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SYNOPSIS
In this fast moving novel ‘could happen type story’
about The Mereleigh Record Club, a British group, who
were first drawn together by their shared love of the Sixties pop music, get an unexpected invitation to visit Japan,
all expenses paid, to assist in a charity fund raising gig.
The invite was just too good to be true, but irresistible.
It involves a roller coaster clash of cultures with on
again off again relationships and a glimpse of the sordid
underworld of glitzy Japanese night life.
Travel agent, and Record Club member, Rick Foster,
from New Zealand, gets the assignment to make it happen, he knows the territory but has no idea what is in
store for his pals. To make matters worse he is asked by a
Welsh cousin to check the location of a missing actress last
heard of working at a Tokyo night club.
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CHAPTER 1

The mid-Wales guest house looked ok, judging from
the pictures on its website. It was portrayed as small old
coaching inn tastefully converted with modern facilities,
boasting a good table for dinner and an ample private car
park set back from the road. There were not a lot of
accommodation choices at Newtown, Powys anyway, so
Rick Foster had no real hesitation about booking a few
nights there.
It was not a big deal for a travel agent used to making
hundreds of bookings a year for others. It was easier: in
fact, he had only he to please, not some picky tourists, but
he was tired and annoyed at having to make a late change
to his accommodation. Newtown was his old home town.
It was one of those dull, nondescript overcast days, good
for trout fishing and having a few beers with friends in a
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country pub or getting out with a gun and shooting rabbits or pheasants.
Even after three decades of life in New Zealand, having a large Welsh family had meant he had never had to
stay in paid accommodation in Newtown before. The
Grim Reaper had taken a heavy toll of his relations over
the years and he was now down to one or two who he
could stay with. As he typed in his acceptance of the
booking on an internet café computer he could not help
feeling annoyed and rejected. Through no fault of his own
his Welsh cousin suddenly could not take him in as a
guest. At the last minute he had to accommodate a sick
uncle who had to attend the local Hospital for a series of
abdominal tests. The sick uncle had nowhere else to stay.
With a degree of embarrassment the cousin reluctantly
told Rick he had no room for him but to come over every
day and have a few beers as usual. Rick picked up the
concern in his cousin’s voice, and did not wish to offend
him, realising he was very embarrassed by the situation.
He readily agreed, and said it would be no problem to
find a place in Newtown as he had a couple of other old
friends to catch up on as well, and it could work out ok.
He prided himself on being able to match up suitable
accommodation for his customers and had acquired a
deserved reputation for this talent. Regardless of whether
the hotel was good or bad, the real downside was not
being able to burn the midnight oil with his cousin over
a few beers. Probably a bloody soulless dump for commercial travellers with boring bastards boasting their
prowess bedding women and making sales, he mused.
It was called ‘The Rising Sun’, and was just a ten
12
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minute drive from the internet café, and then suddenly
there it was with a large old-style inn sign hanging out,
looking like a P & O Shipping Company house flag with
a rising sun complete with sunbeams rising up from the
sea. What could be more out of place in Newtown! The
brick building had been around for probably nearly two
centuries at least. It was neat and tidy on the outside and
boasted a discreet car park with high hedged boundaries
out of sight of the main road.
He parked his rental car and walked to the reception
office, wondering what the place used to be called. It was
damned annoying not to be able to remember its earlier
name but it was probably a good Welsh name. He sighed
and pushed the inn’s reception door open, a bell tinkled
and a rather careworn middle-aged woman with a Midlands accent greeted him with an insincere electric light
bulb smile that could be turned on and off in a flash.
He noted a popular reproduction of a sultry, scantily
clad Chinese woman on a black velvet background hanging in the hallway which did not fit the image of the place
he had in mind when making his internet booking.
‘I emailed a booking earlier about a room for three
nights, I am Rick Foster.’
‘Yes luv, I just downloaded it. I guessed who you were.
It’s for three nights, right, correct?’ Her tone was that of a
hard-nosed businesswoman, though she seemed to be
overly concerned that she had got it right over the number of nights he wanted to stay.
‘Yes. Three.’
Rick was sure she had heard him correctly the first
13
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time. Did she want him to stay longer or was it unusual
for her normal customers to stay longer than a night?
