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‘Love for the weak always includes a certain murderous intent.’
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NOTEBOOK ONE








	Sex
	Male



	Name
	(omitted)



	Code number
	M-73F



	Age
	32



	Height
	1.76 meters



	Weight
	59 kilograms





Thin at first glance, but muscular. Wears contact lenses for mild near-sightedness in both eyes. Slightly frizzy hair. Inconspicuous scar at left corner of mouth (from a quarrel during student days, although the subject is extremely mild-tempered). Smokes under ten cigarettes daily. Special talent is roller skating. Has worked temporarily as male nude model. Currently employed at Subaru Sporting Goods Store. Director of sales promotion for jump shoes (sporting shoes with special elastic body – air-bubble springs – built into soles). Hobby is tinkering with machines. In sixth grade, won a bronze medal in newspaper-sponsored inventor contest.



This report contains the results of an investigation of the above man. Since it is not apparently meant for publication, I won’t adhere strictly to form.

Before dawn, at around ten minutes past four, as I recall, I went as scheduled to the site of the old army target practice range to take the horse his dinner, and while there was suddenly entrusted with this assignment. Since I had been about to insist that the investigation be moved into full gear anyway, I was not particularly upset. But the investigation I’d had in mind concerned the whereabouts of my wife. Unfortunately, at that point there were no indications of any kind regarding the person to be investigated, not even as to sex, and so naturally I assumed my wishes had been respected. Usually an investigation confers certain powers on the one in command; it seemed possible that at last I had won that much confidence.

Besides, the horse was in uncommonly good spirits this morning. He said he had trotted around and around the well-trodden 248-meter-long target range, managing to complete eight laps in all. During the whole time he claimed to have fallen down only three times; if true, it was quite a feat.

‘In short, the trick is to run just with your two hind legs.’ Breathing hard between words, he wiped the sweat from his face with a towel wrapped around his neck, gulped down in a single draught the carton of milk I had brought, then stood up proudly on his hind legs and gave a little skip. ‘You see, I end up using my front legs, from force of habit. That’s the problem right there. To run like a horse, you’ve got to leave all the kick up to your hind legs, and just throw in the forelegs as a kind of rudder.’

We were on the impact side of the indoor target range, which stretched out on an east–west axis, long and cavernous. High along the walls at the ceiling’s edge, fixed-sash skylights were lined up like train windows, but still it was quite dark. By the wall straight ahead of us were layers of sandbags, directly in front of which was a deep trench used in manipulating the targets. On either side of the trench were big lighting fixtures, also used in target practice. Their slanting rays were all that illuminated the enclosure. The west end, where the firing positions were, was like a black hole. When the horse skipped, a double shadow stretched out long and thin across the dry, white ground, like insects struggling in a spider’s web.

Since the fellow was obviously convinced that he was a horse, I didn’t contradict him to his face, but he was a far cry from the real thing. His balance was all off. His trunk was short and dumpy, with the hips lowered and the hind legs bent as though he were squatting over the toilet. At that rate, not even a paper saddle would have stayed put. However charitable I tried to be, at best he looked like a rickety baby camel, or a four-legged ostrich.

To make matters worse, above the waist he had on a blue tank top edged in dark red, while below the waist, in front and back, he had on navy-blue sweat pants and heavy white sneakers. Around his waist he had wrapped enough bleached cotton cloth to hide the gap between his top and his pants. It was altogether tasteless.

‘Actually, now that you mention it, that’s how it is with bicycles, too, isn’t it? You have to apply the brakes to the rear wheel first, or going downhill it’s dangerous.’

‘Anyway, at this rate who knows. Maybe by tomorrow I’ll be able to hop around in a pair of jump shoes!’

The horse gave a short laugh; I did not join in. The echo of his laughter reverberated emptily in the air, passing by like a puff of breath. The structure of the ceiling, arches alternating with square blocks, was evidently intended to muffle sound, but it had little effect. Maybe they had built it that way to keep from using pillars.

