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Prologue

 


The twelve women stood in the
early evening Tokyo drizzle waiting for the security guard to open
the bank’s door. It was an autumn evening and darkness had come
early with black clouds scudding across the sky. They all had
umbrellas to protect themselves from the rain but still
managed to laugh and joke about their daily lives, children,
television, husbands and boyfriends. At 8:00 pm precisely the guard
opened the side door of the National Bank of Okinawa to let the
cleaning staff in. Although he knew them all the guard carefully
checked each ID until he came to a strange face. He eyed her from
top to bottom noting that she was taller than most Japanese women,
mid twenties, with a good figure, and her face was set in a
seemingly permanent smile. Although she dressed the same there
was something different from the other women, a look of
quality, her skin and hair looked more cared for, and she had a
cheeky sparkle in her eyes. She was a woman for a good night
out, someone to show off to your friends, not one for taking home
to the family.

“Who are you, where is Maika?”
He questioned.

“She is sick so the company sent
me over to replace her; here look at my ID it’s all in order.”

“Miss Sako Abe,” he said
looking from her face to the security pass, “this is most
irregular.”

She shrugged, “do you want the
office cleaned or not, I’ve plenty of other things I can be doing.”
She turned to leave.

“No, no, come back here I
suppose you’ll have to do.”

The women took off their coats
and put them in the cloakroom and then slowly filed through the
recently installed metal detector. The Bank’s security policy had
changed recently so that all staff were obliged to go through this
basic check.

When Sako passed through the
detector the alarm sounded. The guard shook his head.

“What metal have you got?”

She shook her head.
“Nothing.”

“Go through again.”

The alarm sounded again.”

Suddenly she smiled, “I’ve just
thought,” and pulled up her tee shirt and thrust her chest out to
him. “I’m wearing an under wired bra, I suppose you want to
check these out?”

The other cleaners cackled with
laughter. The guard flushed and shook his head.

“Cover yourself woman.” He
ordered. “You’ll go up to the twelfth floor, Maika’s floor.”
He turned to another guard. “Daiki you go with her and stay there.
This one’s flighty, make sure she does a proper job, no skimping
and don’t let her out of your sight.”

One of the other women took Sako
to the storeroom to collect her cleaning trolley then she went up
in the elevator with Daika. When the doors opened it revealed an
opulent corridor, heavily carpeted with framed pictures on the
walls. There were four doors on each side and one facing the
lift.

“Right Sako, this is your
floor. You start in there,” he said pointing to the first door
on the left. “I’ll unlock each office door as you get to it.”

“Whew tight security,” the woman
commented.

“This is the executive floor,
all the directors’ work here, and the boss, so make sure you get
everything shining. It’ll be my arse if you don’t get it right”

“Yes Sir,” and she gave a mock
salute.

Sako began cleaning. The office
was very neat and tidy, no papers on the desks, no files left lying
around. It didn’t take long to vacuum the plush carpets and dust
and polish the desks and furniture.

“I’ve finished this one
Daiki.”

“Have you done the windows?”

“The windows?”

“Of course, inside and
out, the bosses like to see the outside world from their ivory
tower.”

Sako searched in her trolley and
found the glass cleaner and set to. Daika sat in the leather chair
behind the desk watching her.

“Maika takes an hour over each
office,” he said, “you should do the same, be thorough.”

The woman nodded. By midnight
she had finished the four offices to the left and pointed to the
door facing the elevator.

“Come on,” she said to Daiki,
“open up I’ve not got all night.”

“You don’t do that one, nobody
goes in there.”

“What’s in there then?”

“I’ve no idea, don’t concern
your self, and just get on.”

“I bet that’s where the
directors go to bang their secretaries.”

“Don’t be so disrespectful,
those directors give us jobs and money.”

“Where’s your sense of humour
Daiki?”

He shook his head, “come on,
we’ll go downstairs for a break. You can do the rest after.”

At 1.00 am she started work on
the four offices on the right hand side of the corridor. When she
had finished the first one Daika looked at her.

“I’ve got to take a crap, you
stay right there.”

“That’s nice language for a
company man in front of a respectable woman.”

He laughed, “after your
performance downstairs I don’t think so, just stay there I
won’t be long.”

The guard stalked off to the
elevator.

“Where are you going?”

“Downstairs.”

“Can’t non-executive bums use
the toilets here?”

Daika shook his head. “Just stay
there.”

The elevator arrived and the
guard walked in. Sako listened for a moment then turned to the door
facing the elevator. She slipped the specially adapted wires from
her bra and set to work. The lock was tricky taking thirty five
seconds to be picked. Inside the room were seven filing cabinets.
She selected the middle one; it looked as though it was used the
most. Around the lock the paint was worn where keys had
repeatedly been used; it took only fifteen seconds to open it. From
the back pocket of hers jeans she extracted the piece of paper; it
was pink and very thin. She put it in the top draw, second file in
and left it so a corner of pink was showing, hopefully that should
quickly attract the right attention. She locked the cabinet
just as she heard the lift returning, quickly she walked to the
door closed it and locked it. She slipped the wires into her
pocket, they would be dropped out of the first window she cleaned.
Daiki returned.

“That’s better,” he said. “Come
on I’ll unlock the next office.”

At 5:00 the next morning Sako
left The National Bank of Okinawa giving Daiki a cheeky wink as she
left the building.


Chapter One

 


David Levy watched as the Japan
Airlines 747 approached its touchdown. The plane slewed slightly,
the pilot caught the movement and the wheels gently touched the
concrete of the runway. He looked at his watch, 5:30 pm. The
plane was five minutes late. Not bad considering that it had taken
off from Narita Airport, Tokyo ten hours before. He gave a last
glance at the plane as it disappeared from view behind some
maintenance hangers, then walked slowly to the arrivals lounge of
J.F.K. International Airport.

In the first class compartment
of flight JL 008 Kiyoshi Ogiwara was glad that the long flight was
over. It had been useful, without the usual interruptions of the
office, phones, callers, correspondence, telex, faxes and E: Mails.
He had been able to write two pressing reports and read a half a
dozen others. But soon he would be seeing his old friend and
adversary David Levy. The two men had not met for over three months
and Kiyoshi was looking forward to the verbal sparring that was
always part and parcel of negotiations with Levy. They had been
friends for over sixteen years having first met during business
classes at UCLA. From there the two joined banks in their
respective countries and soon found themselves sitting on opposite
sides of the table discussing various financial propositions. Their
friendship grew and always when business was finished a social
event occurred. Ogiwara passed through customs and immigration
quickly and strode out to the arrivals lounge where he spotted the
tall, broad shouldered figure of Levy immediately. As usual
the American was immaculately dressed in a well tailored suit,
not a dark hair out of place, not too bad looking for a Yank. The
Japanese even noticed the admiring glances his friend elicited from
some of the ladies waiting nearby.

"David," He called out
smiling.

"Ki, Jesus you look great, here
let me help you with those."

Levy took one of the two
suitcases that the Japanese was carrying.

"How was the flight?"

"Long as usual, I don't think I
will ever get used to being in the air for so long and only arrive
at the same time that I left."

"You must be tired out?"

"Oh not too bad, I managed to
get a very important report written though, I'll get you to glance
through it and see if you agree with my conclusions."

"What’s it about?"

"The debt situation in
Turkey."

"Oh that," Levy paused. "come
on, that's enough about business today, plenty of time for all that
tomorrow. Now I'm going to take you straight to your hotel, buy you
one drink and then pack you off to bed. I'll not let it be said
that I took advantage of your jet lag."

"It wouldn't be the first time,"
joked Ogiwara.

"That's unfair and you know
it."

The two men laughed.

 

They walked out of the Airport
building into the bright glare of the warm evening sun. Levy's
limousine was waiting by the kerb, the uniformed driver waiting
with the door open for his VIP boss. Levy and Ogiwara chatted
during the drive from J.F.K to the New York Hilton in midtown
Manhattan. Levy had already registered his friend so the two went
straight to the bar, it wasn't crowded this early and they found a
quiet booth to themselves. The talk was of anything but business.
Old friends and acquaintances were discussed along with the latest
gossip and scandal in the banking world.

"Right old friend," Levy said
after a half hour, "do you want some dinner, or bed?"

"I think bed would be the wisest
thing, we have a very hard day tomorrow. I know I will need to be
fresh for it."

"You can say that again, I'll
have my car pick you up at eight in the morning." Levy smiled.
"It's great to see you again Ki, I've been looking forward to this
for weeks."

Ogiwara nodded his head in
agreement.

"So have I David more than you
know."

Levy frowned at his friend’s
serious moment and then dismissed it as tiredness.

"I'll see you in the morning Ki,
a working breakfast, okay."

"That's great."

 


David Levy was Vice President,
South American Investments, with The Manhattan Trust Savings and
Investment Bank. He had joined the bank direct from college and
with ability and sheer hard work had risen through the ranks to
become the youngest main board member in the bank's one hundred and
twenty year history. Even being drafted into the military for two
years during The Vietnam War did not stop his rise.  His
responsibility was controlling the bank's loans and investments on
the South American continent. More and more the job involved
rescheduling the debts of the newly industrialised nations from
short term into long term loans. Kiyoshi Ogiwara was his
counterpart with The National Bank of Okinawa. Ogiwara had come to
New York to discuss the fine details of a loan to Brazil in which
their two banks were the principal lenders.

The next morning Levy welcomed
Ogiwara at the entrance of the bank on the corner of Nassau St and
Pine, opposite the massive edifice of The Chase Manhattan
Headquarters. The two men couldn't help but look up at the building
opposite, they smiled at each other.

"Come on Ki, we've got work to
do."

Levy put his arm around the
shoulder of the much smaller man and led him to the lift.

"We'll have breakfast in my
office and start going through your proposals; if we get a move on
we can get the bulk of the work out of the way by lunch and have an
easy afternoon."

"That sounds fine David, but I
warn you I've put in a couple of interesting clauses in my outlay.
They might cause you some head scratching."

"What are you trying to pull on
me now Ki? I plan a nice easy day and you go and spoil it before
I've even had my toast and coffee.”

"That's the trouble with you
Yankees, you can't work on an empty stomach."

Levy put up his hands in
defence.

"Oh no not eastern
inscrutability as well, Christ this is going to be one hell of a
day."

 

The bankers arrived at Levy's
office and got down to work. The joking stopped and the sober
negotiating began. Levy and Ogiwara were professionals and despite
being firm friends would not compromise their banks interests to
the benefit of each other. Each point of the contract was hammered
out word for word, line by line, until both were satisfied that
they had the best deal they could get for their company. By lunch
time as Levy had predicted the main body of their business was
settled.

Levy leant back in his chair and
stretched out his arms.

"Well Ki jet lag certainly
hasn't affected your judgement in any way."

"That's down to you my boy,
making sure I was tucked up in bed last night nice and early."

"What! Didn't that woman arrive?
I paid that hooker a thousand bucks to keep you awake all
night."

Ogiwara laughed. "You were
robbed my friend. I paid her two thousand to go away."

Levy laughed along with
Ogiwara.

"Come on Ki, lunch is calling.
I've booked a court up for twelve thirty, and a table for two
o'clock."

Levy and Ogiwara played squash
every opportunity they could. They had started playing in college
and just continued on doing so. As opponents they were very evenly
matched and their contests invariably went to a fifth game.

 


The squash club they went to was
The Chelsea. They took the car but with the traffic, barely had
time to change before they were due on court. The first two games
were well balanced with both men taking one each. Levy won the
third and almost white washed Ogiwara on the forth. Levy was
elated.

"I haven't beaten you by such a
margin in let's see, three years, you must be getting old Ki."

"David it’s simply down to the
fact that you American bankers have more time to practice. We in
the East have to dedicate more time to our work."

"Nonsense, I probably do twice
the hours that you do."

"If you do, which incidentally I
very much doubt, it can easily be explained. You are obviously only
half as efficient as I."

"Touché."

"Besides," smiled Ogiwara, "it
is you is it not who engages in such barbaric sports as Judo and
Karate?"

Levy went to talk but was
silenced by his friend's hand.

"And after all, what sort of a
banker is it that runs in The New York Marathon?"

"Only once!"

"Nevertheless David, it
speaks for itself, and on top of all that I have it from reliable
sources that you still manage a few lengths of the pool with that
ridiculous stroke you call The Australian Crawl. There, I rest my
case."

"Well I'm sorry Ki, I just think
it’s a case of sour grapes, and lunch is still on you."