‘OK that is fine, we have just one room left, it has just
become available. You wouldn’t believe it. It’s been like
Piccadilly Circus here today. Is your lady with you?’ she
added.
‘No, I am alone, it’s just for me,’ he replied.
‘Are you expecting some company?’ she asked.
‘No, as I said it’s just for me.’ He was annoyed by this
quizzing.
‘Oh. Well that’s all right,’ she paused, obviously a little surprised by his reply.
‘How will you pay?’
‘By credit card,’ He produced his Master Card for an
imprint.
‘Most of our customers pay cash but your card’s fine,
and I like your Australian accent,’ she added while
imprinting his card. He winced.
‘No, I am not Australian. I was born just down the
road, I have never lived in Australia and I suppose now I
am well and truly a New Zealander.’ He laid it on to indicate his annoyance.
‘Oh yes of course, but it’s very close to Australia isn’t
it, do you have friends here?’ she probed speculatively
with emphasis on ‘friends’.
He resented the tone of her voice. She was brassy and
tough: the less she knew about his life the better. He just
shrugged in a non-committal sort of way. He liked Australians, but just as Scotsmen don’t like being identified
14
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as Englishmen, neither did Rick like being mistaken for
an Aussie.
‘New Zealand is about as close to Australia as Ireland
is to Canada,’ he said sarcastically as he completed the
guest form. He now had a distinct feeling that most visitors did not stay very long at this place. One night could
probably be more than enough, and he was annoyed that
he had committed himself to three nights.
She caught his drift and with a worldly ability not to
waste time on things that did not pay money she
switched off her light bulb smile. A man dressed in a regulation black business suit with a small attaché case
brushed past him in a hurry after nodding at the receptionist on his hurried way out.
‘See you next time and I will make sure Julie is around
for you then,’ she promised him.
‘What’s up with him? Has he got a train to catch? He
nearly knocked me off my feet,’ Rick protested.
‘No dear, he is just shy. You know some men are about
these things.’
Rick was about to ask ‘about what things?’ when a
bottle blonde with a barely clad and constrained busty
body within an extremely tight low-cut dress cat-minced
past him, casting a long seductive look in his direction.
‘I’ve put the room on your account dear, you can fix
me up later if you are in a rush,’ said the receptionist.
‘Oh that would be fine,’ said the busty bird fluttering
her false eyelashes speculatively at Rick.
‘Sophie is a regular, a very honest girl, not many like
her, and good company I am told’ the receptionist added.
15
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Rick got the drift all too clearly now as he watched her
move, ass tits, ass tits, ass tits all the way to the door,
advertising her physical assets to best effect.
‘Christ! I’ve booked into a bloody brothel! How
bloody stupid.’ He shrugged off the thought in selfannoyance.
‘Here are your keys. Sophie will be free in about an
hour if you change your mind. The room is up the stairs,
number five, third on the right, just give me a call if you
need anything, or anyone.’
She turned on her heel and click-clacked out of the
reception office faster than he could pick up his bags.
Bitch, probably a retired tart, she has seen it all before.
Only interested in money, he surmised. What was the
‘anyone’ supposed to mean, Sophie for a 60 minute romp?
She certainly had a body many men would die for and
probably a matching price tag.
The stairway was cramped and tortuous and his suitcase bumped against the walls as he struggled up the
stairs. As he unlocked his room door he got a strong dose
of the mixed smells of disinfectant and canned fresh air.
Though it was still summer time the room was rather
dark, and a touch chilly. It faced north! His window
looked out into the backyard of an amateur junk dealer
of some sort, clearly working from home. It stinks of
cheap perfume like some Hong Kong brothel, he mused.
There was no phone in the room, but at least he had
his mobile. It would mean he would have to go to reception for any incoming land line calls though. To his dismay he discovered the bathroom was shared and down
16
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the hall and he only had a hand basin in the room. He had
no dressing gown with him and it would mean wearing
clothes to go to and from the shower and toilet and probably waiting for other guests to vacate the ablutions room
in the morning before he could get in.
‘This is a brothel and there are no showers in the
rooms and the bloody bathroom will be in use 24 hours a
day.’ He groaned at the thought.