After gulping down a ham-and-lettuce sandwich, barely chewing, the horse sipped on a cup of sugarless coffee from a thermos. He told me he wanted to stay a little longer and go on practicing. With his appearance in the founding day celebration only four days off, he seemed fairly nervous. He is evidently determined to keep his own existence a secret until then, for greater effect, but he has nothing to worry about; nobody would be crazy enough to go poking around a firing range at such an odd hour.

I was just leaving when he asked me to take charge of the investigation. Casually, he handed me a notebook and three cassette tapes. The notebook was a large one with fine-quality paper – the very notebook I am writing in now. The labels on the backs of the tapes all bore the code M-73F, with serialized numbers; he explained that they contained records of wiretapping and other means used in tracking the object of the investigation.

I couldn’t help feeling suspicious. All along, with information about my wife in hand, they had been pretending to know nothing! I was enraged, and yet relieved at this evidence that somehow their plans had changed. In any case, three days had already gone by since she disappeared. It was impossible to sit still any longer. I hurried back to my room, sat down, and played the tapes through from start to finish. It took just over two hours. After listening to them all, I spent another hour or so just sitting and staring into space.

My expectations were betrayed. Nowhere in those recordings was there the slightest trace of my wife. In fact, there was no trace of any woman, let alone my wife. The one being minced, peeled, and poked at by wiretaps and shadowers was a man. A man on display, torn into fragments of tongue-clucking, throat-clearing, off-key humming, chewing, entreaties, hollow obsequious laughter, belches, sniffling, timid excuses … And that man was none other than I myself, running around in frantic circles seeking my vanished wife.

Gradually, consternation gave way to indignation. Of all the asinine tricks. I could only think that I was being ridiculed. ‘If you want to find your wife, first find yourself’ – was that what the horse was trying to say? Unfortunately, I only wanted to know where she was, nothing so very complicated. Looking for my own whereabouts would be like a pickpocket filching his own wallet, or a detective slipping handcuffs on himself. No thanks, I could do without the moralizing at this point.

On top of everything else, the horse has made me agree to some rather strange conditions. For example, to keep me from twisting facts to my own advantage, he insists that I undergo a lie detector test at any time, on demand. Also, he wants me to avoid personal pronouns as far as possible, and to write in the third person. In other words, I’m supposed to refer to myself as ‘the man’, and to him as ‘the horse’. Is he trying to put a gag on me, and keep me from dealing directly with anyone but himself? What is he so jittery about?

But finally, in fact, I have begun to write. Nor is this merely in grudging compliance with the horse’s request. His attitude this morning contained enough genuine sincerity to satisfy me that he isn’t up to any tricks. He was enthusiastic about his practicing, and when he did bring up the matter of the investigation, I was certain his expression contained sympathy. Besides, I can’t overlook the fact that he used the word ‘incident’ for the first time, thereby acknowledging my predicament, even indirectly. This curious self-investigation could be taken as just a more precise way of filing a complaint. And the directive to write in the third person might be intended to increase the credibility of the report, and attract the attention of the right people within the system – surely different ones are in charge of crime prevention, regulation, discipline, and so on. When caution is carried too far, it is all too often taken for spite.

Following instructions as closely as possible, I hope to have the semblance of a report put together by tomorrow morning. I intend to reconstruct the fragments on the tape using facts known only to me, and reproduce as faithfully as I can the conditions of the labyrinth into which this I called ‘he’ has been driven. I do have the feeling that things which would be awkward to write about in the first person may be more manageable in the third.

Well, if this preamble seems unnecessary, I’ll have no objection if it is cut out later. I leave all that to the horse’s judgment.




One summer morning an ambulance suddenly drove up, although no one remembered having sent for one, and carried away the man’s wife.

It was an utter bolt from the blue. Until the siren woke them up in surprise, they had both been sound asleep, and so they were caught completely unprepared. Indeed, his wife herself, the one in question, had never complained of a single symptom. But the two men who carried in the stretcher were gruff, perhaps from lack of sleep, and paid no attention: of course she wasn’t ready, they said; this was an emergency, wasn’t it? They both wore crested white helmets, starched white uniforms, and big gauze masks. What’s more, the card they held out was accurately filled in with her name and date of birth, so it was useless to try to protest.