 


Over a light non alcoholic lunch
Levy and Ogiwara reviewed their mornings work, and then planned out
the afternoon.

"Oh and I'll take a look at that
Turkish thing you were talking about as well."

"Thank you David, its something
I've been working on for some time now. When I put forward my ideas
I want to try and get them right first time."

"Sure, how is Lucy?"  Levy
asked, referring to Ogiwara's secretary.

"Always asking when Levy San is
coming to visit.”

"That woman has taste."

"That woman has a husband and
four children, why she should concern herself over a reprobate
western banker I'll never understand."

"You just don't treat her right
Ki. The best PA in Japan and you abuse her something terrible."

"You forget David, we
Japanese have kept our women in their proper place."

"I'll tell her you said that
next time I'm in Tokyo."

Ogiwara feigned horror.

"No! Please don't do it, she
will make my life hell for weeks."

"Nothing less than you deserve,
the Nippon male ego needs to be knocked down a peg or two, and it
makes business with you easier to do."

"Ha, after the deal you got
yourself this morning. Isomura will think I've gone soft or
worse."

"How is the old bastard?"
Shinichiro Isomura was Chairman and Chief Executive Officer of
Ogiwara's bank.

Kiyoshi's brow wrinkled and he
suddenly became serious. "Troublesome I think is the most
appropriate way of describing him at the moment," Ogiwara glanced
at his watch. "Come on David we have lots more work to do yet."

 


They took the car back to the
bank. Once there they got down to business and thrashed out the
rest of the deal. Towards the end of the afternoon they got onto
other business and by 5:45 had concluded everything they had
planned to cover. Ogiwara closed his briefcase and nodded his
head.

"Thank you David that was an
excellent day’s work."

Levy checked the time. "We
certainly managed to cover a fair amount of ground. I think Brazil
will be pleased with the package we'll be putting to them.

"I don't think I'd go that far,
they're bound to squeal a bit over clause 63, and positively howl
over 102."

"Serves them right Ki, these
people can't have it all their own way." Levy stood up. "My car
will take you back to the Hilton to change. Then I'll collect you
at eight for dinner at nine. Is that okay?"

"Denise’s?"

"Where else."

 


At nine exactly the two men took
their seats in a corner booth in the restaurant on the corner of
Franklin and West Broadway. It wasn't particularly exclusive, and
not overly expensive, but Ogiwara liked it for the atmosphere and
friendliness. It was a Wednesday evening so a pianist was playing
old classics on The Yamaha to their left on a slightly raised stage
in the corner. His playing was quiet and unobtrusive. The pair had
frequented Denise’s for years, they had settled many deals in the
same booth. It had been there that Levy had congratulated Ogiwara
on his marriage, and a year later opened a bottle of champagne to
wet the head of his first child, a son. Eighteen months later he
consoled his friend after his wife and son were tragically killed
in a plane crash. Here too Ogiwara had toasted Levy's promotion to
Director. Denise’s represented a significant part of their lives
and neither man could imagine not going there any time they were
together in New York.

The head waiter Carlos went to
their table to personally take the orders.

"Good evening gentlemen," the
stocky little Mexican said. "It’s good to have you back, it
must be six months since you were last here."

"More like eight." Ogiwara
replied.

"Too long, too long for old
friends to be apart," he held up his hands in a gesture of sorrow,
"what can I get you, a drink before you order?"

"I'll have a scotch please
Carlos," said Ogiwara.

"And the same for me," said
Levy.

They ordered their meals and sat
talking about the current spate of plane high-jackings in the
Middle East. Ogiwara commented that terrorism seemed to be centring
around that part of the globe. He added that European groups, Bader
Meinhoff and Black September and even Japan's Red Brigade seemed to
have died a death. The food arrived and the conversation turned to
politics and then inevitably to fiscal policy. By the end of dinner
they had agreed that the harsh austerity programme recently
introduced in Greece was long overdue, and would be looked upon
favourably when it became time to review their debt situation, and
that the current lowering in the value of the European currencies
would not continue forever. It should never have reached parity
with the dollar was the conclusion.

 


There followed a rare silence
between the companions, Levy looked intently at the Japanese.

"Come on Ki, out with
it, something’s been bothering you ever since you arrived in
the Big Apple."

A sad smile broke out on the
face of Ogiwara. He shook his head ever so slightly.

"You are wrong David but
nevertheless very perceptive, this thing, if it is anything at
all has been worrying me for the past week."

Levy sat up straight and
stretched his hand out across the table to touch his friends
arm.

  "What is it Ki? Christ
you look terrible."

"Last Tuesday I was working in
the office on some papers, nothing too important, five year
projections for a computer study. I needed a couple of figures so I
went to the files, while I was looking through them I came across a
pink flimsy sheet, it was just sticking out of a file, that
would be the forth copy on our telex. I wondered what it was doing
there, normally that copy would have been incinerated. It was
barely legible anyway. But it was curious, just sitting there. It
wasn't even filed correctly. I could only make out a few words and
that was difficult. The sender was Moscow 635, something,
something. Destination Tok One. Which presumably means Tokyo? Most
of the message had faded away, all I could make out was 'hold plus
one and one half for three we."

"Moscow?"

"Yes now on its own, I know
that isn't much, but it sparked a train of thought in my mind. Mr.
Isomura has er, bothered me with what I consider to be a couple of
very strange decisions in the past month. First, when I presented
my proposals for rolling over part of our Peru loan, he demanded I
tighten up the timing and take two years out of the life of the
advance. Well you know how long that took me to negotiate, and how
hard it was to put together any workable contract, and then he just
comes along with something that he would normally just rubber stamp
and alters the entire nature of the deal. I didn't understand and
demanded to know why. David, you won't believe it but he yelled at
me, actually shouted for me not to question the decisions of
The Chief Executive Officer of the National Bank of Okinawa. I was
too stunned to do anything but walk out of his office. The next day
he called me into his office to accept his apologies, which of
course I did."

"Did he alter his decision on
the period of the loan?"

"No he didn't. Not only has that
put a whole series of loan service repayments in jeopardy from
Peru, but it must pressurise our bank’s balance sheets for the
next three fiscal periods. Then on top of that, on Friday we
dropped our base rate by half of one percent. Isomura immediately
put the rate to Peru up one full percent."

"I saw that on the wire and
figured it was a mistake, and you say Shini ordered it?"

"Yes, and if you tie in that bit
of paper I found, hold plus one and one half for three we, it makes
sense. Somebody is telling Isomura to put pressure on Peru. Our
rate is now one and a half points above the base rate, and I'd bet
a months salary that it will be held there for three weeks."

"That will put incredible
pressure on their economy. Christ, what is the man thinking of?"
Levy frowned. "This is, I don't know, unbelievable. Shini has
always been a bit remote, eccentric even, but I've always put that
down to him being one of the old school. Living under the Emperor
Etc, but his banking decisions have always been sound,
conservative even. A report with his signature on it is always an
essay in predictability, standard banking practice. This is, well,
weird."

"To say the least!"

"You obviously can't think of
some internal reason for his actions, something that the rest of
the financial world wouldn't have to take into consideration?"

"David, I've been racking my
brains trying to justify Isomura's actions. There is nothing."

"What of your fellow Directors,
have they not had an opinion on the subject?"

"Not that I'm aware of, the two
I've spoken with both said that it was out of their sphere of
concern, and they have enough problems of their own."

"Helpful, are they always so
forthcoming?"

"Isomura is a hard taskmaster.
People find it best to keep their heads down. An unwanted opinion
about a subject outside of your jurisdiction and you find he is
looking very closely at your every move. Not a position to be
welcomed."

Levy sat in silence for a
momento.

"This came from Moscow?"

"That is what it said, although
what the numbers refer to I have no idea."

"Moscow, the communists are dead
and buried now, that connection makes even less sense. Have you
spoken to anyone else about this?"

"No, I knew I would be seeing
you in a few days, so I thought I would hang on and discuss it
here."

"You do realize the implications
Ki. If and I say if, the CEO of a major bank is  being 
ordered to apparently carry out the wishes of a third party, then
that Director must be operating under duress. Somebody must be
putting the screws on him."

"But how?"

"I don't know. Could it be
blackmail?"

"Isomura? I don't think so. Of
all the people I've ever known he has led the most exemplary life
of anybody. The man is a paragon of old fashioned virtues."

"What about something from the
war then, I hate to mention it but your forefathers didn't have too
good a record back then."

Ogiwara colored slightly, he was
always embarrassed by his country's history of disregard for human
rights during World War II. He shook his head.

"Isomura was a pilot, flying off
of carriers, he won many awards for bravery. I doubt if he ever saw
an enemy up close. Anyway that was years ago, why should it have
come to the surface now? Surely if anything was known about him it
would have come out into the open sooner."

Levy pondered for a moment.

"Okay, so we dismiss blackmail.
It couldn't be for money, he must have more than enough already.
The only other thing is power, but surely he is destroying his very
power base by his own actions. It can't be that."

"It leaves a very big question
doesn't it?"

"Yes, it certainly does. Did you
consider asking the man himself?"

"Briefly, but Isomura frightens
me, his rage that day." Ogiwara spread his hands in defeat.

"Those files that you found the
piece of paper in, how accessible are they?"

"Absolutely top secret, Isomura,
myself and a half dozen of my fellow Directors have access. Not
even our secretaries are allowed in that system."

Levy cupped his face in his
hands, and rubbed his eyes with the tips of his fingers. "If we
accept that this is happening, for reasons that we don't, and for
that matter can't understand, what the hell are we going to do
about it?"

"After I had calmed down a bit,
I started thinking about other banks and other loans. I went along
to our library and started checking through the records of some of
our competitors. You know there were a couple of strange things to
be found there."

"For example?"

"In May The Aishin Bank refused
to reschedule its part of a short term loan to Peru, when the rest
of the banks in the consortium did. The Bank of Buro left its
interest rates up to Peru by three quarters of one percent when
everybody else dropped theirs. That was at the end of May. Two
weeks ago The Bank of Iwashita actually called in a very small
advance, again to Peru. Now all these things by themselves don't
mean very much. It will hurt each bank a little, but to Peru it
will put enormous pressure on them. It’s almost as though there is
an orchestrated plot against the country’s fiscal welfare.”

“What I hoped you might do is
look at things from here. See if you can find anything of a similar
nature, if you do then perhaps we can approach the authorities
together."

"Isn't that going a bit strong
Ki, you know it’s possible the banks are just following the sheep
syndrome, one worries so the others quickly follow suit."

"No, it’s not widespread enough
for that, and they are only little things. David, that piece of
paper came from Russia, if they are somehow manipulating the West’s
economy then that is very serious. I do not understand how they can
exert influence over people, it doesn't seem possible, but the
things that are happening have no explanation. I believe the whole
thing needs looking into. Will you help me?"

Levy nodded slowly. "Of course I
will."

Ogiwara exhaled with relief,"
thank you David. This worries me. I've never known anything like it
before and I don't understand it. I have a deep fear of the
unexplainable. Thank you again."

"Relax Ki. The Green Berets are
here to help. The cavalry is on its way."

Ogiwara laughed, "you never fail
to cheer me up, I am very grateful to have a friend such as
yourself."

"Now don't start getting all
melancholy on me. Have another drink, this evening is to celebrate
the successful completion of the day’s business, remember."

"Typical Yankee, the livers in
the United States must be in a fine mess."

Levy smiled, "and I've drunk
enough Saki with you in my time to know that the Japanese liver is
no better off."

 


The evening continued into the
early hours of the next morning. Both men were a little the worse
for drink. Their driver dropped Ogiwara at the Hilton and Levy to
his apartment. The next morning Levy was back at the hotel for
breakfast with Ogiwara and then accompanied him in the limousine
back to J.F.K for Ogiwara's return flight to Tokyo. They had time
for a coffee before Ogiwara was due to check in. The coffee shop
was crowded but they managed to get a table alone.

"It has been a fruitful trip."
Ogiwara said.

"I've given a lot of thought to
what you were telling me last night," David replied. "I'm beginning
to think that it may be far more important than all our discussions
on Brazil."

Ogiwara nodded in agreement.

"I hope not, but that could very
well turn out to be the case."

"Don't worry though, I'll look
into it and be in touch as soon as I can." Levy smiled. "You just
look out for Shini, remember to duck."

"I will, have no fear."

 


Ogiwara's flight was called and
the two men parted. Levy got back into his limousine and headed for
his office. He had a determined look on his face. During the night
he had remembered something odd about a loan agreement that the
Fifth Federal Savings Bank had made. He wanted to check it out.

