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First District: Senzoku

Chapter 1. Lost In the Works

Elder Thomas Thackeray pressed the glowing button. Nothing
happened. He stared at the strange Japanese writing and
wondered what to do next. He was supposed to buy a 270 yen
ticket. But now the machine had all his change and he still
didn’t have a ticket. So he hit it. Hard. There he was, an
American in an off-the-rack, three-piece suit beating up on a
ticket machine in Shinjuku station—but the people standing
in the line behind him seemed to approve.

He was winding up for another try when the machine sur-
rendered with a metallic thunk. The copper and silver coins
jangled down into the smooth metal tray.

He scooped up the coins and shoved them into the adja-
cent machine, glancing over his shoulder just in time to see
Elder Patrick shepherding the rest of the missionaries down
the staircase to the subway platform.

“Wait!” he shouted. He punched the button. The ticket spit
out into his hand. He sprinted to the turnstiles and stumbled
down the steps to the platform.

Subway cars waited on each side of the boarding platform,
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pneumatic doors gaping wide open. Thackeray froze. WHICH
ONE?

He ran down the platform, searching frantically for the
navy-blue suits and pale Caucasian faces. A bell clanged
loudly above his head. The conductors blew their whistles.
Red running lights flickered to green. The doors hissed shut.

“NO!” He held out his arms as if he could bring the trains
to a halt through shear force of will. The couplers pulled tight
with a dull thud. The cars rolled away from the platform.

“Wait,” he said again, feebly.

Thackeray paced the platform in a daze. For almost an
hour he watched the subways come and go. But after each ar-
rival and departure, after the crowds dispersed, he was still
alone. Finally, he walked back up the stairway to the con-
course. “I should have gone with Elder Carpenter,” he mut-
tered to himself. Carpenter had carted the luggage back to the
mission home in the mission van. Two of the new missionaries
went with him.

He looked up and stopped. A policeman was standing di-
rectly in front of him. “Excuse me,” he said, backing up a step.
The policeman frowned and said something. Thackeray shook
his head, the policeman repeated himself.

Thackeray concluded he was asking for his passport. He
produced it from his suit coat pocket. The policeman snapped
open the booklet, peered at Thackeray, then at the photograph
in the passport.

“Nyuu Yooku desu ne!l” The policeman raised an eyebrow
and said something Thackeray took as a reference to New York
City. He wasn’t from New York City but agreed with the po-
liceman anyway. Whatever he said.

“Can I help?” said a voice in heavily-accented English.

“I think I’'m lost.” Thackeray didn’t know who had spoken
to him, but English was gracious music to his ears. A college
student walked up and introduced himself. He and the po-
liceman exchanged a few brief words.
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“Where you going?” the student asked.

“l don’t really know. I think—I think maybe I have some-
thing—” He reached into his pocket and pulled out the enve-
lope Elder Patrick had given him at the airport. “Will this do?”

The two Japanese men examined the return address on the
envelope. The policeman’s eyes lit up. “Ah! Hiro desu.”

He knows the address,” the student explained. “It’s not far
from here.”

The policeman sketched a map on the back of the envelope.
He traced over the coarsely drawn lines with his pen as he
spoke.

“Go through the turnstiles over there,” translated the stu-
dent, pointing. “And take the right subway. Hiro is the seventh
stop. Go up the stairs and left. About hundred meters down
the street.”

Thackeray didn’t stop to think why the subway to Hiro was
in a completely different direction than where he’d last seen
Elder Patrick. All he knew was that he could get from here to
there. The icy desperation in his gut began to melt.

“The policeman will change the ticket,” said the student.

Thackeray turned to thank him, but he was already gone.

“Come, come,” said the policeman, assuming an impatient,
official tone. He approached the ticket taker in the small
glass-walled booth between the entry and exit turnstiles and
spoke briefly. He turned to the missionary and snapped his
fingers. Thackeray held out the ticket. The ticket taker marked
it with a transfer stamp and handed it back.

“Uh, domo arigato.” Thackeray stuck out his hand, then
corrected himself and bowed. The officer grinned and nodded
in return.

Thackeray pushed through the turnstiles and walked down
the stairs to the subway platform.

Hiro was the seventh stop, just as the student had prom-
ised. The station name was written in bold romaji letters on
the backlit signs along the station wall.
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Up on the street, the city was dark and quiet. It was past
ten at night. Thackeray vaguely remembered eating breakfast
in the Missionary Training Center in Provo twenty hours be-
fore. But he wasn’t tired. He set off down the sidewalk.

The mission home was apparently an office building, five
stories of grey metal and tinted glass that glistened in the
rain-streaked darkness like black, polished granite. The
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. Thackeray read
the engraved words out loud. The lettering was etched into the
glass above the entranceway. He walked up the short flight of
steps to the landing and pulled on the front doors.

The door were locked. He pushed. Definitely locked. He rat-
tled the latch back and forth. Had they forgotten about him
altogether? He stepped down to the sidewalk and stared up at
the obsidian-like glass.

“Hey! Anybody home?” He paced back and forth in front of
the narrow landing. He felt stupid, the same way he’d felt his
first month in the MTC. Boy, was he glad that was over. Eight
weeks memorizing discussions, cramming vocabulary lists. By
the halfway point four groups of Japan-bound missionaries
had come in after him and he didn’t feel so dumb: they all
knew less than he did. By the time he left he was an old sage.
Knew everything about the MTC, everything about Japan.
Everything about Japanese. So he thought.

And now he didn’t know a thing. He was losing IQ points
by the minute. He shoved his hands into his pockets and
leaned back against the door.

A shadowed figure strode down the sidewalk. The man
stood two or three inches taller than the missionary. His thin
frame was covered with a light grey overcoat. He touched the
rim of his hat as he passed by.

“Good evening,” he said in a clipped British accent.

“Good ev— Hey, wait!” Thackeray jumped off the landing
and ran down the sidewalk after the man.

“What is it?”

“I'm—I think I’'m lost.”



“So where do you want to be?”

“The Tokyo South Mission?” It was as much a plea as a
statement.

“South? The South Mission?” The man chuckled. “You
definitely are lost. You found the right place on the wrong side
of town. This is the Tokyo North Office.”

“Tokyo North—”

“Yes. President Atkinson’s children attend my school.” The
man asked, slightly puzzled, “How did you get here in the first
place?”

Thackeray handed him the envelope.

“Ah, yes. That’s the address. Don’t you have some other
reference?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, there might be something in this envelope.”

“I guess,” said Thackeray. He’d only looked inside the en-
velope to get traveling money. Dumb and dumber.

The man sorted through the contents of the envelope.
There was a letter of greeting from the mission president, a
handful of proselyting leaflets, and several thousand-yen notes.
The man pulled out one of the leaflets and turned it so that
the light from the street lamp fell on the paper.

“Here we are.” He pointed at two telephone numbers and a
small map printed on the back of one of the leaflets. “Those
are probably the phones at your office. Give them a ring. They
should be able to help.” He handed the envelope and leaflet
back to the missionary. “Good luck, eh?” he said, waving off.
“If you get lost again, just find a koban—a police box—and give
that slip of paper to a police officer.”

“Where’s a phone?”

“There’s a small cafe up the street.”

“Thank you!” said Thackeray. The Englishman waved back
without turning around.

The cafe was closed. A single bulb burned in an overhead
fixture. An old woman, wearing a pleated white smock over a
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faded yukata, was meticulously sweeping the floor under the
harsh, yellow light. She looked up with squinted eyes when
Thackeray rapped on the colored panes.

She opened the door a crack and peered out.

“Denwa?” said Thackeray. That word he remembered at
least.

The cleaning woman opened the door slowly and stepped
back into the middle of the room, giving him a wide berth. She
pointed at a pay phone in a small nook behind the cash regis-
ter. There was a single slot perched on the top of the phone. A
large “10” was stamped on the chrome. Thackeray dug into his
pockets and pulled out several coins, but he had none with a
10 yen denomination.

“Uh, sumimasen? Excuse me?” He held up one of the silver
coins and pointed at the phone. The woman took the coin and
walked over to the cash register and scooped out ten copper
coins. Thackeray nodded in return, and returned to the
phone.

The phone at the other end of the line rang once.

“Hello?”

“Hello? Who is this? Thackeray—is that you!? Where are
youl!?”

“Well, I think I'm in a cafe about a block from the North
Mission in Hiro.”

“WHAT!”

“Uh, that was the address on the envelope I got at the air-
port.”

“THAT’S OLD STATIONERY!” wailed Elder Patrick.

“Oh.”

“You found our address, didn’t you?”

“Well, there was this leaflet in the envelope and—"

The phone clicked and went dead. The dial tone hummed.

“Hello?”

Thackeray pushed another coin into the slot. He dialed the
mission home number. Busy. He looked back at the leaflet
and dialed the second number. The phone rang several times.
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“Hello!” wheezed Patrick, having just sprinted from the
supply clerk’s office to the secretary’s office. “Listen, Elder
Thackeray. How many ju-en do you have? That’s those ten yen
coins.”

“Ju-ens? Oh, eight.”

Thackeray slipped the coins into the slot. The receiver
clicked as each coin rattled down through the mechanism.

“Now listen,” Patrick went on, “can you remember how you
got to Hiro from Shinjuku?”

“Shinjuku?”

“The place you got lost.”

“I think so.”

“Well, you get back to Shinjuku and get on the Keio train,
outbound. That Keio, outbound, the one on the right when
you go down the stairs from the ticket machines.”

“How do I know when to get off?”

“Just ask someone,” said Patrick, exasperated. “Just ask,
Fuchu desu ka? That’s where you want to go. Fuchu.”

“Right.”

“You got that? If you get lost again, calll”

The line clicked again and went dead. Thackeray hung up
the phone. Three coins rattled down into the coin return slot.
He picked them up and turned to leave.

“Domo arigato,” he said, bowing. The woman smiled, mostly
in relief at his imminent departure, and bowed in return.

The Shinjuku-bound subway was much more crowded
than the one to Hiro had been. A pack of teenagers wearing
black leather jackets milled together at the far end of the car.
They were surprisingly unintimidating. The train jerked for-
ward and Thackeray grabbed a standing strap. A girl with blue
and red streaked hair was holding the strap next to him.
Unique, he thought. It was all unique. He was from upstate
New York. He had never been on subway before this night.
He’d never really been lost before. He had always known where
he was going. Until now.



The train pulled into a subway station. Thackeray glanced
out the window to catch the destination signs. He didn’t see
one. He ran down the car, leaning over the seats and peering
out through the windows. I missed it/ he thought. Was this
stop five or stop six? It couldn’t be stop seven—could it? He
ran back through the car and stood in front of the subway
doors. The girl with the rainbow hair glanced at him curiously.
He looked at the open doors and then back at the girl. He took
a deep breath and walked over to the girl.

“Is this Shinujuku?”

“Chigaimasu.”

And what does that mean? The bell clanged. He stepped
towards the door.

The girl grabbed his arm. “No! No!”

“So the next one?”

She nodded. When the subway arrived in Shinjuku, the girl
touched him on the shoulder. “Shinjuku desu,” she said.

“Domo arigato,” said Thackeray, wanting to say more, but
not knowing how.

He found his way back to the concourse. By now he was no
longer afraid of the city. He was, in fact, rather enjoying him-
self, and he was sorry it would all have to end. He bought a
270 yen ticket and walked down to the Keio platform. The
train arrived several minutes later.

“At least I know my way around Shinjuku Station,” he told
himself as he found an open seat.

At the next station a young boy, no older than fourteen,
boarded the train and slid into a seat across the aisle from
him. The boy wore a dark blue suit he recognized as a school
uniform, and held a small black leather attaché case on his
lap.

The train pulled into a station. Thackeray turned around to
see the destination signs posted on the platform. As he turned
back, the boy suddenly blurted out:

“Are you American?”

Thackeray nodded.



“Where are you from?” The boy strained at each word, but
his accent was not nearly as marked as the college student’s
had been.

“New York.”

“New York City?” said the boy with wide eyes.

“No.” Thackeray laughed. “Upstate. Uh, the country—” He
gestured with his hands trying to mime the word.

“Oh. Inaka,” said the boy.

“Yes. Hai. Inaka desu.”

“What do you do?”

“I'm a missionary. Senkyoshi desu.”

“Senkyoshi—”

“Yes, you see—” Thackeray handed the boy a leaflet.

The boy took it eagerly. “I don’t know Morumon Kyokai,” he
said, studying the small map on the front of the leaflet. He
looked up. “You going here?”

“Yes.”

“Lots of Americans here.”

“Yeah. Probably are.”