There was nothing to do but let matters slide for the moment. Seemingly embarrassed at her wrinkled, shrunken nightclothes, his wife lay down as directed between the two poles of the stretcher, pressing her knees together, and the two men promptly wrapped her up in a white blanket. The man and his wife never even had a chance to say good-bye.

Emitting an odor like a mixture of hair tonic and cresol, the stretcher creaked its way down the building stairs. He remembered in relief that his wife was wearing panties. Shortly thereafter the ambulance pulled away, red light flashing and double siren sounding. The man watched it off timidly through a crack in the door. Looking at his watch, he saw it was then just three minutes past four in the morning.

(The conversation below is taken from side two of tape one. The playback counter reads 729. Time is around 1:20 on the afternoon of the day in question. Place is the office of the assistant director at the hospital where the man’s wife seems to have been taken. The assistant director speaks slowly in a low, unhesitating voice; occasionally, when he says something in an undertone, his words have an ironic twist. My own voice is impatient yet expressive, and comes off rather well, I think, although I should break that habit of pursing my lips at the end of every sentence. A watch busily ticking off seconds near the mike has a jarring effect.)


ASSISTANT DIRECTOR:But what I can’t understand is, why didn’t you take some steps right then and there?

MAN: I did switch on the electric hot-water heater, but I guess I must have lost my head for a while.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: You should have gone along in the ambulance.

MAN: That’s what they said over the phone at emergency, too.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: It only stands to reason.

MAN: But don’t you think it’s normal to hesitate in a situation like that?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: I wouldn’t have hesitated for a minute myself. With very little effort an ambulance can make just as good a cover as a hearse, you know; the perfect tool for a crime. And inside that sealed room on wheels, a scantily clad young woman and two strong masked men. If it were a movie, the next scene would be pretty grim. You say your wife was dressed in thin material, crepe or something; that sort of stuff is light and comfortable in hot weather, but it’s so flimsy the front would tear right off, wouldn’t it?

MAN: Please, don’t even say such a thing.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: Just a little joke. I am a realist, though, so don’t expect me to swallow any story that’s too far out.

MAN: But surely you know that that ambulance came to this hospital?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: On paper it did, yes.

MAN: Then that guard was just talking through his hat?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: Without proof, there’s no telling.

MAN: In that case, my wife has to be here in the hospital. You see, she couldn’t have gone out without a change of clothes. Besides, at that hour only the side entrance was open, and the guard there was keeping a sharp lookout.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: If you want, I’ll have her paged whenever you say. But really now, how could a grown woman get lost inside a hospital, in broad daylight? The police aren’t going to buy a story like that.

MAN: Isn’t it possible that she was forced to register by mistake?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: But she refused to be examined, didn’t she?

MAN: Only a person connected with the hospital could have carried off anything this elaborate.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: All we really know for certain right now is that someone called for an ambulance.

MAN: What’s that supposed to mean?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: If this is all true, it’s a terrible disaster. I want to be of help if I possibly can, but first I have to have some substantiation. The guard is under questioning, so just leave him to us. Actually, at this point it seems to me that the question of your own innocence deserves top priority.

MAN: What are you talking about?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: I’m simply discussing the possibilities.

MAN: Look, I’m the victim!

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: That doesn’t necessarily mean the hospital is at fault, however.

MAN: What am I supposed to do?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: For now, why don’t you have a talk with security? You were a little remiss in not personally checking out the scene yourself. Anyway, since you know the approximate time and place, the best thing you could do is to go back to square one and see if you can pick up any clues around the waiting room. Who knows, you might even turn up a witness or two.



(After this interview, the assistant director left the room to attend a conference, and his secretary introduced me – that is, ‘the man’ – to the chief of security. Eventually I will give a detailed account of that meeting, but for now I will go on and copy the testimony of the guard on duty when the man’s wife was admitted. Side one of the same tape. The counter reads 206. Reliability of the contents was later verified by lie detector.)

