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    CHAPTER ONE




    Ben Isaac Gold­man sep­arat­ed them, cold and thin, then stuck them in­to their stain­less

    steel cages and low­ered them in­to the boil­ing grease and watched them fry.




    Then he watched the frozen gold­en chunks in their pale dough coffins be­ing low­ered

    along­side in­to the earth of liq­uid grease.




    The next day Ben Isaac su­per­vised the grilling of the round, flat pieces of meat, which

    were US­DA in­spect­ed and not more than 27 per­cent fat. When the red light flashed and the

    buzzer sound­ed, he would au­to­mat­ical­ly turn them over and sprin­kle salt on­to their

    burned backs. As they siz­zled and spat at him from the grill, he would low­er the sol­id

    weight atop them to keep them pressed down flat.




    The day af­ter that had al­ways been Ben Isaac’s fa­vorite. He lined them up, bread round,

    ac­ned with sesame seed, then fed them in­to the ovens.




    Af­ter they were done, he would wrap them in their col­or­ful pa­per shrouds and stick them

    in their sty­ro­foam coffins.




    For near­ly two years, this dai­ly, rhyth­mic eight-​hour mas­sacre had brought Ben Isaac

    Gold­man a cer­tain cleans­ing peace.




    For two years, he had changed sym­bols: he had trad­ed the six mil­lion dead from the

    swasti­ka for the twen­ty bil­lion sold from the gold­en arch­es. And he was con­tent.




    But no longer. He had lost his faith in both sym­bols, the swasti­ka for which he had worked

    thir­ty years ear­li­er, and the gold­en arch­es, which he served as an as­sis­tant man­ag­er

    in Bal­ti­more, Mary­land, spend­ing three days a week con­trol­ling the sci­en­tif­ical­ly

    de­signed slaugh­ter of help­less food stuffs.




    And so now he just went through the mo­tions, his small pa­per cap squashed down on his

    wispy white curls, shuf­fling in greasy black shoes from sec­tion to sec­tion, mak­ing sure the

    plas­tic, non-​dairy shakes weighed enough, that the mea­sured-​be­fore-​cook­ing semiburg­ers

    were not in their wait­ing bins more than sev­en min­utes, and that the onion, toma­to,

    pick­le, and spe­cial sauce bins were nev­er less than half full.




    And he wait­ed on­ly for the end of his work­day when he could take off the cheap white

    gloves he bought each day in Wal­green’s drug­store, and drop them in­to the garbage on his way

    out.




    Re­cent­ly, he had tak­en to wash­ing his hands con­stant­ly.




    On a Sun­day evening in April, a spring that promised a bone-​melt­ing hot sum­mer, Ben

    Isaac Gold­man pushed open the swing­ing top of thegarbage can in front of the

    ham­burg­er store, and watched as some­one else dropped a pair of white gloves in. He fol­lowed

    with his own gloves, then looked up and met for the first time Ida Bernard, a tight-​boned

    mid­dle-​aged la­dy, orig­inal­ly from the Bronx, who worked at the ice cream place next

    door.




    She wore white gloves too, be­cause her hands got cold work­ing with the soft ice cream so

    many hours a day, mak­ing Moth­er’s Day cakes and birth­day treats and sun­daes and fly­ing

    saucers and par­faits and sim­ple plas­tic cones, all un­der the aus­pices of an old man who

    did his own tele­vi­sion com­mer­cials and sound­ed like a can­di­date for a to­tal

    la­ryn­gec­to­my.




    Be­sides their use of gloves, Ben and Ida sud­den­ly dis­cov­ered, talk­ing over the

    trash­can, that they had a lot of oth­er things in com­mon. Like they both hat­ed ham­burg­ers.

    And they both hat­ed ice cream. And weren’t prices aw­ful nowa­days? And wasn’t sum­mer go­ing

    to be hot this year? And why didn’t they con­tin­ue this scin­til­lat­ing con­ver­sa­tion over

    din­ner?




    So at 8:30 on a Sun­day night, Ben Isaac Gold­man and Ida Bernard went off in search of a

    restau­rant that did not fea­ture ei­ther ham­burg­ers or ice cream.




    “I love good peas and car­rots, don’t you?” asked Ida, who had tak­en Ben Isaac’s arm. She

    was taller than he was and thin­ner, but they both had the same length stride so he did not

    no­tice.




    “Let­tuce,” said Ben Isaac. “Good let­tuce.”




    “I guess let­tuce is all right too,” said Ida, who hat­ed let­tuce.




    “Bet­ter than all right. There is some­thing great about let­tuce.”




    “Yes?” said Ida in a tone that tried, un­suc­cess­ful­ly, to hide the ques­tion mark.




    “Yes,” said Ben Isaac Gold­man force­ful­ly. “And what is great about let­tuce is that it is

    not ham­burg­er.” He laughed.




    “Or ice cream,” said Ida, and laughed with him, and their strides length­ened as they

    searched more dili­gent­ly for a restau­rant that served good veg­eta­bles. And let­tuce.




    So this at last was the promised land, Ben Isaac Gold­man thought. What life was all about.

    A job, a place to live, a wom­an on his arm. The mean­ing of life. Not re­venge. Not

    de­struc­tion. Here, there was no one check­ing on him, no meet­ings, no bugged tele­phones, no

    dust, no sol­diers, no sand, no desert, no war.




    He talked all through din­ner at a lit­tle place with wrin­kled peas, white car­rots that

    grew sog­gy, and let­tuce no crisper than wet blot­ting pa­per.




    By the time their cof­fee came, weak and bit­ter as it was, Ben was hold­ing Ida’s hands in

    his on the ta­ble.




    “Amer­ica is tru­ly a gold­en coun­try,” he said.




    Ida Bernard nod­ded, watch­ing Ben’s broad, jol­ly face, a face she had seen ev­ery day

    go­ing to work at the ham­burg­er palace, and that she had fi­nal­ly con­spired to meet at the

    glove-​dis­pos­al unit in the park­ing lot.




    She re­al­ized she had nev­er seen Gold­man smile un­til now. She had nev­er seen the

    twin­kle in his deep brown eyes or col­or in his pale cheeks un­til now.




    “They think I am a dull old man,” Gold­man said, wav­ing his arm to sweep to­geth­er ev­ery

    frizz-​haired ham­burg­er jock­ey in the coun­try who re­sent­ed as­sis­tant man­agers who told

    them not to pick their noses near the food. Gold­man’s swing­ing arm bumped against a

    news­pa­per tucked pre­car­ious­ly in­to the pock­et of a man’s rain­coat hang­ing on the coat

    rack. It fell to the floor, and Gold­man, look­ing around em­bar­rass­ed­ly, bent to pick it

    up. As he leaned over, he kept talk­ing.




    “Aaah, what do they know?” he said. “Chil­dren. They have not . . .” His voice trailed off

    as his eyes fixed on a cor­ner of the news­pa­per.




    “Yes?” said Ida Bernard. “They have not what?”




    “Seen what I have seen,” said Gold­man. His face had gone ash white. He clutched the pa­per

    in his hand as if it were a ba­ton and he were a world-​class re­lay run­ner.




    “I must go now,” he said. “Thank you for a nice evening.”




    Then, still clutch­ing the pa­per, he stum­bled up out of his seat and left, with­out

    look­ing back.




    The wait­er tired­ly asked Ida if that would be all. He did not seem sur­prised at

    Gold­man’s sud­den de­par­ture. The restau­rant’s culi­nary arts of­ten had that ef­fect on the

    di­ges­tion of se­nior cit­izens, peo­ple old enough to re­mem­ber when things had been

    bet­ter.




    Ida nod­ded and paid the check, but as she got up to leave, she not­ed Gold­man’s hat on the

    coat rack. He was not to be seen on the street out­side, but on the in­side band of his hat,

    his name and ad­dress had been print­ed twice in in­deli­ble ink.His ad­dress was on­ly a

    few blocks from where she stood, so she walked.




    She passed the dev­as­tat­ed blocks of busi­ness, their doors chained and their win­dows

    fenced in against the hu­man storm of Bal­ti­more. She passed the open doors and board­ed

    win­dows of a dozen bars. The Flamin­go Club and the Pleze Walk Inn. She passed a block of

    squat four-​fam­ily hous­es, each with the same de­sign, the same tele­vi­sion aeri­als, and

    the same fat old mom­mas out on the stoops in their rock­ing chairs, fan­ning the soot away

    from their faces.




    Gold­man lived in an apart­ment build­ing that was, to Ida’s eyes, a for­bid­ding brick

    square, chipped and worn, like a stone cas­tle that had been un­der at­tack by the Huns for the

    past two hun­dred years. The street on which he lived had sur­vived the mur­der­ous race ri­ots

    of ten years ago, on­ly to die, in­stead, of nat­ural caus­es.




    Ida felt an­oth­er twinge of pity for the lit­tle man. The ma­ter­nal in­stincts that had

    lain dor­mant since the death of her hus­band, her dear Nathan, rose up like a desert wind. She

    would sweep away Gold­man’s past and give them both some­thing to live for. Then she would cook

    for him, clean for him, re­mind him to wear his rub­bers on wet days, buy him new white gloves

    ev­ery day, and nev­er serve ham­burg­ers or ice cream.




    Ida found the bare­ly dis­cernible “Gold­man” inked un­der a but­ton in­side the front door,

    and pushed it. Af­ter thir­ty sec­onds of si­lence, she pushed the but­ton again. Could he have

    gone some­where else? She pic­tured him wan­der­ingthe city, be­ing at­tacked by rov­ing

    groups of winos and junkies.




    The in­ter­com crack­led. A small voice said, “Go away.”




    Ida leaned up close to the in­ter­com and shout­ed: “Ben, it’s Ida. I have your hat.”




    Si­lence.




    “Ben? Re­al­ly. There’s noth­ing to be afraid of. It’s me. Ida.”




    Si­lence.




    “Please, Ben. I just want to give you your hat.”




    A few sec­onds lat­er, there was a pierc­ing buzz that near­ly sep­arat­ed Ida from her

    stock­ings. The door popped open, and Ida quick­ly went in­side.




    The hall­way smelled of urine, vom­it, and age, which had scored a knock­out vic­to­ry over

    a heavy lay­er of Lysol. The stairs were con­crete with a met­al ban­nis­ter. A naked

    forty-​watt bulb il­lu­mi­nat­ed each land­ing.




    As she climbed each flight of stairs, the sounds of Penn­syl­va­nia Av­enue as­sailed her,

    the honk­ing of the white sev­en-​year-​old Cadil­lacs, the screech­es of black kids and

    hook­ers.




    She found Apart­ment A-412 in the cor­ner. Ida stood on the cold floor un­der the loose,

    gray acous­ti­cal tile ceil­ing for a mo­ment, then knocked.




    The door opened im­me­di­ate­ly, to her sur­prise, and Gold­man, who seemed to have aged in

    an hour, ges­tured quick­ly and said, “Hur­ry, come in, hur­ry.”




    In­side, the street sounds were dimmed by the sheer weight of plas­ter. The on­ly light was

    froma bath­room bulb, but that was enough to let Ida see the en­vi­ron­ment Ben Isaac

    lived in.




    As she took in the dirty beige walls, the worn green car­pet, and the one bro­ken-​down

    brown chair, she thought the place was enough to give any­one night­mares. Her men­tal

    re­dec­orat­ing stopped as Ben Isaac came be­fore her.




    His eyes were haunt­ed and his hands were shak­ing. His shirt was un­tucked and his belt was

    un­done.




    “You have my hat?” he said, grab­bing at it. “Good. Now you must go. Hur­ry!”




    He tried to move her out with­out touch­ing her, as if con­tact would mean in­stant

    con­tam­ina­tion, but Ida dodged nim­bly and moved for the light switch.




    “Please, Ben. I won’t hurt you,” she said as she flicked the switch. Gold­man blinked in the

    stark one hun­dred and fifty watts.




    “You must not be afraid of me. I would hate that,” Ida said.




    She moved to­ward the bath­room to switch off that light. She saw the wall and the seat of

    the toi­let cov­ered by wet­ness. The tile wall was im­print­ed with oily fin­ger­prints, and

    the tow­el racks were emp­ty so that they cre­at­ed a makeshift arm rest.




    Ida ig­nored it on­ly with an ef­fort and switched off the bath­room light. Her care was

    tinged with pity as she turned back to Gold­man, who looked ready to cry.




    She looked in­to his eyes and opened her arms.




    “You must not be ashamed, Ben. I un­der­stand. Your past can’t hurt you.” She smiled,

    eventhough she didn’t com­plete­ly un­der­stand and she had no idea what his past

    was.




    Gold­man’s wide face was com­plete­ly white, and he stood un­steadi­ly. He stared in­to

    Ida’s open, friend­ly, dream-​filled eyes, then col­lapsed on­to the bed in tears.




    Ida came over to the old man and sat next to him. She touched his shoul­der and asked, “What

    is it, Ben?”




    Gold­man con­tin­ued to cry and waved his hand at the door. Ida looked but saw on­ly a

    crum­bled news­pa­per. “You want me to leave?” she said.




    Ben Isaac was sud­den­ly up and mov­ing. He hung up his hat, picked up the news­pa­per, gave

    it to Ida, then went over to the kitchen sink and start­ed to wash his hands. It was the

    news­pa­per he had picked up in the restau­rant.




    Ida glanced at the head­line, which read, “SEX ROMPS THROUGH TREA­SURY DEPT.,” then turned

    back to Gold­man.




    “What is it, Ben?” she re­peat­ed.




    Gold­man left the wa­ter run­ning while he point­ed to an item in the low­er right­hand

    cor­ner. Then he went back to wash­ing his hands.




    Ida read as a soapy drop of wa­ter be­gan to soak through the news item:




    MU­TI­LAT­ED BODY FOUND IN NEGEV, Tel Aviv, Is­rael (AP) -A mu­ti­lat­ed corpse was found

    ear­ly this morn­ing on an ex­ca­va­tion site by a group of young arche­ol­ogists. The re­mains

    were orig­inal­ly de­scribed as be­ing in the shape of a swasti­ka, the Nazi sym­bol of pow­er

    in Ger­many over three decades ago.




    Since then, Is­raeli of­fi­cials have negat­ed that re­port and iden­ti­fied the re­mains as

    those ofEphraim Boris Hegez, an in­dus­tri­al­ist in Jerusalem.




    When asked about the mur­der, Tocha­la Delit, a gov­ern­ment spokesman, stat­ed that the

    re­mains were prob­ably left af­ter an Arab ter­ror­ist at­tack. Delit said that he doubts that

    the ex­ca­va­tions for ev­idence of Is­rael’s two orig­inal tem­ples, dat­ing as ear­ly as 586

    B.C. will be in­ter­rupt­ed in any way by the gris­ly dis­cov­ery.




    The Is­raeli au­thor­ities have no com­ment as to the mo­tive or mur­der­er and no sus­pects

    have been named.




    Ida Bernard stopped read­ing and looked up. Ben Isaac Gold­man was dry­ing his hands over

    and over with a used Han­di-​wipe.




    “Ben …,” she be­gan.




    “I know who killed that man,” said Gold­man, “and I know why. They killed him be­cause he

    ran away. Ida, I come from Is­rael. I ran away too.”




    Gold­man dropped the pa­per tow­el on the floor and sat next to Ida on the bed, head in his

    hands.




    “You do?” she said. “Then you must call the po­lice at once!”




    “I can’t,” Gold­man said. “They will find me and kill me too. What they are plan­ning to do

    is so ter­ri­ble that even I could not face it. Not af­ter all these years . . .”




    “Then call the news­pa­pers,” Ida in­sist­ed. “No one can trace you through them. Look.”




    Ida picked up the news­pa­per from her lap.




    “It’s the Wash­ing­ton Post. Call them up and tell them you have a big sto­ry. They’ll

    lis­ten to you.”




    Gold­man grabbed her hands fierce­ly, giv­ing Ida an elec­tric thrill.




    “You think so? There is a chance? They can end this night­mare?”




    “Of course,” Ida said kind­ly. “I know you can do it, Ben. I trust you.” Ida Gold­man. Not a

    bad name. It had a nice ring to it.




    Ben Isaac stared in awe. He had dreams of his own. But could it be? Could this hand­some

    wom­an have the an­swer? Gold­man fum­bled for the phone that lay near the foot of the bed and

    di­aled In­for­ma­tion.




    “Hel­lo? In­for­ma­tion? Do you have the num­ber of the Wash­ing­ton Post news­pa­per?”




    Ida beamed.




    “Oh? What?” Gold­man put his hand over the re­ceiv­er. “Ad­min­is­tra­tive of­fices or

    sub­scrip­tion?” he asked.




    “Ad­min­is­tra­tive,” Ida replied.




    “Ad­min­is­tra­tive,” said Gold­man. “Yes? Yes, two, two, three … six, ze­ro, ze­ro, ze­ro.

    Thank you.” Gold­man hung up, glanced in Ida’s di­rec­tion, then di­aled again.




    “Two, two, three . . . ,” his fin­ger moved, “six, ze­ro, ze­ro.”




    “Ask for Red­ford or Hoffm … , I mean Wood­ward and Bern­stein,” said Ida.




    “Oh, yes,” said Gold­man, “Hel­lo? May I speak to … Red­wood or Hoff­stein, please?”




    Ida smiled in spite of her­self.




    “Oh?” said Gold­man. “What? Yes, of course. Thank you.” He turned to Ida. “They’re

    switch­ing me to a re­porter,” he said, and wait­ed, sweat­ing. “Ida, do you re­al­ly think

    they can help me?”




    Ida nod­ded. Gold­man gath­ered strength from her.




    “Ida, I have to tell you the truth now. I’ve, I’ve watched you be­fore. I have thought to

    my­self, what a hand­some wom­an. Could a wom­an like this come to like me? I hard­ly dared

    hope, Ida. But I could do noth­ing be­cause I was wait­ing for my past to find me out. Many

    years ago I promised to do some­thing. What I did back then was nec­es­sary. It was and had to

    be. But what they are plan­ning to do is mind­less. To­tal de­struc­tion.”




    Gold­man paused, look­ing deep in­to Ida’s eyes. She held her breath, bit­ing her low­er

    lip, giv­ing her the look of a love-​sick teenag­er. She wasn’t even lis­ten­ing to his

    con­fes­sion. She knew what she want­ed to hear and was on­ly wait­ing for that.




    “I am an old man,” Gold­man be­gan, “but when I was young I was … Hel­lo?” Gold­man

    di­rect­ed his at­ten­tion back to the phone. He had been con­nect­ed.




    “Hel­lo, Red­man? No, no, I’m sor­ry. Yes. Uh, well … ,” Gold­man put his hand over the

    re­ceiv­er again. “What should I say?” he asked Ida.




    “I have a big sto­ry for you,” said Ida.




    “I have a big sto­ry for you,” said Gold­man in­to the phone.




    “About the dead busi­ness­man in the Is­raeli desert,” said Ida.




    “About the dead busi­ness­man in the Is­raeli desert,” said Gold­man. “Yes? What?” Gold­man

    nod­ded ex­cit­ed­ly at Ida, putting his hand over the re­ceiv­er again. “They want to talk to

    me,” he re­port­ed.