There were no towels in the room. He would have to
go downstairs to collect some from reception. A very
faded and probably seldom used card on the sideboard
gave succinct details of meal times and procedures to
order several hours in advance, breakfasts before 9 pm
the day before. A recently well scrubbed stain on the carpet caught his eye and seemed to be the epicentre of hospital type disinfectant smell.
‘Very nice, the last occupant probably had a Technicolor yawn on the carpet or pissed his pants. Who
knows?’ Rick thought, and started to toy with the idea of
doing an immediate check out and going elsewhere.
There were a dozen or so far better places to stay in and
around Newtown where you could count on good Welsh
hospitality, a nice lamb roast and feeling welcome.
‘I must be suffering from dementia,’ Rick realised.
‘The name “The Rising Sun”, of course it’s from the Animals’ hit ‘The House of the Rising Sun’:
‘There is a house in New Orleans
They call the Rising Sun
And it’s been the ruin of many a poor boy
And God I know I’m one.’
17
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There would be doors banging and hushed drunken
whispers all night, along with the feigned groans of
ecstasy designed to extract a tip from the customers at the
end of each session.
The room contained a mean little TV set and a large
box of tissues next to the bed. The bed had a well-used
slump in the centre indicating its springs were well past
their use-by date. An involuntary shiver ran through his
body, the sort that prompts people to say someone has
walked over their graves.
‘It’s a mean dump where hard cash and no real names
were used,’ he reflected.
Tiredness had got the better of his judgment, he knew
it would have been best to case this joint first rather than
commit himself to an internet booking, but he decided he
would be so tired when he hit the sack he could sleep
through an air raid. Provided no one he knew saw him
leave in the morning, he might as well stay put.
He chucked his suitcase on the bed, and started to
unpack a few things. Then his credit and business card
holder flipped out of his top pocket onto the floor. Bloody
hell, his patience was at an end.
He could not see it on the floor, how the hell it could
vanish into thin air? He bent down to feel under the bed.
He lifted the bed cover and groped beneath the bed hoping to find it without bending down any further and looking. His hand touched something that froze him in his
tracks, and made his hair stand on end. It was a rather
cold and lifeless rigid hand.
‘Jesus Christ!’ he rapidly retracted his hand in disgust
18
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and fear. Then, very cautiously, he lifted the cover and
took a look beneath the bed. The body of a short, stocky,
suited man was jammed beneath the bed and was clearly
in a state of rigor mortis with one arm outstretched almost
as though he was about to shake hands or hand something to someone, and another at his throat as though
choking.
‘For God’s sake! What next?’
The face was oriental ― Japanese, or possibly Korean
or Chinese. He paused and took a breath trying to decide
if it was a very dead person or someone still alive. He
touched the hand. Rigor mortis had set in. There was no
sign of breathing. No one would die naturally under a
bed unless they had some weird fetish of hiding under
beds when others had sex above. This poor bastard had
probably been pushed there.
I could just walk out of here but it would be the dumbest thing in the world to do, someone would be on to me
very soon and then I would be number one suspect, I can
contact the front desk but shit she would only ring the
cops, maybe, or maybe she would not. Rick made a quick
decision and rang the police directly from his mobile, that
way he would avoid time wasting with the receptionist.
The police were there in about ten minutes. He heard
a couple of cars draw up outside, a few gruff words said
downstairs to a surprised receptionist and shortly afterwards he gave entry to three plain clothes policemen, and
noted one remained out in the courtyard and was busy
checking all the vehicles . Inspector Roberts, CID, the
grim-faced elder member of the trio raced up the stairs to
Rick’s room where Rick already had the door ajar ready
19
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for his entry.
‘Detective Inspector Roberts,’ he said as he thrust out
a rugby player’s battle-scarred large leathery hand. The
hand was matched by an equally battered and scarred
face, broken nose and a cauliflower ear. Rick tried to introduced himself and was also about to mention the smell
and stain.
‘Where’s the body?’ the Inspector quickly scanned the
room with the gimlet eye of an experienced stalker taking in every detail, and noting everything that might be
out of place. Before Rick could answer he asked, ‘What’s
the stain on the carpet, it looks pretty recent and it pongs
of disinfectant?’
‘Oh ... well first I am Rick Foster and I have only just
arrived here, probably just 20 minutes or so before you
came. The stain was here when I arrived and the body is
under the bed.’ Rick shook himself out of a bit of a daze
caused by the shock of finding the body and realised he
was dealing with a professional used to working very
hard and fast when needed.
