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ONE

UMIKO WADA WASN’T a private detective. she just worked for one. She answered his phone, managed his accounts, kept his records, talked through problems with him, greeted his visitors, fetched him bento-boxed lunches and made him tea, which he’d taken to drinking virtually all day now he’d supposedly given up smoking.

The sign on the door of the seventh-floor office in the Nihonbashi district of Tokyo where Wada spent her working days described it as the premises of the Kodaka Detective Agency. But there was only one detective in the agency: fifty-eight-year-old Kazuto Kodaka. There’d been several detectives, apparently, when Kodaka senior was in charge. But his son preferred to operate alone. What would happen if and when his body collapsed under the strain of his unhealthy habits and chronic overwork was easy to predict. Wada would need a new job. Which wasn’t a happy thought. She liked this job. It suited her.

She always thought of herself as Wada rather than Umiko because that was how Kodaka referred to her. It had seemed disrespectful at first. Now she was rather fond of it. It reinforced an image of herself she’d honed over years of being alone. Simple, strong, independent. That was Wada. Umiko was a girl she’d once been. The Wada she’d become was nearly forty-seven, though she looked younger, probably because, as her mother regularly reminded her, she’d never had children to raise and worry over.

That wasn’t Wada’s fault, as her mother used to acknowledge but now seemed inclined to forget. She was a widow. Her husband Tomohiko – Hiko, as she’d called him and still did, in the privacy of her own thoughts – had been killed in the sarin gas attack on the Tokyo subway back in 1995, though technically he hadn’t actually died until twelve years later. The decade and a bit he’d spent in a coma froze Wada’s life. Her mother had still hoped, when he finally expired, that Wada would find somebody else to marry. But it had never happened.

Sometimes, though she’d never have admitted it to anyone, she was glad she hadn’t gone on in the world with Hiko, bearing his children, keeping house for him, cooking, cleaning, deferring, conforming. She was as sorry as anyone could be that he’d died as he had. There was a time when she’d been sorry on the same account for herself. But that time had passed. That was why she’d finally dropped his surname and gone back to the one she was born with: Wada.

She’d met Kodaka because of the sarin attack. He was gathering evidence to use against members of Aum Shinrikyo, the murderous cult responsible, on behalf of relatives of other victims and wanted to know if Hiko had said anything to her, before lapsing into his coma, about Yozo Sasada, the cult member who’d released the gas in the train carriage Hiko had been travelling in that fateful spring morning in 1995. No, was the answer. Hiko was already unconscious when she’d reached the hospital. He’d said nothing. To her or anyone else.

She was working as an English translator when Kodaka first contacted her, earning money the only way she knew how. She enjoyed speaking and reading English. It took her to a mental space half removed from the Japanese world she didn’t quite have a firm stake in any more. She felt freer there, better able to be herself.

It was a surprise when Kodaka contacted her again a few months later, this time inviting her to apply for a job as his secretary. Her fluency in English was something he reckoned would be valuable in dealing with foreign clients. Not that he actually had any foreign clients. But he was optimistic about expanding the reach of his operations and there were quite a few occasions when an improvement on his halting grasp of the international language was called for.

She took the job, which she described as personal assistant rather than secretary. It often involved working late or at the weekend for no extra pay, but she didn’t mind and Kodaka rewarded her with occasional bonuses when business was good.

The business itself was biased towards commercial matters. There was a lot of vetting of potential recruits for companies or identifying which of their employees might be responsible for leaking sensitive information to competitors or the media or the tax authorities. Kodaka senior had sited the agency within easy reach of the Tokyo Stock Exchange to attract such business. Divorce and missing persons, the other staples of the profession, were less significant at the Kodaka Agency, though Wada enjoyed them when they came along. She found the tangled problems of other people’s lives grimly fascinating.

Most of the time, her involvement with those lives was confined to putting Kodaka’s notes and other records in order and compiling reports to lawyers, which she was much better and quicker at than Kodaka himself, whose talents lay in ferreting out information, staking out addresses and piecing together evidence. More than once, after pulling his bottle of Suntory whisky out of the bottom drawer of the scratched green filing cabinet behind his desk and pouring them both a glass as the lights of the city danced in the night beyond the office windows, he’d say they made a good team.

Sometimes, very rarely, Kodaka asked her to go out into the field and follow someone. This occurred when only a female tail was likely to escape detection. She proved to be rather good at it. Without intending any insult, Kodaka said she had the gift of being invisible. No one noticed her. She was anonymous. She attracted no attention.

Kodaka was unmarried. Wada’s mother had suggested, in her desperation for a grandchild that only grew as her daughter progressed into her forties, that he might be a suitable husband, even though she’d never actually met the man. The idea was absurd. Kodaka found all the female company he desired in his late-night forays to assorted bars and clubs. He often arrived at the office in the morning with the rumpled, unshaven, red-eyed look of someone who’d barely slept, let alone in his own bed. He’d never made any kind of overture to her, probably because he valued her services too highly to risk losing them. He was right. The overtures wouldn’t have been well received. That would have been unfortunate. Because they were a good team.



Yozo Sasada, the Aum Shinrikyo member responsible for Hiko’s death, had finally been executed twenty-three years after the attack, along with the cult’s founder, Shoko Asahara, and twelve others. Kodaka made no reference to their hangings, though when the day came Asahara’s blank, heavy-lidded face was all over the newspapers and the giant TV screens that Wada passed on her way to work. She interpreted her employer’s silence on the subject as an example of his sensitivity, which as ever could only be detected by what he didn’t say rather than what he did.

The twenty-fourth anniversary of the attack had passed now as well, again unremarked upon in the offices of the Kodaka Detective Agency. Spring was advancing. Cherry blossom viewing spots in Kitanomaru Park were hard to come by. The world went on its way. It was business as usual.

Until it wasn’t.



Wada made most of Kodaka’s appointments for him. Most of his office appointments, anyway. He fixed personal rendezvous for himself. An unenthusiastic convert to modern technology, he recorded these in an old-style pocket diary and insisted Wada keep a paper diary for the office as well. He made occasional joking references to his reluctance to embrace paperless procedures, though Wada suspected he was also worried about the security of information committed to the virtual world. And there was no doubt many of his clients valued security so highly that his old-fashioned methods appealed to them.