    Ida nod­ded ex­cit­ed­ly back. Fi­nal­ly, she thought, I have found him. Gold­man is a good

    man. She would get him out of his trou­ble ​whatcould he have done that was so bad?-and

    then they could keep each oth­er com­pa­ny through their old age. At last, some­thing, some­one

    to live for again. The hell of Bal­ti­more wouldn’t mat­ter. All those snot­ty young­sters

    wouldn’t mat­ter. Medi­care, So­cial Se­cu­ri­ty, and pen­sions wouldn’t mat­ter. They would

    have each oth­er.




    “No,” Gold­man was say­ing, “no, you must come here. Yes, right away. My name is Ben Isaac

    Gold­man, apart­ment A dash four-​twelve,” and he gave the ad­dress on Penn­syl­va­nia Av­enue.

    “Yes, right away.”




    He hung up. Sweat clung to his face, but he was smil­ing.




    “How did I do?” he asked.




    Ida leaned over and hugged him. “Fine,” she said, “I’m sure you have done the right thing.”

    He clung to her. “I’m sure you’ve done the right thing,” she re­peat­ed.




    Gold­man leaned back. “You are a fine wom­an, Ida. The kind they do not make any­more. I am

    proud to be with you. I am old and tired, but you make me feel strong.”




    “You are strong,” said Ida Bernard.




    “Maybe you are right,” Gold­man smiled weari­ly, “maybe things can be good again.”




    Ida put her hand on his wet brow and be­gan to wipe the sweat away. “We will have each

    oth­er,” she said.




    Gold­man looked at her with a new, dawn­ing aware­ness. She looked back with

    ten­der­ness.




    “We’ll have each oth­er,” he re­peat­ed.




    The lone­li­ness and pain of fifty col­lect­ed years flood­ed out of them and they

    col­lapsed in­to each oth­er’s arms.




    There was a knock on the door.




    Their heads snapped up, one in shock, the oth­er in dis­ap­point­ment. Gold­man looked at

    Ida, who shrugged dif­fi­dent­ly, be­gin­ning to pat her hair back in place.




    “The Post prob­ably has a near­by Bal­ti­more of­fice,” she said.




    Se­cured by her pres­ence, Gold­man nod­ded and then opened the door.




    A hard-​look­ing man of medi­um height stood out­side in a sim­ple, but ex­pen­sive suit.

    Gold­man blinked, tak­ing in the hard face and the dark wavy hair. Gold­man looked for a press

    card or a pad and pen­cil, but saw on­ly emp­ty hands and thick wrists.




    But when the man smiled and spoke, Gold­man lost his strength of a mo­ment be­fore and

    stum­bled back.




    “Heil Hitler,” the man said and pushed open the door.




    Gold­man soiled his pants.




    Dustin Wood­man pressed all the call but­tons in the foy­er of the apart­ment build­ing on

    Penn­syl­va­nia Av­enue and cursed.




    He cursed his par­ents for not nam­ing him Mau­rice or Chauncey, or Ig­natz. He cursed

    Warn­er Broth­ers for putting up $8 mil­lion for a cer­tain movie and cursed the pub­lic for

    mak­ing that cer­tain movie a smash hit. He cursed the switch­board girl for think­ing it

    fun­ny to con­nect ev­ery crack­pot, weirdo, jok­er, house­wife, or wino who called in for

    Wood­ward, Bern­stein, Hoff­man, or Red­ford.




    And he al­so had a gold-​plat­ed, sol­id plat­inumcurse for the ed­itor who made him

    an­swer all these calls. “In the pa­per’s in­ter­est,” he had been told. Up the pa­per’s ass,

    he thought.




    He got them all, ev­ery call to the main of­fice by ev­ery dip­po who had con­gress­men

    danc­ing naked in his re­frig­er­ator or who had un­cov­ered a con­spir­acy to poi­son

    fem­inine hy­giene sprays. Wood­man got them all.




    The door buzzed and clicked open. Wood­man pushed on it while reach­ing in­to his pock­et

    for a stick of sug­ar­less gum, rec­om­mend­ed by four out of five den­tists for pa­tients who

    care about their teeth. Wood­man was be­gin­ning to de­vel­op the sec­ond of the

    news­pa­per­man’s three curs­es, a flac­cid spare tire, broad­en­ing his waist. He had al­ways

    had the first curse-​no sun­tan-​and he was too young yet for the third

    curse-​al­co­holism-​but he could do some­thing about the sec­ond, so he cut out sug­ar and

    be­gan to take stairs two at a time for ex­er­cise.




    The door buzzed again.




    Wood­man took the stairs two at a time un­til he dis­cov­ered that hop­ping up stairs and

    chew­ing gum at the same time was a lit­tle too much ex­er­cise.




    He scratched his earthy blond hair as he round­ed the third-​floor land­ing. He felt

    wet­ness bounce off his mid­dle fin­ger and slide on­to his hair.




    What a place, he thought, stop­ping. Com­plete with leaky wa­ter pipes.




    Be­low him, he heard the door buzz again as he brought his hand down and shook off the

    mois­ture.




    The floor and his trous­er leg were sud­den­lydot­ted with red. Wood­man brought his

    hand up and looked at it. Swirled around his mid­dle fin­ger, like the tat­too of a light­ning

    bolt, was a streak of blood.




    He looked up and saw a small trick­le of blood drip­ping over from the fourth-​floor

    land­ing. Wood­man sucked in his breath and grabbed his pen­cil, al­though he did not know why.

    He held it in his right hand as he went up the stairs cau­tious­ly. In his mind, he was

    com­pos­ing leads for his sto­ry.




    “The stink of blood em­anat­ed from a peace­ful look­ing Bal­ti­more flat . . .”




    He re­ject­ed that.




    He reached the fourth-​floor land­ing. He saw that the red stream was com­ing from the

    slight­ly opened door marked A-412. His mind dic­tat­ed to him: “Act­ing on a hunch, this

    re­porter fought fear to dis­cov­er . . .”




    He pushed the door open and stopped.




    In­side the room were two gory swastikas made from hu­man limbs. One was short­er, hairi­er

    than the oth­er, but both fit with­in the huge pond of blood. But Wood­man didn’t see that. All

    he saw was a huge scoop of red. A Book-​of-​the-​Month-​Club non­fic­tion se­lec­tion or, at

    least, a Lit­er­ary Guild nov­el­iza­tion herald­ing his ad­di­tion to The New York Times Best

    Sell­er List.




    That was just the be­gin­ning. When Wood­man looked in the bath­room and saw the two heads

    ly­ing to­geth­er in the bath­tub, he re­al­ly saw the movie, star­ring Clint East­wood as him.

    He saw Merv Grif­fin and John­ny Car­son and Book Beat on PBS and the NBC-​TV spe­cial

    pro­duc­tion.




    Wood­man stood, tak­ing notes fu­ri­ous­ly. He hadno idea that his pa­per and the

    pa­per­back pub­lish­ers would want noth­ing to do with just an­oth­er gris­ly mur­der. They

    want­ed con­spir­acy. They want­ed some­thing spec­tac­ular.




    Wood­man’s item was buried on page thir­ty-​two of the next day’s edi­tion, and he went back

    to chas­ing danc­ing con­gress­men and poi­soned fem­inine sprays. It was Wednes­day be­fore

    his re­port­ing came to the at­ten­tion of Dr. Harold W. Smith of Rye, New York.




    And to him the piece of news meant more than any Play­boy se­ri­al­iza­tion or Read­er’s

    Di­gest con­den­sa­tion. It meant that there might be no more Mid­dle East soon.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER TWO




    His name was Re­mo, and the tiny flakes of rust built up un­der his fin­ger­nails like

    grains of salt. They were not so much dan­ger­ous as an­noy­ing, and he could hear the packed

    met­al chips click against the steel struc­ture as his fin­gers kept go­ing high­er and high­er

    above his head as if cut­ting a path in space for his body to fol­low.




    The body moved with­out thought and slow­ly, like a metronome that might not make an­oth­er

    click. The breath came deep, hold­ing all the oxy­gen for an­oth­er count. The legs were

    re­laxed, but al­ways mov­ing, not re­al­ly fight­ing grav­ity by up­ward thrust, but

    ig­nor­ing grav­ity, mov­ing in a time and space of their own.




    The fin­ger­tips reached far­ther over­head, the packed rust touched the met­al with a

    click­ing sound, and the legs fol­lowed, and the arms stretched again.




    Re­mo felt the chill of the height and took hisbody tem­per­ature down to meet it.

    Down be­low, Paris looked like a great gray tan­gle of blocks and black wires.




    His arms stretched again over his head, and his fin­ger­tips felt the damp top of a

    hor­izon­tal met­al bar, and even more slow­ly, he brought the rest of his body up to the

    lev­el of the rail­ing, be­cause try­ing to hur­ry the last few steps would de­stroy his uni­ty

    with the sur­face, like a ski­er who makes a great run down a slope and then tries to hur­ry

    in­to the ski lodge to brag about it, falls on the steps, and breaks an arm. Slow was the

    se­cret.




    Then Re­mo’s body was up and over the met­al bar. He stood on a plat­form and looked down

    the slop­ing sides of the Eif­fel Tow­er at Paris be­low him.




    “No one told me this tow­er was rusty,” he said. “But you peo­ple put cheese in your

    pota­toes. How can you ex­pect any­body who puts cheese in pota­toes to keep a tow­er

    un­rust­ed?”




    Re­mo’s com­pan­ion as­sured the thin, thick-​waist­ed Amer­ican that that was true.

    Ab­so­lute­ly true. Def­inite­ly, nat­ural­ly, cer­taine­mentl




    The French­man knew that Re­mo was thick-​wrist­ed, be­cause that was about all he could see

    from where he hung, sus­pend­ed over Paris.




    When Re­mo did not re­spond, the man gave him a few more “def­initelys,” his care­ful­ly

    groomed Vandyke beard bob­bing up and down.




    “Do you know I haven’t had a pota­to in over ten years?” Re­mo said. “But when I did have

    them, I didn’t put cheese in them.”




    “On­ly Amer­icans know how to eat,” the French­man said. Re­mo’s thin body moved

    in­tohis view as the wind whirled about, and the French­man’s dan­gling body twist­ed,

    and Re­mo’s thick wrist lay across the vi­sion of his right eye as Re­mo’s hand was wrapped

    around his neck.




    Re­mo nod­ded. “Steak,” said Re­mo. “Re­mem­ber steak?”




    The French­man on the end of Re­mo’s arm hur­ried­ly re­port­ed that he him­self could

    per­son­al­ly take Re­mo to at least a dozen, make that two dozen, places where he would buy

    Re­mo the nicest, fat­test, juici­est steak he had ev­er had. Two steaks, a half-​dozen steaks,

    a herd of steer. A ranch.




    “I don’t eat steak any­more ei­ther,” Re­mo said.




    “What­ev­er you like, I will get for you,” the French­man said. “We can go now. Any­where

    you like. We will take my jet. Just put me on the tow­er. You do not even have to bring me over

    the rail­ing. Just put me near a rail. I will climb down my­self. I saw how eas­ily you climbed

    up.”




    The French­man swal­lowed heav­ily and tried to smile. He looked like a hairy grape­fruit

    be­ing slit open,




    “Down is even eas­ier than up,” Re­mo said. “Try it.”




    He opened his hand and the French­man dropped five feet on­to a met­al cross­bar. He tried

    clasp­ing him­self around it, but his hands, which had nev­er done any­thing more stren­uous

    than lift a rum cool­er, would not grip. He felt the wet flakes of rust break loose from the

    met­al and slide away un­der­neath him. His arms, which he him­self had nev­er used to lift any

    of the thou­sands of ki­los of hero­in and co­caine he ex­port­ed each year, did not have the

    strength to hang on.




    His legs, which were used on­ly to walk from car to build­ing and back to car, did not work

    right.




    The French­man’s limbs slid across the met­al, des­per­ate­ly search­ing for an easy grip,

    but he felt him­self slid­ing down and across. He felt cold air en­cir­cle his legs as they

    slipped loose and swung out over the city. His mouth opened, and the night was filled with a

    squeal­ing, bleat­ing noise as if a pig had col­lid­ed with a sheep at six­ty miles an

    hour.




    Sud­den­ly the hand of the Amer­ican was back un­der his chin and his body once again hung

    three feet away from the Eif­fel Tow­er.




    “You see?” said Re­mo. “If it wasn’t for me, you would have fall­en. And I don’t want that

    to hap­pen. I want to drop you my­self.”




    The French­man’s col­or left his face and slid down to fill the front of his pants.




    “Oh, ho­ho­ho­ho­ho,” he man­aged, try­ing not to move. “Al­ways jok­ing, you Amer­icans,

    yes?”




    “No,” said Re­mo. He had fin­ished clean­ing the rust from the fin­ger­nails of his left

    hand and now he trans­ferred the French­man to that hand while he cleaned the nails of his

    right hand.




    “Ah, you Amer­icans. Al­ways play­ing so hard to get. I re­mem­ber. Once, your play­ful ones

    slammed my fin­gers in the top draw­er of a desk. But when I gave them some­thing … I will give

    you some­thing. A piece of the drug ac­tion, you leave me alone, no? How much do you want?

    Half? All?”




    Re­mo shook his head and start­ed climb­ing again.




    The French­man bab­bled about how he had al­ways been a good friend of Amer­ica’s.

    Re­modidn’t hear him be­cause his mind was on be­com­ing one with the red, flak­ing iron

    as his two legs and one arm bent, then straight­ened, bent then straight­ened, bent then

    straight­ened.




    He tried to avoid think­ing of how no one had told him the tow­er was rusty. He avoid­ed

    think­ing about how sim­ple this project had been. His as­sign­ment had been to dis­cour­age

    the drug trade through­out France. But the U.S. gov­ern­ment could name no clear-​cut

    crim­inals, on­ly very like­ly sus­pects. Which meant that the Trea­sury De­part­ment and the

    Drug Abuse Ad­min­is­tra­tion and at least a dozen oth­er agen­cies would be wound all around

    them­selves and each oth­er, try­ing to un­cov­er in­crim­inat­ing ev­idence. And, of course,

    the CIA was no longer any good over­seas be­cause it was still busy mak­ing sure its fly wasn’t

    open at home.




    So the job fil­tered down to one very spe­cial agent, Re­mo, who by­passed all the

    com­pli­ca­tions with a sim­ple brand of in­ter­ro­ga­tion.




    Talk or die. Sim­ple. Worked ev­ery time. And so he had found the king­pin, the French­man

    with the Vandyke.




    The French­man was talk­ing about how France was helped by Amer­ica in World War I, af­ter

    France had col­lapsed up­on the fir­ing of the first bul­let.




    As Re­mo reached the sec­ond tourist lev­el of the closed-​for-​the-​night tow­er, the

    French con­nec­tion on the end of his arm re­called with bril­liant clar­ity how Amer­ica

    helped France in World War II when the sil­ly French bas­tards sat be­hind the Mag­inot Line

    play­ing bez­ique whileHitler’s forces first out­flanked, then over­whelmed, them.




    Even as Re­mo got halfway up the third lev­el and the go­ing sloped mea­sur­ably steep­er,

    the French­man de­clared his sup­port of Amer­ica in its bat­tle over world oil prices.




    “France is a good friend of Amer­ica,” the man de­clared while try­ing to get his fin­gers

    in­to Re­mo’s eyes. “I like many Amer­icans, Spiro Ag-​new, John Con­nal­ly, Frank Sina­tra . .

    .”




    Re­mo looked out over Paris as he came to rest on the slop­ing arch just above the third

    sight­see­ing lev­el, nine hun­dred and fifty feet above sea lev­el.




    It was a clear night, bright­ly lit by the homes, out­door cafes, the­aters, dis­cos, and

    busi­ness of­fices in France’s cap­ital. Ev­ery light in the city seemed to be on. No en­er­gy

    crises here, no sir, not with their hands in ev­ery pock­et and their heads kiss­ing ev­ery ass

    in sight.




    The drug mer­chant start­ed to sing Yan­kee Doo­dle. Re­mo wait­ed un­til he got to “stuck

    ze fezzer in ze hat,” then dropped him.




    The man hit be­fore he got a chance to call him­self mac­aroni.




    There was a splat­ting thud that caused night strollers to look up at the tow­er. All they

    saw was a man who looked a lit­tle like a night watch­man stand­ing on the sec­ond lev­el

    look­ing up as well. Af­ter a few sec­onds, the night watch­man con­tin­ued on his way and the

    pedes­tri­ans paid at­ten­tion to the squished body in the street.




    The “night watch­man” skipped down the re­main­ing stairs, whistling “Frere Jacques.” He

    wait­ed, then hopped over the eight and a halffoot wrought iron fence and head­ed back

    in­to town.




    Re­mo trot­ted through the ear­ly morn­ing crowds of French teenagers try­ing to be

    Amer­ican at their “le dis­cos” and “le ham­burg­er joints” and in their “le blue jeans” and

    “le chi­nos.”




    Re­mo was Amer­ican, and he didn’t see what the big deal was. When he was their age, he was

    not danc­ing till dawn, eat­ing “le quar­ter-​pounder avec fro­mage”; he was Re­mo Williams,

    pound­ing a beat as a rook­ie pa­trol­man in Newark, New Jer­sey, and danc­ing with the

    cor­rupt ad­min­is­tra­tion to keep alive.




    And his hon­est ide­al­ism got him a bum mur­der rap, and a one-​way tick­et to the

    elec­tric chair.




    Ex­cept the elec­tric chair hadn’t worked.




    Re­mo wound his way through nar­row streets un­til he found a side en­trance to the Paris

    Hilton. He peeled off his night watch­man clothes and dropped them in­to the garbage can, then

    brushed the wrin­kles from his ca­su­al blue slacks and black T-​shirt, which he had worn

    un­der­neath the uni­form.




    And that was life and death. A bor­rowed night watch­man’s uni­form, a climb up the out­side

    of a tow­er the French were too lazy to keep un­rust­ed, a pub­lic ex­ecu­tion of a drug

    deal­er to serve as dis­cour­age­ment for any­one plan­ning to step in­to his sud­den­ly emp­ty

    shoes, and brush wrin­kles from your blue slacks and black T-​shirt. Ho hum.




    Re­mo’s “death” in the elec­tric chair had been more ex­cit­ing. His death had been faked so

    he could join a su­per-​se­cret or­ga­ni­za­tion. It seemed that all was not well in the

    Unit­ed States. One had on­ly to stick one’s head out the win­dow, andif one still had

    one’s head when he pulled it back in­side, one could see. Crime was threat­en­ing to take over

    the coun­try.




    So a young pres­ident cre­at­ed an or­ga­ni­za­tion that didn’t ex­ist, an or­ga­ni­za­tion

    called CURE, and it draft­ed a dead man who no longer ex­ist­ed, Re­mo Williams, to work

    out­side the Con­sti­tu­tion to pro­tect the Con­sti­tu­tion.




    Its first and on­ly di­rec­tor was Dr. Harold W. Smith and as far as Re­mo was con­cerned,

    he bare­ly ex­ist­ed ei­ther. Ra­tio­nal, log­ical, an­alyt­ical, unimag­ina­tive, Smith lived

    in a world where two plus two al­ways equaled four, even in a world where chil­dren were taught

    ev­ery day on the six o’clock news that taste­less­ness plus brass equaled star­dom.