‘Right, first concern, don’t touch anything if you can
help it, but if you have any tissues or hand towels, we will
use them to lift the bed off the body so as not to leave any
of our fingerprints.’ Rick found a box of tissues, and
handed them round to the cops, and they carefully lifted
the bed clear of the body and dumped it on the floor near
the window.
‘Hummm, looks like he is still in rigor mortis, and Oriental to boot. Yeah, a stiff stiff ! Eh. What’s that?’ Inspector Roberts spotted a small card near the body.
20
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‘Oh, it could be mine. I just dropped my card holder
on the floor before I found the body, and it was only
because of that that I found the body.’ Rick went to pick
it up.
‘No, no, leave it. There could be finger prints.’ The
inspector pulled out a pair of surgical rubber gloves and
gave Rick a set.
‘Don’t touch anything from now on if you can avoid
it.’
Rick explained he had managed to lift up the business
card by carefully holding the edges of the card between
his fingers and left it where he found it.
‘It’s not one of mine. It’s Japanese, and it’s a nightclub
membership card from a club at Nakasu, Fukuoka!’ Rick
was surprised, and shocked at this discovery.
‘How the bloody hell do you know that? Do you know
this man?’ The inspector smelled blood and a hot trail.
‘No I haven’t seen him before in my life, but I am a
travel agent and have done a lot of business in Japan, particularly Fukuoka. I can read a bit of Japanese. It’s an
amazing coincidence,’ Rick said innocently, before realising that the inspector might not think it such a coincidence.
The inspector frowned, sighed, and told a junior colleague, ‘I don’t think our dead Asian friend was over here
to study Welsh at the University of Wales’ Gregynog Hall
campus. People don’t just die and roll under a bed so best
get the forensics team over, and emphasize it looks like a
recent death, and is very suspicious.’
Once he was shown the body Inspector Roberts
21
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detailed one of the other detectives to organise the place
as an official investigation site with the usual tape barriers, detain anyone who wanted to leave so they could be
interviewed, and to instruct the receptionist not to talk
about this to anyone at that point. She had to be told to
stay put so they could talk to her later.
The detective was back within minutes to report to the
Inspector the result of his conversation with the receptionist. She told him that she had checked out room 5,
where the body was found, earlier that day. Some foreign
European men had visited the oriental guest and there
were a few comings, and she had not seen any girls use
the room while they were there.
‘I told her we would talk to her later,’ the detective
replied. ‘And get a statement from her.’ She was cautioned to keep mum.’ Turning to Rick he added, ‘Bloody
forensics can keep you hanging about for ages their motto
seems to be, why rush to a dead body when it’s not going
anywhere.’
‘I am going to need a statement from you right now
Mr Foster, proof of identity, and also a set of dabs so we
can eliminate you from our inquiries, if you are innocent,
of course!’ Inspector Roberts allowed himself a teasing
smile at Rick. Rick felt a bit weak at the knees and uttered
a sickly laugh in reply. It would be easy to fall under suspicion in such circumstances.
‘Oh, also your permanent address. To my ears you
sound like a Kiwi, I have played rugby against a few of
your fellow-countrymen over the years.’
Rick nodded in reply, a bit stuck for words, thinking
22
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how quickly things in life can change, and hoping he
could pick up his schedule as soon as possible and not get
mired down in some exhaustive police investigation.
‘But maybe a trace of a Welsh accent?’ Inspector
Roberts added.
‘My family is from around here.’
‘I have seen you before I think, or maybe it’s your
name. No, don’t tell me, I like to remember myself.’ The
inspector paused for a moment.
‘Yes, it’s both, are you part of that Mereleigh Record
Club group that had strife in New Zealand on the tour
that was turned into film?’
‘Not the film star. I am the real person, not the film
star, I organised that tour. I think my photograph was in
‘The County Times’ but I was never in the film,’ he
explained.
‘I doubt your pals would have thanked you for the
mayhem during the trip,’ the Inspector added with a
touch of sarcasm.
‘No, but they enjoyed the happy ending, and all the
publicity and money that came from the film rights,’ Rick
added. ‘The maternal side of my family is originally from
Tregynon.’