If the doctor [the assistant director] had only questioned me more fully, I was prepared to give a full account then of everything I knew. It’s a shame, because in that case the entire business could probably have been straightened out before it was too late.

First I’ll describe the patient’s arrival at the hospital. The ambulance pulled in at 4:16 a.m., approximately thirteen minutes after a new-admission request had come from emergency center. The patient was engaged in a heated argument of some kind with the ambulance team. According to them, she had been completely docile until they stopped at the night door; then all at once she became excited, insisting that she wasn’t sick, she was perfectly healthy. She wouldn’t even come out of the ambulance. I went outside and tried to persuade her that she should at least let the doctor on duty have a look at her, and not try to diagnose her own case, but she wouldn’t listen. As a result, I was finally forced to cancel my calls to the doctor and nurses on duty. Meanwhile the ambulance team began saying they wanted to leave, that they didn’t have all night. I protested, but they said they weren’t paid to cart around people who weren’t even sick, and I could hardly argue with them there. Besides, Ono, the one in charge, was an old acquaintance of mine. So I put my seal on the transfer card, accepting custody of the patient – and considering how many patients get the runaround these days, shuffled from one hospital to the next, I don’t think I acted altogether out of line. A return inquiry came from the nurses’ station over the intercom, and I told them to cancel arrangements for the new admission. They radioed back acknowledgment.

The patient was a rather small woman … [he began to say ‘a real looker’, and corrected himself] … very attractive, with a round face, light skin, and big, round eyes. She was dressed only in a light robe (thin cotton or synthetic fiber, pink with a pattern of black tulips), a sash (black and green net), and cotton panties (orange bikini). She carried no other belongings. I noticed from the ambulance card that her age was thirty-one, but was unable to obtain her cooperation in verifying her name and address, so I never did make sure of those.

As soon as the patient was left alone with me, she began to act extraordinarily shy, flushing red all the way down her neck. (I only mention this, by the way, in the hope that it may shed a useful sidelight on her character and appearance.) She asked if she could borrow a phone to call her husband, and I explained politely that the only phone available for outside calls was, unfortunately, the pay phone in the waiting room. Then she begged me to loan her ten yen, getting more and more upset; when her husband came, she said, he’d pay me back with a hundred or even a thousand yen. As luck would have it, though, I had nothing on me at the time but thousand-yen bills, so I couldn’t help her out. When I told her half-jokingly that a coin or two might have rolled under one of the benches in the waiting room, she took me seriously and started off to have a look. I felt sorry for her then, so I loaned her a pair of slippers and told her that if she’d just wait there, her husband was bound to come eventually, but she wouldn’t listen. She brushed me aside and started off again. Since I was responsible for my post there, I couldn’t leave, and besides, I didn’t want her to get the wrong impression, so I made no attempt to follow her.

When she didn’t immediately return I assumed she might have found a ten-yen coin after all, so I buried myself in the magazine I’d been reading. As more time went by and there still wasn’t any sign of her, it occurred to me that maybe the call hadn’t been completely canceled for some reason, and the doctor on emergency duty had come out and run into her in the hallway. I remember feeling a sense of relief then, because I happened to have heard some gossip about that doctor, that he was quite a ladies’ man. I’ve been asked over and over why that should have made me feel relieved, and I still can’t explain it. Later, though, when I found out he had never even set foot outside the doctors’ lounge that night, I regretted my hasty suspicions, and felt sincerely sorry. Concerning the patient’s subsequent whereabouts, I can only say that it is all an utter mystery to me. I only know that nobody went through the side entrance again after that.

I have read through the above statement and hereby swear that the events took place exactly as recorded here, in token of which I affix my seal.