    Re­mo strolled through the Paris Hilton lob­by, which was filled with smil­ing,

    mus­ta­chioed bell­boys in berets, busy prac­tic­ing their pro­fes­sion­al in­dif­fer­ence.




    Ex­cept for them, the lob­by was emp­ty and no one paid the dark-​haired Amer­ican any mind

    as he walked to “le stairs,” and trot­ted up to “le neuf floor,” past “le cof­fee shop,” “le

    drug store,” “le souf­fle restau­rant,” “le bistro” snack shop, and “1′as­cot” cloth­ing

    store.




    Re­mo reached “le neuf floor” suite in a cou­ple of sec­onds and found Chi­un where he had

    left him, sit­ting on a grass mat in the mid­dle of the liv­ing room floor.




    To a stranger en­ter­ing the room, Chi­un would ap­pear to be an aged Ori­en­tal, small and

    frail, with white tufts of hair flut­ter­ing out from the sides of his oth­er­wise bald head.

    This was cor­rectas far as it went, which was ap­prox­imate­ly as far as say­ing that a

    tree is green.




    For Chi­un was al­so the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, the lat­est in a cen­turies-​long line of

    Ko­re­an Mas­ter as­sas­sins, and he had taught Re­mo the art of Sinan­ju.




    From Sinan­ju had come all the oth­er mar­tial arts-​karate, kung fu, aiki­do, tae kwan

    do-​and each re­sem­bled it on­ly as a cut of beef re­sem­bled the whole steer. Some

    dis­ci­plines were filet mi-​gnon and some were sir­loin steak and some were chopped chuck. But

    Sinan­ju was the whole steer.




    Chi­un had taught Re­mo to catch bul­lets, kill taxis, climb rusty tow­ers, all with the

    pow­er of his mind arid the lim­it­less re­sources of his body, and Re­mo was not sure if he

    would ev­er for­give him for it.




    At first, it had been easy. The pres­ident of the Unit­ed States would tap Smith on the

    shoul­der, and Smith would point and say “kill,” and Re­mo would rip up what­ev­er Chi­un was

    point­ing at.




    At first, it had been fun. But then one as­sign­ment led to an­oth­er, then an­oth­er, then

    dozens more, and he found he no longer re­mem­bered the faces of the dead. And as his spir­it

    changed, his body changed. He could no longer eat like the rest of hu­mankind, nor sleep, nor

    love. Chi­un’s train­ing was too com­plete, too ef­fec­tive, and Re­mo be­came some­thing more

    than hu­man, but some­thing less than hu­man too, lack­ing the great hu­man sea­son­ing of

    im­per­fec­tion.




    Alone, Re­mo could wipe out a giv­en army at a giv­en time. To­geth­er, he and Chi­un could

    give the bow­els of the earth di­ar­rhea.But right now, the Mas­ter was giv­ing Re­mo a

    headache.




    “Re­mo,” he said in his high-​pitched voice that en­com­passed all mis­ery, “is that

    you?”




    Re­mo walked across the room to­ward the bath­room. Chi­un knew damn well it was him and

    prob­ably had known it was him even be­fore he made it to the sev­enth floor, But he talked

    quick­ly be­cause he rec­og­nized the tone in Chi­un’s voice.




    It was his

    “pity-​this-​poor-​old-​crapped-​up­on-​Ko­re­an-​who-​must-​bear-​the-​weight-​of-​the-​world-​on-​his-​frail-​shoul­ders-​with­out-​the-​help-​of-​his-​un-​grate­ful-​Amer­ican-​ward”

    voice.




    “Yes, it is I, Amer­ica’s pre­miere as­sas­sin, with pow­ers and abil­ities far be­yond

    those of mor­tal men. Re­mo! Who can change the course of cor­rupt gov­ern­ment, bend lawyers

    in his bare hands.”




    Re­mo made it in­to the bath­room, still talk­ing.




    “Faster than the SST, more pow­er­ful than the Olympics, able to leap the con­ti­nents in a

    sin­gle bound . . .” Re­mo turned on the wa­ter, hop­ing he could drown out Chi­un’s voice. But

    the voice, when it came, came just loud enough to be heard over the rush of wa­ter.




    “Who will help a poor old man get some much-​need­ed peace? When will these in­jus­tices

    end?”




    Re­mo turned on both faucets. He could still hear Chi­un. So he turned on the show­er.




    “I do not like this new work,” came Chi­un’s voice as if he were stand­ing in­side Re­mo’s

    head and talk­ing out. Re­mo flushed the toi­let.




    The world had changed since Chi­un had ori­ginal­ly trained Re­mo. CURE had seen to that.

    You could not keep ar­rang­ing as­tro­nom­ical amounts of cor­rup­tion con­vic­tions, keep

    thin­ning out the roles of or­ga­nized crime, and keep solv­ing the ev­ery­day crises of a

    coun­try with the mil­itary strength to wipe out the world one hun­dred times over with­out

    at­tract­ing at­ten­tion.




    So now, all over the world, hands were be­ing ten­ta­tive­ly reached out to clasp those of

    the Unit­ed States. Some were barbed, some were weak, some were strong.




    The Con­sti­tu­tion be­came more than a pact with Amer­ica’s peo­ple, it had be­come a

    promise to oth­er coun­tries. Re­mo’s job now was to pro­tect that promise-​a job that had

    for­mer­ly been done by oth­er agen­cies. CURE was tak­ing care of the whole earth now.




    Nat­ural­ly, Congress dis­em­bow­el­ing the CIA had noth­ing to do with CURE’s new

    as­sign­ments. They would be the first to tell you that.




    “I miss my day­time dra­mas,” fin­ished Chi­un’s voice, as if he had been shout­ing in­to an

    emp­ty au­di­to­ri­um.




    Re­mo knew he could nev­er win, so he turned off the show­er, washed his hands in the sink,

    turned off the faucets, and came back in­to the liv­ing room.




    “What do you mean?” he asked, dry­ing his hands on a tow­el em­bla­zoned with the huge green

    let­ters, PARIS HILTON. “Nev­er mind, I know. Smith stopped send­ing you your video tapes.”




    Chi­un re­mained sit­ting in the lo­tus po­si­tion, his head turned slight­ly to the side,

    his eyes cocked and ready to fire.




    “I could un­der­stand dis­hon­esty. It is a char­ac­ter­is­tic of you whites. But de­ceit?

    What is the use of a life­time of ded­ica­tion?”




    Re­mo moved over to Chi­un’s per­son­al video play­back ma­chine, which was ly­ing on its

    side on the oth­er side of the room.




    “Get with it, Chi­un. What’s the mat­ter?” Re­mo asked, pick­ing up the ma­chine and

    bring­ing it over.




    “Ob­serve,” said Chi­un, as he snapped a video­tape cas­sette up and in­to the play­back

    slot.




    Re­mo watched as 525 gray ver­ti­cal lines spread across the screen, com­ing to­geth­er

    in­to a col­or mov­ing pic­ture of a house­wife in a child­ish mi­ni-​dress car­ry­ing a large

    bowl in­to a liv­ing room.




    The house­wife wore her long brown hair in two fat braids with bangs above her wide oval

    eyes and over­bite be­low.




    “I brought some chick­en soup for him,” the house­wife said to an­oth­er house­wife ac­tress

    who looked like a chick­en in slacks. “I heard he was sick.”




    The chick­en house­wife took the bowl and gave it to her bun­dled-​up, drunk hus­band, then

    the two wom­en sat on a couch, to talk.




    Re­mo was about to ask what was wrong with this, since it looked as slow and dull as any

    oth­er soap opera Chi­un felt the need to watch, when the TV hus­band fell for­ward in a

    drunk­en stu­por and drowned in the bowl of chick­en soup.




    Re­mo stared as Chi­un sput­tered: “Em­per­or Smith promised to send me my day­time dra­mas.

    The glo­ri­ous ‘As the Plan­et Re­volves.’ The gold­en ‘All My Off­spring.’ In­stead I re­ceive

    . . . ,”




    Chi­un raised his al­ready high voice to a squeal, ” ‘Mary Hart­man, Mary Hart­man!’ “




    Re­mo smirked as the ladies dis­cov­ered the smoth­ered man on the screen. “I don’t see what

    is so aw­ful, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “Of course, you wouldn’t, pale piece of pig’s ear. Any garbage would look good to a man who

    turns on all the wa­ter out­lets to drown out his men­tor’s procla­ma­tions.”




    Re­mo turned to the Ko­re­an. “What’s wrong with it?” he asked, mo­tion­ing to the set.




    “What is wrong?” ex­claimed Chi­un, as if any child could see. “Where is the drunk­en

    doc­tor? Where is the un­wed moth­er, the sui­ci­dal wife? Where are the chil­dren on drugs?

    Where are all the things that have made Amer­ica great?”




    Re­mo glanced back at the video screen. “I’m sure they’re there, Chi­un, just han­dled with

    a lit­tle more re­al­ism, that’s all.”




    “You whites find a way to ru­in ev­ery­thing, don’t you?” said Chi­un. “If I want re­al­ism,

    I talk to you or some oth­er im­be­cile. If I want beau­ty, I watch my day­time dra­mas.”




    Chi­un rose from his mat in a smooth move­ment that gave the im­pres­sion of pale yel­low

    smoke ris­ing. He moved to four blue and gold lac­quered steam­er trunks that lay in the

    cor­ner atop and crowd­ing out one of the suite’s beds. As Re­mo watched more of the TV show,

    Chi­un opened the trunk and start­ed hurl­ing out mer­chan­dise.




    Re­mo turned as small bars of soap start­ed drop­ping around him.




    “What are you do­ing?” he in­quired, re­mov­inga wash­cloth with a Hol­iday Inn

    im­print from his shoul­der.




    “I am try­ing to find the con­tract be­tween the House of Sinan­ju and Em­per­or Smith. I am

    sure that send­ing ‘Mary Hart­man, Mary Hart­man’ in­stead of ‘The Old and the Ag­itat­ed’ is a

    breach of our agree­ment. If this is how they val­ue my ser­vices, I am leav­ing be­fore the

    worst comes.”




    Re­mo went over to where Chi­un’s small frame had dis­ap­peared in­to the large trunk.




    “Hold on, Lit­tle Fa­ther. It’s just a mis­take. They haven’t done any­thing else wrong,

    have they?”




    Chi­un rose quick­ly, a feigned look of sur­prise on his wrin­kled parch­ment face.




    “They sent me you, didn’t they?” he cack­led, then sank in­to the lug­gage again. “Heh, heh,

    heh,” his voice echoed. “They sent me you, didn’t they? Heh, heh, heh.”




    Re­mo be­gan to pick up the trunk’s con­tents that lit­tered the suite floor like au­tumn

    leaves af­ter a rain­storm.




    “Hold it, hold it. What’s this, Lit­tle Fa­ther?” Re­mo held a small bot­tle up to the

    light. “Sea­gram’s, cour­tesy of Amer­ican Air­lines?” He picked up an­oth­er. “John­ny Walk­er

    Black, Fly me, East­ern Air­lines? Smirnoff’s, thanks for fly­ing TWA?”




    Chi­un rose again from the trunk, a slow-​bloom­ing flow­er of in­no­cence.




    “One nev­er knows when those things might be need­ed,” he said.




    “We don’t drink. And what’s this?” con­tin­ued Re­mo, stoop­ing to pick up more items from

    the floor, “Match­es from the Show­boat, The FourSea­sons Restau­rant, Howard John­son’s?

    Tooth­picks? These mints must be five years old.”




    “They were of­fered to me,” said Chi­un. “It would be bad man­ners not to ac­cept.”




    Re­mo held up a fi­nal item.




    “An ash­tray with Cin­zano on it?”




    Chi­un leaned over, look­ing slight­ly per­plexed. “I do not re­mem­ber that. Is it yours?

    Have you been smug­gling junk in with my trea­sures?”




    Re­mo turned back to the TV screen. “I’ve al­ways won­dered what you filled those trunks

    with. I’ve been lug­ging a junk shop with me all these years.”




    “I can­not find the con­tract,” de­clared Chi­un, “so I find my­self un­able to quit.

    Be­cause to me, un­like you and that mad­man Smith, my word of hon­or is sa­cred.”




    “Awwww,” Re­mo clucked in sym­pa­thy.




    “How­ev­er, I must take steps to bring these an­noy­ances to an end. Smith must in­crease

    the pay­ment to the vil­lage of Sinan­ju and send re­al tapes from re­al shows.”




    “Come on, Lit­tle Fa­ther, Sinan­ju must be get­ting enough from us by now to

    plat­inum-​plate your out­hous­es.”




    “Gold, not plat­inum,” said Chi­un. “They on­ly de­liv­er gold. And it is not enough. It is

    nev­er enough. Do you not re­mem­ber the ter­ri­ble dev­as­ta­tion that gripped our tiny

    vil­lage just a scant few years ago?”




    “It’s enough. And that was at least a thou­sand years ago,” said Re­mo, know­ing his protest

    was not enough to keep Chi­un from his umpteenth retelling of the leg­end of Sinan­ju, a poor

    fish­ing vil­lage in North Ko­rea that was forced to hire itspeo­ple out as mas­ter

    as­sas­sins to avoid drown­ing their chil­dren in the bay be­cause of pover­ty.




    And for cen­turies af­ter, the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju had done ad­mirably. At least in the

    mon­etary sense. Chi­un, the present Mas­ter was do­ing the best of all. Even al­low­ing for

    in­fla­tion.




    “So you see,” fin­ished Chi­un, “how enough is nev­er enough, and the seas and sky nev­er

    change, yet Sinan­ju stays the same.”




    Re­mo tried to sti­fle a yawn, pur­pose­ly failed, then said, “Fine. Good. Can I go to sleep

    now? Smit­ty is sup­posed to con­tact us soon. I need my rest.”




    “Yes, my son. You can go to sleep. Just as soon as we have tak­en steps to pro­tect oth­ers

    from this Mary Hart­man, Mary Hart­man.”




    “We?” Re­mo said from the bed. “Why we?”




    “I need you,” said Chi­un, “be­cause there is some stupid triv­ial me­nial work in­volved.”

    Chi­un moved over to the desk, opened the top draw­er, and pulled out a piece of pa­per and

    pen. “I want to know who is re­spon­si­ble for ‘Mary Hart­man, Mary Hart­man,’ ” he said.




    “I think it’s Nor­man Lear, Nor­man Lear,” said Re­mo.




    Chi­un nod­ded. “I have heard of this man. He has done much to ru­in Amer­ican

    tele­vi­sion.” The Mas­ter lift­ed the pen and pa­per and dropped them on­to Re­mo’s stom­ach.

    “Take a let­ter.”




    Re­mo grum­bled, watch­ing Chi­un move to his mat and set­tle soft­ly in­to the lo­tus

    po­si­tion. “Are you ready?” the Mas­ter in­quired.




    “Yeah, yeah,” said Re­mo.




    Chi­un closed his eyes and gen­tly po­si­tioned the backs of his hands up­on his knees.




    “Dear Nor­man Lear, Nor­man Lear,” he said. “Watch out. Sign it Chi­un.”




    Re­mo wait­ed. “No sin­cere­ly or any­thing?” he fi­nal­ly asked.




    “I will read it to­mor­row for ac­cu­ra­cy and then you will send it,” said Chi­un be­fore

    he slipped in­to a shal­low lev­el of sleep, sit­ting erect up­on his grass mat.




    The phone was ring­ing, and Re­mo had to know whether it was for him. There were many phones

    ring­ing dur­ing the night. You could hear them through the walls. You could hear peo­ple talk

    and air con­di­tion­ers hum, and a mouse that made it through the walls, run­ning

    des­per­ate­ly through the build­ing’s in­nards. It was pur­sued by noth­ing, be­cause there

    was no oth­er sound mov­ing with it.




    There were sounds in the night; it was nev­er qui­et. For Re­mo, it had not been qui­et for

    more than a decade. The meat eaters and the war­riors slept with their brains blan­ket­ed, but

    it wasn’t sleep. It was un­con­scious­ness. Re­al sleep, that cool rest of mind and body,

    float­ed gen­tly, aware of what was around it. You could no more turn off your mind than you

    could your breath. And why should you?




    Prim­itive man prob­ably didn’t. How could he and live to cre­ate mod­ern man? Most peo­ple

    slept like meat­loaves. But as Chi­un had taught him, to sleep like that was to make one­self

    dead be­fore one’s time, so Re­mo heard ev­ery­thing as he slept. Like lis­ten­ing to a

    con­cert next door. He was aware of it, but not part of it. Then thephone rang. And since

    he re­al­ized it was too loud to be next door, he got up and an­swered it.




    As he lift­ed the re­ceiv­er off the hook, he heard Chi­un mum­ble, “Must you let that thing

    ring for hours be­fore you be­stir your­self?”




    “Stuff it, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said. “Hel­lo,” he growled at the phone.




    “I’m here,” said a voice so acerb Re­mo’s ear felt as if it were puck­er­ing up.




    “Con­grat­ula­tions, Smit­ty. You’ve made my night.”




    Dr. Harold W. Smith sound­ed dis­ap­point­ed. “I thought by con­tact­ing you this ear­ly I

    would avoid the sar­casm.”




    “The CURE sar­casm ser­vice is open twen­ty-​four hours a day. Call again this time

    to­mor­row and see.”




    “Enough,” Smith said. “Have you fixed that faulty French con­nec­tion?”




    “Is the Fonz cool?”




    “Where is the Fonz?” asked Smith.




    “Nev­er mind,” said Re­mo. “Job’s done.”




    “Good. I have an­oth­er as­sign­ment for you.”




    “What now?” asked Re­mo. “Don’t I ev­er get any sleep? Who’ve we got to zap this time?”




    “Not over the phone,” Smith said. “The out­door cafe on the north side of the ho­tel. In

    twen­ty min­utes.”




    There was a click, then a di­al tone that Re­mo swore sound­ed as if it had a French

    ac­cent.




    “That was that lu­natic Smith,” Chi­un said, still im­mo­bile in the lo­tus po­si­tion on

    the mat.




    “Who else at this hour?”




    “Good. He and I must talk.”




    “If you want­ed to talk to him, why didn’t you an­swer the tele­phone?”




    “Be­cause that is ser­vant’s work,” Chi­un said. “Did you send it?”




    “Send what?”




    “The mes­sage to Nor­man Lear, Nor­man Lear,” Chi­un said.




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther, I just got up.”




    “I can­not trust you to do any­thing right. You should have sent it by now. He who waits

    waits for­ev­er.”




    “And a stitch in time saves nine, a pen­ny saved is a pen­ny earned, ear­ly to bed and

    ear­ly to rise. Which way is north?”




    Harold Smith, the di­rec­tor of CURE, sat among the col­or­ful, bab­bling young French

    pa­trons at the ear­ly-​morn­ing bistro like a cock­roach at a cock­tail par­ty.




    As Re­mo slid in­to a seat across the sim­ple white ta­ble, he saw that Smith wore his

    cus­tom­ary gray suit, vest, and an­noy­ing Dart­mouth tie. Coun­tries changed, years passed,

    some died and some lived, but Harold W. Smith and his suit re­mained eter­nal­ly the same.




    Chi­un parked him­self on the next ta­ble, which was, mer­ci­ful­ly, un­oc­cu­pied, so that

    Chi­un did not have to un­oc­cu­py it. Cus­tomers stole glances at the trio, and one young man

    iden­ti­fied Chi­un as Sun Mung Moon in town for a pop ral­ly.