The train slowed as it approached a station, the sharp hiss
and squeal of the air brakes. The boy jumped up and stood by
the exit doors.

“Can I keep?” he asked, holding up the leaflet.

“Sure.”

The train shuddered to a stop and the doors hissed open.

“Fuchu wa tsugi no tsugi. Next after next,” said the boy. He
hopped down onto the platform and scooted away into the
night.

Thackeray listened carefully to the loudspeaker as the
train coasted into Fuchu station. “Fuchu de-gozaimasu, Fuchu
de-gozaimasu,” barked the conductor’s voice. Thackeray got to
his feet and stood by the door, just as the boy had. The train
stopped. He stepped out into the cold night air and waited
there on the platform until the train rumbled away towards
the end of the line.



As he walked down the short flight of stairs from the plat-
form, he could see Elder Patrick and another missionary wait-
ing just outside the turnstiles. He handed his ticket to the
ticket taker and joined the two missionaries.

“Well, tell me, Thackeray,” said Elder Patrick. “How was it
getting lost in the biggest dang city in the world?”

He shrugged. “Not so bad, I guess.” He glanced back over
his shoulder at the empty station platform. He could still feel
where the girl with the rainbow hair had grabbed his arm.
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Chapter 2. Catch Sales

Somebody flushed the toilet. Thackeray stirred on upper bunk.
The slats under the mattress creaked. He opened his eyes and
listened to the winter rain blowing across the tar and gravel
roof of the apartment.

He snuggled under his futon and electric blanket. He felt
safe beneath the covers. How long had he been here? Six,
seven weeks. Years, it seemed. Christmas had come and gone,
just another working day. Nobody was homesick. Or nobody
was willing to admit it.

He watched his breath condense into fog and contemplated
the sting of cold linoleum on his bare feet. The ward members
had purchased two kerosene space heaters for the apartment.
But kerosene was expensive and the missionaries could afford
to use the heaters only a few brief hours each day.

The church apartment was too big to be practical, and
housing six missionaries, too crowded to be comfortable. With
a little care and upkeep it might have been a fine studio
apartment, but the missionaries treated it more like a halfway
house for transients, which, in a very real sense, it was. So-
cialized housing and the tragedy of the commons.

The single room and adjoining kitchen nook—Ilike the light
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that filtered in through the frosted glass windows in the early
winter mornings—was uniformly gray. Dust gathered undis-
turbed in corners, behind tea boxes, under the bunk beds.
The bathroom alone was larger than most normal Japanese
apartments: three stalls, three sinks, two shower heads and a
washing machine. Nothing had been cleaned in quite a while.

McGowan plodded out of the bathroom tying the strings of
the hospital greens he used for pajama bottoms. He yawned
and scratched his tangled, rusty hair. McGowan carried a tall
and gawky presence about him, a striking contrast with his
sharp, blue eyes set deeply into an otherwise languid face.

“Hey dode,” whispered Chadwick from his bunk. “Goak!”
Chadwick was McGowan'’s senior companion.

McGowan was immediately wide awake. “Where?”

“Under Longstreet’s bunk.”

McGowan fetched the broom from behind the refrigerator
and crept back into the room. He glided up to the foot of
Longstreet’s bed, crouched and squinted into the musty dark-
ness. He cocked back the broom over his shoulder like Tiger
Woods teeing off at the Masters.

Longstreet lifted his head off his pillow, saw the fierce ex-
pression on McGowan’s face and said, “Morning, Mac.” He
rolled over and peered under the edge of his mattress. “Got a
big mother there.”

“Yeah, and it’s dead meat.” McGowan took a step back and
swung the broom down like a driving wood. The broom bristles
swished through the air and across the linoleum in a wide arc.
Lint exploded into a dusty cloud. The cockroach shot out be-
tween Mac’s feet. It had a good jump and plenty of traction,
but moving across open ground, it was caught in the crossfire.

Chadwick shouted, “Five o’clock!”

“Ahal” McGowan pivoted neatly and flicked his wrists down
in a vicious slap shot. The cockroach hummed through the air
like an Oreo cookie, ricocheted off the front of the stove and
splattered against the cinder block wall facing the sink.

“Good shot!” Thackeray called out. Chadwick applauded.
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Bennett sat up and threw off his covers. “Scrud! Who needs
an alarm clock? McGowan’s killing goaks again.”

Elder Peterson stuck his head between the bed uprights
and glared at McGowan: “Clean it up.”

McGowan gave him a prim Benny Hill salute. “Yes sir!”

Thackeray laughed.

Peterson banged on the bed frame with his feet. “What’s so
funny up there, elder? It’s time for you to get up.” Only Peter-
son and the mission president ever called an elder Elder in-
stead of the Japanese Choro.

“I'm up,” Thackeray replied.

“Hey Pete,” said Chadwick, “will you vibrate my bed too?”

Peterson climbed out of bed and stalked into the bathroom,
towel and clothes in hand.

“Ever righteous, ever vigilant.” Chadwick jumped off his
bunk and sauntered into the kitchen. He was wearing ragged
cotton garments and tattered blue pajama bottoms. He scuffed
along on bright pink bunny slippers a sister missionary had
given him before she had gone home.

“Mugi time,” he announced. “I’'m gonna boil some water.”

Thackeray had already figured out that the best elders
were crazy. Or at least mildly eccentric. Unlike his companion.
Peterson walked out of the bathroom buttoning up his shirt.

Chadwick leaned towards Peterson. “And how is our de
facto leader doing this fine morning?” Chadwick took pleasure
in being district leader only because Peterson wasn’t.

Peterson tried to ignore the quip as if he understood it. He
walked back to his bunk and sat on the edge of the mattress.
“Time to get up, elder,” he intoned again. He rapped on the
mattress slats.

“Ah, c’'mon,” complained Thackeray, stealing a glance at
his clock. “It’s only six-fifteen.”

“Hey, Thackeray,” said Longstreet, “let’s go jog around the
block.”

“Forget it.” Thackeray rolled over and sat up. “It’s freezing
out there.” He curled his toes and shivered.
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“C’'mon.” Longstreet skipped across the room and grabbed
one Thackeray’s foot.

Thackeray jerked his foot free and Longstreet jumped back,
laughing, but Peterson shot up and took Thackeray’s right an-
kle in a vise-grip.

“Hey!” He jerked back again, but Peterson held on tight.
There was an angry look in his eyes and a crooked smile on
his face, like a sick Cheshire cat. “Let go—" Thackeray shoved
hard and caught Peterson above the left ear. The smile van-
ished from Peterson’s face. He pulled down with his full weight.
Peterson stood only five-seven, two inches shorter than
Thackeray. But he was thirty pounds heavier and none of it
was fat. Thackeray grasped at his blankets, felt his back
scraping past the edge of the bed frame—a moment in free
fall—and then the floor came up and smacked him hard and
cold on the left cheek and shoulder.

Chadwick strode in from the kitchen. “Hey, no fighting,” he
scolded. He shook his ladle at Peterson, flicking a glob of
warm, soggy oatmeal onto his face. “Including you, kisama.”

Thackeray was face down on the dirty linoleum. The pain
in his shoulder was hardly as fierce as his indignation. “Hey,
you.” Chadwick squatted and tapped Thackeray on the head
with the handle of the ladle. “You all right?”

“Yeah. Sure.” Thackeray sat up with his legs bent in front
of him and shook his head clear. McGowan pulled him to his
feet.

Thackeray glanced at Bennett. The zone leader had ob-
served the whole incident with casual disinterest. “I only got
four months to go,” he had announced the moment Thackeray
set foot in the apartment. “I don’t get involved with nothin’ but
zone.”

Bennett wiped off his shoes with a dirty cloth and tossed
the rag in the general direction of his footlocker. See no evil,
hear no evil, do whatever he wanted.

Tokyo South missionaries were supposed to begin their day
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with gospel study, then eat breakfast, then review their lesson
plans. But Chadwick refused to read the Old Testament on an
empty stomach and prepared breakfast first thing in the
morning. When the district was gathered around the kitchen
table, he sometimes made a stab at a religious discussion.

Chadwick peeled two mikon and mashed the orange fruit
into his mugi oatmeal. “So,” he said, picking up a spoonful of
the gunk and studying it intensely, “does God watch the Super
Bowl?”

“You mean, does He watch television on Sunday?” said
McGowan, between bites of toast.

“He could videotape it,” suggested Longstreet.

“But maybe in heaven Saturday’s Sunday and Sunday’s
Monday,” said Thackeray. “Like Sunday is Monday here, you
know.”

“By the way, you guys see the Super Bowl?” said
Longstreet. “I mean, do they even show it here?”

“Sure did,” Bennett said. “I was in Fujisawa ward. Crazy
Nips cut the whole thing down to an hour and a half, though.”

Chadwick said, “You've been awfully quiet, Pete. Want
some more mugi?”

That was the extent of the day’s gospel study. It satisfied
the spirit of the rule, the rule being that missionaries were
supposed to spend time together at the beginning of every day
“strengthening the moral of the district,” according to the Sen-
ior Companion’s Handbook. There was certainly not much
company to be enjoyed during language study. Language
study was also supposed to be a district activity, but it was
pursued individually with a vengeance.

Good juniors memorized the discussions and didn’t bother
their seniors. Good seniors helped their juniors when they
asked, and good juniors didn’t ask. Longstreet was a good
junior. His ignorance notwithstanding, Thackeray never asked
Peterson any questions. He coveted the time to be left alone.

Language study ended at ten o’clock. Peterson dragged
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Thackeray out of the apartment at exactly ten o’clock every
morning.

“Look at it from our point of view,” Chadwick told him. “At
least Pete’s the first one to leave.” Of course, motivated, testi-
mony-possessing missionaries were always supposed to be on
time. Peterson ran most of his life on the basis of what he as-
sumed motivated, testimony-possessing missionaries were
supposed to do.

“You know what Pete wants to be when he grows up?”
McGowan asked Thackeray one morning. They were doing the
dishes.

“What?”

“Assistant to the President. That’s one of his goals.”

“Along with his one thousand baptisms, I suppose. How
did you find this out?”

“Chaddy always gives his letter to the president a once-over
before he sends in district reports, just to make sure he
doesn’t get blindsided. People like Pete are dangerous people
for people like Chaddy to be around.”

Peterson, Thackeray had observed, drew his inspiration
from Bennett, who was so good at looking good that Peterson
never figured that all the while he was keeping up with Ben-
nett he wasn’t keeping up with anybody. Longstreet once con-
fessed: “Ben and I mirf around most of the time. He doesn’t
even try to compete with Pete, despite all those stupid chal-
lenges they have. We just make up enough hours to make it
look good.”

“But you always have more baptisms—”

Longstreet answered with a shrug.

The number of hours a missionary put in every day,
Thackeray concluded, were in no way related to success in
terms of baptisms.

Peterson and Thackeray walked down the gentle suburban
streets, past the small park and lake, to the train station. A
few old men were out at the fishing ponds dangling lines in the
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water. They’d snag a carp, pry it loose, throw it back. Hook it
again. Tsuribori, it was called.

Naked branches brushed against the telephone wires that
crisscrossed over glistening cobblestones, scattering drops of
water down on them. It was an old street, and the missionar-
ies walked up and down it several times a day. At the station,
they flashed their rail passes to the ticket taker and boarded
the subway.

The bulk of the commuter traffic had been delivered two
hours before. A few passengers stood, but only to stretch their
legs. Two small old women, backs bent in dowager’s humps
under their gray kimono, occupied the reserved sections by
the exit doors. Housewives and children sat on the worn, red
plush bench seats that ran the length of the cars on each side.

There were seven stops within the district boundaries, five
of them bigger than Senzoku station. Thackeray considered
this a fortunate situation. Not proselyting at the district sta-
tion kept Peterson from alienating the neighborhood.

Proselyting at the train station plazas included distributing
pamphlets and leaflets (mostly English-class invitations, some
religious tracts) and eki dendo—in English parlance, street-
ing—at Tokyo’s countless train and subway station. Eki dendo
had lately become the most productive form of dendo ever. The
last zone conference had been concerned with the New & Im-
proved “affirmative” streeting approach, as presented by the
affable and affirming Elder Kyle.

“And the rest of the story,” Chadwick recounted on the
train ride home, doing his Paul Harvey imitation, “is that Kyle
went mano a mano with this catch seller in Shibuya a few
months back and saw the light. Remember the moment, boys.
Twenty years from now when Kyle Choro is CEO of a Fortune
500 multilevel marketing corporation, you can tell your kids
you were there when it all started.