At this point let us return to the man’s room. By that time the aluminum lid on the hot-water heater would have been rattling. To calm himself the man thought that he would make a cup of coffee, but search though he might, he could not find the filter paper. He was swept anew by a cold sense of loss. It was as though the ambulance had carried off not only his wife, but also, along with her, all the petty details of daily life. He sipped on plain hot water, standing up. Beads of sweat were beginning to cover his forehead, but the sharp bits of ice jabbing his stomach showed no sign of melting.

Somewhere a cat was meowing. No, that was the siren of an ambulance racing along a street hundreds of blocks away. Maybe they had finally realized their error and were coming to bring his wife back again. He opened the window. On the corrugated tin of the blinds shone a spider’s web, moist with night dew. The siren stopped. The rutting cat must have found itself a new mate. At that hour, when the streets were deserted, the whole town turned into a den of mechanical cats in heat.

There was a fragrant wind, smelling like roasted beans. Must be time for the camera-film incinerators to start up. As the wind penetrated his brain, his sense of reality returned. He closed the window. Bicycle brakes squealed, and the morning paper was delivered with noiseless, rubber-soled footsteps. He felt little inclination to read it, but was unable to stop himself. First he scanned the political news on page one, then turned to the horoscope section on the back page.


High-browed; long-necked; lobes long and full; round of skull; belly full and heavy; soles thick; food, clothing, shelter adequately provided.



Suddenly it began worrying him that his wife had not taken along a change of clothes. In that condition she probably couldn’t even take a taxi. About all she’d be able to do was phone him from the hospital. Surely, though, she could find somebody who would lend her the price of a phone call. Once told the ridiculous set of circumstances that had visited themselves upon her, anybody would smile benignly, take pity on her, and feel moved to generosity.

He decided to wait for her to call. While waiting, he read through the newspaper three times. Why on earth should it take so long to find ten yen? There was a photograph of a noodle shop that had burned down in a propane gas explosion. Down on the bottom right-hand corner of the same page, a tiny ad for a lost dog caught his eye.

He came to a decision. He himself would call 119, the emergency number for fires and ambulances, and see what he could find out.

Appropriately for an emergency number, someone answered before the second ring had finished.

‘This is 119, emergency. Go ahead.’

As the voice encouraged him, he was struck by a feeling that he had acted too soon. Feeling awkward, he softly replaced the receiver. Immediately the bell began to ring; despite himself, he backed up in consternation against the opposite wall. Plainly it was arranged so that lines were held open automatically until the caller’s business had been settled. The bell rang on and on, torturing him without letup.

There was no choice but surrender. He lifted the receiver.

When he began to talk it was just as he had feared: circumstances did not lend themselves to easy explanation. It was hardly surprising if another person could not grasp an event that made no sense to him, either.

The person at the other end of the line answered patiently, choosing his words with care. It was highly unusual, except in cases when someone had been stricken suddenly out in the street, to have a member of the family asking what hospital a patient had been admitted to. The ambulance would never set out without specific orders in the first place, and therefore it was only logical that some member of the family had to be involved. Therefore it was open to question whether a member of the family who denied having given such orders, even though the patient had in fact been accommodated, could really be a member of the family. He felt no obligation to give out any information. Emergency records were restricted, and no one needed to know their contents except the parties concerned, who already knew without being told.

The man was far from satisfied, but powerless to argue back. Wiping sweaty palms on his shirttail, he stretched his back and tried to collect himself. Anyway, emergency operations were evidently handled with surprising efficiency. No rush; it wasn’t even six o’clock yet. His wife could still only have had contact with a few members of the night staff, at most. It wouldn’t be an impossible coincidence at all if none of them had happened to have ten yen.

Besides, the sun had come out. It was a ray of light that shone only early in the morning, and even then only for a few minutes in the summertime, just lighting up the seams in the tin blinds, but a ray of light nonetheless. Darkness always makes a man fainthearted. He certainly didn’t want to start a clumsy disturbance and embarrass his wife. He shaved, washed his face, and bit into a washed tomato, then inspected the contents of his briefcase and checked on the remaining number of jump-shoe catalogues.