That Friday, when Wada reached the office, she was mildly surprised to see an afternoon appointment with someone identified only by the hiragana み and た written in the diary in Kodaka’s inelegant hand. It must have been made after she’d left the previous evening. She mentioned it to him when he arrived. He was looking far from spruce but by no means unusually dishevelled. All she learnt from him was that み た was one Mimori Takenaga, her name recorded in traditional albeit abbreviated style with the surname first and the forename second.

‘She caught me on the telephone just before I left last night,’ Kodaka explained.

‘Husband trouble?’ Wada enquired.

‘Not the way you mean.’

And that was that. He didn’t elaborate. And Wada didn’t press him to. That was one of the things that made them a good team.



Mimori Takenaga arrived promptly at four thirty. She was a woman of about Wada’s own age, but smaller and more delicately built. She would have looked perfect in a kimono, whereas Wada, on those ever rarer occasions when she wore one, felt lumpy and awkward. In the fashionable western clothes she was actually wearing, Mrs Takenaga looked smart and affluent but somehow ill at ease. There was an impression of someone playing a part she wasn’t suited to, which the large, well-filled Mitsukoshi carrier bag she left in the waiting area failed to dispel.

She was closeted with Kodaka for about an hour, their voices reaching Wada as an indistinct murmur often drowned out by the telephone or traffic noise from the street below. The length of the consultation suggested the matter was both delicate and complicated. Kodaka asked for tea halfway through and Wada only caught a brief snatch of the conversation as she delivered it. Her curiosity was aroused, but she had no difficulty hiding it. Hiding her feelings came easily to her.

Eventually, Kodaka showed his new client out. Mrs Takenaga cast Wada a long frowning glance as she collected her Mitsukoshi carrier bag along with her umbrella. It was faintly disquieting. Wada could think of nothing she had done to merit such attention.



It had started to rain during the hour Mrs Takenaga had spent with Kodaka. The sky was unnaturally dark for the time of day and the rain, coursing down the window, appeared from Wada’s place behind her desk to be coursing down Kodaka’s forehead and cheeks as well as he stood close to the glass, gazing down, waiting, it was soon apparent, to see his visitor emerge on to the street.

‘Hasui could have painted this,’ he said at length, just as watery sunlight began to wash over his face. His interest in art, whenever it revealed itself, always came as a slight surprise to Wada. She was fond of Hasui’s work herself, though she’d never mentioned this to Kodaka. ‘He might have called it Spring rain in Nihonbashi. Takenaga-san has a traditional umbrella. Did you notice? Dark red.’

‘Maroon.’

Kodaka smiled. ‘Why do problems always seem simpler when I discuss them with you? I wonder. Perhaps your precision is the reason.’ He turned towards her. ‘Please lock the outer door and come into my office. Oh, and more tea would be welcome.’



The play of cloud and low sun was casting eerie variations of light across the walls of Kodaka’s office when Wada delivered the tea and sat down, facing him across his desk. The green-shaded lamp wasn’t on. Shadows were being given free rein, as Kodaka often seemed to prefer. There was cigarette smoke in the air, adding its own layer of haze to the atmosphere.

‘Takenaga-san asked if she could smoke,’ Kodaka said with an apologetic shrug. ‘She was a little … nervous.’

Kodaka looked a little nervous himself, which was unlike him. But it was clear to Wada that he wanted to tell her why Mrs Takenaga had come to him. ‘What is the nature of the case?’ she enquired gently.

‘The nature of the case?’ Kodaka frowned pensively and took a sip of tea. ‘Certainly this is not a normal problem. It is … complicated. And not just because of Takenaga-san’s position. I will explain. Takenaga-san’s father, Shitaro Masafumi, died when she was five. He committed suicide. Officially. She has never believed that. She believes he was murdered.’

‘With good reason?’

Kodaka sucked his teeth. ‘Hard to say. Masafumi died in Showa fifty-two.’ 1977, fifty-second year of the Showa era, was more than forty years ago. Wada realized at once that the statute of limitations ruled out challenging a suicide verdict at such a distance in time.

‘Too long ago for criminal or civil redress,’ she remarked simply.

Kodaka nodded. ‘Takenaga-san wants to know the truth, though. What she will do with the truth … I do not know. I am not sure she knows.’

‘Can you get it for her?’

‘Maybe it is already known. Masafumi was not a respectable man. He lived expensively, but the source of his income was unclear. He was suspected by the police of having sokaiya connections.’

Wada didn’t need to be told anything about sokaiya. They were criminals who traded in commercial secrets, threatening to reveal damaging information, often at a company’s AGM, unless they were paid off. Some had yakuza affiliations, some not. Kodaka had often been employed by companies to neutralize sokaiya threats.

‘To escape arrest, which he is thought to have believed was imminent, Masafumi left the country, supposedly on holiday. He joined a tour party visiting Europe. Other members of the group described him as … distracted. He made many telephone calls and often sent telex messages from the hotels they stayed in. He looked worried all the time. He chain-smoked. He did not join in light conversation. They went first to Rome, then Paris, then London. While they were in London, Masafumi hired an English student who spoke good Japanese to act as his translator. He knew very little English himself, it seems. The translator was seen with him a lot. Sometimes they were in telephone boxes together, with the translator talking on the telephone while Masafumi stood beside him. Suspicious behaviour, certainly. The translator said he was “helping Masafumi-san do business”.’

‘What kind of business?’

‘Unknown. But probably not legal. We can guess Masafumi was trying to raise money to get himself out of trouble. The translator could tell us. But he disappeared straight after Masafumi’s death.’

‘That is also suspicious.’

Kodaka nodded. ‘I agree.’

‘How did Masafumi die?’

‘He used a plastic laundry bag in his hotel room to suffocate himself. Or …’

‘Someone else used it to suffocate him.’

‘Takenaga-san believes the translator killed him. Or knows who killed him. That was also her late mother’s belief. Other members of the family believe he killed himself because he knew he would go to prison if he came home and may have wished to avoid bringing shame on them.’

‘What do we know about the translator?’

‘Very little. His name: Peter Evans. Estimated age: mid-twenties. A student, perhaps. Never traced. There was also a photograph.’