Thackeray and Longstreet didn’t know what he was talking
about. Chadwick explained: “Catch sales. Another one of those
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lovely English loan words. You start with a bunch of market-
ing agents posing as pollsters or whatever. Our age, or looking
it. They hang around train stations and target—you got
it—high school, college students. Kids who've got time on their
hands, money in the pocket, and the misconception they’re a
lot smarter and hipper than they really are, but have never
experienced a truly in-your-face sales job. See, they don’t
know your limits, how far you’re willing to go. It’s easy to make
them forget their own. Well, you get them into a friendly envi-
ronment—in our case, naturally, the church—and you make
the sale. That what it means—you catch them, you hook them,
you don’t let them off the line. Hey, call it friendshipping.”

Longstreet objected, “I heard Kyle got it from the Moonies.”

“Naw. The Moonies got it from us. About the same time
they started dressing like us.”

Thackeray and Peterson arrived at Gotanda station. Peter-
son set out to catch his limit. Thackeray tried his best to pre-
tend he didn’t know him. By noon, Peterson had eleven con-
tacts, four intro lessons, and one lesson appointment—one
lesson appointment, three intro lessons and five contacts more
than his companion. Being ineffective bothered Thackeray.
Bennett continually reminded him that his stats weren’t “up to
par,” but then Bennett’s remonstrations were far more toler-
able than Peterson’s attempts to motivate him. “Pick it up,” he
was always saying. “Time to pick it up, elder. Let’s do the work.
Let’s get dedicated. Let’s remember those goals!”

Peterson never ran out of faith-promoting phrases and
Thackeray hated eki dendo all the more because of them. He
couldn’t rid himself of the belief that approaching a perfect
stranger and telling him something he probably didn’t want to
hear was contrary to good Christian behavior. Even so, he
thought he might try harder when he learned the language. It
was hard enough to know what to say in English, let alone in
Japanese. He knew that in a few more months he would do
better, but Peterson expected him to do better now. Like
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Longstreet. Longstreet did better without even trying.

They taught a Joseph Smith discussion after lunch and
returned to Gotanda. An hour or so later, Thackeray watched
as two men approached his companion. They were conserva-
tively dressed and wore expressions far too serious for the
bustling atmosphere of the station plaza. Thackeray hurried
over to see what was going on.

“They want to see our green books,” said Peterson.

Thackeray got out his green book. The older of the two men
examined it, then Peterson’s. They nodded and handed them
back and walked away.

“What was that all about?”

Peterson shrugged. “Nothing.”

That evening, Thackeray asked Chadwick for an explana-
tion. “What happens if you don’t have your green book when
they ask for it?”

“You go directly to jail and do not pass go.”

“No. Really.”

“Really. If you don’t have a passport or a green book, you’re
an illegal alien. They won'’t let you go until you can prove oth-
erwise.”

“Missionaries always dendo the plaza. Why the hassle?”

“Maybe a shop owner thought you were driving away busi-
ness. Street dendo is intimidation by any other name. Think
about it—a couple of Americans in your face all day long.
Some of those guys would probably like to intimidate back a
little.”

After the plainclothes cops disappeared into the train sta-
tion, Peterson moved back into the plaza. But Thackeray no-
ticed that he stayed away from the sidewalks and was re-
markably polite the rest of the afternoon.

They worked until five-thirty and returned to Senzoku in
the crush of suburban-bound commuters. Several of the ticket
takers working the turnstiles were high school students—still
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dressed in their school uniforms—who worked part-time dur-
ing the rush hours.

Thackeray didn’t know if Peterson had taken out his rail
pass or not, but the ticket taker didn’t see it and barked au-
thoritatively at Peterson. The kid was being a bit cocky, and
Peterson paid him back. He feigned surprise. “What?” he said
in English. This was to Peterson a humorous moment. The kid
was embarrassed. The commuters jammed up against the
turnstiles all expected him to be able to communicate with the
foreigner. He desperately grasped for a few mispronounced
words of English. Then Peterson said, “Why, of course,” and
produced the rail pass. The student breathed deeply, and let
him pass.

“Crazy Nips,” said Peterson as they walked up to the street
level. “What do they study English for?”

They walked home silently through the early evening gloom.
Thackeray stayed a constant two steps behind his companion.
Like a feudal wife. The two of them rarely had anything to say
to each other. Thackeray had been just another green mis-
sionary, fresh from the MTC, with three days of orientation
under his belt when he was parceled out to Peterson. Inspira-
tion it wasn’t. In a world of arranged marriages, some worked,
some merely survived. Theirs was broken. Chadwick and
McGowan’s was a match made in heaven.

Peterson marched up the wrought iron staircase to the
apartment, threw open the door and stomped his feet hard on
the linoleum. He sniffed the air. “Where’s dinner?”

“Coming up, dear.” Chadwick walked into the kitchen.

Peterson looked at Chadwick and then glanced around the
apartment. He snapped, “Where’s your companion?”

Chadwick ignored the question and busied himself at the
sink.

Bennett leaned back from his desk—he had been filling out
zone reports—and looked around. “Yeah, Chad. Where is he?”

“Up on the roof,” Chadwick said. “He’s thinking something
out. Got a bad letter, I guess.”
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“Dear John?” asked Thackeray.

Chadwick shook his head. “I don’t know.”

“Well, an elder shouldn’t be anywhere alone,” said Peterson.
He started for the door.

Thackeray caught a sharp look from Chadwick. “I'll go get
him,” he said quickly.

“Thanks,” said Chadwick.

A steel rung ladder was bolted to the side of the church. It
came down to about four feet off the second floor landing.
Thackeray grabbed the second rung and hoisted himself up.
The roof was flat, and a large puddle of water had gathered in
a slight depression in the far corner. McGowan was leaning
against the railing that ran along the edge of the roof. The
heavy gray clouds at the horizon had lifted high enough to let
the rays of the setting sun burn a bright red streak across the
sky.

Thackeray said, “Nice sunset.”

McGowan looked over his shoulder at Thackeray. “You can
even see Fuji-san,” he said. He lifted a long arm and pointed
at the distant snow-capped volcano.

Neither missionary spoke for several minutes.

“Uh, they were wondering about you downstairs.”

“You mean Peterson?”

“Yes.”

“And how is your Captain Righteous? Howzit feel getting
beat up first thing in the morning?”

“Oh, it’s that kind of relationship. He really loves me.”

“Tell me about it.”

Thackeray didn’t reply for a while. Then he said, “Anything
you want to talk about?”

A slight smile creased McGowan’s lips. “What? Everybody
think I got Dear Johned?”

“Well—”

“Nothing like that. It was from a friend of mine, Randy
Robertson—"
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He paused. “The four of us were together all through high
school—Randy, me, J.J. Huish and Sticker Lafferty. Last sum-
mer we all got together one last time and made this pact that
we’d do this mission stuff and make it through okay. I mean,
what the hell. A year or two and we’d have the church deal all
made right. Anybody can do that.” He paused again. There
were tears in his eyes. “But Sticker—he screwed everything
up.” He wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his shirt. “Listen to
this,” he said. He pulled a crumpled piece of paper out of his
trouser pocket, smoothed it out against the railing and read:

“Me and J.J. went down to the BYU-USU game last Friday,
dates and everything. Ten days to go, you might as well live it
up, right? Well, we’re getting out of the car and here comes
Sticker in his Corvette. I couldn’t believe it. He was supposed
to be in Costa Rica last Tuesday. I don’t know what he did, or
didn’t do. I didn’t even know what to say to him.”

McGowan folded the paper up and put it in his shirt pocket.
He said, “He couldnt go a few lousy months without that
damn car and his damn Friday nights, I suppose. I figured he
was brighter than that—” His voice trailed off.

Thackeray stood there with McGowan and watched the
sunset. He said, “It’s about time to eat.” Then he climbed
down to the landing. McGowan will make it, he thought to
himself. McGowan’s tough. “Just doing my time,” he liked to
say. “Just doing what I have to do.”

Thackeray looked up at the darkening sky. It was the truth,
really, for all of them. But it wasn’t a truth he grasped viscer-
ally. His truth about missionary work was all calculation, jus-
tification, rationalization. He envied that ability to be uncon-
sciously dedicated to the work, to just do what you had to do.
Having to have reasons for everything could be a real bitch at
times.

He opened the door and stepped into the apartment. The
air was thick with the hot smell of curry.
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Chapter 3. Chaddy on the Town

The companion split was Chadwick’s idea. He was the district
leader and it was the responsibility of the district leader to or-
ganize such things. Companion splits were intended to facili-
tate the exchange of proselyting tips and techniques, “on the
job,” so to speak.

It wasn’t altogether a bad idea and it wasn’t hard to do,
what with six guys to mix and match. But as it usually turned
out, it was just a convenient excuse for a couple of seniors to
dump their juniors for a day. Of course, no one except Bennett
ever wanted to split with Peterson. So the two of them ended
up together. They left early to go camera hunting in Tokyo.
Peterson’s principles always ceded to the demands of hierar-
chy and the necessity of kissing up.

“This is great,” said Longstreet. “I'll tell you one thing.
We’re not going to street all day.” He was addressing himself to
McGowan.

“I've got an after-baptism interview at eleven.”

“No problem. Do I have to be there too?”

Thackeray went into the bathroom to brush his teeth. Be-
fore the door closed, he heard one of them mention something
about “arcade dendo.”

Chadwick peered at himself in the mirror. “Looks like it’s
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me and you, kid.” He stroked his jowl and grunted.

“What’s that?”

“Don’t think I'll shave.”

“Another day and you’ll need a lawnmower.”

“I have beri beri sharp razor. Besides, a five o’clock shadow
makes me feel so self-confident. Like Samson.”

“Sure.”

Chadwick patted him on the cheek. “Someday, my son, you
will know this feeling also.”

“I can hardly wait.”

“I bet. In the meantime, what d’ya say you and me go teach
somebody about this Mormon stuff?”

The New Year’s displays were finally coming down in the
windows at the station plaza stores. Tall, blue-eyed manne-
quins adorned in western winter finery replaced the ki-
mono-clad Asia forms clad. Calendars were on sale in all the
stationery shops.

“He lives in Shibuya,” said Chadwick, as they approached
the ticket machines

“Who does?”

“Akio Goto. Teaches at a trade-tech there. Picked him up
off English class. Fine prospect. He’s a good man.”

The train cars were large and empty and the sounds
rushed in to fill the empty spaces—the hard steel clack of the
rails, the pump and hiss of the air compressors. The track
emerged from darkness and elevated as it approached the city
stations. Houses and apartments pushed against the trestles,
packed together in eclectic patterns and shapes. The train
raced along the tile and galvanized steel rooftops. It was early
enough in the morning that futons were still being aired out;
every balcony railing was draped with red and white and or-
ange and red—patchwork quilts bright in the morning sun.

They got off at Kamata Ekimae, a university commuter
stop. The station was worn and well used. High school stu-
dents dressed in black Prussian cadet-style uniforms (girls in
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the ubiquitous navy sailor suits) were waiting to board.

“This is right in the middle, you know,” said Chadwick. He
pushed through the turnstile and waited for Thackeray to find
his ticket.

“Middle of what?”

“The city and the suburbs. It’s right in the middle—where
the students live, and the rest of the socially dispossessed. A
kind of Greek hell, where all souls wait for salvation or anni-
hilation.”

Chadwick tended to ramble on about whatever came into
his mind. It was pleasant chatter to listen to, but Thackeray
was beginning to get a little worried. He didn’t know what
discussion they were teaching, let alone how they were going
to split up the concepts. Good enough for him, maybe, he had
good language. Thackeray felt the worry pressing down on his
skull. Sometimes Peterson didn’t even warn him—he just
looked at him and he was supposed to go on right where he’d
left off.

“Chad, what are we going to teach?”

“Don’t worry about it. Just wait for the inspiration.”

Thackeray said glumly, “I’'m not so good at inspiration.”

Chadwick laughed. “Who is? I won’t spring anything on
you. Relax.”

They passed a young mother on the sidewalk. She was
wearing a white blouse and a plain skirt. A child was strapped
to her back. The child was fast asleep, his head bobbing up
and down as she walked.

Chadwick turned up a street that led to a narrow bridge
across a drainage canal. Pilings and concrete retaining walls
held up the banks. Clothes fluttered from lines strung be-
tween the rickety balconies of the apartment houses, rows of
weathered clapboards and sliding doors.

White sunlight spilled into the alleyways. Chadwick
stopped before the open door of a student dorm and stepped
into the genkon. He kicked off his shoes and said, “He lives on
the second floor.”
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The hallway was lit by a single bulb in the ceiling. The air
had the heavy, warm taste of kerosene heat and cigarette
smoke. A curious face poked out into the hall.

