small back rooms of his mind.

‘Those are for dessert, my dear Kitson. This is for the main
course.’ Holding up the glowing cigarette. ‘If you wouldn’t mind
opening your legs a little so that I
... of course. How foolish of me. Those
ropes make it difficult, don’t they.’ He went to the door and
barked out a few words to one of the sentries in the corridor. A
Superior Private, the three badges glinting on his collar, marched
stiffly into the room. He carried the short Meiji 38 rifle with a
fixed bayonet. Several inches shorter than the Colonel, he was much
more the cartoonist’s idea of a Japanese soldier, with a moon face
and round glasses. All that was lacking from the caricature was
protruding front teeth.

Mizikawa
pointed to Kitson, and snapped out an order to him, obviously
referring to the ropes that held ankles and knees crushed
together.

‘Now, Mr. Kitson, I will leave you for a few moments in the
care of Superior Private Honachi. He will arrange your limbs in a
more suitable position for my return.’ He bowed ironically. ‘I will
bid you Sayonara. Remember the words of Tao Chu-Wen. “A fine meal
will only grow cold while you wait, but the anticipation of such a
meal will only grow hotter.” I shall return.’

He marched
out, boot-heels clicking on the wooden floor, shutting the door
briskly behind him. The soldier waited rigidly at attention until
he had gone, then looked at the bound man. Carefully he leaned his
rifle against the wall, never taking his eyes from Kitson. The
American slumped forward in the ropes, letting his head drop,
closing his eyes with a groan.

Private Honachi was an ambitious soldier. If it hadn’t been
for his poor eyesight, he would have been fighting out in China
against the insurgents. But there were chances of promotion working
with the famous Kempei Tai.
A chance to spread the creed of Hakko Ichiu. Of
making the world into one big happy family under the benevolent
gaze of the God-Emperor. His wife and six children would be proud
of him then. Leading Private was well within his grasp. That would
show his boasting brother-in-law with his meat shop in
Kyoto.

Watching the
captured prisoner warily, he knelt between his legs to untie the
ropes round his ankles ready to re-tie them as the Colonel had
ordered. Even thinking about Colonel Mizikawa made him nervous and
his fingers fumbled as he tugged at the knots. What a dragon that
man was! They said he could tell if you were lying just by watching
your eyes. Honachi bent to his task, pattering a prayer that he
might never have to face the Colonel when he was angry. Anything
would be better than that.

Through his
puffed eyelids, Kitson watched the young soldier working away at
the tight ropes. In a couple of minutes the Colonel would be
back.

His ankles
were free, and the soldier was heaving at the cord that held his
knees tightly together. The pulling was agonizingly painful, and he
could feel warm blood trickling down his calves. With an
exclamation of relief from Honachi, the ropes gave, and Kitson’s
legs were free.

He opened his
eyes, snatching a sight at his target. The chubby Private was still
kneeling in front of him, trying to untangle the ropes. He had to
kick him in the face, laying him out. Heave himself to his feet and
get to the rifle. Use the bayonet to slash through the rest of the
ropes. After that? After that, he hadn’t thought out too clearly.
Maybe it was a good thing it was his last trip. Perhaps he could
shoot the Colonel. That might be a fine thing to go out on.

Using every
fragment of his eroded strength, the American agent lashed out at
the Japanese soldier with his bare foot, wincing at the pain of
movement. The top of his foot cracked upwards into Honachi’s nose
with a splintering impact. The blow
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