‘Of Evans?’

‘Of the tour party, standing in a group near St Paul’s Cathedral. Masafumi was in the back row, with Evans standing beside him. But Evans moved just as the photograph was taken, so he was … blurred.’

‘Takenaga-san showed you the photograph?’

‘No. She no longer has it. It was sent to her mother by the member of the party who took it after they returned to Japan. It was later destroyed by Takenaga-san’s uncle because …’ Kodaka paused to assemble his thoughts, then continued. ‘Her mother gave her the photograph shortly before her death from cancer twenty-seven years ago. After her death, Takenaga-san, who was still unmarried then, arranged for a cropped portion of the photograph, with only Evans in it, to be printed in the personal advertisements page of the London evening newspaper, offering a reward of one thousand pounds to anyone who could identify him. The notice stated that this person had worked for her father in London in late August and early September of 1977. Anyone who could identify him was asked to write to her. This outraged her uncle, who was at that time supporting her financially and considered the matter of her father’s death, his brother, best forgotten. So, he destroyed the photograph and forbade her to reply to any letters she received.’

‘Did she receive any?’

‘It was not likely she would, was it? A blurred photograph. Fifteen years after the event. With scant information. And all on the chance that someone who might know something would read that particular newspaper.’

‘On that particular day.’

Kodaka smiled. ‘Actually, the notice ran twice a week for a month.’

‘But, still, she heard nothing?’

‘Not at the time.’

‘Nor since?’

Kodaka’s smile broadened. He couldn’t stop himself taking pleasure from such twists of fate as his clients sometimes brought him. And clearly there’d been such a twist in the matter of Mimori Takenaga. ‘She had a letter … last week.’

‘After twenty-seven years?’

‘Remarkable, no?’

‘Very.’

‘The letter was sent on to Takenaga-san at her current address by the occupant of the house the Masafumi family had lived in back then. It was from an Englishman called Martin Caldwell. He said he had only recently seen the advertisement and believed he knew who Peter Evans was. That was not his real name, apparently. Caldwell did not say who Evans really was, but he implied there was a mystery surrounding him. Caldwell was willing to meet Takenaga-san to discuss the matter. Could she come to London for the purpose? He was not interested in the reward, but he was interested in helping her discover the truth, if she still wanted to pursue the matter.’

‘As she does.’

‘Oh yes. But she cannot go to London. Her husband takes the same view as her uncle of her father’s long-ago supposed suicide. He would not allow her to go. She can contact Caldwell and arrange a meeting, since he has supplied her with his email address, but she cannot meet him. Even coming here had to be done under the cover of a shopping expedition. However, since Caldwell has never met her, there is no reason why someone claiming to be her – a woman of about her own age, suitably briefed and fluent in English – could not go instead.’

Silence fell. The implication was obvious. Kodaka had a mission for Wada. One more challenging than anything he’d previously asked her to do. She waited for him to make the request specific, but he seemed reluctant to do so. He sipped his tea and smiled weakly at her. Eventually, she took pity on him. ‘You want me to go?’

He nodded. ‘If you are willing.’




TWO

IT WAS A cool, still, fitfully bright afternoon in london. Commuting home by clipper ferry was one of the pleasures of Nick Miller’s day. It was more pleasurable than usual this Friday because it was the start of the Easter holiday. He had three weeks of leisure to look forward to. No teaching. No commuting. And nothing to stop him doing some serious painting, especially for the first week, when his wife would be away with her friends in Tuscany.

The trimmed beard, unstructured jacket and loosely knotted tie marked him out as some kind of artistic professional. The tinted monoliths of Canary Wharf the ferry cruised past clearly weren’t his natural territory. He surveyed them from the aft deck as he took sips of black coffee he hoped would clear his head after one end-of-term drink too many. And he wondered if Kate would be at home when he got there. It was end of term for her too, but she’d said something that morning about going round to Harriet’s after leaving school to finalize arrangements for setting off the following morning.

She’d also asked him to buy some Parmesan cheese on his way home. As far as he could recall from a hustled conversation as they were both leaving the house, the cheese was the full extent of the shopping expected of him, which suggested dinner would be some pasta dish. He thought he might buy a bottle of wine to wash it down. Something Tuscan, maybe, to put Kate in the mood for her trip with the girls.

They were pleasant, simple thoughts for a spring afternoon turning towards evening. Then he realized, with something of a jolt, that he hadn’t thought about his mother all day.

That had to be some kind of milestone, even though, in a sense, he’d done most of his mourning before she’d actually died, just after Christmas. And she wouldn’t have wanted him to feel guilty about moving on with his life. No longer having to worry about her condition, her prognosis – how much of a future she had and how it was going to end – was a relief he hardly wanted to acknowledge, even to himself, though she’d told him that was how it would be. She’d worked as a psychotherapist, after all. She’d known how such things worked.

‘I’m OK, Caro,’ he murmured. She’d weaned him off ‘Mummy’ when he was about ten and insisted, in keeping with her New Age principles, on his using her first name. He took a deep breath of the crisp river air as he pictured her smile in his mind’s eye. ‘Forty-one and a stone overweight. But OK.’



Most of the passengers still aboard left with Nick at Greenwich. He headed for the shops, bought the cheese and wine, then ambled through the grounds of the old Royal Naval College and crossed Trafalgar Road. He was in no hurry. Whether Kate was home or not, he anticipated a late supper, in the kitchen, relaxing and swapping expectations for their different weeks ahead.

Greenwich Park rose ahead of him, long shadows stretching across its grassy slope, as he walked along Greenwich Park Street towards home. He led a privileged life. He knew that. Without Kate’s family money they’d never be living in such a lovely part of London. The park, the college, the river. There was nothing to dislike about Greenwich except the hordes of tourists. Caro had often reminded him just how privileged he was. And, if she didn’t, April, her partner of forty years, could be relied on to do it for her. Well, at least she was still there in his life to chip away at any signs of complacency.

He bounded up the steps to the yellow front door of their Georgian house and let himself in. The beeping of the alarm and the slew of post on the mat told him Kate wasn’t home yet. No surprise, really. He silenced the alarm and carried the shopping into the kitchen, where he noticed the green message button flashing on the landline phone as he stood the carrier bag on the marble worktop. He went back to the front door to collect the post, then returned to the kitchen, sifting through the envelopes as he went. None of it looked very interesting.