 


At 7:30 that evening Levy leant
back from the monitor and stretched. His head ached abominably as
it always did after a long stint at the computer. He had spent the
first half of the day clearing his desk of work that had
accumulated during the day Ogiwara was with him. It didn't take too
long. It was summer and a large number of finance people were on
vacation. The work load was traditionally lighter, besides
Levy was methodical, and he had an efficient secretary who ensured
that only matters of importance got to his desk. Levy had a staff
of twenty who took care of the mundane, run of the mill work. He
had lunch brought to his desk so was soon able to start
investigating on Ogiwara's behalf.

What he discovered wasn't earth
shattering, merely disturbing. The banks computer system was used
to file away a vast array of information, and it could take time to
sift through it all. The section he was most interested in was
other banks. Into this data storage system a team of analysts on
the third floor inserted every piece of information available about
other banks. Contracts, negotiations and deals both in the national
and international market place were imputed. They gathered the
information from whatever source they could. Newspapers,
periodicals, company reports, magazines, even gossip picked up in
clubs and bars was looked at and if given any merit inserted onto
the computer. From this information Levy confirmed what he had
suspected about the Fifth Federal Savings Bank. They had refused
Peru a further small loan when it was blatantly obvious that in the
circumstances it would have been good banking practice to have made
the advance. A week later they delayed dropping their interest
rates. A further search of the Fifth's file proved fruitless, so
Levy switched his search to other banks.

In April the Atlanta Bank of New
York had rescheduled a loan to Peru with a timetable that was very
questionable regarding benefits to either the bank or Peru. In June
the bank had raised its interest rate by a half of one percent
against a downward trend of interest rates at the time.

He carried on scanning the files
but could glean no further information. He decided to call it a
night. Tomorrow he would visit the Public Library on 5th Avenue and
42nd Street. That was always a hive of useful information, Levy had
then logged onto the internet and spent an hour surfing, but with
little success.

 


The Banker looked at the little
he had and tried to view it objectively. Were these snippets of
information part of some Russian plot beyond his reasoning, but the
communists that was not right surely, or were they sound decisions
made because of information he couldn't be aware of. Peru was part
of Levy's portfolio, he kept a very close eye on the country's
political and financial institutions. There were no circumstances
there to warrant the added pressures put on by these strange
decisions. Could it be internal wrangling in the banks concerned,
that was difficult to assess, but then Ogiwara had refuted that
where The National Bank of Okinawa was concerned. Besides, banks
didn't conduct their business that way. Seldom if ever did internal
disputes affect their outside policy. The banks had too much to
lose by airing their dirty laundry in public. No Levy decided,
something was going on, something that was beyond his knowledge.
Tomorrow he would search for further clues.

 


A minor crisis occurred whilst
Levy was clearing his desk the next morning. A telex arrived from
the Chilean Foreign Ministry informing the bank that they would not
be able to meet the service payment of their fifteen year extended
payment loan. Levy spent the next two and a half hours arranging a
deferral. He didn't get to the Public Library until well after
lunch. He went straight to the finance section, selected a number
of files and sat down at a desk. For the next three and a half
hours, until the library closed at six o'clock Levy scrutinised
volumes of papers and reports. He discovered another two anomalies.
In May the Forth Interstate Bank had refused to reschedule a short
term loan, and in June the Savings Bank of Colorado had cut short
negotiations with a Peruvian engineering company, refusing any
further credit.

That evening Levy pondered the
problem. He felt he had the evidence to support Ogiwara. There were
definite signs of an orchestrated attack against Peru's fiscal
health, but what was his next step. He decided that a wise move
would be to check on the debt of other nations, to ensure that it
was only Peru that a vendetta was being mounted against.

The next day was Saturday and
the office was closed. Levy spent the weekend at home working in
his apartment. He kept returning to his sparse notes. It all seemed
to add up to something, but what? On Monday he was determined to
return to his office and dig deeper into this affair.

On the Monday morning Levy
compiled his report on the Brazilian loan. His day with Ogiwara had
left him with a pile of notes to be put into order. He would then
compile a presentation to be put before the Board meeting to be
held in two weeks time. The bulk of the work would be done by his
secretary. She knew the form Levy liked his reports in, and from
his ordered notes would put it all together. He dealt with his mail
next, and then read a report from the bank's London office. He
added a few notations before passing it on to his Chairman, Mark
Palmer. Levy was due in London the following week for talks with
the London and European Investment Bank. The report would prove
useful in his dealings with their Foreign Division Director,
Kenneth Pearce. Levy ordered lunch in his office and once again
switched on his computer terminal, searching through the files of
other banks.

By 6:30 Levy was ready to give
up. He had found nothing at all against the debt of other nations.
For a few moments he had thought that a decision by the Chase
Manhattan with Columbia was odd, but that had been corrected the
very next day. And that was it. Five hours of searching had
virtually exhausted the recent files compiled on other banks. Levy
was sure then that only Peru was involved. He was working through
the last file, that of Venezuela, when his door was opened and in
walked Mark Palmer.

"Hello David, what are you up
to, claiming the overtime?"

This was a standing joke between
the two men, Palmer was always into the office before Levy, but the
younger man usually stayed later. Palmer walked round the desk and
looked at the monitor.

"Other Banks/Venezuela, what on
earth are you looking at that for David?" He asked.

Levy sat back. "Just something
that came up with Kiyoshi the other day."

"How did it go with him?"

"Pretty much as expected, he
came up with a couple of surprises, but they made good sense, so we
incorporated them in the deal."

"Kiyoshi is a good man,
steady, pity I missed him."

"How did you get on in
Paris?"

Palmer laughed. "Those French
David, do yourself a favour, never allow the French to become part
of your portfolio. I know South America has its problems, and Asia
too, but those people are impossible. They are so polite when they
stab you in the back."

"You won't trade France for all
of South America then?"

"Gladly, but I wouldn't wish
them on my worst enemy. What's with Venezuela anyway?"

"It’s not really them, its
Peru."

"Oh, what about them?"

"Some strange decisions are
happening over their external debts. Ki noticed it first in the
Okinawa Bank and then a few others in Japan. I've been looking at
US banks and here things seem to be following a similar
pattern."

"How's that?"

"Nothing spectacular, just
subtleties. Holding up interest rates longer than necessary,
clamping down on servicing, that type of thing."

"There are probably good reasons
David."

"That's just it, there
aren't."

"There must be."

"Mark, I know Peru better than
anybody. Their debt is under control, which is more than you can
say for a lot of other countries we deal with. These abnormalities
could just tip the balance."

"Well why would a group of banks
suddenly start sniping at Peru, it doesn't make any sense. Are the
banks connected at all?"

"Not really, a couple of them
are joint lenders on the same loan, but that's their only
connection."

"How did this come to Kioshi's
attention in the first place?"

"He found a piece of paper, a
duplicate telex message in a file where it shouldn't have been. It
had a message that tied in with one of Shinichiro Isomura's more
questionable decisions on Peru."

"From where did this telex
message emanate?"

Levy hesitated. In the cold
light of day it seemed suddenly ridiculous.

"Moscow."

Palmer laughed. "Oh come on
David, Isomura taking orders from Moscow." He shook his head.
"Look, I expect there is any number of perfectly innocent
explanations for this. None of us are without fault. Can you
honestly say that every decision you have made falls exactly within
accepted banking practice. I know all mine haven't."

Levy cupped his chin with his
hands.

"It all centres on Peru."

"Coincidence, a string of bad
moves in a short space of time. Banking history is full of
them."

"It is possible I suppose."

"Of course it is. Come on David,
pack up now and I'll buy you a drink. Just one though, we've people
for dinner."

 


Levy had a quiet dinner at home
that evening, and watched some TV but his eyes kept straying to the
file. Finally he switched off the television, picked up the file
and opened it. He scanned the information in front of him. Was
it possible that Palmer was right, was all this just
coincidence? Levy realized that he wanted to believe that it was
all an innocent set of circumstances. Surely the Russians couldn't
influence important men in the West’s financial system. If it were
a Russian plot how on earth had they gained control of such men? It
was not possible. Besides in Russia the communists were no longer a
threat, since Gorbachov had gone the world had turned away from
worries in that direction. Boris Yeltsin had come and gone and it
seemed the new Russian President Markov Kutuzov was too busy
hanging onto his job, sorting out financial and social problems and
attempting to stabilise the satellite states without organising
something like this. The war in Chechnia was an enormous drain.
Levy settled on phoning Ogiwara tomorrow. He would tell him the
information he had discovered and then try and reason with
him, later though his decision troubled him. Kiyoshi had been
in earnest, was he deserting his friend. Levy looked at his watch
and worked the time back, it was only four in the morning in Tokyo,
too early to ring. He would call Ki first thing in the morning.

 


Outside of New York, at Franklin
in Sussex County, Mark Palmer and his wife Betty were waving to
their dinner guests. It was past one in the morning. The evening
had been very pleasant. Palmer had his arm around his wife. The
couple watched as the car left their drive and turned right into
the street. It began to descend the hill and drop out of sight.
Palmer turned his wife around and they walked through the door.

"I'm just going to put the
dishes in the washer dear. Why don't you go into the den and pour
us both a night cap." Betty Palmer said.

"Good idea, I've got to make a
phone call anyway."

"At this time of night," she
sighed, "don't you bankers ever stop work?"

"Banking is a global business
now darling, it never stops. It won't take me long. Harry just
sparked something in my mind and I want to check it out before the
idea goes completely, five minutes, promise."

The woman shook her head.

"Alright dear, five minutes, and
I'll have a Chivas Regal."

"One Chivas coming up for the
lady."

Palmer walked into the den
making sure the door was firmly closed. He poured two drinks and
put them on the table between the two easy chairs stood in front of
the fireplace. He walked over to the phone on the sideboard picked
it up and dialled. The number was embedded in his memory. It took a
minute for the answering phone to ring, this was because the number
he dialled set another phone dialling, and then another. Six times
in all, that phone was secure from outside surveillance and
bugging. After two rings it was answered, the familiar deep voice
without a name.

"Yea, who is it?"

"Palmer."

"Yea, Palmer. What do you
want?"

"One of my Directors David Levy
has a few ideas about Peru."

"Where the fuck did he get that
from?"

"A Jap, Kiyoshi Ogiwara from the
National Bank of Okinawa."

"One of Isomura's men?"

"That's him."

"How much does this Levy
know?"

"Only suspicions. I've managed
to head him off."

"Good man. I'll take care of the
nip, just keep your eye on this Levy character, and let me know if
he says anything else, comprende."

"Right, just one more thing,
Russia was mentioned."

"Jesus fucking Christ, where the
hell did that come from?"

"A telex."

"A fucking telex, what the
hell is going on in Japan? I'll have Isomura's balls for this. You
did good Palmer, just watch Levy for now. I'll be in touch."

Palmer put the phone down,
walked to his chair and took a big swallow of his drink. He saw
that his hand was shaking. He willed himself to calm down before
Betty came into the room.

"Jesus," he said quietly to
himself, "this is it."

 


New York checked his watch, 1:30
Eastern Standard Time would be 10:30 am Tokyo time. Out came
the thin red book, he checked the number and dialled. The Trans
Pacific system took twenty seconds to connect. In his office on the
fifteenth floor of the National Bank of Okinawa, Shinichiro Isomura
glanced at the phone in surprise. It was his private line, separate
from the bank's switchboard, the number known to very few people.
He picked up the receiver.

"Isomura," he said.

"New York," was the curt
reply.

"I see," he paused, "hold on a
minute will you."

Isomura switched on his
intercom.

"Miss Ito hold all my calls and
no visitors either."

"Of course sir," his secretary
replied.

Isomura clicked the machine off.
"Go ahead New York, what can I do for you?"

The deep voice boomed out.
"First you can tell me what the fuck is going on over there?"

Isomura was startled, his face
started to redden.

"I have no idea what you are
talking about."

"Well try this on for size pal.
One of your good buddies, Kiyoshi Ogiwara has been over here
mouthing off about Peru."

"I er, don't understand."

"Nothing to
understand, he's been talking to a pal of his, David Levy,
laid the whole thing on him."

Isomura was shocked, he narrowed
his eyes in concentration trying to think.

"I don't see how this could have
happened."

"No. Well you haven't heard the
best bit yet. The mothers have made the connection with
Moscow."

"That is impossible, totally
impossible."