The atmosphere instantly lightened up, and it was
almost all plain sailing. The inspector knew half of Rick’s
cousins and he relaxed bit hoping the Inspector felt he
was dealing with a friendly witness rather than a suspect.
‘I do have to ask one more question, you understand,
I am satisfied with everything you have given me so far,
so take no offence, it’s my job. Do you think there could
23
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be any link between the last tour you did with that group
and this man, or between your business connections in
Japan and this man?’
‘Definitely not, there is no connection between that
group and Japan at all, in any shape or form. Also no link
between my business in Japan, and this man either. He is
a total stranger. I have some travel agency contacts in
Japan you can check out, but to me, at first glance, this
man looks like a Yakuza, you know, Japanese mafia. He
has a spivvy Italian kind of Oriental dress. Check his
hands to see if he has any finger tips missing,’ Rick joked.
‘Yeah that’s a point; let’s carefully look at his left hand
just under his body.’
Rick was not over-eager to help. He had always been
a bit squeamish about dead bodies and he was not being
serious when he made the suggestion but, as they rolled
the body slightly, to his surprise he noted the smallest finger on his left hand was missing.
‘Well, there you are now, boyo. I have got a dead
Yakuza on my patch. I don’t believe we have had one of
those in these remote parts of Mid-Wales.’
‘Phew, it’s a surprise to me. I was only joking. What
the hell would he be doing here?’
‘It’s anyone’s guess at this point. The only foreign
gangs we have about here are some of those Slav gangs
and Albanians who are into prostitution and drugs, one or
two of whom have on odd occasions been known to stay
at this establishment. So what is a nice boy like you doing
in a place like this?’
The inspector said almost as a joke but Rick was seri24
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ously embarrassed, and told him about his cousin’s sudden inability to put him up.
‘Well, what do you think, with your Japanese experience, would a Yakuza be doing here?’ The Inspector gave
him pleading look, scratching his greying head at the
same time.
‘I can’t even guess, the Yakuza are a bit like hot house
plants. They thrive in Japan and are part of the culture but
you don’t really see them beyond Japan.’
‘So what sort of crime do they get involved in?’ The
inspector needed something even just a hint at what sort
of crime the dead criminal could be involved in.
Rick though long drew a breath. ‘Well, they are in the
usual stuff, prostitution, night clubs, gambling , loan
sharks, enforcers for others, every Japanese street stall, or
yati, has to pay regular protection money for their pitch
on a street. Crickey, there are about 85,000 Yakuzas in
Japan. I read some statistics a couple of weeks ago and
something like two dozen major gangs, mostly regional
so they don’t conflict within Japan,’ Rick warmed to his
theme. ‘Their connections go up to some of the highest
political levels in Japan’s Diet.’
‘It what?’ The Inspector asked.
‘The Diet is their Parliament. They also have close connections to rogue property developers and pressure people out of their homes if a developer wants a property
cleared for some reason. They would also be into drugs I
imagine, but I have to add the Yakuza are not noted for
senseless crime.’
‘What do you mean senseless, all crime is bloody
25
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senseless, if you ask me.’
‘Yes, you’re a cop, I agree but what I mean is that they
don’t go around bashing up old ladies and beating the
crap out of ordinary folk for no reason like some dumb
drunken skinheads do. And they are all usually very visible with tidy crew cuts and black suits,’ Rick explained.
‘I see you mean intelligent professional crims, like.’
‘Yes inspector, exactly.’ Rick thrust his hands into his
pockets wondering where this would lead and hoping the
gruesome find would not upset or delay his own plans
too much.
‘If I had to pick a possible motive for this Jap to be here
on my bloody doorstep what kind of crime do you think
he would most likely be involved in?’
‘Well, as you said, he is probably not in Wales to learn
Welsh, or to sing in the local male voice choir, or play
rugby. It’s unusual to find a Yakuza gangster by himself.
The Japanese like to do things in numbers, whether it is
business or holidays, so where are his mates if he has any?
‘If he is by himself I would guess he is under some
punishment threat from his boss. He may have stuffed up
something and has to do some sort of job to clear himself
of an obligation. In those circumstances he would not
have a mate with him as he probably could not afford to
pay any other Yakuza to come with him.’
‘And..?’ the Inspector interjected.