He pressed the button on the phone. There was only one message, which, subconsciously, he assumed would be something trivial, since he’d have heard about anything important via his smartphone.

‘Nick, this is … Martin Caldwell.’

Martin Caldwell? What did he want? They barely knew each other. He was a friend of Caro’s from student days. And of April’s. They’d shared a house in Exeter with several other students during their last year at the university. He’d come to Caro’s funeral and Nick recalled meeting him a few times before that, spread over a lot of years. They’d exchanged a few words during the wake. But there’d been nothing to suggest Nick would ever hear from him again.

‘You’re probably wondering why I’m phoning you … out of the blue … like this.’

Nick was wondering exactly that. Caldwell’s voice – soft, hesitant, unassertive – summoned for Nick a clear memory of his appearance at the funeral. Lean and hunched, with a narrow face and grey hair worn too long, he was one of the few mourners who’d opted for black suit and tie, even though the suit didn’t fit properly. He’d kept saying he couldn’t believe Caro was dead. ‘She was always so alive.’ After a short while, Nick began to find him annoying and slipped away, leaving Caldwell … alone. Was that it, perhaps? Was he simply lonely?

‘It took me a long time to find your number. I jotted it down after … you called me … about Caro’s funeral.’

Nick had forgotten doing that. But he’d phoned quite a lot of people at the time, to take some of the load off April. He had no recollection of their conversation. There was no reason why he should.

‘The thing is, something … rather surprising … has happened. And it, well, it’s … something I think you need to know about. I mean … really need to know about.’

It was hard, if not impossible, to imagine what he could possibly be talking about. Nick waited, wondering if Caldwell was actually going to say what it was in the message.

‘Could you phone me back as soon as possible, please? It’s really … well, rather urgent. I’m going to be in London early next week. Could we, er … meet? I, er … seriously think we should. Give me a call … when you get this.’ He recited his number.

Nick didn’t think Caldwell lived in London. He seemed to recall someone saying, perhaps Caldwell himself, that he’d never actually left Exeter after university and had spent his working life in the city. And Nick had been told something else about where Caldwell lived that lay just out of his memory’s reach.

‘Leave a message if I don’t answer and I’ll get back to you as soon as I can. I’ll, er … look forward to hearing from you.’

The message ended. Nick pondered what to do. It seemed unlikely he really did need to know what Caldwell had to tell him. But he was going to have to find out, just to put his mind at rest. And it would be easier to do that before Kate got back. He brewed some coffee and carried it upstairs to the study.

Sitting down at the desk, he listened to the message again, which made no more sense second time round, then dialled Martin Caldwell’s number.

It rang a long time before Caldwell answered. Then, ‘Hello?’ came the doleful voice, quite suddenly.

‘Martin? This is Nick Miller.’

‘Ah. Nick. Yes. Er, thanks … for calling back.’

‘How can I help you?’

‘Well, can we meet, as I suggested? I’m, er … going to be in London on Monday. I’m guessing you’ve just started your Easter holiday. You teach, don’t you?’

‘Yes.’

‘So, could we …’

‘What’s this about, Martin?’

‘About?’

‘Yes. Whatever it is, can’t we discuss it now, over the phone?’

Long pause. ‘No. No, I don’t think that would be … a good idea. It’s … complicated.’

‘Can’t you give me some inkling of what this is about? You said in your message something surprising had happened.’

‘Well, it has.’

‘And what is it?’

‘I can’t … Look, Nick, I don’t want to tread on any toes, but I think you’re entitled to know.’

‘Know what?’

‘Well, it’s … about your father.’

‘My father?’ What was the guy talking about? Nick had never known his father. Geoff Nolan, another occupant of the shared house in Exeter, had refused to have anything to do with Nick’s upbringing and had died of a drugs overdose before he was thirty. A long time ago Nick had tried to track down Nolan’s family, without success. All he had to remember his father by was one fuzzy snapshot given him by Caro.

‘Yes. Like I say, it’s … complicated. I’d be much happier … talking about it face to face. Is Monday any good for you?’

‘You’re going to have to give me something more now you’ve mentioned my father, Martin.’

‘And I will. On Monday. We really shouldn’t … discuss this on the phone.’ The hint of cloak and dagger irritated Nick. In fact, Martin Caldwell was pretty irritating all round. ‘You live in Greenwich, don’t you?’

‘Yes. But—’

‘Shall I come there? Around … mid-afternoon?’

Nick took a moment to think. He could continue badgering Caldwell into telling him what the hell this was all about right now or he could just let him have his way. In the end, the easiest course was to give in. ‘OK. If you really think it’s important.’

‘Oh it is. Yes. Definitely. I can’t really … overestimate its importance.’

No? That seemed unlikely. But Nick supposed there was an outside chance it would at least be interesting. Perhaps it was something Caldwell had felt unable to disclose while Caro was alive. Nick couldn’t help being curious. Caldwell had undeniably known his father, after all. They’d lived under the same roof for a year. ‘Monday it is, then. Shall we say four o’clock?’

‘Yes. Let’s say that. What’s your address?’



After the call had ended, Nick leant back in the chair and thought about the father he’d never known. According to Caro, she’d still been confused about her sexuality during her time at university. Geoff Nolan had inadvertently helped her decide that men weren’t for her. He’d always been a hopeless case, heading for early burn-out and wanting to know nothing – absolutely nothing – about his son. So why should Nick want to know anything about him?

There was no good reason. He pulled out from one of the desk drawers the old cigar box in which he kept assorted mementos of his childhood, including that solitary creased photograph of Geoff Nolan, aged twenty-one or so, sitting astride his motorbike at a kerbside and looking up at a first-floor window where Caro, presumably, was poised with the camera. He was in black biking leathers, one hand resting on a crash helmet, propped on the fuel tank, while his other hand was raised in a strangely lordly greeting. Long dark hair flopped over his forehead. His smile was somehow not genuine. It seemed calculated to mock something or someone, possibly himself.