“Hora! Gaijin!” The door slammed and there was a flurry of
conversation, barely muffled by the thin plaster walls.

Chadwick went to the end of the hall and knocked on the
door. “It’s Chaddy.”

The room was a neatly organized rectangle of space.
Thackeray didn’t think it was more than twenty feet long by
ten feet wide, but it seemed larger. A floor to ceiling bookcase
covered one wall. Pushed into the far corner of the apartment
was a gas range and a pair of cupboards. Akio was sitting on
the tatami next to the bookshelf. His legs were covered by a
kotatsu futon.

“Morning,” said Chadwick. “How are things going?”

Akio nodded. He looked at Thackeray and said, “Where’s
Makku?”

“We had different places to go today. This is Thackeray
Choro.”

“Hajimemashite,” said Akio. “You’d better get under the
kotatsu. It was pretty cold this morning.”

Thackeray sat down and tucked his feet under the low ta-
ble. The table was skirted by a thick quilt. He gathered the
quilt in his lap. The warmth of the heat lamp bolted to the
bottom of the kotatsu soaked into his toes.

On the wall across from the bookcase was a poster of a
buxom Asian girl practically bursting out of her bikini top.

“You like Agnes Chan, eh?” said Akio.

“Who?”

He nodded at the poster.

“Oh, uh—”

“Sure he does,” said Chadwick. They all laughed.

Half an hour later the subject of religion had still not been
broached. Chadwick turned to Thackeray and said, “Let’s hear
a little bit about yourself, Thack.”

That was easy enough to do. He had even learned to an-
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ticipate the inevitable question about New York.

“You’re from the countryside—” echoed Akio. The Japanese
word was inaka, a word that contained echoes of places far,
far away from the Tokyo megalopolis.

“Yeah,” said Thackeray. That point always piqued a little
interest, and made him feel quite accomplished in the process.

“Didn’t Joseph Smith come from New York?”

“He was born in Vermont. But the church was founded in
New York.”

“By the way,” broke in Chadwick. “Did you read that book I
gave you?”

Akio searched through some papers and books stacked up
under the window sill and came up with a dusty Book of Mor-
mon. “A bit here and there. It’s kind of interesting,” he said,
flipping through the opening pages, “gold plates and angels
and visions and all that.” He looked up at Chadwick with a
kidding expression. “But did it really happen?”

“Of course it did,” said Chadwick, feigning annoyance. “In
fact, I think Thackeray here would like to tell you a little more
about it. How about it, Thackeray?”

“What? Oh, sure.” He reached for his flipcharts. “Where do
you want to start?”

“Why don’t we take it from the beginning?”

Thackeray was startled, not scared. He had the first half of
the Restoration Discussion down pat. He was to the point
where he just opened his mouth and the words came out.

Chadwick didn’t strand him. He answered most of the
questions. But he didn’t interrupt. Thackeray recited the
“Prophets” and “Latter-day revelation” sections, and the “Jo-
seph Smith story” without missing a word.

“Well?” Chadwick hiked up his left eyebrow.

Akio was impressed, if only by the mere possibility of it all.
“So what if it is true?”

“Well, if God really did talk to prophets,” said Thackeray,
quoting the lesson plan, “wouldn’t you want to know what He
told them to tell us?”
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“Suppose so.”

“So what do you say we get together next week and talk it
over,” said Chadwick.

“Okay.”

“Great.” Chadwick clapped his hands and got to his feet.
He looked at his watch. “Hora! It’s been a hour and a half.
Sorry for wasting your time.”

“Thanks for coming by.”

“No problem.” Chadwick walked to the door. “Next week,
okay?”

In the hall, Thackeray said, “We sure left in a hurry.”

“It’s best to leave right after a discussion. Give them some
space to think about what you just told them. That’s the only
chance you’ve got, you know.”

“Chance for what?”

“Return appointments, more discussions, baptism. All that
stuff. You can’t talk somebody into being spiritual.”

“But you didn’t set up a time.”

“I'll give him a call, invite him to single-adults, take care of
the particulars.”

Outside, it was almost warm. Children were playing in the
street. An old man in a gray yukata was sweeping the sidewalk
in front a soba shop.

“l thought you told me you weren’t going to spring any-
thing on me.”

“So I lied. Anyway, I've heard you pass off Restoration and
you've got it down pat.”

“I know, but—"

“Look at it this way. If I told you to do the first three con-
cepts, you would have spent all your time worrying about the
lesson plan and none of your time worrying about Akio. Priori-
ties, that’s all.” He glanced at his watch. “Time for lunch.
Feeling puckish? There’s a great little place by the station.”

The cafeteria had a low, overhanging awning painted with
large Chinese characters. Next to the slatted sliding doors was
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a display window showing off plastic replications of the main
dishes. The floor of the cafeteria was bare concrete. Portable
sekiyu stoves were scattered among the linoleum-topped ta-
bles.

“Pork cutlet?” suggested Chadwick, as they sat down.

“What do you want?” shouted the cook from behind the
counter.

“Ton-katsu.” Chadwick held up two fingers.

The waitress—a middle-aged women wearing a dark blue
yukata and a white smock—came to the table with two glasses
of water, two warmed hand towels and chopsticks.

Chadwick took one of the towels out of its plastic wrap and
held the steaming cloth against his face. “So what do you
think of him?” he asked in a muffled voice.

“Looked interested.” Thackeray opened his towel wrapper
and wiped off his hands.

“But will he make a good member?”

“I suppose so.”

“He will. He’s a good man. Just needs time to make up his
mind about what he wants to do. That’s all it ever really takes,
you know.”

The waitress returned with the bowls on a tray and placed
them in front of the missionaries. “Itadakimasu,” said
Chadwick, the customary shorthand for grace. They ate for a
while in silence.

Thackeray said, “Tell me something, do you always take so
much time to get around to the discussion?”

“Not always. But when I visit someone like Akio, I figure
I'm on his turf. If he wants to talk about religion, he’ll talk
about religion.”

“What if he doesn’t want to?”

“Then he doesn’t want to.” Chadwick shrugged. “I'd leave it
at that. It’s all a matter of degree. You can talk anybody into
getting baptized. Converting them is another matter.” He laid
his chopsticks across his bowl, leaned back in his chair,
folded his arms. “Tell me, how’s the mission?”
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Thackeray shrugged. “Don’t know. Well, it’s not quite what
I thought it would be.”

“Not surprising. The real world’s pretty hard on idealists.”

“Who says I'm an idealist?”

“All missionaries start out as idealists. They all think
they’re gonna convert the world.”

“Not me. You know that goal-setting seminar the first day
in the mission home? Well, the mission president got up and
went through this spiel about how we've got to think big and
baptize everybody we see and all that. So I'm really hyped and
I'm thinking big and I write down fifty for my mission goal.”

“What’d they hit you with?”

“Five hundred.”

Chadwick nodded. “Missionary one-upmanship. It didn’t
make any sense to me either. And then I remembered this ar-
ticle I'd read in one of those apostate publications.” He grinned.
“It was about how in the early 1960s a couple of GAs in the
missionary department came up with the Field of Dreams ap-
proach to proselyting. Baptize them and they will come. Thing
was, they didn’t. They came, but they didn’t stay. Big revela-
tion there—what getting a bunch of people wet gets you is an
instant ramen church. You’re hungry again ten minutes later.
But Atkinson’s from that era. He was here at the height of it.
He still thinks that way, numbers equal success. And maybe
he’s got a point: go for the gross and screw the percentage. I
don’t know. The thing of it is, he’s going to make it work,
whatever it takes. When I was a greenie, in a good month
you’d see forty baptisms, fifty on a fluke. Since dropping
house-to-house and pushing hard on English classes, going
after the young and the restless, we’re up to, what, two hun-
dred, two-twenty? Way ahead of every other mission in Japan.
And when they finally get rid of us old-timers and train the
new guys on catch sales techniques, there’ll be no stopping it.”

He paused, shook his head. “On the other hand, you can
tell yourself you'’re going to find the one perfect baptism that
makes up for everything. Don’t do it. All my perfect baptisms
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are inactive. And don’t be bitter when it’s all through. What-
ever happens, it won'’t kill you. You may not like it, but noth-
ing lasts forever—not companionships, not transfers, not mis-
sions. Most missionaries make things twice as hard as they
need to be. They make good Pharisees, missionaries, always
hedging about the law. But stick to the basics, don’t do dumb
stuff, and they flat out can’t send you home. Keep that in
mind.”

“You being depressing on purpose?”

“No. Survival techniques, that’s all. Most of the time, a
mission’s not a bad place to be. You'll learn to like it.”

“I think I will.”

“Of course you will. That’s why you’re here.”

“Oh—” Thackeray decided not to ask him what he meant.
“So what are we doing this afternoon?”

“Search for lost sheep. Last month’s stats came yesterday.
New convert activity at 48 percent. That’s 52 percent to play
shepherd with.”

“I thought that was the ward’s responsibility.”

“Sure it is. But most of these new converts haven’t been to
church long enough to know anybody except the missionaries,
if they've been to church at all. It’s the old social alienation
scene. Je-society is what they call it here. Society as an exten-
sion of the family. You’re not going to jump into it willy-nilly.”

“I know, but is it worth the effort? Seems to me a mission-
ary can’t be around long enough to make a difference.”

“Maybe it is a waste of time. But I'd feel guilty if I didn’t try.
Anyway, it’s kind of fun. Going all over the place, getting to
know these people. I don’t mind doing it.”

Thackeray had never paid much attention to the weekly
Baptism & New Convert statistics sheets. The numbers didn’t
mean anything to him. Not even his own numbers. Now that
Chadwick was playing a game with them, what the numbers
meant suddenly dawned on him. No matter how hard Chaddy
tried, the game would never end. The majority of a mission-
ary’s baptisms didn’t stay active. It was so obvious. It was one
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of those little facts no one ever mentioned in the Missionary
Training Center.

“Doing thing Atkinson’s way, activity settles down to
around fifteen percent in the long run,” Chadwick said on the
bus. “Though my bet is its going to slip ever lower as the Kyle
approach kicks in. Let me put it this way: if a missionary
makes it to the end of his mission with 25 percent activity,
he’s doing a mind-blowing, fantastic job. It’s a tragedy, I know,
so you turn the numbers into people and make them play
along.”

They played the game all day and all night, wandering
through a maze of streets and thoroughfares, door and hall-
ways and apartment complexes.

“A shell game,” said Chadwick. “That’s what it is. You move
the investigator from one shell to another shell and hope they
don’t disappear when you lift it up to take a look.”

They were walking down the high street a few blocks from
Shibuya Station. The roofs of the buildings that lined the
sidewalks were joined together with corrugated plastic sky-
lights that sealed out the dark sky. The street was paved with
polished concrete and colored tile.

“You holding up?”

“I'm fine.”

“This guy’s name is Fukuda Kenji. He’s a ronin. Masterless
samurai. It means he’s academically redshirting a year to re-
take his entrance exams.”

“What university?”

“Todai or Waseda. Probably studying his brains out. That’s
why we don’t see him around anymore.”

Chadwick turned down a side street. It was quickly dark
again. The only light was the faint blue-green glow from the
fluorescent lamps on the telephone poles.

He rapped on a door. “Gomen kudasai.”

There was a rustling of books and paper, the sound of
someone getting slowly to his feet. The door opened.
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“Chadwick Choro?” Fukuda ran his hand through his tan-
gled hair.

“Happened to be in the neighborhood. Just stopped by to
see how you were doing. Studying for tests, eh? Well, gambatte.
If there’s anything we can do to help, let us know.” Chadwick
handed him a card printed with the church’s address and
phone number.

Fukuda took the card with a slight bow.

“It’s getting late, so we won’t keep you. Take care.”

“Thank you.”

“O-yasumi nasai.”

“G’night.”

Chadwick smiled as they walked back to the high street.
“Keep it short and to the point,” he said. “That’s always best.”

The winter night was falling fast and hard. The vendors
along the sidewalks were packing away their wares. The video
arcades hummed alongside the strains of karaoke music drift-
ing out from the bars. Thackeray felt the cold winter air clos-
ing in around him and shivered. There was still the faint taste
of burned shoyu in his mouth from the cafeteria.

He paused in his stride, paused as his mind connected to
the world like it never had before. For the first time he under-
stood a’wa’re, the pathos and beauty of the human condition.
The tremulous ache of the freshly broken heart. For the first
time he knew that America was very far away. For the first
time he knew that his life would never be the same again.
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Second District: Kunitachi

Chapter 4. Treading Water

Chaddy finally blew Peterson up. He didn’t have Peterson in
mind as a specific target, but was hardly disappointed that
Pete happened to be the first one to turn on the stove the
night before March transfers came out.

