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DETECTIVE

an investigator engaged or employed in obtaining information not easily available to the public
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1.  The Tokyo Office

2.  Terrorist Attack

3.  Media Rumors

4.  Politician/Client
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23.  The Final Message
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26.  Attempt to Save
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	The Tokyo Office


I walked to my office in Shinjuku prefecture.  I had just been at the Tokyo subway station.  Rode the JRR line from Korakuen station.  I don’t know what if anything I was afraid of.  Things just happen.  Just like they always do.  Who is to say why?  I don’t know where it’s all going but I would like to be more than the way that I am.  “What way?”  What was I thinking?  My mind was as busy as any large Tokyo subway station willed with morning commuters.  Koshu-Kaido Avenue ran East to West and was known for being busy.  From my office I could almost see the Tokyo Metropolitan Building.  

All I knew was I loved Tokyo.  I always had.  The thought of millions and millions of people all living their lives as individuals and yet part of the largest populated City in the world always excited me.  When I was young, I learned of ninjas.  I watched martial arts movies about karate as I grew up.  I studied judo after a thoughtless school mate had put me in a full Nelson headlock by surprise on a place ground in America.  Japan seemed to be a place that was well ordered and were culturally, people were taught to respect others.  Even though American culture in contrast to me at the time seemed crass and thoughtless,  I could never surrender or give up being a US citizen.  So I decided to try to enjoy the best of both worlds.  I remained a US citizen and yet made Tokyo, Japan my home.  I became a private detective primarily so that I could work for myself.  The fact that I did not need a license meant that as long as I operated within the law - Japanese law, I would always be able to support myself.

I loved the Japanese language that often was totally unintelligible to me, but was beautiful and elegant, as was if it were meant for another world.  I remember first taking the subway from Narita Airport to the Kodokan.  It was in Tokyo that I first drank Pocari Sweat after a hot, humid day playing at Judo at the Kodokan in Bunkyo Prefecture.

As I continued to walk to my office, my mind continued in a philosophical, almost existential inquiry. “Is there really good and evil in the world or are those merely human inventions?  Is what we call “good” just a by-product of what others would call “power”?  Does good really triumph in the end?”.  My mind had wrestled with such questions since I had become an adult.  I had been lied to by so many clients.  I was also getting to an age where I wondered if what I was doing made any difference.

My journey into the world of private detection was circuitous.  I had been attracted to  its ways as a young man and yet I was not always sure that that is what I wanted to do.  I had enjoyed acting like a ninja growing up.  Sneaking stealthily through the woods to spy.  But why had I been drawn to spying, to detecting?  I was not inherently curious necessarily.  What attracted me was action.  Especially the idea that conducting action with stealth would lead to winning.  What I wanted most I think was to win.  To win was somehow to get my way in a situation.  

But private detection to me was as much about a journey into the unknown.  A person might start with some bit of information, some clue, and proceed out into the unknown to try to discover another bit of information.  A detective would continue to do this.  Continue to gather information bit by bit until a larger pattern emerged or until some vital bit of information would emerge that would connect all the information to some larger whole.  In short, the field of private detection was about making sense of things for profit.  But why did I need to make profit?  I wanted to make money to support myself.  I suppose a more adult understanding was that I needed to make money to support myself. 

What I was aiming for, was a measure of dignity.  If I could support myself so I reasoned I could be my own person and live my own life.  I could decide how I wanted my destiny to go.  I would not have to be trapped by conditioning of my childhood.  In short I could be free.  Free to be myself.

My office was on the 37th floor of the KDDHI building.  I had been a private detective in America.  Before becoming a private detective, however I discovered that I had a love for all things Japanese.  A large, worn looking American flag in a glass case with a dark mahogany wood frame.  The office was comfortable, a bit of a mess, and yet an ideal environment.  One that would get out of the way and not interfere with the job that required a razor sharp cutting away of the garbage, lies, and grime to get to truth.

It was a great office, but it was small.  A clean white tile on covered much of the floor space.  After you come through the main door, there was a small desk next to a cubicle.  I did not have an assistant.  I was happy that I did not have work for anyone else and that could set my own rates.  I loved it.

As for my equipment I tended to prefer American products.  My old Apple tablet and iPhone served as my primary tools for conducting investigations.  What many people wondered, especially Japanese is how I, being an American was able to practice in a country that I was not native to.  The first thing I did when I was interested in moving to Japan and applying to be able to work was to file the necessary legal documents with the Immigration Bureau of Japan.  I enjoyed Japanese bureaucracy.  The Japanese are known for being very clean and efficient.  So I went online filed for a working immigration visa.  After many months and with a sponsor I was able to procure all the permission I needed. My sponsor was a Japanese Private Detective who was formerly an assistant chief with the Tokyo Metropolitan Police Department.  