Nick wouldn’t have wanted to admit how often he’d looked at that photograph when he was younger, trying to draw some clues to his father’s personality from his posture and expression. But there were none to be found. It was just a snapshot of a headstrong young man who’d had no idea he wasn’t going to see out his twenties. It was just a picture. Geoff Nolan wasn’t really there. He never had been.

Nick put the photograph back and replaced the box at the back of the drawer. Then he heard a noise downstairs – Kate’s key turning in the front door lock. On a sudden impulse, he picked up the phone and deleted Caldwell’s message.

‘Darling?’ came Kate’s voice from below.

‘Up here,’ he shouted in reply.

‘Did you remember the cheese?’

‘I remembered.’ Caldwell’s message was gone now. Removed from the log. Kate would be in Tuscany all next week. There was no need for her to worry about what Nick was or wasn’t going to learn from the guy. He’d tell her when she got back – if there was anything to tell.

‘There’s a bottle of red wine down here I’m tempted to open.’ She was in the kitchen now.

‘Succumb to temptation, then.’ Nick put the phone down, stood up and headed for the door, confident he could put Martin Caldwell out of his mind. Until Monday.




THREE

MIMORI TAKENAGA HADN’T yet replied to martin caldwell’s invitation to meet in London, so the first item of business for Wada, having agreed to go to London on her behalf, was to contact him. She kept the message brief but courteous and signed herself off as Mimori Takenaga family Masafumi. The swiftness of Caldwell’s response took her and Kodaka aback. Within an hour, after a few more email exchanges, they had an appointment for the following Tuesday morning, at the British Museum tea room.

There was no denying, though Wada would have denied it, that she was excited about her mission to London. She’d only been there once before, with Hiko, during a honeymoon holiday in Europe. All she remembered of the city were the traditional picture postcard scenes: Big Ben, Buckingham Palace, Tower Bridge, Trafalgar Square. It would be interesting to discover how returning to somewhere she’d only ever been with Hiko would affect her. And even if it turned out to be a waste of time, Mrs Takenaga had already paid Kodaka more than enough to cover the cost of the journey, so there was nothing to be lost by it.

There was, however, something Kodaka didn’t mention to her until after she’d made the appointment with Caldwell. And the timing of his disclosure struck her as suspicious. Had he wanted her to commit herself before he revealed this additional element in the Takenaga case?

‘You should know that Takenaga-san also made accusations against a man her mother told her had been her father’s business partner back in Showa fifty-two. He was never under police investigation, but she claims, again according to her mother, that straight after Masafumi’s death this man took all the money from a secret bank account they had been operating. There was supposedly a lot of money in the account, accumulated through sokaiya activities. Masafumi had spoken to his wife of a figure in the tens of millions of yen. So his death could be seen as … highly profitable for his partner.’

‘Do we know who the former partner is?’ Wada asked.

‘Yes.’ The time for tea had passed. Evening was encroaching. The shadows within Kodaka’s office were deepening. He pulled out the whisky bottle and poured them both a glass. ‘Hiroji Nishizaki,’ he said quietly.

Wada said nothing for a moment. If one of the country’s leading entrepreneurs, founder and chairman of the Nishizaki Corporation, was somehow implicated in the death of Shitaro Masafumi, then the need to tread carefully – very carefully indeed – hardly needed stating. The Nishizaki Corporation had grown over recent decades into an investment and consultancy giant, prospering initially by buying and selling stakes in other companies, usually at just the right time, and more recently by dispensing expensive advice to those convinced they needed their expert guidance. The corporation had split into two supposedly autonomous branches to avoid any perceived conflicts of interest, Nishizaki Investment and Nishizaki Consultancy. But not everyone was convinced about their autonomy since Hiroji Nishizaki was firmly in charge of both. Was he a leech on the commercial efforts of others? Or a shrewd judge of what was and wasn’t profitable? Opinion was divided, but there was no doubt about Nishizaki’s success. He’d become staggeringly wealthy. And the Nishizaki Corporation was a fixture near the top of the Nikkei index.

‘Do not mention this to anyone,’ Kodaka continued. ‘The fact that Shitaro Masafumi knew Hiroji Nishizaki more than forty years ago – if it is a fact – proves nothing, particularly in relation to the circumstances of Masafumi’s death. We should regard it as background information, nothing more. All you have to do in London is listen to what Caldwell says and report what you learn from him.’

‘I will do that.’

‘Good.’

‘Still, this could be … a complication.’

‘Potentially, yes.’ Kodaka drained his glass and refilled it. Wada had so far taken only the tiniest sip of her whisky. ‘But our efforts for the moment should be confined to identifying Peter Evans.’

‘A copy of his photograph would be helpful.’

‘I agree.’

‘I will try to access the archives of the newspaper in which the advertisement appeared.’

Kodaka squinted at the notes he’d made while talking to Mrs Takenaga. He had to turn the desk lamp on before he could decipher them. His whisky glistened like gold in the pool of light it cast. ‘The London Evening Standard,’ he read. ‘May, 1992.’

‘I will start straight away.’

‘Leave it until tomorrow, Wada. A tired mind finds nothing.’

‘When shall I fly to London?’

‘When you like.’

‘I will book for Monday morning if I can.’

‘I may have more information for you by then. Tomorrow I go to Fukuoka. Takenaga-san gave me the name and address of the tour party member who sent her mother the group photograph. If the lady is still living …’

‘It is a long time ago.’

‘And it is a long way to go. But I might learn much. I will be back in time to manage the office while you are away.’

Wada paused to think about that, then said, ‘Please leave most things as they are.’

Kodaka smiled. ‘Of course.’



On her long subway journey home that night, Wada found herself thinking about the Nishizaki connection in the case more and more. There’d been something in Kodaka’s tone of voice when he spoke of him that suggested he knew a little more about Nishizaki than he was willing to disclose. He often kept information to himself and there were things he did Wada was happy to know nothing about. For that matter, there were innumerable cases he’d handled before Wada started working for him that might for all she knew have involved Nishizaki. Sokaiya were a specialty of Kodaka’s. And Mrs Takenaga had alleged that Nishizaki had once been sokaiya himself. Wada didn’t feel entirely certain she was being told all she needed to know. Which, rather to her surprise, she found more intriguing than disturbing.