Chadwick had a stash of firecrackers left over from the
summer festivals, and he and McGowan spent a good amount
of time figuring out creative ways to get rid of them. Thackeray
uncovered the latest conspiracy when he turned on the gas to
boil the mugi and caught the brief sparkle of a firecracker fuze
out of the corner of his eye. The fuze, tied to the burner arm,
burned through, dropping the firecracker into the grease pan
where it snuffed out.

“You know,” Thackeray said to McGowan, “it would work
better if you tied the firecracker to the burner arm with some
black thread or something and stuck the fuze into the gas jet.”

So it actually was Thackeray’s fault, though he wasn’t
about to claim credit. Peterson didn’t think such things were
very funny when they happened to him. Chadwick was safe
because Peterson wasn’t about to lift a finger against
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McGowan.

The only injury Peterson suffered was to his dignity. The
firecracker wasn’t very big. It made a lot of noise and smoke,
though. That firecracker went off and Peterson did a four foot
standing jump and fell right on his ass.

When the transfers came the next morning, he was happy
to go. He and Longstreet were transferred to Sagamihara.
Chadwick insisted on going down to the train station to see
them off.

“Good luck, eh?” he said. He shook Peterson’s hand. “Hope
you make A.P. Remember me at the top, will you?”

Peterson didn’t know what to say. The departure bell rang.
Chadwick handed him his suitcases and waved goodbye as
the train pulled away. Thackeray was puzzled as well.
Chadwick looked at him and winked. “Always be kind to your
enemies when they leave you forever. Drives them batty.”

Bennett’s new junior was Elder Hunsaker. He was eager
and competent and ready to go senior. Thackeray’s new com-
panion was Elder Cantwell, a soft-spoken, rather homely mis-
sionary who never looked like he had much to say, and pretty
much lived up to his looks.

“A glimmer of hope says he’s the strong, silent type.” It was
the district’s first meeting together, and Chadwick was engag-
ing in some wishful thinking. Cantwell had stepped out for the
second or third time to go to the bathroom.

“If he’s the mission president’s idea of making up for Pe-
terson,” said Thackeray, “I think he overdid it.”

“He ain’t nothin’ but a hound dog.” Chadwick stretched his
cheeks down with his fingertips and drooped his eyelids. But
then he said, “Oh, but you never know. Maybe he’s got geri.”

It wasn’t geri, though the malfunctioning of his digestive
tract didn’t brighten his disposition.

At any rate, life improved in Senzoku, if nothing at all hap-
pening could be said to be an improvement. Thackeray some-
times wondered if getting beat up every now and then might
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have some small advantage over being totally bored.

Every day followed the same routine: “Hey, Cantwell Choro,
what are we going to do today?”

A vague gesture.

“We have a lesson at two and English class at seven-thirty
tonight.”

“I guess so.”

Oh, joy, Thackeray sighed to himself. He did not want to
become senior any faster than necessary. He had only half of
the discussions memorized. The rest he committed to
three-by-five cards, and was getting adept at palming them
during the discussions.

But at least streeting was a diminishing horror.

Bennett did practically nothing the whole month. “He’s
trunked out to the max,” complained Hunsaker.

The first week in April, the week the cherry blossoms
bloomed, Bennett finally died. On the first Thursday in April,
he had officially been a missionary for exactly two years. He
went home to Heaven (Bountiful, Utah) the next day. The still
mortal Senzoku elders, and a bewildered greenie by the name
of Elder Farley—Hunsaker’s new companion—held a party for
him the night he croaked. They ate senbei and toasted him
with mugi-cha and envy. Good elders went to heaven when
they died, they told him. They did not doubt what they said
was true.

His position as district leader now unfettered, Chadwick
was indeed a happy man. Their numbers never again matched
the heyday of Peterson and Bennett’s tireless “baptizing com-
petitions,” but it was sufficient to keep certain people higher
up the chain of command off his back.

Chadwick and McGowan, in fact, had a baptism the Sun-
day after April transfers. Elder Matthews, the new senior zone
leader, came by to do the interview. He was as tall as
McGowan, and probably the same age as Chadwick, but he
looked older for some reason.

“I suppose you’re going to be the number one district in the
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zone again this month,” he said as he filled out the recom-
mend form.

“I could promise you the moon, but one can’t be number
one forever, can one?” Chadwick held out his arms and
sighed.

Matthews cracked a thin smile. “Just do the best job you
can,” he said. “I don’t think breaking records is that impor-
tant.”

“Music to my ears.”

Matthews signed the recommend and tucked his pen back
in his suit coat pocket.

“Tell me something,” said Chadwick, in a curious tone, “do
you always take that long with baptism interviews?”

“I like to be thorough.” He paused. “Anyone can pass a rec-
ommend if you ask the right questions.”

“You'’re telling me.”

“Keep up the good work, Elders.”

“Ganbarimasu.”

“Definitely the strong silent type,” said Chadwick, after he
left, “I like that model. They’re so rare.”

The days went by in easy pieces.

On the eve of the May transfer call-outs, Thackeray lay on
his bunk and mused over uneasy feelings of trepidation and
expectation. It all seemed like a roll of the dice from his point
of view, and the odds ran out in the long run. He had been
here six months, almost seven. A transfer was inevitable. It
wouldn’t be hard leaving Senzoku, he thought. It would be the
natural thing to do. Like going on a mission.

“Where did you want to go on your mission?” That was the
question they all asked each other in the MTC. Longstreet had
wanted to go stateside. Didn’t ever think he’d end up in Ja-
pan.

“But it’s not so bad,” he liked to say.

President Matsuoka, Thackeray’s branch president in the
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MTC, once recalled how he’d gotten down on his knees and
said, “Lord, it was your idea to send me to Japan as a mission
president. So tell what to do. Get me out of this mess—”

That wouldn’t work for me, Thackeray reminded himself.
He’d wanted to go to Japan. That’s what he’d prayed for.

He didn’t know why. Anyway, he was pretty much enjoying
his mission—so far. Bennett was gone, and Peterson had be-
come almost tolerable in the end. Almost. But it didn’t matter
anymore. His companion was just someone who happened to
be in his general vicinity twenty-four hours a day, and “the
work” was, well, work. Apathy worried him. Missionaries
didn’t leave memories behind, just temporary voids, soon
again filled. Except for Chadwick and McGowan, he didn’t care
if anybody remembered him or not.

The phone rang early the next morning. Chadwick draped
a futon around his shoulders and crawled across the floor to
answer it. “Moshi-moshi?” He yawned. “Oh, g’'morning, Mat-
thews.” He plucked a district report out of the trash and jotted
down the transfers. He curled up on the floor and pretended to
go back to sleep.

“Well?” said Thackeray.

“What?” teased Chadwick. “Oh, of course—” He brought
the paper down in front of his face and squinted at his writing.
“Well, me and the redhead are still together.”

McGowan ran his hand through his matted, rusty hair and
grinned.

“And Cantwell has a new co-senior. One Elder Jeffrey Nay-
lor.”

Cantwell seemed unperturbed. He picked up his towel and
went into the bathroom.

“And?”
“Let’s see—know where Kunitachi is?”
“Kunitachi?”

“Co-senior with Elder Lundquist.”
“You mean O’ Luddy?” said McGowan, with a puckered
expression.
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“What does that mean?”

“He was my companion in the MTC.”

“So?”

“Actually we were in this threesome: Larson, Lundquist
and me. Me and Larson got along pretty well, but Luddy—he
was, uh, something else.”

“Like how?”

McGowan paused to reflect. “You had Morgan Sensei in the
MTC, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Well, one day, me and Larson were out in the hall mirfin
around and Morgan comes by and starts talking to us. He
says how he’s taught a lot of missionaries in his time and he’s
been able to just about figure ’'em all out except Lundquist.”
McGowan shrugged. “He’s been out same as me, eight months.
But you never know—"

Thackeray grimaced. Be patient and it’ll turn out all right.
He’d heard that before. “I don’t think I want to.”

“At least you’re going senior. That’s something.”

“Oh yeah? That’s not what I've heard.”

“What have you heard?”

“They make co-seniors when they have two mediocre elders
they don’t know what to do with. Peterson said it’s a fate
worse than death.”

“That sounds like something Peterson would say.”

“Okay. Ill tell you what. We’ll change places. You go to Ku-
nitachi and be co-senior with Lundquist. I'll stay here.”

“No, thanks. I'd rather die.”

Thackeray spent the rest of the day packing his suitcases
and shipping off his tea box. He called every investigator on
his lists—active or not—that had a phone. If nothing else, a
transfer was always a good excuse to wring one more discus-
sion out of even the most recalcitrant investigator.

Longstreet called that night: “Hey, I hear you’re coming to
Kunitachi.”

“You’re going there, too?”

K
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“I'm already here. Transferred two weeks ago when Hola-
han Choro died.”

“Oh.”

“By the way, I'm zone leader, too.”

“Zone leader? You're a zone leader?”

“He’s a zone leader?” said McGowan.

“Congratulations,” said Chadwick.

“Chadwick says congratulations,” said Thackeray.

He left the next morning. The district came down to the
train station to see him off. “Sayonara,” they called out as
train rolled away from the platform. Thackeray waved back
through the streaked glass.

He caught a connecting train at Medamae, picked up the
ten-thirty Chuo commuter express at Kichijoji and was in Ku-
nitachi within the hour. It was easier the second time around.

No one was at the station to meet him, but finding the
apartment was not difficult. He set his overstuffed suitcases
down in the genkon with a clunk! and rubbed his hands. The
suitcase handles had left red creases into his palms.

Longstreet came out of the bathroom at the end of the hall,
zipping up his fly.

“Hi, Thackeray,” he said. “There’re two rooms upstairs.
Pick one.”

“Two rooms?”

“And some leftover spaghetti in the kitchen. Help yourself.”

“Thanks.”

Thackeray climbed up the stairs and opened the door on
the left. The room was a full-sized six mat (about eight feet by
ten), with two closets and a chest of drawers by the door. He
opened the drawers and began unpacking. “This is one big
place,” he said out loud. “I wonder how much it costs the mis-
sion—"

“Not as much as you think.” Longstreet was standing in
the doorway.

“At least fifteen-hundred a month.”
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Longstreet shook his head. “Used to live in this piece of
crap about a klick north of the station. The other side of the
tracks, you know. Somebody decided to tear the place down,
but it turns out there’s this city ordinance that says evicted
tenants get relocated for the same rent for something like
eighteen months. So Jensen comes up from the mission home
and picks out this condo at a heavy discount. Not bad, eh?”

“l guess so.”

Longstreet shrugged. “The plaza’s a good place to street,
though. No shop owners to worry about.”

“What about food?”

“Your basic American-type store is two blocks past the
plaza. But there’s this sharp little market just down the street
behind the station. Yamazaki—that’s the guy who runs the
place—he’s a good man. But leave him alone about the church.
Seems every missionary coming through for about the last ten
years has tried to dunk him.”

“No problem.”

“Watch out for the old ’baasan, though. She’ll talk your ear
off. Likes missionaries for some strange reason. You don’t
have to listen. Nobody takes her serious.”

“Thanks for the advice.”

Longstreet shrugged again. “By the way, did you know
you’re district leader?”

“l am? I've only been out four months.”

“Five. Seven months, counting the MTC.”

“Lundquist is two months older than I am.”

“l know. Jensen told me it was you or nobody. Guess this
guy Lundquist is some kind of scuz, huh? I'm already zone
leader and the group/district rep and I don’t feel like doing
everything. So you’re district leader. Don’t worry. It’s all good.”

“What do I do?”

“The only thing you have to worry about is kitty and Book
of Mormons. You can just give the D.L. report to me. It’s the
easiest job in the mission.” Longstreet turned to leave. “I have
to call in transfer confirmations. Have any idea when your
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companion is coming in?”
“No.”
Longstreet thought for a moment and then dismissed the
question with a wave of his hand. “As long as he shows up—”
Elder Lundquist arrived four hours later.
“Get lost?” asked Thackeray.
“No,” was all he said.

The next morning he ate breakfast alone and went up to
Lundquist’s room and knocked on the door. There was no re-
sponse. He opened the door and glanced into the room.
Lundquist was asleep on his futon.

“Hey! Get up! It’s eight o’clock! What’s the matter? Still got
jetlag?” Lundquist opened his mouth, seemed to reconsider,
and said nothing.

He was going to say he had jetlag, Thackeray thought to
himself.

Lundquist came down the kitchen forty minutes later.
Longstreet was doing the dishes. He scowled at Lundquist and
said, “We eat breakfast at eight.” That was all he said. So two
months with Peterson had not turned Longstreet into a disci-
plinarian.