"Fuck you asshole, its happened.
Do you think I'm phoning half way round the world to shoot the
breeze? Ogiwara is onto it."

"Yes yes, I see," he shook his
head in disbelief, "how did this happen, how did he manage to
connect with Russia?"

"From a God damn telex you left
lying around."

"No! It didn't. It could not
have happened."

"Isomura cut the crap and just
listen. Ogiwara knows and the guy has a big mouth. Shut him up,
permanently. Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes New York,
perfectly, do you really think we need to go that far at this
stage though?"

"Isomura let me make this clear
to you. The Catalytic Programme is now at a very advanced
stage. Soon we'll find out if the theories work, and then, well you
know the rest better than I do. If we foul this up there will never
be a second chance, never. We can't afford any mistakes, are
we on the same wavelength?"

"Yes New York I understand."

"Good. Then take care of
business, but be discreet. We don't want any attention coming from
that direction.

"Of course."

"One last thing, like me you
have been in position for over fifty years, don't ever think that
because of that you are indispensable. You're not. The Motherland
will get along without us, so no more mistakes."

"There won't be. I'll take care
of things immediately."

"Good man."

 

Levy set his alarm early the
next morning. He jogged his usual two miles, showered, dressed, and
put the coffee on. Then he dialled Ogiwara's office in Tokyo.
Whilst waiting for the connection to be made he almost put the
phone down. Was Kiyoshi right, was there reason to worry? 
Mark Palmer was so sure in his dismissal of some kind of plot,
Russian or otherwise. Set against that was the genuine concern, and
yes fear of his friend. It was all outside of Levy's experience. He
couldn't conceive of the machinery necessary to put such a scheme
into operation, and yet he could not deny the existence of some
disturbing incidents. At the last moment, before the phone was
answered he changed his mind, he could not desert his friend. He
decided to tell Ogiwara the details of his research so far, and to
investigate Peru and her finances further.

"National Bank of
Okinawa, how may I help you?"

"Mr. Ogiwara's office
please."

The operator connected him
through.

"Ogiwara San’s office."

"Lucy, hello it's David
Levy."

"Ah Levy San, how are
you?"

"I'm fine Lucy, it's good to
hear you. How are you my dear?"

"Levy San I am well."

"How's Kiyoshi treating you
these days?"

The woman laughed. "As usual,
but Levy San he is not here today, he is in Osaka until this
evening. He will return to the office tomorrow."

"Oh never mind."

"Was it important, I will get a
message to him if you wish?"

"No that's alright Lucy, it's
not important. Perhaps you would ask him to call me at my office
tomorrow."

"Of course.”

"How is your Mother now?"

"Thank you for asking. She is
very much improved."

"That's good. You'll get Ki to
call me then?"

"It will be my pleasure Levy
San. Good bye now."

"Bye for now Lucy."

 


Ogiwara lived in an apartment in
Kamata, in the Ota Ku suburb of Tokyo. It was a short train
ride from the centre of Tokyo and the Marunouchi District where the
National Bank of Okinawa was located. The flat was small but
comfortable. He had moved there soon after the tragic deaths of his
wife and son. He had tried to carry on living in the house in Mito,
but it was too full of memories to stay there. The apartment was
convenient and functional, just how he liked his life to be. He had
returned home from his trip to Osaka the previous evening tired and
angry. Walking to Kamata Station on the Yokosuka Railway the next
morning he reviewed what he had discovered in Osaka the day
before.

The Regional Director in Osaka
was Toyohito Oshino, an old man and life long friend of Shinichiro
Isomura. The two men often socialised with their wives included.
Ogiwara's relationship with Oshino had always been polite and
cordial. Businesslike and nothing further. With most of his visits
to the banks’ branches Ogiwara would usually spend the evening with
the local Director or Manager and his wife. It was all done to help
promote the togetherness of business life in Japan. Generally a
person stayed with the same firm all their working life, growing
through the ranks, that loyalty being rewarded with generous
pensions and other benefits on retirement. Ogiwara had tried on two
occasions to entertain Oshino in a similar way, both times had
fallen flat. Now he was grateful that his invitations were always
politely refused. The day in Osaka had gone smoothly until Ogiwara
had looked at the situation with Peru. The Osaka branches had
traditionally dealt with the smaller loans to companies in the
developing nations, leaving head office to deal with the foreign
governments. Ogiwara had found two loans to companies in Peru had
been refused. One was to a textile manufacturer for a mere Yen
22,000,000. The other to a factory licensed to import and build car
kits for Yen 50,000,000. Trifling amounts for two very well thought
of companies. Ogiwara had asked Oshino why the loans had been
refused, the answer had been entirely unsatisfactory. It quickly
became obvious that Isomura's influence was working here. Ogiwara
had argued with Oshino over the matter, which had further annoyed
himself. The whole situation with Peru was causing him grave
concern, and he was wondering how to deal with it. He had spoken to
David Levy about it the week before, and decided to phone his
friend and tell him of these new developments and see if he had
discovered anything in the States.

 


Ogiwara always enjoyed the walk
to the station. Particularly on a morning like this, the sun
shining but the heat removed by a gentle breeze. He walked with his
jacket over his shoulder. The railway station was crowded as it
always was. Japan is a nation of early risers. He bought a
newspaper and stood on the platform edge reading the sports news.
Ogiwara knew he wouldn't get a seat on the train, he never did. But
he wanted to ensure that he could get on the first train, not
always possible at that time of day. When he saw the train
approaching he folded the newspaper and put it in his jacket
pocket. The crush would be too much to let him read once on the
train. The platform was now awash with commuters heading into the
city. As the train got closer Ogiwara went to step away from the
platform edge, he found his way barred by a tall man dressed almost
identically to himself.

"Excuse me." Ogiwara said.

The man bent his head down to
say something in Ogiwara's ear.

"I have a message from Isomura
San."

Ogiwara was startled to hear his
boss’s name.

"What’s that?" He had to shout
to make himself heard above the roar of the approaching train. He
strained to hear the reply.

"Good bye!"

The man shoved Ogiwara full in
the back.

Kiyoshi Ogiwara had time for one
scream as he fell under the wheels of the train. Despite the fact
that the driver was breaking hard for the station Ogiwara's body
was dragged forty feet up the track before the vehicle stopped, by
then he was dead. The commuters on Kamata Station broke into
confusion and panic. A woman fainted, another cried. In the
confusion the assassin was easily able to leave the station
un noticed. He walked across the road to a waiting car, which
drove off rapidly in the direction of Tokyo.


Chapter Two

 


The forty third President sat at
the small desk with angle poise shining directly onto the
papers he was studying. Alexander Buckley was hunched over, his
eyes behind the thick lenses hurrying over the words. He was
dressed in bath robe and slippers. The First Lady Joan was sitting
in bed reading a novel and sipping the one large whisky and club
soda she allowed herself daily. This was their comfortable routine
whether at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue or at home on their farm in
Missouri. After forty two years of marriage this was their prelude
to sleep.

The responsibility of the
Presidency had not treated Buckley well, from salt and pepper his
hair had turned white, lines fissured his face and a once vigorous,
athletes body, had become stooped. A severe chest infection during
the second year had sapped his strength and spoilt his first term,
the Vice President coming to the fore during Buckley’s six week
incapacity.

The President used the time
before bed to read and digest the resume of reports that his
position required of him. The next day he had a press conference on
the US Government's position on Third World Aid. Later he was
talking with the President of Columbia during which he wanted to
emphasise his concern over the amount of Columbian cocaine entering
the United States. In the evening it was dinner at the Canadian
Embassy. The resumes kept the President in touch with all the
current situations. No man could expect to retain all the
information necessary to achieve smooth diplomacy. It was 11:30 pm
and Alexander Buckley had all but finished, the phone rang. Joan
looked up, the instrument was the only one in their bedroom. It was
their private phone, independent of The White House switchboard.
The number was known only to their three children and some very
close friends. If the message had been some government business an
aide would come and knock at their door. The President answered the
phone.

"Yes, who is it?"

"Alex, its Nick Feldman."

Joan Buckley looked
questioningly at her husband, he put his hand over the
mouthpiece.

"It's Nick." He said.

She nodded and went back to her
book. Nick Feldman was a life long friend of her husband's. He had
grown up in Missouri as a neighbour to the Buckley's, risen through
the ranks of the FBI and was now its Director. The two men would
probably spend an hour on the phone talking about golf.

"Hello Nick, how are you?"

"I'm fine thank you Alex,
but let me get straight to the point."

"This sounds ominous."

Sitting in bed the First Lady
gazed over the top of her glasses at her husband.

"It looks like it could be. A
Japanese, Kiyoshi Ogiwara has been killed. He was very high up at
the National Bank of Okinawa, one of those we've been keeping tabs
on."

"Oh no." The colour drained from
the Presidents face, Joan put down her book, watching. "How
did it happen?"

"Apparently he fell under a
train. That's what the first reports are saying anyway."

"A train?"

"Yes sir, on his way to work at
the bank."

"What does your man say?"

"He's not been able to find out
anything yet."

"Okay. Keep him on it. What do
you think?"

"Well it seems like a very big
coincidence to me."

"Nick I firmly believe there is
no such thing as coincidence. I think we must assume the
worst, unless and until it is proved otherwise."

Joan's eyes opened wide.

"Where do we go from here?" The
FBI man asked.

"Do you think there is any
chance homicide could be proved?"

"I'm afraid that looks extremely
doubtful at this stage. We’ve little to go on as yet, but if it was
a professional hit made to look like an accident, then it’s
unlikely that we will get anything."

"So connecting it with the other
business is out of the question then."

"Absolutely!"

"So all we can do is sit back
and wait. Perhaps that will suit us best, hopefully something
will develop from this."

"It may do."

"I certainly hope so, or that
poor man has died in vain."

"It really depends on who he
spoke to about this."

"Evidently he spoke to someone,
the wrong someone." The President pondered for a moment. "Nick
would it be possible to trace his movements, find out who he spoke
to?"

"We have a certain amount of
information because of our surveillance since the drop, but it is
very sketchy. It will be difficult to pad it out, especially
how you’re forcing me to operate. Unfetter me and I should be able
to get more information."

"I can't do that Nick. This has
got to be discrete in extremis.”

"Alex I took this on
reluctantly, for a friend not a president, you know that. I knew it
was going to be difficult, but please untie me."

"No I can't, not at this stage
at least. We must wait."

"Don't! We run a grave risk just
by doing that."

"Yes we do, but it's one I
must take. This whole thing with you is on a knife edge, I don't
have to remind you of that. If it all was to blow up in our faces
the consequences could be worse, far worse than letting this run
for a while."

Feldman was silent for a
moment.

"You are right of course Mr.
President."

Buckley laughed. "I believe we
have some time. When we first discussed this we decided that Peru
was only a try out. Let it run Nick, at least for the time being.
Find out what you can about this Japanese and any associates."

"Sure."

"Your day will come Nick. Your
day will come."

"Okay Alex."

"Keep me posted."

He put the phone down and
sighed.

"My God dear," Joan said, "You
look terrible, what on earth has happened?"

The President looked at his wife
and slowly shook his head.

"I think I was responsible for a
man's death today."

"Oh Alex."

Joan rose from the bed and went
to her husband; she put an arm around his shoulder. "Twice
before while you've held office I've seen you this way. The first
time was over The Lebanon and the second was Israel. Both times you
spoke to me and it helped. Can I help you now?"

"I don't have the right to
burden you with this."

"Darling, you're my husband, you
always have the right to share with me. Just because you're the
President doesn't mean I'm not here to help. If you were an
ordinary man doing an ordinary job you would bring your problems
home, this is no different."

"Joan. It is."

"Please tell me Alex."

The first lady waited while her
husband agonized. Finally he spoke. "You remember the barbecue
at Tom Deluso's, about six weeks ago."

"Of course, Nick was there
wasn't he?"

"That's right, well Tom, Nick
and I were talking and Tom mentioned that he had been talking with
a banker from Texas a guy named Sutton, from the Dallas Trust &
Savings Bank. Tom said this guy was quite disturbed by a few
peculiar things going on in the banking world and in his opinion
had to be against the national interest."

"What sort of things?"

"Oh, just some small financial
technicalities concerning loans to Peru of all places."

"What is so significant about
that?"