At her small apartment, she consumed a frugal supper and then, ignoring Kodaka’s advice, immediately went online to see if there was an accessible digital archive for the London Evening Standard.

The result was frustrating. It seemed she could view copies dating from 1892, but 1992 was a different matter. Physical copies of papers could be inspected at the national newspaper archive, but that wasn’t in or even near London. She abandoned the effort and moved on to more straightforward matters, starting with the booking of a flight. She found a seat on an eleven o’clock Monday morning departure, with flexible return dates. Next she booked herself a room for four nights at the Envoy Hotel, chosen because it was the hotel where, according to Mrs Takenaga, the tour party had been staying at the time of Shitaro Masafumi’s death back in 1977. Now she was set.



Normally a sound sleeper, Wada woke several times that night and eventually rose early but by no means refreshed. Meditating, which she tried to do every morning, proved almost impossible. She decided to go in to the office.

She’d been planning to spend a few hours there anyway, albeit later in the day, to clear a few administrative tasks she’d otherwise have attended to in the week ahead. Peace reigned in Nihonbashi on a Saturday morning in spring. Birds skittered and chirped in flight. The air seemed to sparkle. Now she was up and doing something, she felt calmer, more in charge of herself.

The lobby of the office building was quiet, the porter behind the desk registering surprise at her arrival with the merest twitch of his eyebrows. She smiled and said good morning. He returned the greeting.

Then, as she approached the lift, there was a ping, the doors slid open and Kazuto Kodaka stepped out.

It was at once obvious to Wada he hadn’t expected to see her. There was a flinch of dismay before he reordered his expression. ‘Wada,’ he said. ‘Back so soon?’

‘I have rather a lot to attend to.’

‘Ah yes.’ Kodaka was wearing a light raincoat over his workaday suit and was carrying a small travelling bag as well as a bulging shoulder bag. ‘Of course.’

‘Did you forget something?’

‘My notebook.’ He patted his jacket pocket. ‘It was stupid of me to leave it here.’ It was also unlike him.

‘When is your train?’

‘I am on the nine ten Nozomi.’ He glanced at the clock behind the reception desk. ‘There is time.’ He seemed suddenly to relax. ‘Will you walk with me to the station? We can talk on the way.’



Tokyo Station was an easy walk from their office, easier than usual, in fact, so early on a Saturday morning. They moved at an expeditious clip past the towering headquarters of assorted Japanese financial institutions. Wada suddenly realized she didn’t actually know where the Nishizaki Corporation’s HQ was situated. It could be just round the next corner for all she knew.

Kodaka seemed to read her thoughts. ‘Nishizaki’s head office is in Ginza,’ he said. ‘More places to entertain clients, I guess.’

‘Have you ever handled a case involving Nishizaki before, Kodaka-san?’

‘Maybe this case does not involve him.’

‘Maybe.’

‘And maybe I have not answered your question. Is that what you are thinking?’

‘I had no luck with the photograph.’

‘You have already tried?’

‘Waiting would not have helped.’

‘You have booked your flight also?’

‘JAL, Monday morning. As we discussed.’

‘And the Envoy Hotel?’

‘I have a room there.’

‘Much will have changed in forty-two years. I am not sure staying at the same hotel will tell you anything.’

‘I have to stay somewhere.’

‘You have a brother in New York, I think you told me once.’

‘Yes.’ Haruto was, if anything, more of a disappointment to their mother than she was. At least she’d been married. Haruto had never even managed that. ‘He is with Nomura Securities.’

‘When did you last see him?’

At their father’s funeral was the answer. But she preferred to be less specific. ‘Three years ago.’

‘Too long. You should arrange a visit.’

‘Perhaps when we are less busy.’

‘Ah yes.’ Kodaka looked up at the sky as they waited to cross the next street. Wada looked as well. Whether she saw what Kodaka saw she couldn’t have said. ‘I wonder when that will be.’



No more was said about Nishizaki. Kodaka’s silence on the subject hung between them, not as an awkwardness so much as a suspended question.

Tokyo Station was already busy with weekend travellers. Wada and Kodaka were two inconspicuous figures in the bustle. Kodaka squinted up at the Shinkanzen information board for news of his train.

‘On time,’ said Wada. ‘Platform sixteen.’

Kodaka smiled. ‘Thank you.’

‘I wish you a successful trip.’

‘You also. Proceed carefully with Caldwell. Give him nothing. We need information. We do not need to give him information.’

‘That may be difficult.’

‘Regarding Nishizaki …’

‘Yes?’

‘There have always been rumours about sokaiya connections. It could explain his ability to predict so accurately whether a company had a prosperous future ahead of it or not. There are other, darker rumours also. But that is often so with successful people. Rivals tend to attribute their success to … underhand methods. Some cases I have handled … bore his shadow. I do not know how else to put it. Implications of Nishizaki Corporation personnel being involved in the background. But never the foreground. Nothing I could ever tie down. Still, if this is another such case … caution is required. You understand?’

‘I am always cautious.’

Kodaka nodded. ‘So you are. That is why I employ you.’ He glanced up the stairs towards the platforms. ‘I must go, Wada. Keep in regular contact, yes?’

‘I will.’

The hint of a bow. And Kodaka was gone, hurrying towards the stairs.

Halfway up them, he turned and gave her a chopped little farewell wave. She couldn’t be sure if he was smiling or not. But she was as she raised her hand in response. Even though she wasn’t certain there was actually anything to smile about.



Wada returned to the office, turning over in her mind the question of what it was Kodaka had taken with him. She dismissed the idea that he really had forgotten his notebook. No, he’d come in to collect something quite specific, possibly connected to Hiroji Nishizaki. She’d certainly been intending to look through the cabinets where he kept the files of closed cases to see if there was something relevant in one of them. But now she rather suspected there was no point in making the effort.

She decided to try even so. Kodaka was a poor manager of paperwork. But she found nothing about Nishizaki.

For that, of course, there was an obvious explanation.

Kodaka had removed it.




FOUR

KATE HAD LEFT for her tuscan holiday, but nick did not have the rest of the weekend to himself. Hearing from Kate that he’d be alone, April asked him over for Sunday lunch.