I remember my first Thanksgiving in Tokyo - an American holiday and here I was living as a foreigner, a gai-jin.  A stranger in a strange and yet wonderful and intriguing land.  I put my TV dinner of turkey, mashed potatoes and gravy, bread stuffing and cranberry sauce in my microwave.  I set the timer for five minutes and pressed start.  As the microwave did its job, I reflected on the fact there I was alone, nuking food in the only Country so far to have directly experienced the horror of atomic weapons.  Not wanting to think anymore about the horrors of the past, I decided to focus on enjoying my meal with gratitude.  It was not like I did not know any other of my fellow citizens living in the largest metropolitan area in the world - I did.  I just did not want to see them. 

I watched the news and was happy to see my United States President - the one I voted for speaking on television.  The television was unique in that it was in my office, on my computer, and a capability augmenting my virtual reality system.  Although I tended to use American technology, I did have a way to adapt and bring onboard innovations from other Countries.  The news I watched was fed to me on a Japanese NHK application.  

My neighbor who lived below me would sometimes have a girlfriend stay in his apartment.  From time to time I could hear her orgasm and I have to say that I was not impressed.  My neighbor was a little annoying guy.  He had problems in his life.  His parents recently divorced and he was looking for a new home of his own.  As for me, all I cared about was my business.  As a private investigator I always had work.  I always had the opportunity and a reason to use my problems as opportunities to learn.  There was a global mysterious heatwave going on made my office a safe and cool refuge from the outside world.  

As I looked around my office I could see golden sunbeams from my metal shuttered office windows.  The beams reminded me that in many ways in my business I had struck gold.  Everyone was looking for answers and yet the world’s governments did not always have the time, interest, or ability to provide answers for their citizens.  Japan was no different.  My work would often put me in contact with a variety of different characters.  From judges to bums, the characters were often very different from one another.  And yet there were commonalities - human commonalities that made understanding them, detecting them, and serving them easy.  

Although I was from America, I felt more at home in Japan sometimes then I did in the United States.  After studying and embracing zen as a teenager I found Japan and Tokyo especially to be the living embodiment of a culture and philosophy that I at times would embrace.  Zazen, the seated practice of meditation was a useful and helpful tool to for me understand myself and explore my thoughts without growing too connected to them.  But I had to be careful from a business perspective.  Simply sitting and meditating all day did not pay the bills.  When you are running a private detective agency it is critical to keep expenses low.  You must bring in more than enough to stay in business and keep a piece of what you earn. The fact that there was no way to know what was happening in the outside world (or so I thought) when engaged in the process of mediation was something of a liability.  When meditating I almost had no way of knowing what was going on in the world other than to know that the world was one in which it had at least one private detective meditating. 

One of my first Attorney-clients when I moved to Tokyo was Dale Rindler.  Dale was a fellow American expatriate.  Having grown up in Berlin, he studied law as an adult and like me was attracted and drawn to Japan.  He liked Japanese intellectualism and precision in all things.  I had received a text message from Dale telling me that he was picking up some new criminal defense cases and asked if I would investigate for him.  I still was contemplating if I wanted to work with Dale.  He definitely knew the law better than I did, but could be abrasive. He liked to keep his options open and would sometimes change his mind frequently during the course of investigating a case.

My email inbox included a message that I had received from my friend Sho Takayuki.  Sho was a friend I had met when I was an undergraduate at the University of Minnesota.  He had been a mechanical engineering PhD student.  Sho was very intelligent and one of my best friends during my college days.  Sho had a quirky, contrarian sense of humor.  He lived in the United States even though he was raised in New Zealand and had Japanese ancestry.  

My phone had only two unheard messages.  I had received a call from an Assistant Police Chief.  After 15 years with the Tokyo Police Department he was interesting in knowing more about how he could become a private investigator.  He had sustained a life threatening injury while trying to stop a Yakuza warlord and his gang of assassin thugs from blowing up the Tokyo Metropolitan Building in Shinjuku.  The second message was from my friend and colleague Mokota Ohara a seasoned private detective ten years my senior.  Mokota had been one of the first private detectives to give me hope that I could join the profession in Japan despite the fact that I was a foreigner.