“Punctuality,” was his only motto. “Punctuality. 1 like
punctuality.” He was punctual. He was always back from the
arcades in time to make his zone stat reports.

A week later, Thackeray cornered him and said, “When are
you going to get after Luddy?”

“Get after him for what?”

“I don’t know. For anything. For being a lethargic scuz.
Geez, 'm not asking a lot. A little intimidation, maybe.”

“Hey, like he’s your companion, Thack. And you are the
D.L.” Longstreet grinned. “Besides, you know what they say
about people in glass houses.” He gave Thackeray an under-
standing pat on the shoulder.

Longstreet wasn’t a hypocrite. Just a paper tiger.

Thackeray stomped up to his companion’s room. “Listen,
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Lundquist,” he said. “I don’t very much care right now that
youre no good at streeting. I've never liked it either. But I
think life around here would run smoother if we tried to follow
some kind of schedule. Okay?”

“Sure thing.”

When Lundquist came down to breakfast, Longstreet, who
was perhaps feeling guilty about the effects of his laissez-faire
leadership, put on an animated face and tried to strike up a
bit of conversation.

“Say, Luddy, leave any broken hearts behind?”

Luddy perked up. “Uh huh.”

There was a long pause. Longstreet waited for details. None
were forthcoming.

Luddy spent the rest of the day in a daze. He didn’t even
make a pretense of streeting. He wandered through the crowds
bumping into people.

Thackeray phoned Chadwick in Senzoku.

“They only thing I can tell you,” advised Chadwick, “is to
bear with it. He won’t be your companion forever.”

“l was hoping for something a bit more optimistic.”

“Just wait till you get your first baptism. Things will pick
up then.”

Thackeray’s first and only baptism in Kunitachi came on a
referral from the Tokyo North Mission. Her name was Nobuko
Watabe. She was twenty-three years old college student, a
slight, plain girl. She lived in West Tokyo, but attended school
in Chiba prefecture. Thackeray met her the second Sunday in
July in the lobby of the Kunitachi ward building. She was, in
fact, waiting for him.

“My name is Nobuko Watabe. I want to join the Mormon
Church.”

Thackeray later decided that Nobuko showed up on his
doorstep because she would have gotten baptized no matter
who taught her. Perhaps neophyte missionaries were sent into
the mission field on purpose—certainly, no one could argue
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that his rhetorical brilliance had anything to do with her con-
version. Maybe the dumber the missionary, the better. That,
after all, was Longstreet’s basic problem. Longstreet was too
smart for his own good. Except for this knack he had for being
a total idiot when it really counted.

Thackeray baptized Nobuko two weeks later at the Kichijoji
stake center.

But despite Chadwick’s promise, things didn’t pick up.

He really hadn’t expected them to.
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Chapter 5. Undertow

Thackeray pretended he didn’t see Nowland. On any other day,
the hovering presence of Longstreet’s junior in his doorway
meant the Z.L. had some errand for him to do. But today was
P-day.

Thackeray clicked his pen. “You wanted to ask me some-
thing?”

“Longstreet Choro wants to know if you want to go to a
movie.”

“What’s the occasion?”

“A friend of his is visiting from Sagamihara.”

“Uh huh. What’s the movie?”

“It’s a Schwarzenegger movie—hey, your companion’s going
too.”

He wasn’t surprised Luddy was going. Luddy would go
along with anything. Thackeray looked over the letter he was
writing. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Nowland getting
ready to plead. Nowland was a good pleader. Thackeray could
turn down Longstreet, but Nowland still had some youthful
innocence left. He put down his pen. He could finish his letter
later. His inner resolve had already crumbled and he didn’t
want to be begged to.

“Okay,” he said.
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“Hurry up or we’ll be late.”

Wasted P-days, Thackeray decided later that afternoon,
were felonies.

On the other hand, he kind of liked the movie, the associ-
ated guilt notwithstanding. The girl Longstreet brought along
shrieked and giggled through the whole thing. She had once
actually been an investigator, he gathered. Big deal. He
couldn’t get to worried about Longstreet. Longstreet didn’t
kowtow to the rules, but he wasn’t stupid. He knew exactly
how to not get himself in too much trouble.

He heard Longstreet calling him. Thackeray pulled on his
pajamas and walked downstairs to his room and was handed
the phone.

“It’s Jensen.”

“Thanks.” He took the phone. “Hello?”

“Hello, Thackeray Choro?”

“Yes?”

“Just looking over your stats for the last week and they
seem a little low.”

Thackeray took a deep breath and shifted his stance.

“You see, Thackeray Choro, I've set some goals for my area
and there’s no reason why we can’t all meet them.”

“Yeah. Sure.”

“Now, we've really got to put our shoulders to the wheel.
Twenty new contacts per missionary next week.”

“Twenty?”

“I know you can do it, Elder.”

“Don’t we have zone conference the day after tomorrow?”

“Can I get a commitment on that, Elder?”

“T'll try.”

“l don’t want you to try, Elder, I want you to do it.”

“Right.”

“I got faith in you, Elder.”

“Thanks.”
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Jensen hung up.

“You know, Thackeray,” said Longstreet, “you really don’t
have to be so blasted honest on those reports.”

Thackeray shrugged. It wasn’t because he was so blasted
honest. But because it was too hard making stuff up.

“What did you think of the movie?”

“l wouldn’t take my mother to see it.”

Longstreet shrugged. “Whatever.” He picked up a note off
his desk. “It seems the mission office is short on Book of Mor-
mons,” he said. “A guy I knew in Sagami, Gordon Choro, just
made D.L. down south, and he’s coming up for zone confer-
ence tomorrow. Says he’s like to stop by and take a few off our
hands. Just something to tide him over. Spare a few?”

“I could give him twenty.”

“Great. He’ll be by around lunch. Be a good man and wait
around for him?”

“Sure.”

“Thanks, Thack.”

Gordon showed up the next day at twelve-thirty.

“I'm Gordon from Odawara.”

“I'm Thackeray from New York.”

“Greetings, Thackeray from New York.” Gordon put a hand
on his companion’s shoulder. “This is Johnson from Houston.”
“Hullo,” said Johnson, sticking out an enormous hand.

“Johnson is greener than Northern California weed before a
Narc bust,” said Gordon, “but he’s gonna do fine if doesn’t
knock his brains out first.”

Johnson grinned and rubbed his forehead. Gordon stepped
into the genkon. He called out to his companion, “Duck!” He
pulled out his wallet. “I gots the money. Where’s the books?”

“Upstairs. In my room.”

“Ah. A district leader who watches the kitty closely.” He
said to his companion and Lundquist, “If you’ll excuse us,
we’ve got business to tend to.”

Thackeray kept the Book of Mormons in a drawer neatly
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stacked behind his socks. He wrote out a receipt for six thou-
sand yen and handed Gordon fifteen books.

“You’re one careful D.L.”

“Show me a careless D.L. and I'll show you a snookered
senkyoshi.”

“Hal! I like that.”

Thackeray frowned. “Tell me something, Gordon. You knew
Longstreet when he was in Sagamihara?”

Gordon nodded.

“So who did he bribe?”

Gordon laughed. “C’'mon, Thackeray. He gets lots of bap-
tisms.”

“From junior to zone leader in two months? He takes his
girlfriends to movies and spends half his monthly budget in
the arcades. Give me a break, Gordon.”

“Okay, okay.” Gordon set down the books and thought for
a moment. “Well, it’s like this. Longstreet got good reviews
from Bennett—sort of a deathbed favor—and made the hot
junior list from the start. So he gets transferred to Sagami as
Peterson’s companion. Molding the leaders of the future, that
kind of crap. Now, he and Peterson do not become bosom
buddies. Heck, Longstreet’s a mirfer at heart. That business
with Bennett was an act. Oscar-winning brown-nose job.
When Triptow Choro transferred out, bang! Longstreet goes
D.L. Next thing you know, Peterson goes APe. Longstreet pulls
a few strings and ends up a zone leader.”

“I still think he paid somebody off.”

“With Longstreet running his own show, anything can hap-
pen.” Gordon stood up and looked around the room. “So you
got this whole room all to yourself? Tell me, how is the condo
life?”

“It stinks. I don’t know what the mission thought it was
buying. It’s way too big for four missionaries. Senzoku was
half the size of this barn. We’re wrecking the local property
values.”

Gordon laughed. “You’re Nipponizing.” He put a friendly
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arm around Thackeray’s shoulders. “Tell me, are you a man
with aspirations?”

“What do you mean.”

“l mean, do you have a driving desire to become zone
leader, assistant, mission president?”

“I don’t think so.”

“You can come to my district anytime. It’s on the coast.
The most wonderful beach you've ever seen. I've decided to
stay there till I die.”

“You can decide that?”

“Longstreet’s not the only one with connections.”

“I'll keep that in mind.”

Johnson shouted up the stairs, “What’s taking you guys so
long!”

“Coming, Johnny!” Gordon winked at Thackeray. “The big
guy gets lonely when I'm not around.”

He dumped the books into his backpack and lugged it to
the bottom of the stairs, and handed it to Johnson. “I’ll take
the flipcharts,” he said.

“Don’t strain yourself.”

“Now, where’s your humble leader?”

Thackeray shrugged.

“Oh? Well, what arcades does he frequent about this time
in the afternoon? A slow day like today—five getcha ten he’s
there.”

In the process of searching for Longstreet for one reason or
another, Thackeray had been to most of the arcades within
walking distance of the apartment. He knew of only one that
opened before the junior high schools let out.

“Yeah, I think I know where he is.”

The arcade was a five minute walk from the station.
Gordon pressed his face against the dark glass and cupped
his hands around his eyes. “Let’s see,” he said, “ten video ta-
bles, two pinball machines—ah! There’s my main man.”
Gordon flung the door open and marched into the arcade.
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“APE BUST!”

Longstreet’s head jerked up. He saw Gordon laughing and
collapsed over the video table. “Geez, man, don’t scare me like
that. Got your Books?”

“Got ’em.”

“How was zone conference?”

“Yours is tomorrow, eh? Why should I spoil the excite-
ment?”

Longstreet rolled his eyes.

“Well, I didn’t get exited. How to get one thousand baptisms
next month. The usual bunch of nonsense.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Yeah? Like why are you still zone leader?”

“Cause I play good Space Invaders.”

Gordon plucked a coin out of his pocket and flipped it onto
the glass-topped table.

“You got enough time?” asked Longstreet.

Gordon looked at his watch. “Oh, about thirty minutes.
Time enough to beat you.”

The next morning, Longstreet left for zone conference at
seven-thirty to attend the zone leaders’ meeting. Thackeray
and Lundquist got there an hour later. It was a pass-off con-
ference: prepare your best discussion, recite it in front of the
zone, evaluate. Thackeray had stayed up late studying the
night before his first pass-off until Chadwick snatched away
his discussions and unplugged his light.

“It’s nothing to get worried about,” Chadwick scolded him.
“Pass-offs are for hot young juniors who want to go senior fast,
and hot old seniors who like to show off.”

He made senior, anyway. Gordon said it: “The usual bunch
of nonsense.”

The president opened the conference with a talk on, “How
to get one thousand baptisms a month by the end of the year.”
Thackeray thought it was a respectable idea, but he didn’t
take notes.
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The air in the mission office had grown rather stale by
noon. The missionaries ate lunch at a cafeteria across the
street, savored the fresh air and prepared for the long haul
ahead.

The rest of the day was devoted to pass-offs.

Thackeray pressed his cheek against the cool partition wall.
The air in the mission office smelled musty and warm, smelled
like four hours of white shirts and loose ties and damp un-
derarms. He leaned over his companion’s shoulder. “What dis-
cussion is Elder Nowland passing off?” he asked.

“D-2.” Each lesson in the missionary “discussions” was
identified by a letter and number in outline format.

“Oh.” Thackeray looked down at the evaluation sheet in his
lap. He clicked his pen several times. “A 3.5 for presentation,”
he said to himself as he marked the form, “a 2.5 for language,
3.0 for lesson plan, and a 3.0 overall.” He clicked his pen sev-
eral more times and put it back in his pocket.

Nowland said, “Now, Mr. Tanaka, why do you think it is
important for us to have free-agency?”

“Uhh—" replied Elder Okamoto. Elder Okamoto played the
investigator’s part with little enthusiasm.

“Time!” announced Elder Anderson “Okay, everyone, pass
in the evaluation sheets to Elder Longstreet. I'm giving my
second pass-off.”

I can hardly wait, thought Thackeray.