This was no ordinary Sunday lunch. It was the first of the traditional boozy gatherings of her and Caro’s friends since Caro’s death and as such an important milestone in April’s recovery from the loss of the woman she’d loved and lived with all of Nick’s life.

Growing up with two mothers and no father was rarer in Nick’s childhood than it had subsequently become. To him it was just normality, of course, though some of the other boys at his school hadn’t seen it that way. But Caro and April had never mollycoddled him. In fact, April used to joke that if there wasn’t a father in his life at least there was a father figure – her. Looking back from the perspective of early middle age at the often chaotic nature of family life chez Caro and April, Nick couldn’t help being surprised by how they’d somehow managed to be passably good parents.

Many of the friends who would be at the lunch party were fellow veterans of the Greenham Common women-only anti-cruise missile protests of the 1980s. In Nick’s childhood, Caro and April had virtually taken turns being arrested for trying to scale the fence at the RAF base. He supposed he should have been grateful one of them always stayed home to look after him.

Feminism, pacifism and socialism, augmented in many cases by vegetarianism and more recently veganism, were the elements that bound this now ageing sisterhood together. Nick was tolerated despite being a man, an unapologetic meat-eater and a floating voter largely because of sentimental memories of him as a little boy. One of the protests had involved hanging photographs of the women’s children on the fence and, as one of those children, Nick enjoyed a special status.



It was a fine morning, so Nick decided to walk. He headed up through Greenwich Park, stopped for coffee in Blackheath, then ambled on south-west through Lewisham. As he approached Caro and April’s house – just April’s now, of course – he wondered, not for the first time, how they’d managed to handle money so badly over the years that they’d drifted steadily down the London property ladder, from a gabled semi in Dulwich that was the site of his earliest memories to a large but comfortless house not quite far enough west of the centre of Catford to be called Forest Hill. ‘Because money was never our thing,’ Caro would have told him. And there was certainly no disputing that.

When he arrived, the party was already underway. April, who’d lost weight during Caro’s illness, was beginning to put some back on. She was more like the April Nick always pictured in his mind’s eye: fleshy, flush-cheeked and sparkling-eyed, with short blonde-grey hair and a ready grin. The colour in her cheeks was partly due, he suspected, to the amount of gin she’d already drunk.

‘God, Nicky,’ she confided as they hugged, ‘I had a good cry this morning thinking about times like this in the past when Caro was the life and soul of the party. But it’s onwards and upwards, so have a drink, socialize and stay cheerful. That’s an order, OK?’



Nick grabbed a bottle of beer and started circulating among the guests, most of whom he’d known for years. They were mostly in their sixties, politically committed Baby Boomers horrified by Brexit and global warming who tended to live in more select neighbourhoods themselves but heaped praise on Caro and April for choosing – as if it had been a choice – to settle somewhere ‘authentic’. Teaching in the private sector, as Nick did, meant he always had to endure a certain amount of sarcasm. But at least he taught art, which somehow excused a lot.

Most people had taken their drinks out into the garden, where the fitful sunshine made it just warm enough to stand around. Glancing back at the house while he listened smilingly to several old friends of his mother as they chatted about themselves and their children, he saw April tasting a dish that was simmering away in the kitchen. She was with Nan, a younger woman Nick had already been fleetingly introduced to. Something in their body language – he couldn’t have said exactly what – made him think they could be more than just friends. He was surprised to realize he was neither horrified nor delighted by the thought. April had every right to seek happiness wherever she could find it. But it was another milestone measuring the passage of time since Caro’s death. And it was a sobering one in its way.



The afternoon went well. The wine flowed and the world was set to rights in bittersweet debates that somehow failed to identify the secret foe who’d frustrated their high hopes for a better future. They were good people. They thought good things. And Nick liked them, most of all because they brought him as close to his mother, who thought and spoke and believed as they did, as he was ever going to get now she was gone.



When the party broke up, April encouraged Nick to linger. Over coffee and brandy, she soon began to talk about Caro and Nick saw a chance to ask about Martin Caldwell.

‘Do you remember exactly when you first met Caro?’

‘You must have asked me that before, Nicky. What did I say?’

He smiled. ‘I’m not sure.’

And she smiled too. ‘Probably because I’m not sure either. But meet we did, I’m glad to say.’

‘Before you lived in the same house?’

‘Definitely. One of the reasons I moved in there was to be close to Caro and persuade her she wanted to be close to me.’

‘I was speaking to Martin Caldwell after the funeral. He lived there too, didn’t he?’

‘Marty? Yeah. What did he tell you?’ Was there something more than natural curiosity to the question? Nick wasn’t sure. April wasn’t always the open book she claimed to be.

‘He didn’t say much about it.’

‘Marty never really fitted in. Too … tightly buttoned. Always a bit of a loner. I’m not sure he’s ever been really happy. The last few times I’ve seen him, I’ve got the impression he’s … adrift. There’s no one in his life. Never has been, as far as I know. And he’s retired now, of course, so he doesn’t see many people from day to day. It’s not a good way to end up.’

‘How many people lived in the house?’

‘Oh, six or seven. It was difficult to keep track with all the boyfriends and girlfriends who came and went.’

To avoid giving the impression he was obsessed with Caldwell, Nick threw in another name he’d heard mentioned. ‘Miranda Cushing was one of your co-tenants as well, wasn’t she?’

‘Yeah. But that was before she set her sights on higher things.’ Those higher things had eventually taken Miranda Cushing into Parliament, where she’d outraged Caro and April by voting in favour of the Iraq invasion. Tony Blair had rewarded her with a junior ministerial post and later a peerage. Caro and April had rewarded her with withering accusations of treachery and warmongering. Nick had never met the woman, but he’d certainly heard a lot about her, whether he wanted to or not.

‘And Marty? Was he a good friend of … my father?’

April started with surprise. ‘Christ, Nicky, it’s a lot of years since you mentioned him.’

‘I know. But I’m an orphan now. It makes you think.’

‘Only a child can be an orphan. Besides, luckily for you, you’ve still got me. And I’m not going anywhere any time soon. So come over here and give me a hug.’

And so, Nick didn’t fail to notice, another question was dodged.