As an American-born professional running his business in Tokyo, I technically was still a U.S. Citizen.  My office was attached to an apartment that served as my home away from Home.  Any freedoms I had to run my business in Japan were the result of my host Country’s generous law for “skilled foreigners” to contribute to the Empire’s economy.  My affection for Japan was something of a crazy two-edged sword.  On the one hand as an American I had always sort of taken my homeland for granted. I was born in the Midwest and although I had made plenty of friends growing up there, I had an attraction to the almost dehumanizing elements of Zen Buddhism that seemed to be so much a part of Japanese culture.  Perhaps dehumanizing is too strong of a word for what zen and by extension Japan meant to me.  In Japan what I saw was a fresh start.  It was a place so foreign, exotic, and separate from my boyhood sense of normal that I found it to be somewhat freeing.  I think that in Japan what I was able to find was a kind of spiritual freedom that I had not always been able to experience at home in America.  Technically I was an expatriate from the US.  I was still able though to vote at the embassy.  To still participate in and contribute to the experiment in self-governance that is America.  Even though I lived and worked in Tokyo I still had a lot of patriotism in me.  As a constitutional republic, I had it drilled into my mind by a late, dear teacher that in America, the “constitution is the thing”.     

2. Terrorist Attack

It was an otherwise normal day, until everything went sideways.

As I sat in my office I saw on my computer screen an NHK report of an explosion from the top of the Tokyo Metropolitan Building.  Even though the air was full of smog, which is normal for Tokyo on a hot summer day, not even the smog could hide the smoke from the dirty bomb that had detonated in Shinjuku Station.  A large cloud billowed upwards.  Seconds later there was a report of another explosion.  This time the tourist neighborhood of Rippongi was attacked.  Although it was silent at the the top of the Tokyo Metropolitan Building according to the NHK report I knew that the sounds of suffering could probably be heard if it were not for the glass and concrete that insulated the observation area.

As I looked at the screen and saw scenes of explosions on a map of Tokyo, I wondered if and where the next ones would hit.  With Shinjuku station as the closest train station I sensed that it was only a matter of time before I would physically hear or feel a blast myself in my office.  Thankfully my office was in a building that had been constructed to withstand earthquakes.  I could only hope that whatever was caused the blasts to go off would not register too highly on the Richter scale.  

I went to my garage where my grey black Austen-Healey was parked and jumped in the drivers seat.  Thankfully Tokyo’s roads and cars were oriented in the same way as American ones.  I pressed a button.  The car and myself were lowered down an industrial elevator to the street below.  All I knew was I had to get out of there.  I had to get out of the office and take a drive.  My urgency was not really to achieve a sense of safety and security.  What motivated me was a sense of curiosity to discover and understand what had happened.  It was one thing to watch a tragedy on a screen, it was another to drive by and see for myself.  My car veered unto Koshu-Kaido Avenue.  Giant plumes of black smoke billowed into the air.  As I drove closer to Shinjuku Station I could see giant flames shooting out from the structure where normally people through travelled daily.  

“What could have caused this?  Why would anyone hate Tokyo and its people so much as to want to cause so much destruction?”  I thought to myself.  Loud sirens and horns from ambulances and police cars screamed past me as I drew closer.  

It was unclear what exactly had happened.  I turned on my car radio hoping to get some news.  All I received was the same story as before.  Loud blasts had been heard at various train stations around Tokyo and they were on fire.  Subway traffic had been brought to halt.  The authorities were directing citizens to shelter in place.  

As I drove past Shinjuku Station the scene was eerie.  There was a silence of death that seemed to have made everything stand still.  The only movement was the faint emergence of gray smoke that began to billow from the subway station entrance.  As I sat in my car and watched the smoke turn black.  Soon after it changed into a large black column that floated upward horrifically in the bright and sunny Tokyo afternoon sky.  

Intuitively I knew that what I was seeing was death.  I knew that there were people trapped and dying in the chaos caused by what likely were some kind of bombs.  In my mind I struggled trying to decide whether or not to leave the safety of my car.  I wanted to try to hopefully save anyone I could.  While I was in the midst of indecision and second guessing myself a loud blaring alarm of a Tokyo Metropolitan fire truck replaced whatever space for silence the horrific attack had caused.  

The fire truck stopped and I could see in the distance a small team of firefighters descend from their vehicle and run towards the subway entrance.  A robotic drone followed.  It sped up and moved to the front.  Such public safety robotic drones were common place in Tokyo.  They protected us and as learning algorithms sometimes actually lead their human co-workers.  Seconds later I heard a different kind of siren, one that any resident of Tokyo would know was that of an ambulance.  In this case the sound was so loud that I guessed that it had to be coming from more than one.  I was right.  Soon three ambulances violently and suddenly arrived.  They stopped in front of the subway station entrance.  As with the fire trucks, although there were humans on the scene, a team of robotic drones accompanied the ambulance crew.  Each disappeared into the black smoke at the mouth of the entrance of Shinjuku Station.  

Since I knew that there wasn’t much that I would be able to do for the victims of the attack and that I would probably just be seen as just a private detective, as another cop wanna be, I decided
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