    The hired help had seen the trio’s kind be­fore, how­ev­er. The old­er one in the

    twen­ty-​year-​old suit must be the pro­duc­er. The thin one in the black T-​shirt was the

    di­rec­tor, and the Ori­en­tal couldn’t be a ser­vant since he was sit­ting on ata­ble as

    if he owned the restau­rant, so he must be the ac­tor play­ing Char­lie Chan or Fu Manchu or

    some­thing. Just an­oth­er sil­ly Amer­ican film com­pa­ny.




    “Hi, Smit­ty,” said Re­mo. “What’s worth wak­ing me up for?”




    “Re­mo,” said Smith, by way of greet­ing. “Chi­un.”




    “Right again,” said Re­mo.




    “Hail to the Great Em­per­or, wise guardian of the Con­sti­tu­tion, age­less in wis­dom and

    gen­eros­ity,” said Chi­un, bow­ing low, even with his legs crossed on the ta­ble.




    Smith turned to Re­mo. “What does he want now? When he calls me ‘Great Em­per­or’ he wants

    some­thing.”




    Re­mo shrugged. “You’ll know when he tells you. What’s hap­pen­ing?”




    Smith talked for ap­prox­imate­ly twelve min­utes in the an­noy­ing ring-​around way he had

    mas­tered dur­ing the bug-​in­fest­ed six­ties. Re­mo gath­ered that there had been two deaths

    of Is­raelis re­cent­ly, thou­sands of miles apart, but they tied in to some­thing much

    big­ger.




    “So?” he asked.




    “Re­ports from the ar­eas in ques­tion,” said Smith, “men­tion a man who fits your

    de­scrip­tion.”




    “So?” Re­mo re­peat­ed.




    “Well,” said Smith, in a way of ex­pla­na­tion, “the vic­tims were found mu­ti­lat­ed.”




    Re­mo screwed his face up in dis­gust. “Come on, Smit­ty, I don’t work like that. Be­sides I

    don’t free-​lance.”




    “I’m sor­ry. I just had to be sure,” Smith said.




    “We’ve found that both vic­tims were in­volved in the nu­cle­ar area.”




    “What?”




    Smith cleared his throat and tried again. “We have rea­son to be­lieve that these deaths may

    sig­nal an im­pend­ing at­tack on a re­cent ad­di­tion to the Is­raeli ar­ma­ment.”




    Re­mo waved a hand in front of his face as if shoo­ing a fly away. “Run that by me again.

    This time, try En­glish.”




    “These vi­olent in­ci­dents might be di­rect­ly re­lat­ed to the Is­raeli stock­pile of

    pow­er­ful ar­ma­ments that might threat­en the en­tire world.”




    “I got it,” Re­mo said, snap­ping his fin­gers. “You’re talk­ing about atom­ic bombs. He’s

    talk­ing about atom­ic bombs, Chi­un,” he called.




    “Shh­hhh,” said Smith.




    “Yes, shhh,” said Chi­un in a loud voice. “If the Em­per­or wish­es to talk about atom­ic

    bombs, I alone will pro­tect his right to do so. Go ahead, great one, and speak of atom­ic

    bombs in per­fect safe­ty.”




    Smith looked up­ward as if hop­ing to see an el­eva­tor from God.




    “Wait a minute,” Re­mo said. “You say they found a wom­an’s body, too?”




    “She was clean,” Smith replied. “Prob­ably just an in­no­cent per­son who got in the

    way.”




    “Okay,” said Re­mo. “Where do we go from here?”




    “Is­rael,” said Smith. “This might be a pre­lude to World War III, Re­mo. The two dead men

    had been in­volved with Is­rael’s atom­ic weapons. With ter­ror­ists run­ning wild there, who

    knows what might be go­ing on? Any kind of in­ci­dent couldblow up the Mid­dle East.

    Per­haps the whole world.”




    Smith sound­ed as if he were recit­ing a recipe for chick­en sal­ad, but Re­mo man­aged to

    look con­cerned. Chi­un looked over­joyed.




    “Is­rael?” he chirped. “A Mas­ter has not vis­it­ed Is­rael since the days of Herod the

    Won­der­ful.”




    Re­mo looked over. “Herod the Won­der­ful?”




    Chi­un re­turned his look bright­ly. “He was a much ma­ligned man. He paid on time. And he

    kept his word, un­like some oth­er em­per­ors who promise things, then send oth­er things.”




    Smith rose, man­ag­ing with ob­vi­ous dif­fi­cul­ty to ig­nore Chi­un’s hint­ed com­plaints.

    “Find out what’s hap­pen­ing and stop it,” he told Re­mo. To Chi­un, he said, “Be well, Mas­ter

    of Sinan­ju.”




    As he turned to go, Chi­un said, “My heart is glad­dened by your news, Em­per­or Smith. So

    glad­dened that I will not dis­turb you with the griev­ing woe that be­sets your poor

    ser­vant.”




    Smith shot a glance to­ward Re­mo. Re­mo stuck out his top front teeth in an im­ita­tion of

    Mary Hart­man, Mary Hart­man or of Hi­ro­hi­to, Hi­ro­hi­to.




    “Oh, that,” said Smith, “The man re­spon­si­ble has al­ready been tak­en care of. Your

    day­time shows will be for­ward­ed to you as soon as you set­tle in the Holy Land.”




    This time Chi­un stood on the ta­ble be­fore bow­ing, in­ton­ing gra­cious­ness and

    life­long grat­itude, and ex­plain­ing that no mat­ter what Re­mo rec­om­mend­ed, he would not

    think of de­mand­ing in­creased trib­ute for the vil­lage of Sinan­ju, even if the cost of

    liv­ing had in­creased sev­en-​tenths of one per­cent in the last month.




    Sea­son­al­ly ad­just­ed.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER THREE




    In the hills of Galilee are the cities of Safed and Nazareth, where Is­raelis cul­ti­vate

    the land, raise turkeys, pick or­anges, and hap­pi­ly ex­ist in their Holy Chris­tian

    cities.




    In the bay of Haifa, one of the Mediter­ranean’s bus­iest ship­ping ports is run be­tween

    ware­hous­es, met­al foundries, oil re­finer­ies, fer­til­iz­er fac­to­ries, tex­tile mills,

    and glass plants.




    In Judea is Jerusalem, clash­ing in style be­tween the old city and its new­er sec­tions but

    unit­ed in feel­ing and faith.




    And in Tel Aviv is an of­fice where a small group of per­son­nel are re­spon­si­ble for the

    se­cu­ri­ty of Is­rael’s nu­cle­ar bombs and for their det­ona­tion over Arab lands should

    Is­rael face de­struc­tion in a war against what some press el­ements in the Unit­ed States

    in­sist­ed up­on call­ing “their Arab neigh­bors.” Un­til the body count of dead Is­raeli

    ba­bies, mur­dered by Arab ter­ror­ists,fi­nal­ly rose too high for even The New York

    Times’ op-​ed page’s un­der­stand­ing of neigh­bor-​li­ness.




    On the door of the of­fice was an in­scrip­tion in He­brew. It trans­lat­ed in­to En­glish

    as Ze­her La-​hur­ban, “Re­mem­ber the De­struc­tion of the Tem­ple.” It mas­quer­ad­ed as an

    arche­olog­ical study group, but its mis­sion was to see that Is­rael was not re­duced to

    be­ing an arche­olog­ical foot­note to his­to­ry.




    In­side the of­fice, a man sat with his feet on his desk, try­ing not to scratch the right

    side of his face.




    Yoel Zabari had been told by his doc­tor not to scratch the right side of his face. The

    doc­tor told him not to, be­cause the itch was psy­cho­so­mat­ic, since, lit­er­al­ly

    speak­ing, Yoel Zabari didn’t have a right side of his face. Not un­less one called a mass of

    flat, numbed tis­sue and plas­tic a face.




    His right eye was gone, re­placed by an un­blink­ing glass globe, his right nos­tril was a

    hole in the mid­dle of a slop­ing mound, and the right side of his mouth was a sur­gi­cal­ly

    per­fect slit.




    Some­one had left an old so­fa in a garbage pile on the street out­side his of­fice a year

    ago. As Zabari left the build­ing and turned left, the couch blew up. A large chunk of met­al

    and plas­tic ripped across his head from his right ear to the bridge of his nosel The left side

    of his head suf­fered on­ly a bump where he fell.




    Yoel Zabari sur­vived the ter­ror­ist tac­tic. Twelve oth­er peo­ple, rush­ing home to their

    fam­ilies af­ter work, did not.




    The prime min­is­ter called it a vi­cious and ug­lyat­tack up­on in­no­cent peo­ple.

    The new Amer­ican rep­re­sen­ta­tive for the U.N., caught be­tween his heart and world­wide oil

    prices, called it no com­ment. Libya called it a coura­geous blow for the in­tegri­ty of the

    Arab peo­ple. Ugan­da said it was ret­ri­bu­tion for ag­gres­sion.




    Zabari forced his ris­ing hand to avoid his face and to set­tle on­to the brown and gray

    curls atop his head. He was scratch­ing his scalp when Tocha­la Delit, his first deputy, came

    in with his dai­ly re­port.




    “Toe,” Zabari cried. “Good to see you back. How was your va­ca­tion?”




    “Fine, sir,” said Delit, smil­ing. “You are look­ing well your­self.”




    “If you say so,” replied the di­rec­tor of the Ze­her Lahur­ban, con­troller of nu­cle­ar

    se­cu­ri­ty as well as of its arche­ol­ogy cov­er. “I have just man­aged to bring my­self to

    look in­to the mir­ror again. I feel fine, but see­ing on­ly half a blush is al­ways

    dis­con­cert­ing.”




    Delit laughed with­out self-​con­scious­ness and sat in a plush red chair to the side of the

    broad green met­al desk as he al­ways did.




    “The fam­ily well?” he in­quired.




    “As al­ways, won­der­ful and the on­ly rea­son for my life,” Zabari said. “The light nev­er

    dims in my wife’s eyes, and my youngest this week wants to be a dancer. A bal­le­ri­na yet.” He

    shrugged. “That’s this week. Wait till next.”




    Both the ter­ror-​scarred face and the gen­tle voice were sides of the man that was Yoel

    Zabari. A sol­dier, a spy, a war hero, an ac­com­plished killer, and a fierce Zion­ist, he was

    al­so afine hus­band, a good fa­ther, and a pub­lic-​spir­it­ed man. His out­ward lack of

    full lips did noth­ing to mar his abil­ity to com­mu­ni­cate.




    “You re­al­ly should take a wife, Toe. As the Tal­mud says, ‘An un­mar­ried Jew is not

    con­sid­ered a whole hu­man be­ing.’ “




    “The Tal­mud al­so says, ‘The ig­no­ra­mus jumps first,’” Delit replied.




    Zabari laughed. “So now. What ter­ri­ble news do you have for me to­day?”




    Delit flipped open the fold­er on his lap.




    “Our over­seas agents re­port that two more Amer­ican spies are be­ing sent here.”




    “So what else is new?”




    “These two are sup­posed to be spe­cial.”




    “All Amer­icans think they are spe­cial. Re­mem­ber the one who tried to con­vince us to

    share our weapons with who­ev­er was lead­ing the Lebanese gov­ern­ment that week?”




    Delit snort­ed.




    “So what is these spies’ mis­sion here?” asked Zabari.




    “We don’t know.”




    “What agen­cy are they from?”




    “We are not sure.”




    “Where do they come from?”




    “We are try­ing to find out.”




    “Do they have two eyes or three?” asked Zabari in des­per­ation.




    “Two,” replied Delit, dead­pan. “Each. Four, if you add up the to­tal.”




    Zabari smiled and wagged his fin­ger at his deputy. “All right. What do we know about

    them?”




    “All we know is that they are called Re­mo andChi­un and that they are ex­pect­ed here

    to­mor­row morn­ing. And the on­ly rea­son we know that is the Amer­ican pres­ident told our

    am­bas­sador as much dur­ing a state din­ner.”




    “Why on earth would he do that?”




    “Just show­ing how friend­ly a new pres­ident can be, I guess,” said Delit.




    “Hm­mm,” mused Zabari some more, “the trou­ble with the great num­ber of var­ious spies we

    have here is that we can nev­er be sure whether any new ar­rival is mean­ing­less or

    ex­treme­ly im­por­tant.”




    Delit looked up and his face was grave. “These agents come on or­ders from Wash­ing­ton.

    Near where Ben Isaac Gold­man was mur­dered.”




    The left side of Zabari’s face dark­ened. “And we sit in Tel Aviv, near where Hegez was

    mur­dered. I know, Toe, and I will keep this in mind. Put an agent on these two new Amer­ican

    agents. I want to know what they are up to.”




    Delit’s face re­mained grave. “Some­thing seems to be stir­ring across the sand,” he said.

    “First these mur­ders, then in­creased trans­port be­tween the Arab states and Rus­sia, then

    this Re­mo and Chi­un. I say it is no good. I say it is con­nect­ed.”




    Zabari leaned for­ward, brought his hand up to the right side of his face, then brought it

    down sud­den­ly to drum on the desk.




    “No one is more aware of these things than I. We will keep a watch­ful eye out, we will

    cov­er our ass­es, and we will fol­low these two Amer­ican op­er­atives. If they are in­deed

    re­lat­ed to the se­cu­ri­ty of our … uh, ma­te­ri­al, we will take care of them.”




    Zabari leaned back in his chair and breathed deeply. “Enough of this doom say­ing. Toe, have

    you writ­ten any new po­et­ry on your va­ca­tion?”




    Delit’s face bright­ened.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER FOUR




    “About 2000 B.C.,” said the stew­ardess, “Is­rael was known as the land of Canaan. The

    Scrip­tures tell us that this was a good land, a land of brooks, of wa­ter, of foun­tains, and

    depths that spring out of val­leys and hills. A land of wheat and bar­ley and vines and fig

    trees and pomegranates; a land of olive oil and hon­ey.”




    “A land of cheap­skates,” said Chi­un.




    “Shush,” said Re­mo.




    The jet was cir­cling over Lod air­port while the stew­ardess de­liv­ered sight­see­ing

    in­for­ma­tion over the in­ter­com and Re­mo and Chi­un had a deeply mo­ti­vat­ed re­li­gious

    dis­cus­sion.




    “Herod the Won­der­ful was a much abused per­son,” Chi­un was say­ing. “The House of David

    was al­ways plot­ting against him. The House of Sinan­ju nev­er got a day’s work from the House

    of David.”




    “But Je­sus and the Vir­gin Mary came from the House of David,” said Re­mo.




    “So?” replied Chi­un. “They were poor. Roy­al­ty yet poor. That shows what can hap­pen to a

    fam­ily that re­fus­es to prop­er­ly em­ploy an as­sas­sin.”




    “I don’t care what you say,” said Re­mo, who was brought up in an or­phan­age by nuns. “I

    still like Je­sus and Mary.”




    “Nat­ural­ly you would. You choose to be­lieve, not know. If ev­ery­one was like Je­sus, we

    would starve,” de­clared Chi­un. “And since you like Mary so much, did you send it?”




    “What?”




    “The Nor­man Lear, Nor­man Lear mes­sage.”




    “Not yet, not yet,” said Re­mo.




    The jet fi­nal­ly re­ceived its run­way co­or­di­nates and was slow­ly com­ing in for a

    land­ing when the stew­ardess on the in­ter­com fin­ished up.




    “The Is­raelis have flour­ished as a na­tion of farm­ers and shep­herds, of traders and

    war­riors, of po­ets and schol­ars.”




    “Of cheap­skates,” said an Ori­en­tal voice in the back.




    Re­mo had man­aged to con­vince Chi­un, for ease of move­ment, to lim­it his trav­el­ing

    lug­gage to on­ly two of his col­or­ful, lac­quered steam­er trunks.




    So Re­mo had to lug on­ly the two trunks on­to the Lod-​Tel Aviv bus, since the wiz­ened

    Ori­en­tal re­fused to have them on the roof with the oth­er bag­gage.




    “Bag­gage?” said Chi­un, “Bag­gage? Are the gold­en sands mere­ly dirt? Are the fluffy

    cloudsmere­ly smoke? Are the mag­nif­icent heav­ens mere­ly black space?”




    “All right, al­ready,” said Re­mo tired­ly. So now he sat be­tween two, up­right, bounc­ing

    trunks as the old bus wound its way through the sub­urbs of Tel Aviv.




    The roads were lined with Y-​shaped lights, curl­ing green bush­es, and long rows of

    three-​sto­ry, tan and gray apart­ment build­ings.




    Chi­un sat be­hind Re­mo, both of them com­plete­ly lev­el at all times while the rest of

    the pas­sen­gers bounced up and down.




    “They have let this place go to rot,” Chi­un said.




    “Rot?” said Re­mo. “Look around. Just a few years ago this was desert and dust. Now it’s

    farm­land and build­ings.”




    Chi­un shrugged. “When Herod had it, it was beau­ti­ful with palaces.”




    Re­mo chose to ig­nore him and watch the scenery. The steam­er trunks kept bounc­ing in and

    out of his view but he man­aged to catch the sounds and fla­vor of Tel Aviv.




    Snatch­es of He­brew min­gled with the aro­ma of fresh roast­ed cof­fee and the tin­ny noise

    of Amer­ican rock and roll on a cheap record play­er. The gut­tural Arab hawk­ing of a

    side­walk sales­man weaved through the thick odor of cook­ing oil and boiled sweet corn over

    char­coal on pass­ing street cor­ners.




    A drum­ming, off-​tune song drift­ed in from the oth­er side of the bus as a load­ed

    mil­itary truck passed by. Rat­tling con­ver­sa­tions were burst­ing from ev­ery di­rec­tion.

    From un­der canopied bal­conies, in­side cafes, out­side espres­so shops,be­side crowd­ed

    book­stores. And ev­ery­where, the large bold let­ters of He­brew.




    The bus passed the rich turquoise of the sea, and the dusty white of new apart­ment

    com­plex­es. The hot red and glar­ing blue of neon lights shot through the gray heat haze and

    the light green of the Is­rael spring.




    When the bus bumped to a stop in front of the ho­tel, Chi­un left by the back door as Re­mo

    strug­gled through the crowds of ex­cit­ed Amer­ican teenagers, marked by their ex­pen­sive

    jeans and back­packs, mid­dle-​aged cou­ples try­ing to re­cap­ture their roots on a two-​week

    va­ca­tion and Japanese tourists check­ing Swiss watch­es and shoot­ing Ger­man cam­eras at

    any­thing that moved.




    Re­mo low­ered the trunks to the side­walk in front of the Is­rael Sher­aton as three

    smil­ing men ap­proached from be­hind Chi­un.




    “Ah, hel­lo, hel­lo, Mr. Re­mo. Wel­come to Is­rael, ho, ho,” said one dark, smil­ing

    face.




    “Ah, yes, Mr. Re­mo,” said an­oth­er smil­ing face, putting out his hand, “Good to see you

    and your part… I mean, as­so­ciate, Mr. Chi­un.”




    “We were told to meet you,” said the third, “by the Amer­ican con­sulate, to take you and

    Mr. Chi­un to a meet­ing with him right away.”




    “Oh, yes, oh, yes,” said the first. “We have a car await­ing you just around the next

    cor­ner, ho, ho.”