A jump shoe is a sporting shoe with a special air-bubble spring built into the undersole. Each one contains a synthetic rubber tube, sealed airtight, whose stability equals that of a good rubber ball. By riding skillfully on the bounce, it is possible to increase one’s jumping range by an average of thirty-seven per cent. The shoes already show signs of increasing popularity as a leisure-time game, especially among elementary and junior high students, and it is rumored that with a little marketing ingenuity, this revolutionary product could easily develop into a new official sport.

Today he wanted to wrap up a total of at least six accounts, big and small. There was a current trend in office purchasing divisions, normally not too business-minded, to show surprising interest in health-improvement devices; some had even set up special ‘Keep the Doctor Away’ booths. He chose a cheerful necktie, bright blue decorated with bunches of silver keys.

For the time being, he made up his mind to stroll down as far as the nearest fire station, which also served as ambulance dispatcher. He was still smarting from the call to emergency, and didn’t expect to accomplish much there beyond easing his mind to a certain degree. When he arrived, however, the assistant chief, a man of chestnut-brown skin yelling exercise commands to younger men outdoors in the courtyard, turned over his role to someone else in order to apply himself fully to the man’s problem. In spite of being so close geographically, they were in a different zone, he explained, and went to the phone to call the proper station for him. While they waited for the return call, he even served the man a cup of fresh hot tea.

There was indeed a record of an ambulance dispatched at 4 a.m. that morning. When the name and address the man gave matched those on record, with no further ado he was told the name of the hospital where she had been taken. After the unfortunate beginning he had had, this time everything went almost too smoothly. He felt like laughing out loud. Using the fire station’s big map, the chief showed him the hospital’s location and how to get there. It seemed too far, but when he was reminded that conditions for accepting emergency patients had nothing to do with distance, he yielded. The time seemed too early, but he was unwilling to let this chance slip away, now that his luck had finally started to improve.

Already at 7:32, a line of fourteen or fifteen people had formed at the bus stop. He transferred from the bus to a private railway line, then to the subway, then back to another bus.

He got off the bus as directed at the stop in front of the hospital. Down a broad lane intersecting the bus route at right angles were the hospital gates, easily recognizable. Rows of cherry trees stood arching their leafy branches, while the ground lay covered in caterpillar droppings like grape seeds. It was obviously a special lane for hospital use, seldom traveled. The gates were still shut. One side was painted black, while the other was covered with dust and reddish rust. They must be halfway through a repainting job.

There was a public phone booth on one corner of the intersection. It was then six minutes to eight, and since it appeared the gates would not be open for some time yet, he decided to try calling his office. None of the sales department staff was in. He tried calling one of the young employees who lived out in the dormitory behind the company, and caught him just as he was putting on his shoes. The man asked him to take over his morning agenda; with no idea how long it might take to track down his wife, he had little choice. The employee readily agreed, not even bothering to hear out the man’s explanation. Jump-shoe sales were following a sharp upward curve just then, and shoe salesmen were engaged in a frantic night-and-day scramble for customers. Having been handed a big union purchasing division scheduled for that morning by the section head himself, the young man hardly had cause for complaint.

Appropriately enough for the chosen leader of the shoes team, the man’s own sales record was always far and away the best. It was commonly agreed that he had a special knack for winding up important sales. One factor might have been his skill in demonstrating the use of jump shoes for his customers. When he ran with a pair on, it was like watching the last spurt of a first-class middle-distance runner in slow motion – although he had plenty of speed, too. He could even do effortless somersaults without a flying start, like a trampoline acrobat. Since he burned up energy in proportion to his workload, he would eventually become extremely tired, but to a layman’s eyes he seemed to show superhuman stamina; his reputation was accordingly excellent. And since he himself never made any claim to extraordinary powers, no fraud was involved. Merely by a display of acrobatic feats (suppressing a slight twinge of shyness), he could be confident two times out of three of bringing any deal to a safe close. There was no reason to fret over the loss of a single morning.

But whatever else happened, he did want to attend the afternoon sales conference. The
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