‘And I would think he is working with some local
criminals, or against them, if your local crims have had
some sort of dealing with his boss in Japan.’ Rick was
quite pleased with his process of deduction, as was the
26
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Inspector who hung on almost every word.
‘OK then, all I have to do is to go around my manor
and check out all the crims and prostitutes and ask them
if they have been doing business with Japan recently and
show them a mug shot of Mr Yakuza to see if they know
him. It would be nice to think I could have it all wrapped
up by the weekend in time to duck down to the Millennium Stadium in Cardiff for the rugby international on
Saturday. I got a season ticket but that is not going to happen now is it?’
Rick was a bit embarrassed by it all and shifted his feet
like schoolboy before being punished by his teacher ‘Well,
I know it sounds pretty simple, I am not a cop and you
asked me. Sorry you have to miss the big game.’
‘No, no, Rick your knowledge and ideas are most welcome, probably saved me a day’s research on the computer. I like the loner under punishment or obligation
angle, it fits, but to misquote Gilbert and Sullivan before
we can make the punishment fit the crime, we must first
find the crime.
‘By international standards Mid-Wales is a pretty low
key rather petty crime area really, so what on earth would
the mighty Yakuza want in our little country, having it off
with a cheap tart on his annual leave perhaps? No doubt
the receptionist downstairs will be able to assist us with
our inquiries, to some degree at least.’
‘Anyway, I would have thought that you as a travel
agent, born in these parts too, would have been able to
find more suitable accommodation,’ the Inspector said
with a wink. ‘If it were me I would be very embarrassed
27
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if my wife knew I had been staying at a place like this, but
there you are, you see we are all different.’
The comment annoyed Rick. ‘All the good places were
booked out, it was an internet booking, sight unseen.
Anyway, no doubt when you have been on rugby tours
you have stayed at places like this, or visited them, if for
no other reason than you don’t want to be the wet blanket when the team wants to play up a bit and have some
fun!’
‘Touché. It’s a fair observation but to be honest I don’t
think you would deliberately come to a place like this in
ordinary circumstances.’
Rick realised the Inspector was making one final probe
to see if Rick was really innocent, and he did not like the
word ‘ordinary’ in that context. It left open the possibility
in the inspector’s mind that there could be something
extraordinary, perhaps of a criminal nature, which had
motivated Rick to use this dump.
‘Websites don’t tell you everything,’ Rick said. ‘I keep
telling my travellers that. I found this place on a website
when I was tired and anxious to check in somewhere. As
a travel agent I frequently ignore the advice I give my
clients and make quick decisions on travel arrangements,
on the spot, because I don’t like spending time on doing
the research. Take this place, it looks good on a website
and outside, but the receptionist, owner, whatever she is,
is hard as nails, and the atmosphere is just plain sordid.
There is nothing on the website to tell you about her disposition or her customer base, or the junk yard outside
my window.’
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‘The only clue I got that it might be the local knocking
shop was when the receptionist, madam, or owner, whatever she is, said ‘if you want anything or anyone let me
know. By then I had checked in and it took me a moment
or two to work out what she meant.’
‘But you did not want to have ‘anybody?’ the inspector probed.
‘Of course not, my wife is over here in the UK with her
family, while I visit mine, and it was only because of a
sickness in the family that I could not stay with a cousin.’
Rick was starting to fear this could be a preliminary to
many long, probing interviews.
‘OK fine I believe you, not just because you are a
Welshman, at heart at least, but everything you have told
me so far can be very quickly checked without your assistance.’ Inspector Roberts gave him a grin.
‘You know every time you say something there is
always a word or two in your sentence that has a twist to
it, like ‘so far!’ I really do not have anything more to add
which would be of help to you, so I hope ‘so far’ will be
enough.’
‘Yes, I think it will, providing everything checks out
as you have told me, but it is very possible that you might
be needed as a witness so we would prefer that you did
not talk about this to other parties. It is in a tender preliminary stage of investigation, you understand.’
The inspector indicated he wanted to press on with
other things.
‘You are going to have to move out of this hotel room
of course, and I have more good news for you, the Mid29
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Wales Constabulary will pay for a couple of nights accommodation for you elsewhere, and any incidental expenses
incurred thereon. We will close this place down for a few
days at least I would think.’
The inspector dug deep into one of his inside jacket
pockets and pulled out a small notebook and pen, and
then his business card.