"In itself nothing, we could
swallow Peru's economy without a hiccup, but this guy Sutton asked
why was it happening in the first place, even if it was only Peru.
These peculiarities are unusual in that decisions made seem to be
against our own banks’ welfare. That doesn't make any sense at
all, but do you know what upset me the most? I am supposed to
be the most powerful man on earth; thousands of people are
employed around the world to supply me with every scrap of
information available concerning any subject imaginable. I need to
be kept up to date with anything that may be against our better
interests. Planes costing thousands of dollars an hour are kept
flying for me. Surveillance satellites monitor the earth twenty
four hours a day. Teams of experts in every field sift data just so
that I can know what is going on. Then everything is fed into one
of the world's most expensive, most sophisticated
computers. This machine can cross reference the smallest
details and highlight any scraps of data that are linked or
apparently linked together. Despite all this I didn't have a
clue to what Tom was talking about, not a jot."

"Isn't it possible that your
experts felt this wasn't important enough to bother you with?"

"No chance, we have a weekly
SIAAI meeting where we discuss literally, trends."

"What’s that?"

"Strategic Initiatives against
American Interests, things that are falling into a pattern, some of
its bull shit true, but once or twice we've managed to nip
things in the bud before they have developed. The assassination
attempt on Reagan was a classic example of that. When he retired a
few people got together to kill him as a lesson to all future
presidents. A few details were picked up, some in Europe and a few
in the States. Meaningless until that computer got to work, it
connected them and we were able to save the old boy."

"So the information is picked
up, kicked around at our meetings and decided upon, case proved.
There is no preconceived agenda to our meetings. Everything is
thrown in, just in case. This thing, what ever it is, I have since
discovered is following a pattern, so why wasn't it brought up at
the meeting? Anyway I forgot all about that chat with Tom
until two weeks ago."

"You were in Europe."

"That's right, Paris to be
exact, at the summit meeting with President Vichery. He told
me his guys had stumbled onto something by accident. It was a
document through Egypt out of Syria. They were after something else
and came up with this instead. The French investigated the paper
and dismissed it as absurd but thought I'd like to know about it
anyway. The paper purported to be instructions to certain bank
officials to uphold interest rates to Peru on their loans. I
immediately connected that conversation with Tom. When I got home I
began an investigation through Nick Feldman. Seeing as how nobody
had informed me about this through official channels; I decided to
do it unofficially. I thought Nick could use his resources in the
FBI. He took a bit of persuading, he doesn't like working outside
of his jurisdiction, or at least he claims not to, even to me.
Anyway his analysis of the situation is that there is cause for
concern. It seems a cartel of banks world wide have acted in
concert against Peru, which makes no sense at all. There is no
fiscal reason to gun for the country; in fact if Peru's economy
were to collapse because of this pressure not only would that cause
unnecessary problems there it would also put these banks under
pressure. Why would the officers of these banks act in such a self
destructive way? It doesn't make much sense until you hear about
those orders, but then who would credit high ranking officials
bending to orders from outside."

"Blackmail?" Joan
questioned.

"We've looked at that, it
doesn't seem possible. All these men, without exception is a model,
upstanding citizen."

"Then how?"

"We don't know Joan. Nick and I
ran through all the possibilities. If we accept that there is some
sort of operation going on against Peru then the question is why?
We have had to assume it's a try out."

"A try out, an experiment,
why?"

"To gauge our reaction possibly,
or more likely to see if this scheme, whatever it is, really
works. The thing is, extending our thinking further if it is
only a try out, I wouldn't use the term experiment, and we are
aware of it then at least it has given us a chance to prepare
ourselves to counter it."

"But who?"

"Now that's the billion dollar
question. If Syria's involved you could have bet your last penny
the Russians aren't far behind, but that doesn't seem feasible now;
unless of course there is an active block of dyed in the wool
hardliner Soviets left in Russia trying to return to their former
glory. The way I see it, this is just the spearhead of a global
plot to ruin the West's economy. That being the case the
Russians would have wanted to be prepared in lots of other
directions, or so my strategists tell me, and of course it makes
sense. My reading of it is that they haven't as yet got all the
preparations in hand to take full advantage of a collapse. They
won't be for some time."

"The Russians again."

"Of course, they'll never give
up. I'm sure its all part of their ultimate plan."

"But what can you do next?"

"That's why the gloom." The
President sighed. "Pour me another drink will you?" He smiled sadly
at his wife as she took the glass. "I had a piece of paper, a
forth copy telex, purporting to come from Russia placed in a very
secret file in a bank in Japan. The file is part of a system only
open to a very few people, all of whom are directors of the bank.
The Chairman there has made a few eye brows raise with one or two
things he's decided upon of late, as usual nothing spectacular
but none the less questionable. The paper was placed so that
somebody would soon find it, hopefully an innocent man. We had to
take a chance with it, subtleties my dear. We chose Japan primarily
to focus attention away from the US. Nick just told me, a director
of that bank was killed, fell under a train, with enough doubts
surrounding it to question its accidental nature. I don't like
it. If as I suspect it was murder then my action has provoked
a brutal and immediate response. Firstly I am very sad for that
man; secondly I am very worried about this thing, whatever it is. I
must live knowing that I condemned an innocent man to death, and
knowing that I have no other cards to play, I must now sit back and
wait for any further reactions."

"What might that be?"

"Hopefully he talked to somebody
else, if he did, and if that man comes forward then we can act,
decisively, hopefully before he in turn is killed."

"Why not put another telex in
another file?"

"Twice and the opposition would
figure out the outside interference, they would just shut up shop
until some future time. No we've just got to let this run, where
ever it takes us."

"Does Nick have any
theories?"

"Nothing solid, whoever it is,
they have global resources that's for sure. China, but that doesn't
seem likely, they are forcefully opening up to the West. Anyway
global control has never been their want. Germany, since
reunification, could be. They will always be a danger to the world
as a whole nation, but they haven't had time to prepare something
like this, besides they are sitting on top of the pile where money
is concerned at the moment. Perhaps in a few years if the price of
unification is too high, but not now. Outside possibilities, India,
they could see it as a way of resolving their internal problems,
but I don't see that, it doesn't feel right. Syria, it's too
sophisticated for them, they tend to be direct people. No this is
full of finesse and I don't believe they have the resources. That
brings us back to Russia again. In truth Nick and I are just
guessing. We'll just have to sit back and wait and see."

"Who attends your committee
meetings? Who uses this super computer?"

"A whole range of people are on
the committee, but the people in charge of the computer would
normally be headed by Neill Shepherd, as Head of National
Security; his organisation has jurisdiction, it's responsible
for most of the input. If Neill is not available John Tutley, he's
head buck cat out at Langley, as head of the CIA he's only second
to Neill on the pile."

"So you think the trouble is
coming from those directions?"

"Yes and no. They are not the
centre of it, that's from abroad, but they are possibly playing a
part."

"Any idea whom it might be?"

"That's the problem, it could be
anybody from Neill down to some computer wizz kid."

"Neill?"

"Who knows, we can't go in
and face it out, if we approach the wrong person they would just
shut up shop, and it’s imperative that we get to root out this
problem. Not just the financial part of it, but if there are some
bad apples close to me then we must locate and then neutralise
them, hence the use of Nick. Who knows, it probably is just
some young fellah on a computer somewhere with a gripe."

"You don't believe that really
do you Alex?"

The President shook his head
wearily.

"No Joan I don't."


Chapter Three

 


David Levy glanced at the wall
clock 4:00 pm Kiyoshi Ogiwara would just be rising on the
other side of the world in Japan. He looked down at the report he
was writing, another two hours and he would phone Ki. Levy was
still unsure what to do. The whole thing seemed preposterous,
Russians and plots and bankers just didn't go together, and yet
something was definitely amiss. He sat back in his chair closed his
eyes and concentrated, trying to find a reason. Nothing gelled,
nothing was solid.

THERE WAS NO PURE FINANCIAL
REASON TO HURT PERU. NONE!

Their economy was sound, or as
sound as a South American economy could be expected to be.
Argentina was worse despite their much larger GDP. Bolivia was in a
poorer predicament and yet there was no reason to move against
them, there was no movement against them.

WHY PERU?

These nations needed careful
tending, thoughtful consideration of their problems, not only
financially but also socially, if anything the converse of
what was happening.

SO WHY?

Levy looked at the clock again,
seventy five minutes to go. Talking to Ki would sort out his mind,
guide him. He opened his eyes and looked again at the report. He
picked up his pen and began writing.

6:00 pm Levy picked up the
phone and dialled.

"Hello Lucy, It's David Levy,
can I speak to Ki please?"

"Oh Levy San Ogiwara San has not
arrived as yet."

"That's unusual isn't it?"

"True, Ogiwara San is invariably
at his desk by 7:30."

"Well listen Lucy, I'm going
home now would you get Ki to call me there in about an hour?"

"Certainly Levy San, it
will be my pleasure."

Levy put the phone down.

On the journey home Levy again
reviewed the information he had supporting Kiyoshi. It wasn't much,
but it was factual and in its context blatant. The details shouted
at him, the questions screamed. Passing Central Park he made up his
mind, he would support Ki all the way, what ever the Japanese had
decided to do.

 


He arrived home at a quarter
past seven and started preparing dinner. Levy was a methodical man
and liked to eat properly. He had noticed too many bachelors
neglecting the basics of life, good food was essential to remaining
healthy and in peak condition. At seven thirty Levy began to wonder
when his friend would call, it just was not like him not to return
a call at the first opportunity. He ate his dinner. At eight he
picked up the phone and dialled Kiyoshi's number again.

"He still has not arrived Levy
San, as soon as he does I will get him to call you"

"Has he not phoned in at all
Lucy?"

"No he has not."

"Okay then Lucy ask him to call
when he arrives."

Levy put the phone down and
immediately picked it up again and dialled Kioshi's home number.
After the twentieth unanswered ring he put the instrument down. It
couldn't be business that was delaying Ki, Lucy would know about
it. Time wore on, at midnight Levy went to bed.

The ringing phone roused Levy
from sleep at just after 2:00 a.m.

"Hello, David Levy."

"Levy San it is Lucy Kuo."

"Oh Lucy have you got Ki for
me?"

"No Levy San. I am afraid not.
Something terrible has happened. Ogiwara San has been killed."

"What, oh my god. When?
How?"

"It was on his way to the bank
this morning, he fell under a train at Kamata Station, an accident.
They say he died instantly."

"Fell under a train, oh my God,
that's awful. Is there anything I can do?"

"Thank you Levy San, but no. He
was a very good man. We will all miss him."

"I will miss him too. Ki was a
good friend. I don't understand though, Ki was too careful to have
an accident like that."

"That had crossed my mind too
Levy San."

"Hmm, okay Lucy, I'll be in
touch, if you need anything just call me, oh and let me know if
anything develops."

"Of course, goodbye."

Levy sat numbed. Kioshi had
probably been one of the closest friends he had. He and Bob
Lean from the army were the only two men he had completely trusted,
loved even. Now both were dead, both in tragedy's. He shook his
head sadly. Levy sat and contemplated the man who had
died. The good times and the bad that they had been through
together, all to end so suddenly, so finally. He turned to the
notes by the side of his bed that he had ready for Kiyoshi's phone
call. A chill ran through him, Kiyoshi had been far too careful a
man, pedantic even. Levy stared at the papers. Could it be
possible, could his death be connected with his knowledge of ‘the
plot?’ Levy ran through everything again, the details that had
emerged from the computer and libraries, Kiyoshi himself in
Denise’s, the man's reaction and evident fear. If this thing
did really involve the Russians then surely anything was possible,
but murder. Was the price of knowledge that high? It could
happen. In his days in Vietnam Levy had operated in covert areas,
spies did exist, people were killed, but here and now,
could this happen to a banker. Suddenly Levy's mind cleared.

YES IT COULD HAPPEN. IT HAD
HAPPENED.

Having faced what he felt was
reality Levy then sorted out an answer, what was he to do next, the
only thing was to go to the authorities, who, the CIA? It had
to be. He picked up the phone book and found the number. He
dialled.

"Central Intelligence Agency,
duty officer Railton, how may I help you?"

"Hello. My name is David Levy
I'm a banker with the Manhattan Trust and Investment Bank here in
New York. Listen I have some information that I think you people
should know about."

"And what sort of information is
that Mr. Levy?"

"It’s to do with banking and
finance."

"If it’s to do with embesslement
you would be better approaching your local police station house Mr.
Levy."

"Oh no it's nothing like that.
This is on an international scale."

"Even so, it's still not a
matter for us."

"No listen. I think there is a
plot being hatched against the West's economy."

"Who by Sir?" The sarcasm was
thick.