Longstreet read off the composite scores in a monotone
voice. He stapled the papers together and put them in a ma-
nila folder under Anderson’s chair. He sat down next to
Thackeray and handed him a note.

“Huh?” He read the note—Score Anderson low—and passed
it on.

“Why don’t we have someone else be the investigator?”
Anderson looked around the room. “Elder Randall, why don’t
you take Elder Okamoto’s place?”

Randall slumped into the investigator’s chair, hunched
over with his chin in his hands.
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“C’'mon, Elder Randall, look with it,” complained Anderson.
Randall sighed and straightened. Anderson shook his head.

Thackeray picked up an evaluation sheet and wrote, “Over-
all: 1.5.” He asked Longstreet, “How much time does he get?”

“Five minutes.”

“Five minutes—” Thackeray leaned back farther in his
chair. If he found just the right position, the cool air next to
the wall flowed down his collar. What to say to the mission
president? Yes, president, I'm doing fine, but my compan-
ion—you know, president, I bet you can’t guess what movie we
saw last week— What not to say to the president. He pulled
out his train schedule and peered at the tiny numbers. If they
left the mission home at four-fourteen—

“Time!” said Longstreet.

Anderson snapped his flipchart closed. “Read off my scores,
will you, Elder Longstreet?”

Longstreet shuffled through the papers as they were
handed to him. “We got a 3.8 here,” he read, “and a 3.5.”

Anderson nodded. He knew what to expect, being the sen-
ior zone leader, and all.

“Another 3.8,” continued Longstreet. “A 1.5, 1.2, 1.0,
1.1—"

“Wait a minute!”

Everybody in the room snickered.

“Guess you’ll have to be a junior again,” chortled Elder
Furner.

Anderson grabbed at the papers. “Ha, ha,” he said, “not
funny.”

Elder Marchant, mission secretary, leaned into the room.
“Kunitachi district! You’re up for interviews.”

Wasted zone conferences were merely misdemeanors.

Thackeray put a pot of water on the stove and turned on
the gas. He was ripping open a package of instant ramen when
Longstreet burst into the kitchen.
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“Hey! ¢’'mon. Get your companion.”

“C’'mon where?”

“We'll eat at the Curry Shop.”

They walked down to the station plaza. “Why the celebra-
tion?” asked Thackeray.

“Transfer of a lifetime,” said Longstreet. “I couldn’t believe
it. What an interview! I mean, first there was the regular stuff.
You know—How’s the finances, Elder Longstreet? How’s your
companion, Elder Longstreet? Any girl problems, Elder
Longstreet? But then he asks me if there’s anything he can do
for me. And I said sure! I put on my very serious face. Presi-
dent, I wasn’t a very good missionary in Shizuoka. But when I
got transferred to Senzoku, Elder Bennett taught me the true
meaning of missionary work—"

“Oh brother,” said Thackeray. “So when were you in Shi-
zuoka?”

“No, listen,” Longstreet went on. “So I said that what I'd
really like to do is go back to Shizuoka and show the members
there that I can really do the work.”

“And?”

“And he said, Well, Elder Longstreet, I think we could ar-
range that. It was great.”

“I'm happy for you.”

The matron of the Curry Shop called out “Irasshai!” when
they walked in. The missionaries sat at the counter and or-
dered their curry. A waitress set out glasses of water, and a
few minutes later brought out the steaming bowls of curry
from the kitchen.

Longstreet glanced around the room and said under his
breath, “So what did you tell the mission president in your in-
terview?”

Thackeray grimaced.

“Longstreet was suddenly suspicious. “You weren’t struck
with some kind of a guilty conscience, were you?”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“Ask for anything?”

4
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“Asked to—” Thackeray lowered his voice. “Asked to get
Luddy transferred.”

“Really?” Longstreet grinned. “What did he say?”

“He said that I've been with Elder Lundquist longer than
any other elder in this Mission.”

Longstreet laughed out loud. When Nowland and
Lundquist looked at him, he laughed again.
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Chapter 6. Low Tide

Obaasan died the weekend before transfers. Obaasan was the
old grandma of the family that ran the Yamazaki fruit and
vegetable market. Friday evening, Thackeray and Lundquist
had stopped at the market to get onions and peppers for Sun-
day dinner. She was sitting on her stool in front of the white
enamel freezer selling ice cream. As soon as she saw the mis-
sionaries she began rattling on about some American soldier
she had met after the war. He had given her a bag of rice when
her family was starving. A touching story. The same old story.

Thackeray bought a popsicle from her. “O-genki desu ka?”
he asked her. Bent over the way she was, she peered up at
him. Her face split across the wrinkles into a toothless smile
and she nodded vigorously. She waved as they left.

“Ja, mata,” she said. Come again.

The next day the market was closed. Funeral wreaths sat
on easels along the sidewalk.

“The old bag must have finally kicked off,” said Longstreet.

Finally kicked off.

When Thackeray and Lundquist passed by the store early
Wednesday morning, Mr. Yamazaki was taking down the fu-
neral wreaths. Thackeray put down his companion’s suitcase
and folded up the two remaining stands.
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“Thank you,” said Mr. Yamazaki. He saw Lundquist’s suit-
cases and said, “Are you moving?”

“My companion was transferred to Fuchu,” said Thackeray.

“That’s too bad.” He waved to Lundquist. “Goodbye.”

Lundquist had been sent to Fuchu district, one stop down
from the mission home. He was replaced by Elder Tuckett.
Elder Nowland’s new senior was Elder Kempner. Kempner had
been a small group/district representative in Machida, and he
did good things with small group/districts. That’s what people
said:

“He can’t proselyte worth beans, but he sure can rep a
small group/district.”

Elder Kempner arrived on the noon express. He was a big
man, at the belt, not in height. He looked like a Volkswagen
bug standing on end.

Kempner pushed through the turnstile, sideways. Thack-
eray stepped forward to greet him. “Glad to meet you. I'm
Elder Thackeray. The district leader.”

They shook hands. “I hear you have a hot small district
here,” said Kempner.

“That’s what I've heard,” said Thackeray. “My half of the
district is Kunitachi ward. Youre following in Longstreet’s
footsteps.”

“Longstreet, eh?” Kempner harrumphed.

“Our missionary correlation is at twelve o’clock,” said Now-
land. “Church starts at one with Priesthood and Relief Soci-
ety.”

“What about you guys?”

“Church in Kunitachi starts at nine. Since we’re done first,
we usually cook dinner.”

Kempner grunted his approval.

Sunday afternoon, Thackeray and Tuckett taught two me-
diocre C discussions and ran through an after-baptism ques-
tionnaire with Nobuko Watabe. The mission office had sent
the material out a week before with specific demands.
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“How did you first learn about the church?” was the last
question.

“l was going to school,” she answered, “and I saw these
American women walking around the station plaza talking to
people. One of them asked me if I knew anything about the
Mormon church. I said I didn’t, but I was late for school so she
gave me a pamphlet.”

Back at the apartment, Thackeray filled out the rest of the
after-baptism sheet from notes he had taken during the inter-
view.

Tuckett opened the refrigerator door. “What are we going to
have for dinner?”

“Whatever’s there.”

“The curry looks still good.” He pulled out the Tupperware
dish and sniffed at the contents.

“There should be some old rice in there, too.” Thackeray
paused at the last question. The answer was: “Streeting.” He
didn’t want to write that down. It looked awkward on the pa-
per. He hadn’t had a single baptism off of streeting. Not his
own streeting. All of his baptisms with Peterson and Cantwell
had come from referrals or English class.

Tuckett looked out the kitchen window. “Here comes the
rest of the district,” he said.

The front door slammed open and Kempner stomped into
his room. Thackeray slid open the shoji screen between the
kitchen and the room.

“Dinner’s on the stove.”

Kempner said, “That’s nice,” and chucked his flipcharts
and notebook across the room. The notebook flapped open
and new convert activity forms spilled out over the tatami.

Thackeray looked stupidly at the notebook. “Be ready in
about ten minutes,” he said and closed the shoji.

“Thackeray!”

Thackeray opened the shoji again and peeked into the
room. Kempner sat down and leaned back against the desk.
The chair castors dented into the matting. “Get in here.”
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Thackeray stepped into the room.

“Know what a boku baptism is, Thackeray?”

“Baptizing kids for the numbers. So?”

“Nobody showed up,” said Elder Nowland.

“Showed up?”

“At church.”

Kempner held up four fingers.

“Actually four people showed up. I mean, four new converts
showed up.”

“What’s the roster?”

“Roster!?” shouted Kempner, rocking forward in his chair,
thrusting his red face towards Thackeray. “Twenty-nine. And
guess how many were Longstreet baptisms? Nineteen. Nine-
teen! You know what that means? That means it’s gonna be at
least three months until the rest of his seventeen dunkings go
off new convert and onto membership inactivity.”

Nowland walked up behind his companion. He peered at
his credit card calculator and said, “Gee. That’s only 13.8
percent.”

“Just what I've always wanted. The record for all time low.”
Kempner sank to the floor on his knees.

“It’s just missionary transfer shock syndrome,” suggested
Thackeray. He tried to sound optimistic. “Activity should pick
up next week.”

“Pick up from what?”

“Uh—pick up—~

Kempner grabbed at his notebook and ripped out a hand-
ful of mission statistics reports. “Kunitachi branch: 31 per-
cent.” He threw the paper away and read the next. “Kunitachi
branch: 39 percent.” Another: “Kunitachi branch: 64 percent.

“What’s going on, guys?”

“It—it wasn’t that bad before,” stammered Nowland. “Elder
Longstreet would call up everybody Saturday night and tell
them to come over to the apartment.”

“He’d tell them to come over to the apartment—" Kempner
glared at Thackeray.
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“Hey!” Thackeray held his hands out in front of him. “I'm a
ward missionary. I've never had anything to do with small
groups. I don’t even get why they even exist.”

“They exist, Mr. Thackeray, because bishops were kinda
getting the idea early on that this business of baptizing at the
speed of light wasn’t so wonderful and spiritual and, gee, I
wonder why?” He was still staring straight at him. Thackeray
shifted uncomfortably. He didn’t know if Kempner was making
an explanation or an accusation. “So, what’s your ex-
cuse—you must have done most of the baptism interviews.”

“Yeah, I did the interviews, but that’s all I did.”

“Did you even consider failing any of them?”

“For flip’s sake, he was a zone leader.”

“What difference does that make?”

Thackeray bit his lip, trying to remember if he had ever
considered failing one of Longstreet’s investigators. “They all
had the right answers,” he said. “I had to pass them. You
know how it is.” He didn’t tell Kempner that when he had first
come to Kunitachi, he barely knew enough Japanese to ask
the right questions, let alone understand the right answers.

“Yeah. Sure. I know.” Kempner picked up his notebook and
fastened the bindings. “Yeah, I know.” His voice softened.
“Damn, this is going to be impossible. He didn’t leave anything
to work with!” For a moment Thackeray thought he was going
to cry.

“Nothing is impossible,” said Tuckett.

“Don’t give me that positive mental attitude crap!”

Tuckett laughed. Kempner began to smile. “Ah, what the
hell,” he said. “I won'’t be here forever.”

“After you call in those stats tonight, you won’t be here at
all,” said Tuckett.

“No such luck.”

“But why should anyone blame Kempner,” protested Now-
land. “He didn’t do anything.”

“Let me tell you something, Nowland,” said Kempner. He
picked up the phone and dialed. “Longstreet’s a Z.L. He’s a
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golden boy. So if I wanted to make him look bad I'd have to
mess up too many lives. Did it once and that was one time too
many.”

“But you’d have to be stupid not to figure out what’s going
on. I mean, you just got here three days ago.”

“Never underestimate the ignorance of an APe, Nowland.”
Kempner paused, listening for the phone to ring at the other
end. “And Longstreet was such a decent greenie when we were
down south together—” He held the phone between his shoul-
der and ear and gathered up the strewn papers in a pile. He
looked up and smiled. “You see, I really don’t care.”

Thackeray didn’t believe him.

Two more new converts showed up on Kempner’s small
district stats the next week, and activity climbed above 20
percent. The week after it was down to 17 percent. By the end
of the month, Kempner had one baptism, and bumped activity
back to 20 percent.

The summer months soaked on. “It’s getting hard to prose-
lyte,” Thackeray wrote in a district report he would never send,
“and we just don’t have enough investigators to use up the
time teaching or fellowshipping.”

Kempner began assigning them one of Longstreet’s bap-
tisms every week to search out and invite to church. They
trekked all over West Tokyo, by train, bus, an occasional taxi
during the heavy rains, searching for lost sheep. Thackeray
was sorry Chadwick wasn’t there. Chadwick would have loved
it.