‘There is my card, call me at any time if anything
comes to mind. I will take a collect international call if
necessary, and I need a 24 hour 7 day email and mobile
phone contact from you, as well as your permanent
address, and passport details.
‘We will need to take your rental car for forensic tests,
but I am sure the rental car company will provide another
one. I don’t want to hold you up so if you can give us a bit
of time now it may save having to call you back later on
if something interesting comes up.’
Rick protested that the police would find nothing in
the car as he had only just hired it and been the sole user
and occupant.
‘I am sure you are right but we have to be sure and it
will help eliminate you from our inquiries. I want to look
at your passport to see when you last visited Japan and
ask you if you have any plans to visit Japan in the near
future,’ the inspector reeled off his demands politely but
firmly.
‘I was last in Japan about two years ago; you can see
the entry date at Narita, Tokyo and exit from Kansai International at Osaka. It was travel agent’s business, and no,
I have no plans at all to visit Japan for the next 12 months
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or so,’ he added.
‘You will have to come to the station and make a formal statement, then we can fix up the accommodation
allowance and rental car as well, and that could take us to
about 8.30 pm and give us an hour for a glass of beer
while my forensics boys are doing their work here.
‘Don’t talk about what we have found here, other than
saying you found a dead body, do not mention anything
about his race, or apparent Yakuza connections. We have
a crim or two to catch here I suspect, and I don’t want to
advertise any punches to the opposition now.
‘On that score the press boys will be along shortly and
I don’t want any doorstep interviews outside this place
and I doubt you would want to appear on national TV
lurking in the background, either.’
Rick groaned at the thought.
‘The local media are ok, The County Times , it’s a small
place and we respect each other’s roles but those national
tabloid boys take no prisoners if it’s a juicy story and this
has the omens of one, murder in a brothel a great headline
for a start.’ The Inspector was positively gloating at the
thought of being at the centre of a murder that would
make the front pages of at least some papers.
‘No, I will do the media interviews when I am ready
after forensics has something positive for us to consider
and in my own office. Let’s go. You will join me for a beer
so I can remind you that we still keep “A Welcome in the
Hillsides in Wales” as the song says.’
He beamed a genial smile, patted Rick on the shoulder
and indicated it was time to move on. They had just
31

~ The Mereleigh Record Club Tour of Japan

reached the ground floor when a middle-aged man tried
to brush past and held his head low, obviously not wishing to show his face to strangers.
‘Good afternoon Mr Morgan, how are the wife and
kids?’ the Inspector asked with glee. His head was still
bowed as he mumbled ‘ok’, but Rick could just see him
glaring in anger as he squeezed past them as fast as he
could.
‘You know him but you don’t want to question him,’
Rick asked, feeling somewhat victimised by being the
subject of most of the police attention.
‘Mr Morgan is a well known Rotarian in these parts.
It’s a bit of a surprise to see him here. Normally I would
not ‘recognise’ anyone I knew here except Mr Morgan has
been giving my boys a very hard time recently over a law
and order issue at a local pub which could easily be
solved if the publican observed the laws relating to serving drunks. It seems the publican may have thrown a couple of eggs at Mr Morgan’s car one day.’
‘Petty stuff really,’ he added.
‘I will talk to Mr Morgan later and any others my men
will pick up as they check out of the rooms. I am sure Mr
Morgan will be very eager to put the record straight about
his presence at this place on the basis that his presence is
not made public.’
Rick noticed that the sole police presence in the hotel
yard, a constable, had swelled to four men who were setting up the usual incident tapes to keep the public out of
areas of interest to the police. He decided then he would
not accept the offer of a few beers with the Inspector after
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giving him a formal statement. It would either involve a
discussion on the New Zealand All Blacks compared with
the Welsh Rugby Team and/or subtle questions about the
body in the bedroom or both. The whole bloody thing
would probably drag on for months and the worst aspect
was that if he were called as a witness his name and association with the brothel would be blazoned about the
place, and it would not do his travel business any good at
all.

Buy the B&N e-Pub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/the-mereleigh-record
-club-tour-of-japan-roy-vaughan/1113865452?ean=2940
148589112

Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/Mereleigh-Record-Club-Japanebook/dp/B00FGAD2P4/