"Officer Railton. I'm not some
crank just wanting idle conversation at," he looked at the
clock, "3:00 am. I'm a Vice President of a bank and have good
reasons for approaching you. I have evidence of malpractice on a
world wide scale. Things have occurred which cause me great
concern. I think you should listen."

Railton sighed audibly over the
phone.

"Okay Mr. Levy, lets start
over."

Levy ran through the pieces of
information he had picked up and finally told the CIA man about
Ogiwara.

"So you think this guy was
killed because he found out about all this."

"Yes I do."

"Listen Mr. Levy, I'm sorry if I
sound so sceptical, but we don't often get this type of information
over the phone. I think we ought to send someone over to look at
this a bit more, perhaps see what you've got."

"When?"

"Can you see someone in the
office?"

"I can yes, but I think at this
stage I'd like to be a bit discreet."

"Yes I understand. I'll get
who ever’s assigned to call you first to make an appointment.
How's that?"

"Fine, when am I likely to
hear?"

"Oh I should think it would be
first thing."

"Alright then."

 


At ten thirty that morning
Special Agent Stephen Schneck was shown into Levy's office. The CIA
man had an intelligent face with bright eyes and a knowing smile.
He sat down and looked around the room.

"Nice place you have here Mr.
Levy, puts my office to shame."

"Yes I like it."

"Right then lets get down to
business. I'll be taking notes. Let’s start with your full name and
address?"

The interview took an hour. Levy
told Schneck everything. Showed him the hard copy of his notes, and
then took him through the computer screens pin pointing all
the details he had uncovered.

Schneck spoke with a broad
Brooklyn accent, using facial expressions to emphasise the point he
was making, Levy immediately felt the man's empathy.

"Okay then Mr. Levy, I think I
understand the basics of what you’re talking about, although I'm
not a financial man; fortunately we've experts to sort that for us.
I expect someone will be back on to you to go through the technical
points in more detail. But I've caught your concern regarding these
money matters. As to whether your pal Ogiwara was killed because of
this, well that's another matter entirely.”

Levy went to speak but was
silenced by Schneck.

"Listen, I understand what your
going through, you are upset, naturally."

"Don't patronise me Officer
Schneck."

Schneck smiled. "I wouldn't do
that sir, I mean what I say. I'm not dismissing your
fears, believe me I'm not; just appreciate I've got to go
into this a lot deeper. We and I mean the CIA can't afford to go
jumping to conclusions. You have made some very serious claims,
backed up by solid evidence. That's good. We can use it. Then you
moved onto speculation, okay with reason, but let's stay calm and
go through this thing properly."

"You're going to follow this up
then?"

"Most definitely, can't afford
not to." He smiled again. "Like you said on the phone this morning
you’re not some crank. Listen are you going to be around for a
while, we will need to ask you some more questions?"

"I'll be in New York until the
middle of next week, and then I'm off to London for a few
days."

"We'll be in touch."

The tall figure of Schneck
strode from Levy's office. The banker watched him go, wondering
what he had started.

 


At 10.00 am the next
morning a financial expert from the CIA Special Agent Tommy Hearn
called to take a further report. This time Levy was able to explain
in his own language exactly what was going on. The man took pages
of notes, printouts from the computer and photocopies of Levy's own
notes.

 


That afternoon Tommy Hearn,
Stephen Schneck and their boss Walter Strachan took over an
interview room to discuss Levy's claims.

"You start Tom," said Strachan
"is there anything in what Levy has to say?"

The older man nodded his
head. "That is affirmative. There is a definite trend of
activity against the economic welfare of Peru."

"What's the reason?"

"There is none as far as I can
see. All the economic indicators are against this form of
action."

"What is this action
exactly?"

Hearn explained the intricacies
of international debt, balance of payments, loan subsidies, base
rates etc etc. He used a blackboard to clarify the more complex
details. He then went on to explain how the events that had taken
place would affect Peru.

"So what you’re saying then,"
asked Schneck, "is that this isn’t none too healthy for Peru."

"No way."

"And if it carries on
unchecked?"

"Ultimately the collapse of
their economy."

The room went quiet while each
man imagined the catastrophe of a broken economy.

"What about the banks then Tom?"
Strachan asked.

"That is the weird thing." Hearn
said emphasizing the point. "The banks involved stand to lose a
bundle, If Peru's economy falls to bits there will be no money to
pay there debts. The whole lot will have to be written off."

"How much are we talking
about?"

"Fifteen, sixteen billion
dollars."

"Whew," exclaimed Schneck,
"that's a lot of bread."

"Yes and no, to Peru yes,
it’s everything. To the world's banks supporting their economy its
peanuts."

"What about the banks?"

"Oh it will be a noticeable
percentage, it will knock down their stock prices for a while. The
stockholders won't like it one little bit." He paused for breath.
"That is what's so strange. Why do it when they don't have to, have
no need to. It's against all logic?"

Walter Strachan shook his
head.

"As far as you are aware there
is no financial reason for this to happen?"

"No Walt, definitely not."

"What about politically?"

"As far as I'm aware there's no
reason in that direction either, but Mahesh Rao is the man to
confirm that."

"I agree, let's call him
in."

Five minutes later the trio were
joined by the ageing Indian American. Hearn quickly gave Rao a
resume of events helped out by Strachan.

"So Mahesh," began Strachan,
"what do you make of this? More importantly can you give me a
reason for this to happen?"

The man shook his head.

"Of all the South American
nations Peru is the most stable. It has a democratically elected
government. The President there was voted in and is doing a fair
job. They have a growth rate of 2.8% which isn't bad for any
nation. They sorted out their boundary disputes with Ecuador.
They've no real problems with any of the other countries abutting
them, in fact their biggest neighbour, Brazil is very
supportive."

"Could this be something to do
with Ecuador?" Schneck asked. "You know an old grudge or
something?"

"No way, Ecuador doesn't have
the clout. Besides that was settled amicably."

"Does any other country bear
influence over them?"

"No there isn't. They are a very
strong willed people, they fought for their independence and are
proud of it. No way will they subjugate themselves to an outside
influence."

"So politically there is no
reason for this?"

"No, there is no reason for it,
but I'll tell you this, it's the last thing in the world the
country needs, the last thing."

Strachan nodded. "I
understand you Mahesh. Thanks for your time, you too Tommy. If we
need any more of your assistance we'll holler. "

The two specialists left the
room.

"Right Steve," Strachan said
turning to face his younger colleague, "let's grab a cup of coffee
and make our way to my office. Then we'll go over this thing from
top to bottom again. Try and make some sense out of it."

The two CIA men sat facing each
other across Strachan's desk. The relationship between them was
comfortable. They had worked together for over ten years, had
become friends. The two families took their vacations together.
There was no need for preliminaries.

"So, what do you make of
it."  The Director asked.

"Something is going on Walt, a
stratagem is being played out."

"I agree, but Moscow today, that
doesn't add up?"

"I wouldn't be so sure, there
are still a lot of Russians committed to Communism and the ideal of
a Soviet Empire. The Commonwealth of Nations is too new, too
fragile not to be reversed. Don't forget the abortive coup against
Gorbachov, it happened so easily; and not that many years
ago. If they had taken a little more care, and Yeltsin hadn't
have been such a wily old bastard it could have worked."

"But how does this fit in?"

"I don't know."

"Maybe we're complicating things
too much. Isn't it possible that there is a plain, ordinary
criminal element in this, albeit complicated but none the less
felonious?"

Strachan took time to light a
cigarette while he thought. He shook his head.

"No I don't feel that. These
bankers are not criminals; they are all well respected in their
sphere. Anyway where's the gain. There is none."

"Okay then, what about Peru,
President Garcia, for a short term loss he wipes out his countries
debt"

“I don't see that either. Never
mind what Rao says, Peru may be the most stable country in South
America but democracy only took over from military rule in 1980.
General Bermudez is still there on the side lines. Garcia knows
that. If he brought about economic ruin, no matter how short term
the general would be in like a shot. Besides I doubt if they would
have the resources to pull something like this off."

There was a moments silence
while both men ruminated on the enigma.

Finally Schneck broke the
quiet. "You do realise Walt that by eliminating these other
prospects we are heading back to a strategy carried out by a
government."

Strachan nodded his head having
decided.

"You are right Steve. I believe
we are left with that as our only alternative. I'll have to take it
to Fifth Avenue." He said referring to the location of Donald Mason
CIA Director New York. "In the mean time we have work to do.
Contact Tokyo and get them to find out what they can about this
death. Let’s see if it is connected. Secondly get Hearn and Rao to
start projecting and analyzing probabilities arising from this move
against Peru. See if they have any feelings as to why. There must
be a reason even if we can't see it yet. Third, what about Levy,
what do you make of him?"

"Very stable run of the mill
guy, brighter than most, but I wouldn't say he's given to
histrionics. He's done very well in a conservative field."

"Right, but let's run a full
status report on him anyway. I like to know who we're dealing
with, like wise on all these other bankers. I never have
trusted those bastards."

Schneck laughed. "Me
neither."

 


In Tokyo Shinichiro Isomura
paced his living room again. He had spent a sleepless night
thinking of his involvement in the Programme and the death, no
the murder of Ogiwara. He kept going over details and always it
came back to the telex.

THERE WAS NO TELEX, NEVER HAD
BEEN.

SO HOW DID OGIWARA FIND ONE?

THERE HAD TO BE OUTSIDE
INFLUENCE.

SOMEBODY SOMEWHERE KNEW WHAT WAS
GOING ON!

This person was forcing their
hand. The hows and the whys escaped him, but that wasn't important
now. The plan was corrupt, had been corrupted. He realised that he
might be able to redeem his mistake. Truly he hoped the Programme
would be stopped. His life was too sweet to spoil it. Life as a
CEMЯ had treated him well. Who knew what would happen to him, win
or lose would he survive? He walked to the phone and began to dial
New York, then stopped. First he must get hold of that telex to
prove it was the fake he knew it to be. That telex was in one of
two places, Ogiwara's home or office. He could spare the time to
search. Then he would tell New York that he had not made an
error.

 


Later that evening Strachan had
his car take him over to Fifth Avenue. The concrete valley was busy
and the traffic horrendous. Donald Mason was not the easiest of men
to deal with so Strachan spent the time running through in his mind
how he would present the details he had. He took the elevator to
the fifteenth floor and walked into the outer office. Mason's
secretary greeted him.

"Good evening Mr. Strachan. Go
right in he's expecting you."

Strachan walked through the
massive oak door that was the entrance to Mason's office, although
he felt office was the wrong description. Mason had built himself a
plush and expensive suite from which to rule the CIA his way. Time
after time the two men had argued. There was a definite personality
clash, despite which they still managed to get the job done. The
squat figure of Mason was sat at his desk reading papers, he didn't
look up.

"Yea Strachan what you got?"

"What we have is........"

Strachan spent an hour going
through the details with his boss. The older man just nodded
occasionally.

"So you see." Strachan finished.
"I think Levy's fears are well justified."

"Maybe, maybe not." Mason said.
"How are you following it up?"

"I'm getting reports compiled on
all the principal characters. Levy included, plus details of the
Japanese's death."

"Good man. I'll pass this on to
Langley see what they make of it."

"I can do that."

"No Strachan I think we'll
handle it from here. If this thing gets big we'll take it over
anyway."

"As you wish."

"Right. Meantime keep this all
very low profile. We don't know what kind of hornets nest we're
poking."

"You can say that again."

 


Strachan drove away from Fifth
Avenue pleased. Mason had been more receptive than expected, and
getting Langley involved with their expertise would help to unravel
the problem. When he arrived home Strachan phoned Schneck.

"Steve its Walt."

"Hi there. How did it go with
Mason?"

"Fine. He's going to involve
Langley. How did it go at your end?"

"Everything's in operation. Cons
Op world wide is on the move. We should start getting some answers
fairly quickly. One thing that is interesting though."

"What's that?"

"There's a lot more to Levy than
meets the eye."

"Like what?"

"He served time in Nam. Got
himself conscripted when he didn't have to be. Quickly rose through
the ranks, let's face it he is a bit sharper than the average GI
and would you believe he did time in the field with the Office of
Strategic Services."

"Jesus H Christ what do you
know."

"Our boy did well, according to
Sam Waterman."

Strachan interrupted. "Do you
mean General Sam Waterman?"

"That's the one. Well the
General had only good things to say about our banker. He was
awarded the Medal of Honour for Valour; dragged another guy
Bob Lean out of the jungle under intense enemy fire one time."