    “Ah, yes,” said the sec­ond. “If you two gen­tle­men would mere­ly step this way, please, if

    you would be so kind?”




    Re­mo did not move. He looked at the third man. “Your turn,” he said.




    The three kept smil­ing, but their eyes dart­ed back and forth. They were all dark-​skinned

    and curly-​haired, and wore loud Hawai­ian shirts with bag­gy black pin-​striped suits, as if

    they had con­fused “Hawaii Five-​O” with “The Un­touch­ables.”




    “Ah, we must hur­ry,” cried the third. “The Amer­ican am­bas­sador awaits.”




    “The car, if you please,” said the first.




    “Around the cor­ner,” said the sec­ond.




    “What about my trunks?” said Chi­un.




    The eyes dart­ed back and forth again. Re­mo rolled his sky­ward.




    “Uh, yes,” said the third. “They will be tak­en care of, in­deed.”




    “Well,” said Re­mo, “if the trunks will be well tak­en care of, in­deed, and the Amer­ican

    am­bas­sador or con­sulate or some­body wants to see us, we can’t very well refuse, can

    we?”




    “Ah, yes, ah, yes, very good,” said all three, ush­er­ing Re­mo and Chi­un around the

    cor­ner in a “V” for­ma­tion.




    “Yes, we can,” whis­pered Chi­un. “These men have no in­ten­tion of tak­ing care of my

    trunks.”




    “Ssh,” whis­pered Re­mo back, “this is a break. We can find out who is be­hind all these

    killings from them. Be­sides, I don’t want them shoot­ing up the crowd.”




    “These men are noth­ing,” Chi­un said. “Talk to them and you will get three dead men. Lose

    my trunks and you will get nev­er-​end­ing guilt.”




    “As op­posed to?” asked Re­mo. Chi­un fold­ed his arms and set his lips in stub­born

    si­lence.




    Around them, the three men in “V” for­ma­tion chat­tered, and Re­mo called out, “What are

    youguys? That doesn’t sound like He­brew. You Ara­bic?”




    “Oh, no,” said the first.




    “No, no, no,” said the sec­ond and third quick­ly.




    “Ho, ho, ho,” they all said.




    “We are from Pe­ru,” said the first.




    “Yes. We are Pe­ru­bic,” said the sec­ond.




    Re­mo looked at Chi­un and rolled his eyes in dis­gust. “They’re Pe­ru­bic, Chi­un.”




    “And you are nor­mal,” Chi­un said. “What lan­guage they speak in Pe­ru, Chi­un?” Re­mo

    asked soft­ly.




    “The in­ter­lop­ers speak Span­ish. The re­al peo­ple speak the Quechua di­alects.”




    “And what are these three bab­bling in?”




    “Ara­bic,” said Chi­un. “They are talk­ing about how they are go­ing to kill us.” He paused,

    lis­ten­ing to the con­ver­sa­tion around them for a mo­ment, then shout­ed: “Hold. Hold.”




    The three men stopped short. Chi­un let go a short ma­chine-​gun burst of Ara­bic.




    “What’d you tell them, Chi­un?” Re­mo asked.




    “In­sults. In­sults. Must I al­ways bear in­sults?”




    “What now?”




    “They said they were go­ing to kill us.”




    “So?”




    “They re­ferred to us as the two Amer­icans. I just let them know that you are Amer­ican as

    can eas­ily be de­ter­mined by your ug­li­ness, lazi­ness, stu­pid­ity, and in­abil­ity to

    learn prop­er dis­ci­pline. On the oth­er hand, I am Ko­re­an. A hu­man be­ing. This I told

    them.”




    “Ter­rif­ic, Chi­un.”




    “Yes.” Chi­un agreed.




    “They’ll nev­er guess now that we’re on to them, will they?”




    “That is not my con­cern. Pro­tect­ing the good name of my peo­ple from ran­dom in­sults by

    peo­ple who talk in the voic­es of crows is.”




    The three “Pe­ru­bians” were back­ing away from Re­mo and Chi­un, slow­ly re­mov­ing guns

    from shoul­der hol­sters. Re­mo sent out a left leg, and the biggest one went skid­ding down

    the al­ley­way, the gun clat­ter­ing loose from his hand.




    The two oth­ers stared open-​mouthed at the thin Amer­ican, tak­ing their eyes off Chi­un

    for a frac­tion of a sec­ond. A frac­tion too long. The next mo­ment, they found them­selves

    hunched in the dirt, deep in the al­ley, their chins on the ground.




    “It is ter­ri­ble,” Chi­un said, “when an old man can­not trav­el any­where with­out be­ing

    threat­ened with bod­ily harm. I have no time to play with you, Re­mo. I am go­ing to sit with

    my trunks. These aw­ful men with no sense of prop­er­ty have up­set me great­ly.”




    Chi­un glid­ed away and Re­mo stepped in­to the al­ley. One of the men was stum­bling up.

    His pis­tol was in his hand. He glared in tri­umph and point­ed it at a gen­tly smil­ing Re­mo,

    then he stared in sur­prise as there was a tan blur, the gun fired, and the front of his own

    shirt blew off.




    He fell for­ward mut­ter­ing in gut­ter Ara­bic about fate and fick­le gods.




    The two men Chi­un had pushed in­to the al­ley were reach­ing for their guns too. Re­mo

    slapped the guns away and turned one of the men over. He as­sumed the man was the lead­er

    be­cause his suit al­most fit.




    Re­mo picked up one of the guns and point­ed the bar­rel at the man’s mouth.




    “How did you do that to Rah­moud? You were five feet away from him and then his stom­ach

    blew all over?”




    “I’ll ask, you an­swer,” Re­mo said. He stuck the gun bar­rel be­tween the man’s lips.

    “Name, please.”




    The man felt the warm steel be­tween his teeth and saw the look in Re­mo’s eyes. He spoke

    around the gun bar­rel. “Achmud­slam­oonce-​muhoomoodra­zo­olech.”




    “Very good, Ach,” said Re­mo. “Na­tion­al­ity?”




    Ahmed Schaman Muhumed Ra­zolie saw his part­ner ris­ing be­hind Re­mo. In his hand was a

    bro­ken bot­tle from the al­ley’s dirt floor.




    “It is as I said be­fore,” he said slow­ly, stalling , for time. “I am from Pe­ru.”




    “Wrong,” said Re­mo. With­out chang­ing his stance, with­out look­ing back, he sent a kick

    be­hind him. The bro­ken bot­tle flew in­to the air and hit the al­ley’s deep dust with a soft

    thud, fol­lowed im­me­di­ate­ly by Ahmed’s part­ner, who hit with a loud­er, ter­mi­nal

    thud.




    Ahmed Ra­zolie looked around the al­ley at his two dead part­ners, and then again at Re­mo,

    who had just kicked a man’s stom­ach out with­out look­ing at him.




    “Lebanese,” Ahmed said quick­ly. “I am Lebanese and pleased to wel­come you to Is­rael,

    melt­ing pot of the Mid­dle East. I stand ready to an­swer any ques­tions you might have.”




    “Good. Who sent you?” Re­mo said.




    “No one. No one sent us. We are but sim­ple thieves way­lay­ing a sim­ple pair of Amer­ican

    tourists.” He re­mem­bered Chi­un and quick­lycor­rect­ed that. “An Amer­ican and a

    hu­man be­ing from Ko­rea.”




    “Last chance,” Re­mo said. “Who sent you?”




    Ahmed saw Al­lah at that mo­ment. Al­lah bore a strik­ing re­sem­blance to Muham­mad Ali. He

    was talk­ing to Ahmed.




    “Fess up to this Amer­ican fast, Or your next breath will be your last. Give him the news

    and make it the lat­est, And, as you go, Al­lah’s the great­est.”




    Ahmed was just about to tell Re­mo of this heav­en­ly vi­sion when his face ex­plod­ed.




    His eyes popped and his cheeks pur­pled and puffed up. His jaw dropped while most of his

    hair, left ear, and chin spun back in­to the al­ley.




    Re­mo looked at Ahmed’s corpse, then turned, straight in­to the breasts of a dark,

    brown-​haired wom­an in a kha­ki uni­form.




    “Re­mo Williams?” asked the wom­an. She pro­nounced it “R-​r-​r-​emo Weeel-​yums.”




    “I hope so, I’m the on­ly one left stand­ing.”




    The young wom­an in the kha­ki mi­ni and blouse shift­ed her Uzi sub­ma­chine gun from her

    right palm on­to her left shoul­der, then ex­tend­ed her hand.




    “Zha­va Fifer, Is­raeli De­fense,” she said through rich pulpy lips. “Wel­come to Is­rael.

    What is your mis­sion here?”




    “I’m in­spect­ing your hos­pi­tal­ity for the Best West­ern Mo­tel Chain.” He took her hand.

    It was sur­pris­ing­ly cool for hav­ing just blown a man’s head apart.




    “Enough lev­ity,” she said severe­ly. “What is your mis­sion?”




    “Are you al­ways this sub­tle?” Re­mo asked.




    “I have no time for games, Mr. Williams,” she said, cold­ly. “As I see it, you owe me your

    life. You were lucky I ar­rived when I did.”




    “As I see it, that’s a mat­ter of opin­ion.” He looked around the al­ley. “Why don’t we get

    away from this par­ty, it’s dy­ing any­way, and go some place where you can slip out of your

    uni­form and get com­fort­able?”




    Zha­va Fifer took a deep breath. Her uni­form, fit­ted like a sec­ond skin, took a deep

    breath with her.




    “My uni­form is very com­fort­able,” she said.




    Re­mo looked down at her bo­som, on­ly inch­es away from his chest.




    “That’s odd,” he said.




    “What is odd?”




    “Your uni­form makes me very un­com­fort­able.”




    “As your peo­ple says, ‘tough toochis.’” She met Re­mo’s eyes and smiled. “Your Mr. Chi­un

    is wait­ing for us at the ho­tel restu­ar­ant. There we can talk to­geth­er.”




    “Swell,” said Re­mo with­out en­thu­si­asm. “I can’t wait to see Chi­un again.”




    “I would have ar­rived soon­er to save him,” Zha­va Fifer was telling Chi­un, “but I left my

    mag­azine in a book stall.”




    “Na­tion­al Ge­ograph­ic’? Play­girll” Re­mo asked.




    “No, Mr. Williams. This one.” She touched the clip for the sub­ma­chine gun, which hung on

    the back of her chair.




    The small restau­rant was done in green and or­ange plas­tic with red table­cloths, to soak

    up any blood that might be spilled, Re­mo de­cid­ed. InNew York City, a uni­formed

    sol­dier car­ry­ing a gun might cause a ri­ot step­ping in­to a restau­rant. At the least, his

    vis­it would bring the po­lice-​and a con­sul­ta­tion with the restau­rant man­ag­er. In

    Is­rael, in a restau­rant built for tourists, sol­diers car­ry­ing guns and grenades were

    scat­tered around, eat­ing and drink­ing, and no one paid them any at­ten­tion. Zha­va Fifer

    drew eyes, but on­ly as a wom­an, not as a sol­dier.




    “May I help you?” in­quired a wait­er with a deep Is­raeli ac­cent.




    “Why?” asked Re­mo. “Don’t you know me? Ev­ery­body else in the coun­try seems to.”




    “Do you have nice fish?” asked Chi­un.




    “Yes, sir,” replied the wait­er. He start­ed to scrib­ble on his pad and said,

    “Nice-​fried-​fish.”




    “No,” said Chi­un, “I did not ask if you sold grease, on­ly if you sold fish. When I say

    fish, I mean fish.”




    The wait­er blinked. “You could peel it, sir,” he said, hope­ful­ly.




    “Fine,” said Chi­un. “You serve me fried fish, I will peel it, then I will drop it all on

    the floor, and at the end of the meal you will pay me for do­ing your work for you.”




    “We’ll have two wa­ters,” in­ter­rupt­ed Re­mo. “Min­er­al if you have it, clean glass­es if

    you don’t.”




    “Noth­ing for me, thank you,” said Zha­va.




    The wait­er fled.




    “So,” said Re­mo to Zha­va. “Who is killing the Is­raelis and leav­ing them in the shape of

    a swasti­ka?”




    “If you had been more care­ful with those men who at­tacked you, we might have found

    out.”




    “Sor­ry,” Re­mo said. “I’ll re­mem­ber not to fight back the next time I am at­tacked.”




    Zha­va looked deep in­to Re­mo’s eyes and, to his sur­prise, she blushed. Sud­den­ly, she

    looked down and start­ed to pull at her nap­kin.




    “I am sor­ry,” she said. “I know that it was my fault. I-I shot too soon. We were so close

    to find­ing out and I, and I …”




    She rose quick­ly and ran to the ladies’ room. She shot by the wait­er, near­ly knock­ing

    him over, and pound­ed through the door.




    Re­mo turned to Chi­un, who was in­spect­ing the sil­ver­ware for clean­li­ness.




    “She must re­al­ly be up­set,” Re­mo said. “She left her gun.”




    The Uzi still hung on her chair.




    “Very clever girl,” replied Chi­un, still in­tent on the forks, “mo­ments with you and she

    be­gins to cry. Very clever. She took from the gun the thing that holds the bul­lets.”




    The wait­er served the two glass­es of wa­ter, look­ing very care­ful­ly at Chi­un and at

    Re­mo, who was check­ing Zha­va’s gun. The clip of shells was gone. Re­mo looked around and saw

    four Is­raeli sol­diers watch­ing him from oth­er ta­bles, their hands rest­ing on their own

    guns. Re­mo sat back. The sol­diers re­laxed.




    Chi­un picked up a wa­ter glass, ex­am­in­ing it care­ful­ly. Re­mo turned to­ward the

    lava­to­ry door. Chi­un sniffed at the clear liq­uid. Re­mo thought there was some­thing

    strange about Zha­va Fifer. Kills a man one mo­ment, starts cry­ing the next. Ei­ther

    ex­treme­ly un­bal­anced or a lit­tle girl try­ing to be a big sol­dier. Or try­ing to get

    sym­pa­thy. Or try­ing to es­cape. Or go­ing to re­port. Or Re­mo stopped think­ing along those

    lines. It was get­ting too con­fus­ing.




    But there were two facts that were not con­fus­ing. First, she had killed Re­mo’s one lead.

    And two, like Ahmed, in the al­ley she had known who Re­mo was.




    Zha­va was com­ing out of the ladies’ room, eyes dry and head high, when Chi­un sipped at

    the wa­ter. The Ko­re­an held the liq­uid in his mouth, looked at the ceil­ing, swirled it from

    one cheek to the oth­er, then spat it out.




    Look­ing di­rect­ly at the wait­er, Chi­un poured out the wa­ter on­to the floor.




    As Zha­va reached the ta­ble, Re­mo was up and hand­ing her the Uzi. “The wa­ter maven is

    dis­pleased,” he said. “Chi­un, I’ll meet you lat­er.”




    “Good,” said Chi­un. “See if you can find some good wa­ter.”




    “I think the PLO is be­hind these killings,” said Zha­va.




    “Who else?” said Re­mo, who did not know who the PLO was. “I knew all along it was the BLO,”

    he added for em­pha­sis.




    “PLO,” Zha­va cor­rect­ed. “The Pales­tine Lib­er­ation Or­ga­ni­za­tion. Re­al­ly, Re­mo, I

    am amazed at what you don’t know.”




    They were walk­ing along Al­len­by Road, in front of its more than 100 book­stores where

    Is­raeli civil­ians, sol­diers, Arabs, Ital­ians, Swiss, and oth­ers bought and dis­cussed the

    more than 225 week­ly, bi­week­ly, month­ly, bi­month­ly, quar­ter­ly, biyear­ly, and year­ly

    edi­tions of Is­rael’s mag­azines, usu­al­ly at the tops of their voic­es. Any dis­cus­sion

    here would be in­dis­tin­guish­able from any oth­er, no mat­ter what the top­ic.




    “I’ll tell you some things I do know,” Re­mo saidtesti­ly. “Ev­ery­body in this coun­try

    ap­par­ent­ly knows who I am. So much for se­cu­ri­ty. Some have al­ready tried to kill me. I’d

    say the se­cret agent busi­ness isn’t what it used to be.”




    “I don’t know who you are,” said Zha­va.




    “I’m the man who came to pro­tect your atom­ic bombs,” Re­mo said.




    “What atom­ic bombs?” she asked in­no­cent­ly.




    “The ones I read about in Time mag­azine,” said Re­mo.




    “Who be­lieves any­thing in Time mag­azine?” she replied.




    “But you do have them, don’t you?” said Re­mo.




    “Have what?” Zha­va an­swered gen­tly.




    “That re­minds me,” said Re­mo. “I’ve al­ways won­dered. Why do Jews al­ways an­swer a

    ques­tion with a ques­tion?”




    Zha­va laughed. “Who says Jews al­ways an­swer a ques­tion with a ques­tion?”




    They both laughed, and Re­mo, said, “Who wants to know?”




    Zha­va laughed hard­er. “Who knows?” she said.




    “Who cares?” Re­mo said, and Zha­va be­gan to laugh so hard that she soon had tears

    stream­ing down her cheeks and was try­ing to clap her hands to­geth­er, but kept miss­ing. At

    last, Re­mo thought. His op­por­tu­ni­ty.




    He leaned close and whis­pered in her ear, “I’ve been sent to pro­tect your, bombs. Want to

    see my big red ‘S’?”




    Zha­va screamed in glee and near­ly fell over. Re­mo smiled and held on­to her shoul­ders as

    shequaked and shook and got red. Passers-​by grinned and gave them plen­ty of room.




    Zha­va turned in his hands and buried her head on Re­mo’s chest, hit­ting his shoul­ders

    with her palms and laugh­ing.




    “Wooo, hic, ha, ha,” she said. “For the, hee, hee, record, hoooo, I know, hic, ha, ha, ha,

    ha, noth­ing about, ha, ha, ha, hee, heh, any, hic, atom­ic, heh, heh, heh, bombs. Hic.”




    So much for tak­ing ad­van­tage of her. Re­mo con­tin­ued to smile and pat her back un­til

    she calmed down. Sud­den­ly he felt her stiff­en un­der his hands, and she backed off. Re­mo

    saw some­thing like dread pass across her face. She was back to be­ing her­self again. Zha­va

    Fifer, girl sol­dier. She hic­cupped.




    “Tell you what,” said Re­mo. “Let’s try word as­so­ci­ation. You say the first thing that

    pops in­to your head.”




    “Tail.”




    “Not yet. Wait un­til I say a word first.”




    “Sec­ond.”




    “Wait a minute, will you?” Re­mo laughed. “Now. Home.”




    “Then-​kib­butz.”




    “Sand.”




    “Sea.”




    “Work.”




    “Play.”




    “Death,” tried Re­mo.




    “Sex,” said Zha­va.




    “Doom.”




    “Love.”




    “Bombs.”




    “Hic!”




    “Hic?”




    Zha­va hic­cupped again.




    “Tell you what. Let’s find an­oth­er place to talk.”




    “What?” said Zha­va.




    “Talk,” said Re­mo.




    “Din­ner,” said Zha­va.




    “What?”




    “Dance.”




    “Dance?”




    . “Fine,” said Zha­va. “It’s a date. I’ll meet you at your ho­tel lat­er this

    af­ter­noon.”