“The worst thing about streeting,” Thackeray remarked to
his companion, “is that you never know whether they’re com-
ing or going. Pick them up, teach them at the church, sayo-
nara. Gone forever.”

“One lost cause after another,” said Tuckett.

But it wasted the time away, watching life pass by outside
the streaked windows. They spent the time talking. There was
a lot of time to talk.
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Tuckett was from Berkeley. He missed seeing the Golden
Gate cutting up through the fog in the morning.

“But my mom’s from Salt Lake. Born and raised there.
Doesn’t know you’re supposed to be liberal in San Francisco.
Before I left for the MTC she made me promise I wouldn’t
bring some Japanese girl home with me. You know, I think I'll
find some oriental girl on the way home and talk her into
holding my hand when we get off the plane. Probably give
mom a heart attack.

“Japan’s a nice place to be, though,” he added.

Thackeray said, “I think the first time I thought about go-
ing to Japan was after I saw that James Bond movie—You
Only Live Twice. What kind of a reason is that?”

“l dunno. Sounds pretty good to me.”

Late one night, after finishing off the last of a Kirin Lemon
at a train kiosk, Tuckett said, grimacing, “Could you believe
what that last guy said?”

“You mean, What baptism? That guy?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I liked your explanation. A holy furo.”

“That’s about all it was. Baptized him in the bathtub.”

“Come to think about it, it is kind of appropriate.”

“What is?”

“The o-furo. You know, washing your sins clean—"

They both laughed.

“You know, this isn’t a very good way for you to get to
know Longstreet.”

Tuckett was nonchalant. “What else is there to know?”

Thackeray was awakened late in the night by the momen-
tary blast of a radio turned on at high volume. He threw off his
sheet and opened the patio shoji. Each room on the second
floor had a pair of large sliding glass windows that faced a la-
nai. A clothesline was strung across the diagonal. He leaned
on the window sill and peered through the screen into the
other room. Tuckett stirred restlessly on top of his futons.
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“Can’t sleep?”

“It’s too hot.”

“Uh huh.”

Tuckett said, “Nowland says Longstreet got himself trans-
ferred back to Shizuoka.”

“Yeah. Must be a heckuva place. | wonder who he was with
the first time.”

“Mr. California Sunshine.”

“Who?” Everybody knew more about Longstreet than he
did.

“Elder Joe Shimada. But about as Japanese as General
Motors. Boy, did that guy know how to have a good time.
When Joe first went senior they put him with this Chadwick
guy—you know, the mutual self-destruct theory—but they
didn’t party themselves to death, they just partied.

“So then they tried the green-machine approach with
Longstreet. It worked the first week, and then the two of them
got to be such good friends—”

“What busted them up?”

“The ward mission leader ratted him out to the mission
president. I guess that’s when Longstreet ended up in Senzoku
with Bennett. You know, everyone blames the senior for cor-
rupting the junior.”

Thackeray smiled in the darkness.

“And he got himself transferred back there.”

“Sure did.”

“Unbelievable.” Tuckett shook his head. “But a pretty wise
thing to do—after the mess he cooked up here.”

“It’s not that bad. Not as bad as Kempner thinks it is.”

“It sure doesn’t look good.”

“No, it doesn’t. Doesn’t look good at all.”

“All I know,” said Thackeray, “is that I asked all the right
questions and they gave all the right answers.”

“Inspiration doesn’t come with the territory,” Chadwick had
said. Thackeray sank back on his futon. I'm going to die in
another year or so, he thought to himself, I'm too young to
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have a midlife crisis. The only elder he’d ever seen die was
Bennett, and Bennett died easy. And Obaasan. She died for
real. Thackeray wished he had been nicer to her when she was
alive. He could have been better to Lundquist. Luddy hadn’t
been that bad. But now it was too late. And Tuckett was an
improvement, at any rate.

The nights were long and muggy, the days hot and humid.
Kempner introduced them to the art of snatching cartons of
Mr. Donuts throwaways out the trash bins. Dubious skull-
duggery. But stale doughnuts were better than mimi-pan and
overripe mikon. No wonder he was fat.

Thackeray still streeted. It was the same as it ever was. But
he couldn’t bear down; he just let them go.

Hey, how’ya doing? Know who we are? Right! Missionaries.
Ever heard about the Mormon Church? A little? You’re not in-
terested, eh? Well, have a good day.

Thackeray sat down on the bench in front of the Station
Curry Shop. Tuckett walked over and peered down at him.

“What’cha doing?”

“Nothing.”

“That’s a good idea.” Tuckett sat down beside him.

Thackeray stared across the station plaza. A bus pulled
into the terminal. Two Americans got off. After a while, he said,
“It’s Jensen.”

“You’re right. What should we do?”

“Let’s run away.”

“Elders!” Jensen shouted across the plaza.

“This is embarrassing,” said Tuckett.

“What was that?” asked Jensen.

“Nothing.”

“Where’s Elder Kempner? [ have to talk to him about dis-
trict rep.”

“Gee. Can’t imagine what about,” said Thackeray. Tuckett
looked away and laughed silently.

Jensen stared at them both for a moment. “Something I
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should know about?”

“No. Sorry.”

“You know, Elder Thackeray, I was going over some of
these old baptism recommends, and it seems like you did
most of the interviews.”

“So?”

“Maybe you’d like to explain to me what the NCA here is
doing at 18 percent.”

“The NCA?”

“New convert activity.”

“Oh. Well, you know, Jensen Choro, got to get those one
thousand baptisms. Isn’t that the goal this month?”

“Are you saying they shouldn’t have been passed?”

“I'm saying Longstreet taught them, and I interviewed them.
That’s all.”

“The district leader is responsible for the welfare of the dis-
trict, Elder Thackeray. I get the feeling you don’t understand
that.”

“The what of the district?” began Tuckett.

“Oh, come off it, Jensen,” said Thackeray. “When’s the last
time anybody in the this mission failed an interview? You get
what you want. You want a baptism, you get it.” He leaned
back slowly and rested his arms on the back of the bench. The
shadow of the corner of the train station awning eclipsed his
eyes. Inside, he felt like he had been kicked in the stomach.
He couldn’t believe what he had just heard himself say. He
waited for fire from heaven.

“Where’s Elder Kempner?” said Jensen.

“Well, we were by the church about an hour ago and he
wasn’t there, so he’s probably at the apartment,” said Tuckett.
“I think Elder Thackeray has a map-tract.”

“I know where it is.”

“That’s right. You bought the place, didn’t you?”

Jensen said, “Why don’t get back to work?” and left.

When they returned to the apartment that evening, Thack-
eray saw that Mr. Yamazaki had moved the freezer back inside

— 64 —



the store. But the stool was still under the awning. A child
was sitting there, gnawing on a popsicle.

“Mind if I call in?” Kempner asked Thackeray that night. “I
have to give Jensen some junk about district rep.”

“You do call-ins any time you want to. Two intro lessons
for each of us.”

A few minutes later Kempner called Thackeray down to the
kitchen. He covered the mouthpiece of the phone with his
hand and said, “Jensen wants me to tell you something.”

“Can’t he tell me himself?”

Kempner held up his hand, listened, nodded. A wry smile
came to his lips. “He says he watched you proselyte this morn-
ing and—"

“I figured that much.”

“And judging by what he saw, he’s taking an hour off your
compiled stats for this week—"

“I'm cut to the core.”

“And—really?” Kempner covered the mouthpiece again. “He
says that while we were talking, Elder Harper went upstairs
and he says there were cassettes in your tape recorders that
are unacceptable in this mission.”

“Yeah, Sada Masashi. Compared to him, the Mormon Tab
is Van Halen.”

Kempner grinned. “Tell me about it.”

“Why not—” Thackeray leaned forward. “You know,” he
said loudly, “the last thing I need in this mission is some-
body’s junior companion telling me how to run my life!”

Kempner put the phone up to his ear. “He hung up.”

“He’s a jerk.”

“l dunno,” said Kempner. “Tossing the crap around is a
good way to end up in the manure pile.”

“It’s also a good way to get transferred,” added Tuckett.

Which he was. To Odawara. Gordon called him the next
day and told him he was delighted he was coming.
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Chapter 7. Chadwick’s Ghosts

The Shakey’s Pizza at Kichijoji station was off limits. President
Atkinson made the rule clear at the end of the morning ses-
sion of the August all-mission conference. The Shakey’s noon-
time menu included the all-you-can-eat special for about fif-
teen bucks, at the current exchange rate. Not a cheap meal,
but a hungry missionary could put down enough to make it a
cost-effective excursion. So much so that the franchise owner
would probably have gone broke in an afternoon. It could be
considered an act of Christian charity that the Relief Society
fed them instead.

But that evening a handful of missionaries stopped in be-
fore taking the Chuo Express into Shinjuku. Dinner prices
proved dear, but Chadwick had gotten indulgent in his old age
and Thackeray was willing to pay to keep him company.

“Hear you had a run-in with Jensen,” Chadwick said.

“A bit deal over nothing. But it got me transferred to
Odawara.”

“If that’s what happens when you get on Jensen’s bad side,
I should have been more disagreeable myself. It’s a good dis-
trict. Gordon’s a good guy.”

When they found the rest of their districts, Longstreet had
already launched into his favorite story. “You've got this zone
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leader, okay? It’s his last day. He’s in the mission home, and a
bunch of greenies just arrived. The ZL spots this one, looking
like he’s confident, he’s tough, and he says to him, If I had to
be in your position right now, I'd slit my wrists. And the greenie
looks right at him and says, If I knew I was going to turn out
like you, I would too.” Longstreet chortled and slapped the ta-
ble. “Love that.”

He looked up and saw them. “Sheeze, Chadwick. I thought
you’d died a long time ago.”

“A few more weeks.”

“So what’re your plans?”

“No plans.”

“C’mon, Chaddy. You’re gonna come back and see us.”

Chadwick shook his head. “Don’t think so. Wouldn’t be the
same.”

“No joke, it wouldn’t. No rules, no curfew, no companion.”
Longstreet elbowed Elder Stanwick. “Nothing personal, dode.”

Stanwick grinned. “Hey, feeling’s mutual.”

Chadwick said, “I've seen guys who’ve come back, looking
for it. And they don’t find it.”

Thackeray knew what Chadwick was talking about. In Sen-
zoku district, on one of their splits together, they had gone up
to Kamata to teach a first discussion to a high school teacher
they’d tracted out the week before. They’'d finished up pretty
late, and stopped at a soba shop to get something to eat before
heading back.

An American was sitting at the end of the counter, finish-
ing up a bowl of soba. He said, “You guys missionaries?”

“You got it,” said Chadwick.

“What district you in?”

“Senzoku.”

“Really?” He moved a few seats down. “I was in Senzoku on
my mission. Hard to believe, eh?” He stroked his beard and
smiled wryly.

“So what do you do now?” asked Chadwick.
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“English teacher. What else?”

“And how is the real world?”

He waited a long time to answer. “When I on my mission, I
thought it’d be great coming back again. And, okay, the job’s
not bad, can’t complain about the money, but when it comes
right down to it, it’s a job. Nothing special. You don’t have that
kiyou had as a missionary. And the craziest thing—you think,
no rules, no companion, all the good times you’re going to
have. But the fact is, when you’re a missionary, all you got is
time. Rules, companions, big deal. The rules in the real world
are a lot worse, you find that out real quick. You won’t believe
me, but there’s no freedom like being a missionary.”

Neither of them knew how to respond to that. It was the
kind of statement you had to take at face value. So Chadwick
asked him about where he lived, what kind of apartment he
had. He asked them about the mission, what kind of dendo
they did, how many baptisms. They wanted to talk about the
world, all he wanted to talk about was the work.

“Missionaries die, you know,” he said, “and they come back
as ghosts.” He laughed to himself. “That’s the way it feels,
sometimes. You guys, I mean missionaries, look so real I
think to myself, that was the real life. I just didn’t know it at
the time.”

There was a long quiet moment. Thackeray finished his
soba. Chadwick glanced at his watch. “Getting late.”

“Yeah. I should be heading back myself.”

Chadwick got out his billfold. “So where do you attend
church?”

“The Tokyo gaijin ward usually. One of these Sundays I'll
come down to Senzoku and check you guys out.”

“We’ll be there,” said Chadwick.

Thackeray had looked back over his shoulder as they left.
The ghost sat by himself at the counter, gradually disappear-
ing from view as they walked away.

“Did he ever show up?” asked Stanwick.
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“Not before I transferred. But I doubt it. Every RM I've seen
here—it’s the same kind of thing. Like what Thomas Wolfe
said, you can’t go home again.”

“Yeah, s