"So would you say it's fairly
safe to say our man doesn't get rattled too easy, he's
reliable?"

"A man like that who survived
Vietnam, survived covert operations, must be good. He must have
good instincts. If he picks up on something then it's with
reason."

"I concur. Okay then Steve I'll
see you in the morning."

 


Lucy Kuo was surprised when the
bank's Chairman walked into her office. She immediately stood and
bowed.

"Good morning Lucy."

"Good morning Isomura San."

"I have come to offer you my
heart felt condolences," said Isomura his head bowed also. "I was
so sorry to hear of the accident that befell Kiyoshi. He was almost
like a son to me."

"I mourn him deeply." The
secretary said.

"Yes, you two were together a
long time, you made an excellent team. Lucy I want to be alone in
his office for a while to purge my grief. Would you excuse me?"

"Of course Isomura San."

Lucy Kuo quietly left Ogiwara's
outer office. Isomura watched her go. As soon as the door closed he
moved quickly into the main office. He stood in front of Ogiwara's
desk looking around the room. He walked to the solitary filing
cabinet and methodically went through the files, then the desk
checking the contents of each draw. Finally to the book shelves, he
found nothing.

He left the office and went
straight to the subterranean car park, climbed into his car and
drove straight to Kamata. The mid morning journey took an hour on
the busy streets of Tokyo. Despite the air conditioning Isomura
realised that he was sweating profusely. When he arrived outside
Ogiwara's apartment block Isomura took the tyre lever from the
trunk. He walked up the stairs to the third floor and along the
corridor to the apartment. He was pleased that no one had seen him.
It was a simple job to lever open the front door. Then he was
inside systematically searching everywhere. He found the telex
hidden behind some clothes in a wardrobe; in a file with the other
information that Ogiwara had been compiling. Isomura glanced
through it, admiring the work but horrified at the content. Ogiwara
had been thorough as expected, and put together the snippets of
information were damning. He looked at the telex carefully, it was
a total fake, exactly as he knew it would be.

 


SOMEBODY WAS ONTO THEM.

SOMEBODY KNEW ABOUT THE
PROGRAMME.

I MUST TELL NEW YORK.

 


He left the apartment block at a
jog, he was happy with his success. Isomura started the car
and drove towards the heart of Tokyo. He couldn't help gloating
over his triumph. He began to plan the words he would use to tell
New York. The arrogant American needed to be taken down a peg or
two.

A motorcycle started following
Isomura's car as he entered Marunouchi. The rider stayed behind in
the vehicle's blind spot. At the traffic lights a block
before The National Bank of Okinawa the red light forced Isomura to
stop. The motorcycle pulled up alongside his car. As the light
changed to green the rider suddenly lashed out at the window
alongside Isomura with a hammer. The pillion passenger then threw a
small aluminium container into the car. Isomura, too startled to be
frightened sat staring at the small can which had fallen into the
passenger foot well. The motorcycle roared off. Too late the banker
realised he must get out. His hand just touched the door handle as
the device detonated. The quarter pound of plastic explosive
wrapped in magnesium ribbon ensured that little of the car and its
contents remained intact. Isomura and the telex were incinerated
together.

 


At 8:30 am Strachan and
Schneck began reviewing the preliminary information gained by CIA
agents from around the world on the bankers and banks named by
David Levy. They quickly fell into a pattern of respectability,
honesty and worth. The two men each slowly began to question in
their own minds the likelihood of these people being involved in
anything illegal never mind an international plot against Peru. The
contradictions were enormous and glaring. By ten thirty they had
ploughed through all the available data. They were more perplexed
than when they started.

Schneck looked at his boss.

"You know Walt I'm fast coming
to a conclusion that this all reads the same, these guys are choir
boys."

"Not a criminal amongst
them."

"Nope, I think we're wasting our
time."

"Hold on Steve, perhaps
that's it. Could be it's all too perfect. Look at the
facts, nearly a dozen men all without a blemish. Not even a
divorce amongst them. Christ that's unreal."

"What are you getting at?"

"In all this wouldn't you expect
at least a parking ticket or two, not a thing? Unless of
course?"

"CEMЯ! Russian
seed, oh shit!"

"It would explain a lot
Steve."

"Hang on there Walt. Let me
think about this for a minute."

"No, just kick it around a bit.
At the end of World War II hundreds of thousands of Russians fled
the country. How easy was it to send out committed commies with the
refugees, piece of cake, we know that for a fact already. They
spread out world wide. Not your average refugee but trained
personnel. Young and old committed to the cause. They quickly
integrate into their new communities. It's easy, they knew
more about their new way of life than the inhabitants, and what
they didn't know they quickly pick up. Then they just slept, that
is the Russian in them slept, went into hibernation until the call.
But the mission still carried on. Get into important jobs,
influential positions, and powerful careers. Military,
government, banking, the next generation just carried on under
mama's and papa's guidance of course, all the time waiting for the
word."

Strachan smiled at his younger
colleague. "The Soviets never knew how it would turn out, what
would become of their CEMЯ. They must have allowed for a high
percentage to turn. Then I guess they always realised that a plan
would naturally develop around the results of their, er, sowing. So
they realise that they have a group of well placed bankers on their
hands. What can we do? Mess with the West's economy for starters.
Kind of ironic don't you think, using capitalism against
itself."

"There's got to be more to it
than that."

"You better believe it. This
strategy will have every i dotted and every t crossed. They'll be
ready to move in a hundred different directions at once. Can't you
see it, a countries economy collapses, anarchy, revolution will
follow. In go the troops, by invitation of the government of
course, rampant communism."

"So this is only the start
then?"

"Tip of the iceberg I should
think, there would be no point otherwise."

"But this all assumes the old
Soviet Empire, or at least part of it is still in place. There are
an awful lot of ifs, buts and maybes in this thing."

A clerk arrived with more
information for the two agents.

"Come on buddy, let's see if
this is more of the same. It's all only a theory yet and I'd just
love to disprove it."

 


At midday Strachan and Schneck
decided to break for a quick sandwich and some fresh air. They
walked out into the sunshine and across the street to Gino's for
Salami on Rye and coffee. Schneck still wasn't convinced of his
friend's theory.

"Are you sure this isn't all too
convenient. I don't mean to sound sarcastic but all this fits
together just so neatly. Look, just suppose these are Seeds, and
this is all part of some massive plan. Surely to good Christ they
are going to be a bit more careful than to leave a fucking telex
lying around for anybody to find. That just doesn't gel."

"People make mistakes, remember
they are in deep cover, the deepest possible, but they are not
professionals. To all intents and purposes they are just ordinary
people. That's the whole point, to appear normal, humdrum even, but
Steve they have an extraordinary life, errors are bound to creep
in."

"Sorry I just don't buy it. That
was too fundamental to be real."

"So what are you saying?"

"I don't know, there's just
something odd."

"Well my boy let's get back to
the funny farm, perhaps all will be revealed."

They left the restaurant and
went back to the office. Sandy Nelson the young assistant jumped up
when they walked through the door.

"Mr. Strachan the roof caved in
while you were out. Mr. Mason phoned twice looking for you, and one
of those bankers you are targeting has been blown up."

"Blown up?"

"Yes, in his car."

"Who?"

"I didn't catch his name but he
was Japanese. Here."

She handed Strachan a piece of
paper. Strachan looked at Schneck.

"Oh sweet Jesus. Thanks Sandy.
Come on Steve."

They walked into Strachan's
office, the older man read from the sheet of paper.

"Shinichiro Isomura was killed
in an explosion outside his office. An incendiary device was
detonated in his car at two thirty p.m Japanese time. The Red
Brigade has claimed responsibility. That's it."

The phone rang and Strachan
picked it up.

"Yes Sandy?"

"It's Mr. Mason for you."

"Put him through."

"Strachan?"

"Yes boss."

"That business with
Peru, forget it."

"Forget it?"

"You hear good. That's right,
wrap it up."

"You must be joking a principal
has just been blown to pieces."

"Yea by terrorists, nothing to
do with Moscow or anywhere else. Langley has been aware of a few
unusual decisions regarding Peru's external debt situation for a
couple of months. They have been observing developments, and the
analysis is that all actions though out of the ordinary are
financially sound. The bankers had reasons that Levy wasn't aware
of, couldn't be aware of to act in the way they did."

"That's not our reading of the
situation."

"Hearn and Rao, I've read their
reports. They are sound based on the information available, but
they didn't have all the necessary data to come to the correct
interpretation."

"Two men have died."

"Yea, one in an
accident, the second by terrorists, coincidence, shit
happens."

"Come on you don't believe
that?"

"Get off it Strachan it's over.
If Langley says it is okay then it is fucking well okay"

"Bullshit."

"Fuck you Strachan, who in
the hell do you think you are. This is dead, bury it. We've
got a hundred other things to be getting on with, important real
issues. Get on with them, comprende."

"Yes sir. I understand alright.
"

"Good, now go to it."

Mason put the phone down.

Schneck had been watching the
interchange with rising amusement which turned quickly to
disbelief, amusement because he had often witnessed arguments
between his two superiors, but incredulity at the content of this
clash.

"Mason's calling us off I
gather." He said.

"Bastard," Strachan replied,
"Langley says the decisions are sound financially. Since when did
Langley have the monopoly on being right? Two men have died for
Christ's sake. It's a coincidence, first an International
Director and then his President. Nice normal deaths, falling under
a train and getting blown to smithereens, coincidence my ass."
His voice was thick with sarcasm.

"So what do we do?"

"We keep on with it, that's what
we do. Quietly until we have enough to make that arrogant bastard
eat his words. This whole thing stinks, and the stench is getting
worse by the day." He paused for a moment. "One thing, keep
your eye on Levy. If I'm right he's next in line for a little
accident."

 


The ringing broke Levy's
concentration.

"Damn." He said picking up the
phone. "Levy, who is it?"

"Steven Schneck, did I catch you
at a bad moment?"

"You did yes, I've got a meeting
in about ten minutes and a whole bunch of figures to work out for
it. Plus I'm off to Europe in the morning and I've a ton of things
to get through before I leave. So yes you've caught me at a
bad moment. So what's on your mind?"

"Listen, I won't keep you a
moment, but something has happened that I think you should know
about."

"What's that?"

"Isomura's been killed.
Assassinated by a bomb."

"Jesus Christ! When?"

"A few hours ago, The Red
Brigade has claimed responsibility for the killing."

"Huh, that doesn't mean
much."

"We've evaluated it and given it
some credence."

"The Red Brigade hasn’t been
active for years."

"On the surface no, but we've
been expecting some kind of action for a while now. I think you'll
find there is going to be a whole spate of killings in that part of
the world."

"Why now?"

"Why do they ever."

"Yea," Levy paused, "Steve do
you believe it was the Red Brigade. Don't you think that under the
circumstances....?”

"Hold on. I know what you’re
thinking," The CIA man interrupted, "and the answers no. I don't
think this has got anything to do with the other business. Like I
say we were expecting trouble, just didn't know when or where.
Anyway, if Isomura was part of something it wouldn't make any sense
him being killed now."

"I suppose not."

"Hey, I've taken up enough of
your time. I just wanted to tell you this before you heard it
somewhere else, set your mind at rest."

"Well thanks for that."

"So you’re off to Europe,
whereabouts?"

"London."

"Business or vacation?"

"Business, only a couple of
days."

"Too bad, London's a great city.
Well take care, have a good trip."

The agent put down the phone and
looked at Strachan, who had been monitoring the call.

"Do you think he bought it?"
Schneck asked.

"Shouldn't think so for a
minute, a guy like him is too bright not to figure this through.
Get in touch with London. I want Levy under twenty four hour
surveillance. He's going to lead us to something. Christ knows
what."


Chapter Four

 


Major General Anastas Lisin
looked down the table at the other members of the Sub Committee for
Strategic Initiatives. On his left were the bankers, Sergo Afanasev
Director General of the Vneshekonombank and his counter part at the
Agroprombank, Yuri Maksamov. These men were the mother and father
of The Catalytic Programme and both long serving party
members. Next to them were two army men, Major Kossov and Colonel
Mayakov. On Lisin's right were two men from the Department of
Foreign Affairs, Milan Litvimov and his director Mikhail Pavelika
who had also been a member of the Politburo and Supreme Soviet so
the senior man on the committee. Geider Merimsky was the Communist
Party and KGB representative who was also Deputy Leader when
democracy took over. At the very end of the table sat Anatol
Mikoyan, adviser to the former Party Chairman and President.