    She blew a forced-​look­ing kiss at Re­mo, then dis­ap­peared in­to the crowd.




    Re­mo shook his head. Some sol­dier.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER FIVE




    “The Tal­mud says, ‘The li­on roars when he is sat­is­fied, the man sins when he has

    plen­ty.’”




    “The Tal­mud al­so says, ‘Chew with your teeth and you will find strength in your feet.’

    “




    “You have stumped me again,” Yoel Zabari laughed. “Now, what else does our agent Fifer tell

    us?”




    “That is about all,” Tocha­la Delit replied, “ex­cept that she has ar­ranged a fur­ther

    meet­ing with this Re­mo and feels more in­for­ma­tion will be forth­com­ing.”




    The two sat in their cus­tom­ary places, pa­pers strewn across Delit’s lap and Zabari

    play­ing with a plas­tic pho­to­graph cube he had picked up in Amer­ica. All four sides were

    filled with snap­shots of his chil­dren, while the top was re­served for a smil­ing col­or

    print of his wife. Zabari of­ten flipped their im­ages be­fore him while think­ing.




    “She is a good agent, our Zha­va. How does she feel about this as­sign­ment?”




    “She finds both the Amer­ican and Ori­en­tal ec­cen­tric, but sees their po­ten­tial as, in

    her words, ‘dev­as­tat­ing­ly ef­fec­tive.’ “




    “I did not mean that,” said Zabari. “I meant her per­son­al stand­ing. Do you think she is

    ready for es­pi­onage work again?”




    Delit looked up from his re­ports. “If you doubt my choice, I can al­ways . . .”




    “Of course not, Toe. When have I ev­er doubt­ed your meth­ods? It is just that . . . Well,

    Fifer has suf­fered a great loss,” Zabari ex­plained.




    “I felt the job would be the best thing for her,” said Delit.




    “And you are right. Hm­mm,” Zabari mused. “Have you found any con­nec­tion be­tween the two

    dead Is­raelis and the three ter­ror­ists?”




    “None,” said Delit.




    “None?” echoed Zabari.




    “What­so­ev­er,” fin­ished Delit.




    Zabari stood, his left eye gleam­ing and the left side of his face flushed. “This is bad.

    This is very bad. Ei­ther these at­tacks are the most fan­tas­tic of co­in­ci­dences or our

    en­emies are tak­ing great trou­ble in elud­ing us.” He paced around the of­fice, past his wall

    of books, his wall of awards and de­grees, his wall of fam­ily me­men­tos and pic­tures, then

    back to his desk again. Zabari picked up his fam­ily pho­to­graph cube and made the cir­cuit

    again.




    Book wall, award wall, fam­ily wall, desk, book wall, award wall. He stopped, flip­ping the

    cube, be­side a scrawled cray­on draw­ing of a rock­et,em­bossed with a Star of David,

    blast­ing to­ward a green cheese moon.




    Be­low the large con­struc­tion pa­per pic­ture was a coarse sheet of lined yel­low pa­per

    that read, “The Mag­ic Rock­et of Peace”-Dov Zabari-​Aged Eight-​and the teach­er’s red pen­cil

    mark, “A + .”




    “Keep check­ing,” Zabari fi­nal­ly said, flip­ping the cube. “There must be a

    con­nec­tion.”




    “Very well,” said Delit, “but if you want my opin­ion …”




    “Yes, of course, Toe, go ahead.”




    “I think we should con­cen­trate on these two new spies. This Re­mo and Chi­un. They will

    lead us to what we want to know. Ter­ror­ists we have plen­ty of. If I con­tin­ue wast­ing my

    time check­ing, there is no guar­an­tee that we will find out any­thing.”




    “True,” said Zabari, “but, in life, there are no guar­an­tees for any­thing. Keep look­ing.

    I have a hunch about this. Our Amer­ican friends are well in hand. You said so your­self. Fifer

    knows what she is do­ing. If she needs help, give it to her.”




    The two talked for an­oth­er twen­ty min­utes about var­ious le­gal and arche­olog­ical

    mat­ters, in­clud­ing the ship­ment of new pro­tec­tive se­cu­ri­ty de­vices, un­til Delit

    ex­cused him­self and went to the bath­room.




    Zabari rubbed the left side of his face and thought about grow­ing half a beard.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER SIX




    “Pet­ty,” said Re­mo. “Pet­ty, child­ish, spoiled pet­ti­ness.”




    “Thank you, Re­mo,” said the Mas­ter from his mat in be­tween the suite’s two beds.




    The suite looked like ev­ery oth­er suite in ev­ery oth­er Sher­aton Ho­tel all over the

    world. Re­mo want­ed to get a sin­gle since Chi­un nev­er used a bed any­way, but the

    Reser­va­tion Desk man would not hear of it.




    “How many of you are there?” he asked.




    “Of me? One,” said Re­mo.




    “No, of your par­ty,” said the Reser­va­tion Desk man who had a lit­tle red and white

    plas­ticene name tag that read, “Schlo­mo Ar­tov.”




    “Two,” Re­mo said mis­er­ably.




    “Then you will want a dou­ble, cor­rect?”




    “No, I will want a sin­gle,” in­sist­ed Re­mo.




    Schlo­mo got an­gry. “Do you mean to tell methat you would de­ny that sweet old man a

    com­fort­able bed to sleep in?”




    Chi­un, who had been in­struct­ing four bell­boys, and one bell cap­tain who had the

    mis­for­tune of be­ing on du­ty that day, in the fine art of steam­er-​trunk car­ry­ing, swung

    around.




    “De­ny? De­ny? What are you go­ing to de­ny me now, Re­mo?”




    “Keep out of this, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo, turn­ing to him.




    “Oho!” cried Schlo­mo, his righ­teous in­dig­na­tion re­al­ly ran­kled, “So he is your

    fa­ther. And this is not the first time this has hap­pened.”




    “No,” said Chi­un, “he has de­nied me many things over the years. Ev­ery small plea­sure I

    re­quest is de­nied. Re­mem­ber last Christ­mas? I ask you, is Bar­bra Streisand so hard to

    get?”




    “We’ll take a dou­ble,” shout­ed Re­mo.




    “Well, that is bet­ter,” said Schlo­mo, rip­ping a key from the wall. As Ar­tov hand­ed the

    key over, Chi­un re­turned to his in­struc­tions as if he had nev­er been in­ter­rupt­ed.




    As Re­mo signed the reg­is­ter, Schlo­mo warned, “You had bet­ter watch your­self, young

    man. If you mis­treat your fa­ther in this ho­tel, I will have you ar­rest­ed so fast, it will

    make your head spin.”




    Re­mo fin­ished sign­ing the reg­is­ter as Nor­man Lear, Sr., and Nor­man Lear, Jr., then

    ad­vised Ar­tov, “As long as you’re con­cerned, my fa­ther in­sists up­on be­ing called by his

    full name.” Be­fore Ar­tov could re­ply, Re­mo was col­lect­ing Chi­un and the lug­gage to go

    up­stairs.




    “Pet­ty,” Re­mo re­peat­ed. “Pet­ty, pet­ty, pet­ty.”




    “Four thank yous,” Chi­un replied. “That is thenicest thing you have said to me since

    our ar­rival, Re­mo.”




    “What are you talk­ing about?” Re­mo asked as he start­ed to change in­to a light blue

    short-​sleeved shirt and tan slacks he had bought in the states and sneaked in be­tween two of

    Chi­un’s ki­monos.




    “I know,” said Chi­un sage­ly. “You com­pare me to the great Amer­ican who goes quick­ly in

    cir­cles to de­stroy ug­ly pol­lu­tion ma­chines. It is not much of a com­pli­ment. But for an

    Amer­ican with so lit­tle worth­while to com­pare me to, it suf­fices.”




    Re­mo felt as if he were go­ing in cir­cles too. “I’ve got big news for you, Lit­tle

    Fa­ther. I don’t know what you’re talk­ing about.”




    “That is not news, Re­mo. Heh, heh, heh. That is not news. But I thank you be­cause you know

    that I too try to de­stroy pol­lu­tion. I pour out taint­ed wa­ter when it is filled with

    dan­ger­ous amounts of mag­ne­sium, cop­per, mer­cury, io­dine, tox­ic al­loys . . .”




    The truth fi­nal­ly struck Re­mo. “Pet­ty. Right. Pet­ty. I don’t mean Richard Pet­ty, the

    race driv­er. I mean pet­ty, the word. Mean­ing small, triv­ial, shal­low, chintzy,

    nit-​pick­ing.”




    “Be­cause I try to do what is right and good, you throw words at me. With a fe­male at your

    side, even taint­ed wa­ter in your stom­ach is of no im­por­tance to you. When will my ef­forts

    be rec­og­nized?”




    “Don’t wor­ry,” said Re­mo, slip­ping on the brown loafers he had worn to Is­rael. “I’m sure

    they’ve been heard all over the ho­tel by now.”




    “Good. It is good that they know,” said Chi­un,set­tling down on his mat and turn­ing

    on the suite’s tele­vi­sion set.




    “And I’ve got more news for you,” said Re­mo, go­ing to the door. “That fe­male hap­pens to

    be an Is­raeli agent.”




    Chi­un turned. “As we met in Hol­ly­wood?” he asked ex­cit­ed­ly. “Can she get me good

    wa­ter?”




    “No, not that kind of agent. A se­cret agent, like me.”




    “In that case,” said Chi­un turn­ing back, “she is no agent of mine.”




    Re­mo opened the suite’s door. “I’m go­ing out to make a call. This phone might be tapped.

    Want any­thing?”




    “Yes,” said Chi­un, face in­tent on the screen, “some good wa­ter and a son who rec­og­nizes

    undy­ing ef­fort.”




    “I’ll look for wa­ter,” Re­mo said.




    Re­mo drift­ed down the ac­cess road that serves as a kind of beach-​front drive­way for all

    the ho­tels on Tel Aviv’s Mediter­ranean shore.




    On this spring day, thou­sands of peo­ple were crowd­ing the beach­es of Is­raeli’s

    “Mi­ami,” so Re­mo sim­ply watched the groups of tourists drag­ging beach chairs, teenagers

    run­ning with surf­boards, and venders hawk­ing ice cream and pop­si­cles. Off the board­walk,

    some sol­diers were bat­ting at a rub­ber ball, with fren­zied de­ter­mi­na­tion, mak­ing it

    look like a red pole and sound like a lo­co­mo­tive.




    Re­mo looked be­yond all this, try­ing to spy a phone. He had not raised his body

    tem­per­ature to match that of the 105-de­gree air around him, be­cause he want­ed to sweat. In

    case Chi­un hadnot mere­ly been com­plain­ing about the wa­ter, he want­ed to get its

    poi­sons out of his body quick­ly. He wiped the wa­ter from his fore­head as he moved past the

    crowd on­to Ha­garkon Road and ar­rived at the main shore­front strip of Ben Yehu­da.




    Still no phone. Re­mo moved down a block to Keren Kayemet, where he asked a pass­ing old

    man, “Tele­phone?”




    The old man raised a weak arm and ges­tured down the hill along Ben Yehu­da, in­di­cat­ing

    quite a dis­tance and say­ing, “Sham­ma.”




    Re­mo con­tin­ued on his way, en­joy­ing the sun­tanned passers­by and the out­door cafes

    with their col­or­ful um­brel­la ta­bles. That is, he en­joyed them for five blocks, and then

    he be­gan to get im­pa­tient.




    He stopped a pass­ing tourist, “Do you know where Sham­ma is?”




    Re­mo guessed that the man with meat on his breath and fat on his bel­ly was a tourist

    be­cause of the two cam­eras, a binoc­ular case, and a Mex­ican tequi­la medal­lion that were

    hang­ing from his shoul­ders.




    “Sham­ma?” the tourist said, bathing Re­mo in the scents of yes­ter­day’s falafel, a

    purse-​shaped sand­wich of dough filled with deep fried, mashed, chick pea meat­balls. “Let’s

    see now.”




    The tourist un­zipped his binoc­ular case and pulled a map from be­tween a bot­tle of vod­ka

    and a bot­tle of or­ange juice. He un­fold­ed it across Re­mo’s chest and be­gan to read out

    loud.




    “Judea, Samaria, Gaza, Sinai, Golan, Safed, Afu­la, Tiberias, Hed­era, Natha­nia, sounds

    like the roll call for the god­damn Mick­ey MouseClub, don’t it, bud­dy? Ram­leh, Ly­dda,

    Re­he­bot, Beer-​She­ba. Nope, can’t find no Sham­ma here. Want me to check the Arab map,

    mis­ter?”




    “Thanks, but no thanks,” said Re­mo, mov­ing away from the map on his chest.




    “Sure, bud­dy,” said the man, fold­ing the map bad­ly. “Any time.”




    Re­mo crossed Al­len­by Street and there, fi­nal­ly, in Mo­gra­bi Square, was a phone

    booth.




    The phone looked about the same as the non-​push-​but­ton va­ri­ety back home ex­cept for

    the slant­ed glass tube just above the di­al, which Re­mo was try­ing to slip a dime in­to. The

    phone was not hav­ing any. Re­mo then tried a dol­lar bill. Nope. He won­dered if he could sign

    for the call. Prob­ably not. Would the booth take a check? Not like­ly. Re­mo then con­sid­ered

    how the Jew­ish Mom­ma Bell would like a float­ing punch right in the re­ceiv­er.




    In the old days in Newark, when Re­mo and his pals want­ed to make a call and no­body had a

    dime, Woo-​Woo Whit­field would al­ways hit the phone cas­ing a cer­tain way and the di­al tone

    came on. Re­mo tried to re­mem­ber how and where he hit it. Was it just above or just be­low

    the di­al? Re­mo laid an ef­fort­less flat-​edge slap across the met­al hous­ing, which

    elicit­ed a high-​pitched squeal from a small Arab boy who had ap­peared on the curb next to

    the booth.




    Too bad, thought Re­mo. He nev­er could beat Woo-​Woo at any­thing, any­way. The Arab kid

    was shak­ing his head. “No, no, no,” the boy said care­ful­ly.




    Re­mo glanced down in his di­rec­tion. “Not,now, kid, un­less your name is Woo-​Woo

    Whit-​field.”




    Ac­tu­al­ly, the boy’s name was Michael Arzu Ram­ban Rashi, and like Woo-​Woo Whit­field, he

    was a mas­ter at what he did.




    Some Arab men tried to be great fight­ers. Some tried to be great talk­ers and fol­low­ers

    of Al­lah. Oth­ers even tried to live in peace in the Is­raeli oc­cu­pied land, but none could

    match Michael Arzu at do­ing what he did best. Ram­ban Rashi was the finest 10-year-​old

    tourist cheat Is­rael had ev­er seen.




    The dark boy with the face of a greasy Arab an­gel hung around the seafront en­vi­rons

    wait­ing for marks like the un­tanned Amer­ican in the phone booth. Michael be­gan his ca­reer

    sell­ing maps, that he had drawn him­self, of an Is­rael that did not ex­ist. Af­ter cre­at­ing

    in­cred­ible traf­fic foul-​ups with that rack­et, he moved on up to hawk­ing cups of ice cream

    with no ice cream in them. Grad­uat­ing from that fix, Michael de­vel­oped a tal­ent for

    mon­etary ex­change.




    Ram­ban Rashi had come to the res­cue of many a tourist who had found that he did not have

    enough Is­raeli cur­ren­cy to cov­er a check, Michael Arzu was kind enough to ex­change their

    for­eign mon­ey for the need­ed cash. All at a 300 per­cent rate of prof­it.




    Michael Arzu was wait­ing for his cred­it-​card ma­chine from the black mar­ket, but he

    al­ready ac­cept­ed Amer­ican Ex­press Trav­el­er’s Checks.




    Michael Arzu Ram­ban Rashi was en­joy­ing Re­mo’s dis­plea­sure im­mense­ly. He reached

    in­to his own pock­ets and pulled out a hand­ful of what looked like sil­ver sub­way

    to­kens.




    “Sim­mon­im,” the boy pro­nounced. “Tele­phone to­kens,” he then trans­lat­ed for the stupid

    tourist.




    “Not sham­ma?” asked Re­mo. Michael stepped back a bit to pro­tect his valu­able trea­sure.

    “Sim­mon­im,” he re­peat­ed, grin­ning.




    Re­mo looked care­ful­ly at the to­kens. They were small, with round holes in the mid­dle.

    “Met­al bagels for the phones,” Re­mo grum­bled, pulling a $5 bill from his pock­et.




    But Michael Arzu shook his head fierce­ly and closed his hand around the goods.




    Re­mo smiled pleas­ant­ly and pro­duced a $10 bill from his pants. Michael shook his head,

    leer­ing at the coins in his hands like a mid­west­ern teenag­er with his first pack of dirty

    play­ing cards.




    Re­mo took out a $50 bill and waved it at the boy.




    Michael Arzu moved for­ward and with the speed and ex­pe­ri­ence of a pro­fes­sion­al,

    plucked the bill from Re­mo’s hand, dropped three sim­mo-​nim, then raced away, laugh­ing.




    For two yards.




    Then his feet were point­ed straight up, his body was up­side down, and his head hung a foot

    over the side­walk.




    His laugh turned in­to a fright­ened scream, then a string of choice ex­ple­tives from many

    lands, as Re­mo, hold­ing on­to both his an­kles, shook him out. The mul­ti­lin­gual

    ob­scen­ities con­tin­ued as pounds, francs, dol­lars, yen, agarots, lOUs, coins of all shapes

    and sizes, can open­ers, a few watch­es, fans, and monopoly mon­ey be­gan to come down off

    Ram­ban Rashi’s body.




    Be­fore Michael could start pro­duc­tive­lyscream­ing for the po­lice, he was on his

    feet again. Re­mo had al­ready col­lect­ed what sim­mon­im there were, while sev­er­al pass­ing

    chil­dren were mak­ing short work of the rest of the spoils.




    “That’s a good old Amer­ican shake­down,” Re­mo an­nounced. “When I was your age, I was

    rolling drunks.” He salut­ed and turned to­ward the phone. Michael pushed through the chil­dren

    and aimed a vi­cious kick at the back of Re­mo’s part­ing knee.




    Sud­den­ly Michael found him­self gen­tly float­ing over the oth­er chil­dren in the

    op­po­site di­rec­tion. All with­out the aid of his own legs, which were point­ed out be­hind

    him. He ful­ly en­joyed the eu­pho­ria of flight and watched the pass­ing en­vi­ron­ment, which

    in­clud­ed sev­er­al posts, a fence, and a jeep be­ing driv­en in the op­po­site di­rec­tion by

    a beau­ti­ful brunette. Then Michael met a curly thorn bush and came back to his sens­es. It

    was not the be­gin­ning of a beau­ti­ful friend­ship. It would be some time be­fore Michael

    Arzu Ram-​ban Rashi went out of his way to help a tourist again.




    Re­mo be­gan to feed the sil­ver to­kens in­to the phone un­til they com­plete­ly filled the

    slant­ed glass tube. He di­aled “O.” A few sec­onds passed. Then a few more. Then some more.

    Sev­er­al more sec­onds passed af­ter that. Fol­low­ing this, a few more passed, fol­lowed by a

    few more.




    Fi­nal­ly a voice came on the line and asked if she could be of as­sis­tance. In

    He­brew.




    Re­mo said, “What?”