Half an hour later, as Nick was preparing to leave, he decided to chance one last enquiry about Martin Caldwell. ‘There was something he said to me after the funeral that I can’t quite remember. About the house you all lived in in Exeter. He still lives in the city, doesn’t he?’

‘Yeah.’ April seemed to debate with herself whether to expand on the point, then decided to go for it. ‘The daft bugger doesn’t just live in Exeter, Nicky. He lives in the house we all shared. Well, in a flat in it, anyway. The same fucking house. Can you believe it?’

That was it. That was what Caldwell had slipped into their brief conversation. ‘Maybe he wants to be reminded of his student past.’

‘If you ask me, he wants to live in his student past. Which is plain unhealthy.’

‘You think so?’

‘We all have to move with the current, Nicky. That’s what living is. And that’s what I’m trying to do, as best I can.’

He put his arm round her shoulder. ‘Today went well, April. Caro would be proud of you.’

Tears welled in her eyes. ‘She’d be proud of you too. She always was.’ She thumbed the tears away and gave him a stern look. ‘You’re not going to mope while Kate’s away, are you?’

‘Of course not.’ He grinned at her. ‘I’ve got plenty to keep me busy.’



Indeed he did. But early the following morning, however, as he was brewing his first coffee of the day, things took an unexpected turn. The phone rang. When he answered, he heard Caldwell’s distinctively soft voice on the other end of the line. Though there was an edge to it that hadn’t been there on Friday. He sounded either nervous or excited, or both. Nick had given him his mobile number, but it seemed he preferred to use the landline.

‘This is Martin Caldwell, Nick. Are you … alone?’

‘Sorry?’

‘I mean … are you free to talk?’

‘Just go ahead, Martin. What’s the problem?’

‘I’m not going to be able to keep our … appointment … this afternoon.’

‘You aren’t?’

‘I’m terribly sorry.’

So was Nick, to his surprise. ‘That’s a pity.’

‘Could we postpone it … by twenty-four hours?’

‘I, er, don’t see why not.’

‘Something’s come up … that complicates my travel plans.’

What might that be, Nick asked himself, in the reputedly empty life of Martin Caldwell? ‘OK. So, tomorrow afternoon, then?’

‘Yes. That … should be all right.’

‘You’re sure?’

‘I’m really sorry … to mess you around.’

‘Never mind. By the way, I’ve remembered since we last spoke that you told me at the funeral you still live in the house you shared as a student with Caro and April and … my father.’

‘Not still. There was a gap of quite a few years … before I moved back in again. And … it had changed a lot.’

‘I guess it would have.’

‘We could arrange for you to see it … if you wanted. It might help you … get a clearer picture.’

‘A clearer picture of what?’

‘Did Caro ever talk about the other people who lived there?’

‘Not much. There was Miranda Cushing, of course.’

‘I wasn’t thinking of Miranda.’

‘Who, then?’

‘Peter Ellery and Alison Parker. Have their names ever cropped up?’

‘No, I don’t think so.’

‘No. Neither do I.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I can’t … say any more right now. I’ll, er … see you tomorrow. Say … five o’clock. Yes?’

‘I’ll be here.’

‘It’s, er … possible I might be … a little late. But, er … Well, I’ll see you tomorrow.’

‘Is there something wrong, Martin?’

Long pause. Then: ‘I’ll explain everything … when we meet.’

And that was it. He’d hung up.



As he drank his coffee, Nick began to wonder whether Caldwell was playing some kind of perverse game, trying to make himself seem mysterious and important with all this switching of times and days and implications of great revelations to come. Exeter was only a couple of hours from London by train. What exactly was his problem?

That thought prompted Nick to check whether Caldwell had phoned from Exeter. But another surprise awaited him. Caldwell had withheld his number. And Nick could think of no reason why he would do that. Other than the obvious one, of course. He wasn’t in Exeter. And he didn’t want Nick to know where he’d gone. Or maybe … he couldn’t risk Nick knowing.

What the hell was going on? And who on God’s green earth were Peter Ellery and Alison Parker?




FIVE

WADA VISITED HER mother on sunday afternoon. she generally substituted a lengthy telephone conversation for an actual visit until Haha’s complaints about never seeing her daughter became so insistent there was nothing for it but to turn up in person.

It would have been impossible for Wada to explain that the primary reason for her reluctance to visit the tiny house in Koishikawa wasn’t a wish to avoid her mother but the depression that always settled on her when she went back there. She didn’t quite understand why returning to the scene of her earliest memories dragged her spirits down, but certainly it did, despite many of those memories, particularly if they involved her father, being happy ones.

Wada steered well clear, as ever, of a mother and daughter heart-to-heart. ‘You are a mystery to me,’ Haha often lamented. Which was as Wada preferred it. As she’d grown older, she’d found more and more comfort in the privacy of her thoughts. On this occasion, she was also able to plead professional confidentiality as a reason why she couldn’t say anything about her trip to London beyond the fact that it was taking place. Conversation was therefore largely confined to Haha’s complaints about inconvenient alterations to the ward refuse collection arrangements and confusing changes of stock location in her local minimarket.



Wada wondered if Kodaka would call her at some point on Sunday to report on what he’d been able to find out in Fukuoka. But no call came that day and she knew better than to call him. If he needed to be in touch, he would be.

No call came the following morning either. Still Wada wasn’t concerned. Kodaka always kept as much information as possible to himself. She was confident she’d hear from him after she reached London. He’d said he expected to be back in Tokyo by Monday evening at the latest.



Wada had decided to put the long flight to London to good use by brushing up on her English. She’d bought an English translation of her favourite novel, Sasameyuki, by Junichiro Tanizaki, to read on the plane. The title in English was The Makioka Sisters, which didn’t capture any of the allusive subtlety of the Japanese original. Understandably, the translator had failed to find any way to convey in English what the word sasameyuki – lightly falling snow – conjured up for a Japanese reader.

This didn’t surprise Wada. She found the differences between the two languages fascinating even when they were also frustrating. As for Sasameyuki, she’d first read it aloud, to Hiko, during the early months of the coma he’d never woken from. The doctors had told her recovery was out of the question, but it had taken her a long time to believe them and, during that time, Tanizaki’s leisurely tale had been the only source of consolation she could find.



She started reading the book on
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