"I will begin by thanking you
all for arriving here under these extraordinary circumstances. I
know you have all gone to different lengths to get here today, free
of any trouble." Lisin smiled. "I thank you all for taking these
precautions. Briefly I will reiterate the reasons why these
measures are necessary." The Major-General paused to look around at
the other members of the committee seated around the oak table. "As
you all know, we believe in the power of Mother Russia and its
divine right to be the controlling authority in this world we live
in. For too long that right has been usurped by the West and the
United States in particular. They have proved time after time that
their corruption, decadence and greed, are not the qualities
humanity needs. This earth is too important to be left to their
control, purity is needed, and we will provide that
whiteness. This new found democracy, even in its youth, with
its unemployment, not known since the Revolution, rising prices,
has already proved itself to be a corrupt system. Look at the
Baltic States, without our control they have fallen to pieces,
without our guiding influence they wander aimlessly, and yes fight
like spoilt children. They need us, the World needs us. We will
restore the old ways, the Party ways. Take Chechnia, run by
terrorists who will strike at the heart of Mother Russia in an
instant if given the chance. Then look at the reverse, the troubles
in Bosnia and Serbia. The West was not long in taking advantage
there."

Merminsky nodded and said.
"Hear, hear."

"Thank you Geider, we will make
this earth a safe place to live and work in once again, we will
re-install fellowship."

Mikhail Pavelika held up his
hand.

"Yes Mikhail."

"I must ask again
Major-General." The diplomat said. "Is it not too late to put it
all back together the way it was"?

Lisin nodded.

"Yes it is Mikhail,” the Major
General said looking him straight in the face, “so this time
we have the opportunity to make it much better. The corrupting
influences will be destroyed by their own hand. Greed will be
turned on itself, which is the beauty of The Catalytic
Programme. That is all we are The Catalyst, the sperm to create
life. Once it starts it will take on a life form of its own,
unstoppable, is that not so Sergio"?

The Banker smiled nervously.

"Oh yes, yes, once the system is
cracked it will be like a dam breaking, a trickle will turn into a
flood. It will accelerate out of control, Bank after bank will
collapse, followed by nations, first the small then the large,
because of their dept situation each will effect the others. As you
said, it will be unstoppable."

Yuri Maksamov nodded in
agreement.

"Thank you Sergio, and Yuri."
Lisin said." You see Mikhail, this is the crux of the matter. We
will be ready to step into the ensuing chaos, because we are not
part of it. Our finances are not part of the system yet. We will
not only restore the USSR to what it should be, but we will also
take control of the rest of the World without interference. What
lies ahead is far greater than anything we have seen before, and
remember while this is all going on abroad we will also be sorting
out the corrupting influences here, the liberals, the
democrats and the fools. Now, I will begin by asking comrade
Maksamov to bring us up to date with the success of The
Catalytic Programme so far"

The white haired Director
General looked about him and then down at the single sheet of paper
on the table in front of him. "The first phase has been activated.
As you know Peru was selected as the optimum target for stage one.
Firstly it was felt to be the least noticeable for the experiment
and secondly its economic situation was ripe for our purposes.
Thirdly it was felt that the CEMЯ taking part would be least
at risk of exposure with Peru. They have some influence over that
country's economy without on the whole being directly involved and
hence accountable. You all appreciate the complexities of the
scheme. We cannot risk the Programme in order to gain a spectacular
success now.”

Maksamov took a sip of water
from the beaker to his left before speaking again.

"To use a metaphor, the economic
straight jacket has been put in place and the straps are being
tightened. My colleague is better able to give you the current
status."

Afanasev stood up to talk.

"We began slowly, directing the
CEMЯ to concentrate efforts first in industry, then on the banks
and finally government.........”

Afanasev spoke for fifteen
minutes detailing every aspect of the action taken against Peru so
far.

When he finished Anatol Mikoyan
asked a question.

"What effect has all this
had?"

"I will answer that." Maksamov
said. "Problems are developing already. President Garcia has
announced cutbacks in government spending, a severe austerity
programme is being planned. The Peruvian Finance Ministry has
approached existing borrowers for rescheduling and further
enquiries are being muted for new credit. Garcia is worried we
understand General Bermudez has become more active in the past few
weeks. With an economy such as theirs it doesn't take much to tip
the balance."

"Excellent. Keep the pressure
on. I'll leave you two gentlemen to take care of that." Lisin said
indicating the two bankers. Then he turned to the two military men.
"Now how are your preparations going towards the final stages
Colonel Mayakov?"

"The plans are all but complete.
Logistical foresight has been staggering as you can imagine, to go
any further we must begin to develop a time table, especially in
view of the secrecy constraints imposed upon us."

"Yes gentlemen," interrupted
Major Kossov, "if we are to advance any further we must have a
start date."

"I can't allow you to go into
that again," said Lisin holding up his hand.

"But Major General the
simple fact is that for the operation to be completed victoriously
we have to plan manoeuvres knowing our basic troop dispositions.
This we cannot know until these bureaucrats give us a date. As each
day passes it will become more difficult. As the Union breaks up
control slips away.  As you know there have already been
mutinies in the Black Sea Fleet by the Ukrainians, the navy is
bound to separate before too long. The Red Army is growing weaker.
We must reverse the position soon. In so doing we will also restore
our nuclear arsenal to its rightful keepers. These satellite
nations cannot be trusted with these weapons"

Milan Litvimov turned to the
Major.

"Surely part of The Catalytic
Programme is to restore the Armed Forces to their rightful
position."

"If there is anything left with
the time all this is taking?"

Maksamov held up his hands in
apology. "We cannot give you a definite start day Major," he
said, "by its very nature the Programme is fluid, constantly being
adapted and updated, if the army can't cope with that?" He
left the question hanging in the air. The young major
stiffened.

"The army will manage comrade,
as it always does."

"What the Major is saying," said
Colonel Mayakov "is that our part of the Programme like yours is
extremely complex. If you cannot predict with some accuracy when we
will be called upon to do our duty then our job becomes that much
more difficult. Is it not possible to give us some indication when
the Programme will enter its final stage?"

"Colonel,” Maksamov said, "the
variables are countless, the permutations." the banker spread his
hands.

Mikhail Pavelika spoke for the
first time.

"With all these variables and
permutations, can you be sure of the validity of this Programme?
The Peoples Republic cannot afford a failure. In these days of
democracy," he spat out the word, "and Glasnost to be seen to be
doing what we are doing, and failing, does not bare thinking about.
For better or for worse we are on a certain path. I support this
scheme one hundred percent. I do not like these new ways, but it is
here and we have to do the best we can within the system. If the
Programme failed under the old regime we could have just closed
ranks for a few years and eventually carried on as though nothing
had happened. This has occurred time and time again, as a result of
action by both sides I might add. Now though the Programme’s
failure would be catastrophic. The rebuilding programme, the
grants, the aid would stop instantly. We would be pariahs for years
to come. Trust would be a long time coming. Our people starve now,
can you imagine the price of failure."

"I will echo that," said Anatol
Mikoyan, "we cannot entertain defeat. This is a last ditch effort
to not only re-assert the old way but to take of that which is our
destiny. Our leaders took some persuading to allow the scheme to
commence. With the present atmosphere of detent, the gain has to be
substantial, and guaranteed."

Afanasev looked at Maksamov
before answering.

"The Catalytic Programme
is foolproof. It has a basic simplicity. You use the West's love of
money against itself. It cannot fail, but, the timing of events is
not so easy to predict."

Milan Litvimov raised his hand
and looked directly at Afanasev. The banker wilted under his
glare.

"If this should fail, if you
have miscalculated. It will be my department that will pick up the
pieces. As Comrade Mikoyan just said in the present circumstances
if we are seen to have instigated such a thing, and lost, the world
would turn its back on us. These last years would have been lost.
Someone would have to pay."

"Please, please," said Lisin,
"what is this talk of failure? The plan has been examined and
dissected by our top minds. We ourselves put most of it together.
It will not fail." He paused for effect. "Now General, explain for
us the details of your proposals."

“Certainly
Major General."

Colonel Mayakov spent an hour
explaining the preparations already taken by the military. Lisin
took notes of what he and the others would have to do as a result
of these preparations. Major Kossov then took over for a further
forty five minutes. The committee listened intently. The Programme
was fascinating in its own right, but the depth of planning ensured
them all much work in their own spheres before it would all come
together.

Mikhail Pavelika then detailed
what preparations were being made by the Department of Foreign
Affairs. Finally Geider Merimsky made a summarisation of the KGB's
plans.

"As you know", he began, "my
department has become the most fragmented since the destruction of
the Union, because of this I, we have to operate in extremely
trying circumstances. I have managed to maintain most of my
contacts in all the key positions I have identified as being
essential to the Programme. They in turn are maintaining their
contacts, incidentally most of this has arisen outside of the
Programme's needs, thus helping us maintain its
integrity. Ultimately, once the Programme is completed the KGB
is going to be subject to vast expansion. To achieve this we will
invite back the dissipated operatives. They will come flooding back
as soon as they realise what is going on. Then our new colonies are
going to require a lot of policing, we will attract to our ranks a
lot of loyal citizens from the Mother Country to carry out this
task. Finally there will be a few scores to settle here in the
Republic, specialist staff will carry out that task. Basically the
steps taken by the KGB so far towards success in The Catalytic
Programme are..........."

When he had finished Lisin stood
up.

"Well comrades The Catalytic
Programme is going well. You have all carried out your duties
to their fullest. I congratulate and thank you for your
co operation. Before we go comrade Mikoyan has an announcement
to make.”

The Presidential advisor and
friend of the former Chairman looked around the table at each
member of the committee before slowly speaking. "Our leader has
decreed that this exercise will have priority over all other
matters, you note I say our leader. The President of the Communist
party is our natural leader. He has decreed that until its
successful conclusion you are cleared of all other matters."

A general murmur broke out
around the table. Mikoyan put his hand up to silence them.

"You may each take a week to
clear up any other matters. You will then be allocated an office
here in Dzersinsky Square. Whatever facilities you require will be
at your disposal, whatever staff you need also. I said earlier that
the President had to be persuaded into this plan, his reluctance
has turned to enthusiasm, but the immensity of what we have
embarked on has not escaped him. If we fail the very least we can
expect is to be outcasts in this world, the worst is outright war
with the West. Neither alternative is acceptable. All your efforts
must now be concentrated on this programme."

Only the bankers nodded their
heads. The committee rose to leave. Lisin suddenly turned to
Mikoyan.

"Comrade may I have a word in
private?"

"Of course Major General,
come to my office."

"I'll just be a couple of
minutes." Lisin turned to Merminsky. "Geider a moment please."

He waited until they were alone
in the room, then he invited the KGB Chief to sit down.

"Listen, I'm very concerned
about the perceived weakness of your organisation. You are going to
be a vital part of the whole framework once this gets under way.
Your structures, your chain of command is all but disappearing.
Will you be able to cope?"

"The KGB is more than just an
organisation Anastas, it’s a brotherhood, a vocation if you will.
It still exists in another form. We have always been separate from
others in society, forced to be really. You can't have friends
outside the KGB, more so than the Police. We have kept together. We
were aware we would be needed one day. This democracy could never
last. Russians need autocracy, they crave it, thrive on it, and
with that you need us to root out the bad elements, the
corruptors.

"I didn't envisage anything on
the grand scale of The Catalytic Programme I must admit, but
it excites us. I am working on the planning of the universal
KGB a grand plan for a grand scheme."

"But do you have sufficient
committed men in place on the ground to move at a moments notice
when needed."

"Unequivocally."

"Okay. then," Lisin nodded,
"thank you Geider."

Ten minutes later Lisin and
Anatol Mikoyan were sat in huge leather chairs in front of a
blazing log fire. Mikoyan's office was grand, more of an informal
meeting place than an office.

"Well Anastas what's on your
mind?"

"We have had a problem."

"What?"

"New York contacted us. A banker
in Tokyo had to be eliminated. He had slotted together a few pieces
of information about Peru and had started asking questions."

"Can the death be
connected?"

"Probably not, it was made to
look like an accident, but that's not all. As a result New York had
Isomura killed."

"Isomura! Was that wise?"

"New York felt the Japanese was
making too many mistakes."

"Two killings are not good,
particularly so close together." The man paused for thought. "This
isn't getting away from us is it? A scheme such as this, or perhaps
I am too old for it, or is it just too complex?"
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