    The op­er­ator replied in kind. “Ma?”




    Which was when Zha­va Fifer pulled up to the curb in a jeep. “I have been look­ing for

    you,”




    she said. “I saw a small Arab body fly by. Was he a sus­pect of yours?”




    “Nev­er mind,” replied Re­mo. “Do you speak the lan­guage here?” “Yes,” said Zha­va.




    “Good,” said Re­mo, hand­ing her the phone. “The op­er­ator thinks I’m her moth­er.”




    On Re­mo’s in­struc­tions, Fifer asked for the over­seas op­er­ator, then hand­ed the phone

    back to Re­mo, ex­plain­ing that “ma” means “what.”




    “Thanks,” said Re­mo, look­ing her over while he was be­ing con­nect­ed. She was wear­ing

    an­oth­er kha­ki shirt and mi­ni skirt, but both seemed tighter and short­er than be­fore, if

    that was pos­si­ble. Her deeply tanned arms and legs were ex­posed, plus an am­ple por­tion of

    cleav­age. Re­mo was glad he was not enough like Chi­un to think of her as just a fe­male. Damn

    it, she was a wom­an. Her hair was down across her shoul­ders and shone as if just washed. Her

    lips were a deep rose with­out lip­stick, and she looked re­mark­ably fresh, con­sid­er­ing the

    heat.




    Re­mo de­cid­ed to take her on a lit­tle trip to Sham­ma, once he found out where the hell

    that was.




    “Over­seas op­er­ator, may I help you?” said a voice in Re­mo’s ear. Re­mo replied yes, then

    gave her Smith’s num­ber for that week. The op­er­ator promised to con­nect him, so while he

    wait­ed, he looked at Zha­va as she leaned against the booth. Her left breast was pressed up

    against the glass so that the tan of her shirt and brown of her skin and the green of her eyes

    made a fas­ci­nat­ing land­scape panora­ma.




    “Zha­va,” said Re­mo, “where’s Sham­ma?”




    Zha­va looked quizzi­cal­ly at Re­mo for a mo­ment, then replied, “There.” “Where?” asked

    Re­mo. “There,” re­peat­ed Zha­va.




    “You’re not point­ing any­where,” said Re­mo, “Where’s there?” “Sham­ma,” an­swered Zha­va.

    “Yes,” said Re­mo, “I’d like to take you there.” “Hel­lo?” came a dis­tant voice. Even though

    it was very low vol­ume; it still cast a pal­lor halfway across the world. Re­mo did not mind,

    the in­ter­rup­tion took his mind off the in­cred­ible con­fu­sion he had just cre­at­ed.




    “Hel­lo, Dr. Smith, head of the su­per-​se­cret or­ga­ni­za­tion, CURE.”




    The si­lence was deep and un­fath­omable. When the re­ply fi­nal­ly came, two sim­mon­im had

    been con­sumed by the phone.




    “I do not be­lieve you,” came the voice of Smith, reg­is­ter­ing some­where in the vicin­ity

    of shock, anger, ex­as­per­ation, ex­haus­tion, and cit­rus fruit.




    “Don’t wor­ry, Smit­ty, even if some­one is lis­ten­ing in, which I doubt since this is a

    pub­lic phone, who’d be­lieve it?”




    “Any­body who watch­es tele­vi­sion,” was the re­ply. “What do you have for me?”




    “An ul­cer, an in­vi­ta­tion to sham­ma, which is there, and the names of three freaks who

    tried to kill us as soon as we ar­rived.”




    “Oh, my,” Smith sighed weari­ly. “Who were they?”




    “Just a minute,” said Re­mo as three more tele­phone to­kens dis­ap­peared in­to the

    ma­chine.




    “What were those names?” he asked Zha­va. “You know, the LPO.”




    “PLO,” she cor­rect­ed. As she spoke each name, Re­mo re­peat­ed it in­to the phone.




    “Who is that?” asked Smith. “It doesn’t sound like Chi­un.”




    “That’s be­cause it wasn’t. That was an Is­are­li agent who knew just where to find me when

    I land­ed here and just what my name was and just where I came from. She wants to know my

    mis­sion here. Can I tell her?”




    Smith replied as if he were speak­ing with his head on the desk. “Re­mo. Try to con­trol

    your­self. Please?”




    “No sweat. I on­ly tell my very best friends. Have you got any­thing for me?”




    Smith breathed deeply a few times be­fore re­ply­ing. “Yes. The spe­cial de­vices we

    dis­cussed, you will find them be­neath a sul­phur ex­trac­tion plant near Sodom in the Negev

    desert. It might be worth tak­ing a look. I’ll check out your three friends.”




    Smith broke the con­nec­tion with au­di­ble re­lief as the last sim­mon­im dis­ap­peared.

    Re­mo smiled at Zha­va and stepped out of the booth.




    “That,” she said hes­itant­ly, “what you said on the phone. Was that true?”




    “Sure,” replied Re­mo. “I’m a se­cret agent and Chi­un is the world’s great­est as­sas­sin

    and taught me ev­ery­thing I know, and to­geth­er we could make a nu­cle­ar bomb look like a

    sparkler.”




    “You Amer­icans,” Zha­va laughed, “al­ways with the sto­ries.”




    



  




  

    CHAPTER SEVEN




    Their jeep was rac­ing across the dunes of the Negev desert due south­east to­ward the Dead

    Sea. Zha­va bounced about, too busy try­ing to keep from falling out to no­tice that both Re­mo

    and Chi­un re­mained lev­el in their po­si­tions, seem­ing­ly obliv­ious to the jolt­ing.




    “It was aw­ful,” said Chi­un from the back of Zha­va Fifer’s gray army jeep. “There was this

    wild man shout­ing En­glish non­sense, and then they sang a song. Bar­barism.”




    “That sounds like the af­ter­noon En­glish les­son tele­cast from Tel Aviv Uni­ver­si­ty,”

    Zha­va said. “I got my ooooh . . . ,” there was a few sec­onds pause while she re­gained her

    seat, “… start on your lan­guage from that show.”




    “My lan­guage?” said Chi­un, “There is no need to be in­sult­ing.”




    “Come to the point, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mofrom the driv­er’s seat. “What was

    so’bad about the show?”




    “Ig­no­rance is no e’xcuse for en­joy­ment,” re­port­ed Chi­un, “You must be aware of all

    the facts be­fore I tell you the ul­ti­mate bar­barism.”




    Re­mo and Zha­va had picked up Chi­un out­side the Sher­aton, where he stood un­der a frail

    bam­boo and pa­per um­brel­la in the mid­dle of the rush-​hour traf­fic. Since then, he had

    been ha­rangu­ing the two about the poor qual­ity of Is­raeli tele­vi­sion.




    “There is no day­time dra­ma. There is no po­et­ry. There is no beau­ty. There are on­ly

    fun­ny-​look­ing men singing about … oh, it is too bar­barous for me to think about.”




    Zha­va perked up. “I know! I know! I re­mem­ber the song now. It was about the per­fect

    ham­burg­er!”




    She gig­gled girl­ish­ly, Re­mo laughed, and Chi­un’s face froze in an ex­pres­sion of

    dis­gust.




    “Poor young thing,” he said. “And I had thought there was hope for you. There is no such

    thing as the per­fect ham­burg­er.”




    “Uh-​oh,” said Re­mo.




    “That’s true,” said Zha­va. “But I have tast­ed a few very good ones in my time.”




    “I can tell,” said Chi­un, sniff­ing the air.




    “Leave it alone,” said Re­mo.




    Chi­un would not be de­terred. “Sol­dier in skirts, I will say this on­ly once and for your

    own good.”




    Zha­va glanced at Re­mo, who shrugged. “This’ll be the on­ly thing he ev­er said just once.

    Pay at­ten­tion.”




    “Pay at­ten­tion,” in­struct­ed the Ko­re­an, “to the age-​old wis­dom of Sinan­ju.”




    Zha­va paid at­ten­tion.




    “There is no such thing as a per­fect ham­burg­er. There is no such thing as a good

    ham­burg­er. There is such a thing as a poi­son­ing, de­struc­tive, ter­ri­ble ham­burg­er. The

    book of Sinan­ju says, ‘That which fills the Uni­verse I re­gard as my body and that which

    di­rects the Uni­verse I re­gard as my na­ture.’ I do not choose to fill my Uni­verse with

    ham­burg­er.”




    “Very wise,” in­toned Re­mo.




    “Nor do I choose to fill my Uni­verse with use­less tele­vi­sion pro­grams on read­ing,

    writ­ing, and com­mon sense.”




    “Those shows are not use­less,” Zha­va cried. “Our chil­dren need to learn com­mon sense.”

    She turned in the seat to meet Chi­un’s cold hazel eyes.




    “You have more than a dozen coun­tries sur­round­ing you, unit­ed in the hope of your

    de­struc­tion,” he said. “You have noth­ing to of­fer the world but hope and love, so the world

    aban­dons you. Your chil­dren live in a desert, try­ing with all their hearts to make it a

    gar­den. You are a beau­ti­ful young wom­an who should be car­ry­ing a child and wear­ing

    roy­al robes. In­stead, you car­ry a gun and wear the col­ors of the Army. And you talk to me

    of com­mon sense.”




    Zha­va opened her mouth to re­ply, then shut it tight­ly, look­ing straight ahead. Chi­un

    looked out across the pass­ing Negev. Re­mo drove the rest of the way to Sodom in si­lence.




    On the south­east tip of the Dead Sea, they found the sul­phur ex­trac­tion plant, a

    town-​sized site en­com­pass­ing hun­dreds of square miles of pip­ing, chem­ical tanks,

    min­er­al si­los, trans­port ve­hi­cles, all vis­ible, and a nu­cle­ar re­ac­tor with a

    fis­sion­able cen­ter un­der twen­ty feet of pre­stressed, re­in­forced con­crete, buried

    in­vis­ibly deep be­neath the desert sand.




    Re­mo and Chi­un stood atop a dune five hun­dred yards from the first pipe.




    “The young ham­burg­er eater sits in the ve­hi­cle five miles away,” said Chi­un, “I have

    walked with you these five miles in si­lence. Why have we stopped?”




    “Be­cause we are here,” said Re­mo.




    “Where?”




    Re­mo tried to fig­ure out an ex­pla­na­tion that Chi­un would ac­cept, then re­peat­ed,

    “Here.”




    That seemed to be enough. “That is good. Now what are we do­ing here?”




    “We are go­ing to check this place to see if it’s se­cure.”




    “Why?”




    “Be­cause if it isn’t, the whole world may be in trou­ble,” Re­mo replied testi­ly.




    “And how are we to know if it is not se­cure?”




    “By in­fil­trat­ing it.”




    “That is tru­ly most wise. I see now that I have walked these five miles with a true

    ge­nius,” Chi­un said.




    “There you go again. What is it, now?”




    “If you suc­ceed in in­fil­trat­ing, the area is not se­cure. If you do not suc­ceed in

    in­fil­trat­ing, you will be dead. Tell me how you win this game.”




    Re­mo looked across the sands to­ward the sulphur plant. His widened pupils took in the

    ear­ly evening area, which looked as strange and bleak as a mas­sive hunk of moon.




    “Ev­ery­thing has got to be per­fect for you,” he said. “Pet­ty, pet­ty, pet­ty.”




    Re­mo walked across the sand to the clos­est perime­ter fence. Chi­un shrugged and

    fol­lowed, mut­ter­ing in Ko­re­an how even a Mas­ter could not cre­ate a tiger’s fur from the

    pasty film cov­er­ing a white man’s body.




    “This is prob­ably an elec­tric de­tec­tor,” Re­mo said of the first fence, look­ing at the

    ob­struc­tions fur­ther on.




    “It de­tects electrics?” asked Chi­un.




    “No, it de­tects peo­ple through elec­tric­ity,” replied Re­mo. Fifty me­ters across the

    sand were even­ly spaced met­al posts, three me­ters apart from each oth­er, but oth­er­wise,

    un­con­nect­ed by wires or steel cross­pieces of any kind.




    “Bah,” said Chi­un, “this is not a de­tec­tor. Where is its mag­ni­fy­ing glass? Where is

    its lol­lipop? It is cer­tain­ly no Amer­ican de­tec­tor.”




    “You’re think­ing of a de­tec­tive,” said Re­mo. “Come on.”




    The Amer­ican leaped eas­ily over the fence.




    “First I walk, then I am called names, now I am or­dered about as if I were a Chi­nese

    ser­vant. I will not go. You must lose all by your­self.” Chi­un set­tled in­to the lo­tus

    po­si­tion out­side the first fence.




    Re­mo was about to ar­gue, but then shrugged.




    “Suit your­self,” he said, walk­ing away.




    “Take as much time los­ing as you wish,” came Chi­un’s voice. “I will see if the fence

    de­tects me by the time you re­turn.”




    Re­mo walked to­ward the sec­ond fence, his eyes fo­cus­ing one hun­dred me­ters be­yond to

    the third ma­jor ob­sta­cle. It ap­peared to be a sim­ple se­ries of con­certi­na wire-​three

    rows of curled, barbed strands-​con­nect­ed by steel pyra­mids and backed up by what looked

    like a deep, met­al slit trench. The kind used for troops with light ar­mor.




    But there were no troops that Re­mo could see, just a few small groups of con­struc­tion

    work­ers dot­ting the area far be­yond the slit trench. Since it was night and the work­ers

    were with­out sev­er­al decades of Sinan­ju train­ing, their own eyes could not be ad­just­ed

    to see the thin, thick-​wrist­ed, Amer­ican walk­ing to­ward them in his blue shirt, tan

    $lacks, and bare feet.




    Re­mo no­ticed twelve trans­port dump trucks fac­ing in his di­rec­tion as well, when he

    stopped just out­side the seem­ing­ly un­con­nect­ed fence posts.




    Re­mo raised his eyes to cov­er the sul­phur plant it­self, which sat like a huge, sleep­ing

    mon­ster, an­oth­er one hun­dred me­ters back from the load­ing area, its ten­ta­cle-​like

    tow­ers reach­ing in­to the sky.




    Re­mo re­turned his at­ten­tion to the sec­ond group of up­rights. Along two sides were a

    se­ries of care­ful­ly drilled holes, in­ter­spaced be­tween high­ly pol­ished, rect­an­gu­lar

    pieces of met­al, fused at var­ious an­gles to the sup­port­ing post. It looked like a

    per­son­nel bar­ri­er that was yet to be com­plet­ed.




    Re­mo stepped back and looked over the en­tire area, try­ing to de­cide what to do. He could

    leap over the poles, but per­haps the rods were air de­tec­tors. He could lob a small stone or

    some sandbe­tween two up­rights and see what hap­pened, but that might be like stand­ing

    in front of a pay can­non. He could sim­ply walk through as if the poles did not ex­ist, but

    that might have the same ef­fect as in­ter­rupt­ing Chi­un dur­ing his soap op­eras.




    As Re­mo pon­dered the sit­ua­tion, Chi­un sat back be­yond the first perime­ter, watch­ing

    his trainee’s progress. He saw that Re­mo was prepar­ing to leap over the mys­ti­fy­ing

    ob­sta­cle. A wise choice, he thought. For the scene looked dif­fer­ent in the Mas­ter’s

    old­er, sharp­er eyes. Not on­ly did Chi­un see the up­rights three me­ters apart from one

    an­oth­er, but he al­so saw the criss-​cross­ing light pat­terns of in­frared laser light. Not

    on­ly did he see trucks and work­ers, but he al­so saw the small arms weapons stacked in

    shad­ow un­der the truck’s bod­ies, and the laced mil­itary boots that stuck out of the

    bot­toms of their me­chan­ic’s over­alls.




    Re­mo did not think to check for the in­frared light beams that bounced from pole to pole

    all along the line of the sec­ond perime­ter, as he brought his right foot off the ground. With

    a sim­ple flex of his left leg mus­cles, he was off the sand and float­ing through the air.




    But the jump was in­cor­rect. Chi­un saw that. In­stead of a sim­ple up­ward leap, Re­mo had

    moved for­ward slight­ly, caus­ing his left foot to push a small cloud of sand across the beams

    of dim red light just be­fore he left the ground.




    The on­ly sound was of a bird chirp­ing. The on­ly move­ment, be­sides Re­mo’s sound­less

    land­ing, was Chi­un’s silent take-​off.




    The re­fin­ery ex­plod­ed in­to life. The record­edsig­nal of the chirp­ing bird sent

    the work­men scat­ter­ing. Sud­den­ly, four high-​pow­ered, in­frared search­lights beamed on

    from high atop the re­fin­ery tow­ers, splash­ing the en­tire area with an eerie, bloody glow.

    Re­mo was picked out of the land­scape like an ant in a bowl of vanil­la pud­ding.




    But on­ly for a sec­ond. Then he was off and mov­ing, so all the spot­lights saw be­fore six

    hy­draulic lifts raised their mount­ed fifty-​cal­iber sub­ma­chine guns to a height of

    one-​half me­ter above the sand, was a tiny Ori­en­tal in a gold­en ki­mono ap­pear­ing to

    float across the sand to­ward them.




    The guns be­gan fir­ing ac­cord­ing to their au­to­mat­ed, pre-​fed sys­tems. As the fifties

    sent cross­fire pat­terns whistling over the sand, Re­mo heard Chi­un’s voice roar above the

    sound, “Dove’s wings,” and sud­den­ly he was air­borne.




    “Dove’s wings” was based on the con­ceit that the white bird of peace could al­ways fly

    above any con­flict, there­by avoid­ing in­jury. For Re­mo the tech­nique was dif­fer­ent, but

    the out­come was the same. As the first bul­lets were fired, Re­mo’s brain reg­is­tered the

    fire pow­er and pat­tern, then he moved in per­fect syn­chro­niza­tion with the guns so that

    his legs were al­ways above where any lead sped at any giv­en mo­ment.




    At the end of one run­ning “L” cir­cuit, Re­mo heard his Mas­ter’s voice in­struct, “Down.”

    Re­mo slid to the ground as eas­ily as a feath­er float­ing to earth.




    Be­side him lay Chi­un.




    “Hi,” said Re­mo, “What’s a nice per­son like you do­ing in a place like this?”




    “Do­ing all your see­ing for you,” replied Chi­un, “al­though I do not see why I both­er.

    Not on­ly are you blind, but you jump bad­ly. Even the low­ly an­imals of the field can jump.

    From you, I mere­ly ex­pect com­pe­tence. I see now that is too much.”




    Re­mo pushed his face in­to the sand as a bul­let whined past, a quar­ter of an inch above

    his head.




    “How was I to know it was an in­frared fence?” he asked.




    “You have eyes, do you not? To mis­take ma­te­ri­al sur­round­ings for true re­al­ity is to

    mis­take a buf­foon for your son. We have both made mis­takes.”




    As the two chat­ted flat on their faces, a crew of men pulled can­vas cov­ers off the dump

    truck holds. The drivers raised the trail­er mech­anisms for a high­er point of view. In­side

    the hold of each truck was a ma­chine that looked like a rock­et launch­er at­tached to a

    tele­vi­sion cam­era. All twelve trucks lift­ed their pay­loads to max­imum height, then the

    men left the cabs and can­vas cov­ers and ran to the slit-​trench.




    The ma­chine gun stopped fir­ing, and sud­den­ly there was si­lence.




    “Uh-​oh,” said Re­mo as the ma­chine gun’s harsh echoes died away. “What now?”




    “Do not ask me,” said Chi­un, “for I am pet­ty. Mere­ly sec­ondary to your own won­drous

    abil­ities. Won­drous one, why not stand up and find out? Sim­ply ig­nore my ig­no­ble,

    shal­low, triv­ial self, and leap bad­ly to your feet again.”




    “Okay, okay, I’m sor­ry,” said Re­mo. “See? I’ve apol­ogized. Now if you don’t mind, I’m

    get­ting out of here.”




    “Why should I mind?” said Chi­un. “I am on­ly of sec­ondary sig­nif­icance.”




    “I said I was sor­ry,” said Re­mo, who was up and run­ning.




    Sud­den­ly the dump truck clos­est to the Amer­ican’s run­ning fig­ure boomed and a

    four-​foot, roar­ing pro­jec­tile was fol­low­ing Re­mo. Back at the truck, the tele­vi­sion

    cam­era picked up and fo­cused on him with! its sen­si­tive heat-​seek­ing equip­ment.




    Re­mo start­ed to zigzag, but the cam­era fol­lowed him, and the mis­sile be­gan to zigzag

    as well, light­ing up the area with or­ange flame.




    Aha, Re­mo thought, pick­ing up speed and turn­ing around, so this is a TOW de­vice. Smith

    had told him of the Amer­ican-​made Tele­vi­sion Op­er­at­ed Weapon dur­ing a de­brief­ing a

    few years back. On­ly he had not men­tioned that they were now be­ing put to use by the

    Is­raelis. Re­mo con­sid­ered rac­ing the mis­sile back to Sodom, but he did not want any

    sub­urbs ex­plod­ing, so he dou­bled back again, this time head­ing straight at the first dump

    truck.




    But he had to make it across the third perime­ter’s barbed-​wire fence. As Re­mo jumped over

    the first row of curled, point­ed met­al, the pro­jec­tile was twen­ty-​five feet be­hind

    him.




    As he took the sec­ond row, Re­mo could hear on­ly the roar­ing of the rock­et and was

    hop­ing that these leaps were not cut­ting down his speed too much.




    As he went over the third, the cone of air that had ac­cu­mu­lat­ed in front of the

    mis­sile’s tip pressed against Re­mo’s back.




    With a fi­nal shot of speed, Re­mo ran di­rect­ly at 88




    the TOW launch­er. To any Is­raeli look­ing, it seemed as if he were about to be sand­wiched

    be­tween the truck and the ex­plo­sive charge.




    At the last mo­ment, Re­mo low­ered his body tem­per­ature to the point that he did not

    ex­ist for any heat-​seek­ing de­vice, and fell to the sand.




    The first dump truck ex­plod­ed in a ball of or­ange-​black flame, hurl­ing met­al,

    plas­tic, and garbage across the plant and in­to the desert for miles around.




    The sul­phur plant sol­diers, who were very busy keep­ing the fire from spread­ing to the

    oth­er weapons, called it a mir­acle. The Is­raeli mil­itary, who combed the desert for any

    sign of en­emy com­man­dos or charred bod­ies, called it crazy. Yoel Zabari and Tocha­la Delit,

    who were roused from sleep and were that close to call­ing a full mil­itary alert, had a few

    very choice words for it. And Chi­un, who had been wait­ing amid rub­ble out­side the first

    perime­ter fence when Re­mo trot­ted up with a smug grin on his face just sec­onds af­ter the

    ex­plo­sion, had a word for it, too.




    The word was “Jit­ter­bug.”




    



  




  

    CHAPTER EIGHT




    The dark shape moved silent­ly across the Is­raeli night sky. From Jor­dan it came, low and

    dead­ly. Not like a jet, which sent out sound warn­ings even be­fore it crossed the bor­der.

    Not like a Phan­tom fight­er, which would be shot down im­me­di­ate­ly by the Is­raeli bor­der

    de­fense.




    No, it came like the silent wind, be­cause it was a trans­port glid­er. Sound­less, fly­ing

    too low for radar, paint­ed black to merge with the night desert sky, it moved in­vis­ibly

    in­to the Negev.




    Ab­ulic­ta Mo­ro­ka Bash­mar paced be­fore his men, dressed in an an­ti­radar plas­ticene

    scu­ba suit with spe­cial­ly made an­ti­radar plas­ticene medals af­fixed on his chest.




    “This is the mo­ment,” he said in En­glish to the three men lined up by the door of the

    glid­er in their scu­ba suits and parachutes. “So far the Is­raeli pa­trols have not de­tect­ed

    us. We will parachute in­to their Dead Sea, kill as many of themas pos­si­ble, then swim

    back in­to Jor­dan and re­turn to our own lands.”




    The three men smiled, se­cure in the knowl­edge of Bash­mar’s rep­uta­tion for brav­ery, a

    rep­uta­tion that he had ac­quired af­ter lead­ing fifty Libyan ter­ror­ists in­to an

    un­guard­ed Is­raeli school­house and mas­sacring the eighty-​three stu­dents and

    thir­ty-​sev­en teach­ers With­in. The men were sure that this mis­sion would be as

    sat­is­fy­ing. One of the men was black, a spe­cial com­man­do re­cruit­ed from Ugan­da.




    Bash­mar raised his hand. “Drop our equip­ment . . . now.” His hand chopped the air, and the

    black com­man­do, near­est the open door, nudged the plas­ticene car­ri­er with its

    un­der­wa­ter gear out.




    “Now, we go,” cried Bash­mar as he fell out of the glid­er door, clutch­ing a

    plas­tic-​en­closed ma­chine gun to his plas­tic-​en­closed chest. The three oth­ers fol­lowed,

    and soon four dark fig­ures and one dark thing were plum­met­ing through the Is­raeli night

    sky.




    First, the dark silk parachute for the equip­ment opened, and then each man pulled his rip

    cord. Each man’s mind was filled with the vi­sions of the vi­olence they would cre­ate and the

    re­wards they would re­ceive on re­turn­ing home to Libya and to Ugan­da.




    Bash­mar’s brain thought of the hon­or­ing mil­itary wel­come and pro­mo­tion he would

    re­ceive. The hard part was over. They had in­fil­trat­ed Jor­dan, crossed in­to Is­rael, now

    all they had to do was mas­sacre and leave.




    Zha­va Fifer was doz­ing in the jeep when she heard the ex­plo­sion com­ing from the Dead

    Sea.




    The com­man­dos’ un­der­wa­ter equip­ment hit the high­est-​den­si­ty wa­ter in the world

    from a height of three thou­sand feet, and the re­sult­ing sound clap ri­valed that of a

    grenade.




    The first ex­plo­sion woke her. The next four sent her scram­bling for the car keys and

    wheel­ing the jeep in the di­rec­tion of the shore.




    Bash­mar and his troops were bob­bing like corks on the sur­face of the salt-​thick­ened

    wa­ter.




    When Zha­va ar­rived at the Dead Sea, a dark fig­ure was slap­ping two oth­er dark fig­ures

    with a dark rub­ber flip­per.




    “Id­iots! Fools!” the fig­ure was say­ing in ac­cent­ed En­glish. “You are use­less. Why did

    you not tell me that we could not swim in this? We will have to float back to Jor­dan.”




    “I thought he knew,” said one fig­ure, point­ing at the oth­er.




    “I thought he knew,” said the oth­er, point­ing back.




    As soon as she heard the Arab ac­cents, Zha­va, reached for the Maus­er au­to­mat­ic pis­tol

    she kept un­der the dash­board in a spe­cial­ly dis­guised hol­ster. But just as she touched

    it, a hard, round, met­al rod dug in­to the back of her neck, ac­com­pa­nied by a low

    laugh.




    “Com­man­der,” said a high-​pitched voice be­hind her, “I got us a wom­an.”




    Bash­mar dropped the scu­ba fin and tried to peer through the dark­ness for the Ugan­da

    sol­dier. He came for­ward, trailed by the two oth­er Libyans, un­til he was be­side the gray

    jeep.




    “I kill this bitch in your name,” said the voice be­hind Zha­va. “She will know she dies at

    the hands of .. .” “Wait,” said Bash­mar.




    All this time Zha­va had re­mained mo­tion­less, her sit­ting tor­so arched, her breasts

    jut­ting for­ward. Bash­mar took in the full view of her deep cleft and the swelling sides of

    her round breasts.




    “Oh, ho,” he said, lean­ing down to ca­ress one dark, smooth leg.




    Zha­va tried to move back, but the hard met­al on the back of her neck would not yield.

    “Move or scream and I will cut off your head,” Bash­mar said.




    Bash­mar moved his oth­er hand across Zha­va’s shoul­der. “This will be our first vic­tim of

    the night,” he said, pulling off his rub­ber head cov­er. The two be­hind him fol­lowed suit.

    Zha­va’s breath­ing be­came deep­er, mak­ing the view down her shirt even more en­tic­ing. She

    felt the gun bar­rel move away from her neck and then heard the sol­dier be­hind her

    dis­rob­ing.




    “But first,” said Bash­mar, eye­ing her bo­som, “you will feel the strength of the Arab body

    and the might of the Arab mind. You will wit­ness the su­pe­ri­or­ity of our cul­ture.”




    “Ours, too. Africa,” said the voice be­hind her. “I a colonel.”




    Bash­mar ripped Zha­va’s shirt off.




    His men looked like they were on the verge of ap­plause. The man be­hind Zha­va’s neck

    leaned over her shoul­der for a look. Zha­va closed her eyes and tried to squeeze the tears

    back.




    Bash­mar pulled a si­lenced au­to­mat­ic pis­tol out of a plas­tic bag, then stuck it un­der

    Zha­va’s left breast, push­ing her back­ward across the two front seats. The stan­dard shift

    stick dug in­to thesmall of her back. Zha­va bit her lip, her mind fill­ing with

    hu­mil­ia­tion and ha­tred.




    Sud­den­ly the gun that had been on her neck was un­der her chin, and two pairs of hands

    gripped her legs. She tried to scream but a rub­ber head piece was stuffed in­to her open

    mouth.




    “To the greater glo­ry of the Arab world’s fight for free­dom. And Africa’s,” said Bash­mar,

    who then un­zipped the pants of his scu­ba suit. Zha­va felt a gun bar­rel pry at the but­tons

    of her skirt. The on­ly sounds she could then hear were the squeak­ing of rub­ber as she ground

    her teeth, the roar­ing in her head, and the un­snap­ping of but­tons.




    Yel­low haze drift­ed across her vi­sion as the gun bar­rel was jammed tighter against her

    throat. She felt the warm night air flow across her ex­posed crotch. She tried to kick out, but

    her legs were still tight­ly held. The last thing she heard be­fore the scream was her panties

    be­ing ripped off.




    At first she thought the scream was her own, but then she felt the stink­ing rub­ber of the

    head cov­er still in her mouth. Sud­den­ly the pres­sure un­der her chin was gone and she heard

    a short chat­ter of si­lenced sub­ma­chine-​gun fire. She found she could sit up, so she sat up

    and saw a ter­ror­ist on his knees star­ing at the place where his hands should have been.

    In­stead, on the end of his arms were two gush­ing streams of blood that were mess­ing up

    Zha­va’s right leg.




    Zha­va found that her left leg was free as well, since the oth­er ter­ror­ist had his hands

    full try­ing to keep the in­side of his neck from pour­ing out.




    She saw the yel­low blur slide be­tween the twomen, then cir­cle past a con­fused

    Ab­ulic­ta Mo­ro­ka Bash­mar, who stood with his rub­ber pants down.




    Zha­va quick­ly reached un­der the jeep’s dash­board, grabbed her Maus­er and shot be­tween

    Bash­mar’s legs. The Arab com­man­der’s low­er mid­dle ex­plod­ed, spin­ning out his front and

    back. Bash­mar’s face held a dawn­ing aware­ness of his own mor­tal­ity as he crum­bled over

    on­to the wet sand.




    There was si­lence. Zha­va turned un­steadi­ly around and saw the fourth ter­ror­ist, or

    what was left of him, since the Ugan­dan colonel had some­how man­aged to stick his ma­chine

    gun up his own nose and fire.




    She pulled the rub­ber gag from her mouth and looked over the wind­shield. Re­mo and Chi­un

    stood in front of the jeep. Chi­un had his arms crossed, his hands deep in the sleeves of his

    gold­en ki­mono. Re­mo leaned ca­su­al­ly on the hood, blow­ing on the fin­ger­nails of his

    left hand.




    Zha­va Fifer wrapped her torn skirt around her, then fell back in­to the driv­er’s seat and

    whis­tled.




    “Wel­come back,” she said.




    Zha­va re­mained silent for quite a long while as Re­mo drove back to Tel Aviv. Fi­nal­ly,

    she stirred from her hud­dled po­si­tion in the back and said, “You are right.”




    “Of course,” said Chi­un.




    “I have been think­ing about what you said be­fore,” con­tin­ued Zha­va, not hear­ing

    Chi­un’s state­ment, “and you are right.”




    They had dis­posed of the bod­ies them­selves, that op­er­ation con­sist­ing of a shov­el, a

    few rocks,and a large mound of sand, and they were many miles from the Dead Sea.




    “I’ve been think­ing about what you said, too, Chi­un,” pitched in Re­mo, “And you are

    right. No one should fill their uni­verse with ham­burg­er or else the Star­ship En­ter­prise

    would have to run on ketchup.”




    “Ig­nore the lit­ter­bug, young la­dy,” said Chi­un, turn­ing in his seat to where Zha­va

    nes­tled in a . blan­ket in the back. “He is not wise enough to re­spond to the wis­dom of

    Sinan­ju.”




    “The shut­tle­craft on onions and pick­les,” said Re­mo.




    “How­ev­er,” con­tin­ued Chi­un, “your re­al­iza­tion of the truth is not suf­fi­cient. And

    an apol­ogy does no good.”




    “Why?” said Zha­va. “What have I done?”




    “The aw­ful thing you did to that man back there. Dis­grace­ful.”




    Zha­va sat up, her eyes gleam­ing, her at­tack of mo­ments be­fore unim­por­tant. “What! You

    are sur­prised I killed him? That I shot his dis­gust­ing Arab body?”




    “No,” Chi­un replied calm­ly. “But to shoot him? There is a wrong way of killing, and then,

    there is Sinan­ju. I am dis­ap­point­ed. You have shown great promise. Why ru­in it with a

    gun?”




    Zha­va fell back. “And he talks to me of com­mon sense,” she said qui­et­ly. She looked out

    at the desert for a mo­ment, then con­tin­ued, “You know, you are still right. Why not kill him

    with my hands? A gun on­ly cheap­ens what we have achieved in this land with our hands.”




    Chi­un nod­ded, and Re­mo leaned over to him.




    “Not now, Chi­un,” he whis­pered. “Let her be. It’s not the time.”




    “Now is ex­act­ly the time,” replied Chi­un. “Go on.”




    Zha­va still stared out to the sands. “This is my home,” she said. “This is my fa­ther’s

    land. He worked this land and fought for this land and built this land. And it killed him.

    First in­side by fight­ing a way that be­came a five-​day-​a-​week job. You do not know what it

    is like to say good­bye to your fam­ily ev­ery week for the last time.”




    Re­mo turned the wheel to stop by the side of the road. “Keep driv­ing,” in­struct­ed

    Chi­un.




    “That was what de­stroyed my moth­er. My moth­er,” Zha­va re­mem­bered for a mo­ment, “she

    was a very strong wom­an. Her on­ly mis­take was to love my fa­ther more than she loved

    Is­rael. When he was blown apart by a Rus­sian-​built tank, it left her an emp­ty husk. They

    could not even find enough of him to fill an en­ve­lope. She died three months lat­er.”




    Zha­va laughed sud­den­ly, high-​pitched, al­most hys­ter­ical­ly. “I do not even know why I

    am telling you this. This is all clas­si­fied in­for­ma­tion, you know.”




    Nei­ther Chi­un nor Re­mo an­swered.




    Zha­va lost her smile and stared up at the ceil­ing of the jeep, “My fi­ance, as but a

    child, worked in the cel­lar, mak­ing bombs. I lost him last month when a ter­ror­ist bomb went

    off. My fam­ily and I have al­ways been in the wrong place at the wrong time. Ev­ery­one I have

    ev­er loved was de­stroyed by a bomb, and I ded­icate my life to pro­tect­ing . . .” Zha­va

    stopped, with­outcom­plet­ing the sen­tence. “I-I am sor­ry. I have been talk­ing too

    much.”




    Re­mo looked in­to the rear-​view mir­ror. He saw Zha­va’s eyes. Emp­ty eyes. Emp­ty of

    tears, emp­ty of hurt, emp­ty of ghosts. They were the eyes of a pro­fes­sion­al. No

    ex­pec­ta­tions, no dreams, no hopes. They were his own eyes.




    “You needn’t wor­ry about the bombs,” Re­mo said, try­ing to re­as­sure her. “They’re

    se­cure.”




    “What do you Amer­icans know?” Zha­va sud­den­ly flared. “You have a war ev­ery twen­ty

    years, you fight it on some­one else’s soil, and then you sit in your easy chairs, and talk

    about how ter­ri­ble it was. But war is our way of life. Not just ex­is­tence. Life. Sur­vival.

    We are out­num­bered three to one, the bat­tles are fought here, on our land, and it is our

    broth­ers who are dy­ing. I would kill ev­ery­one if it would just end.”




    Zha­va’s bare­ly con­trolled voice rat­tled in­to si­lence. Her eyes drooped and her face

    grew re­laxed. Her speech had been pas­sion­ate but with­out any re­al pas­sion. Pas­sion had

    been squeezed from her by re­al­ity.




    Chi­un turned to her. “You are up­set. Lie back and sleep now.”




    She did so with­out com­plaint. Chi­un lay his thin, yel­low hands across her brow, “Sleep

    now. Re­mem­ber, no par­adise in the east, nor in the west. Seek the way you have come. It is

    with­in you.”




    Re­mo drove along the flat coun­try­side, imag­in­ing all the un­seen death around him. He

    drove through high peaks of the North Negev. He drove by moon­like craters in the rocks. He

    drovepast signs say­ing Hamekesh-​Hagodol-​The Big Crater. He passed the huge chasm that

    shone pink, pur­ple, and yel­low in the moon­light. Re­mo’s foot pushed down on the

    ac­cel­er­ator.




    “You drive like you jump,” said Chi­un. “Bad­ly.”




    “She asleep?” asked Re­mo.




    “I have spent the last ten min­utes keep­ing her awake?”




    Re­mo drove on for a while, think­ing about Zha­va’s last state­ment. “I would kill

    ev­ery­one if it would just end.” He de­cid­ed not to let her out of his sight. He turned back

    to Chi­un.




    “Quite a wom­an,” he said, mo­tion­ing to Zha­va’s sleep­ing form.




    “A wise young la­dy,” said Chi­un. “I too would be up­set if I had killed some­one with a

    gun.”




    



  




  

    CHAPTER NINE




    It was not easy. It was nev­er easy, and it took a long time. But the man knew that soon it

    would be over and like ev­ery­thing else, all good things were worth wait­ing for. And work­ing

    for, and plan­ning for, and suf­fer­ing for, and killing for.




    The thin man of medi­um height stepped out of the bath­room, naked, af­ter care­ful­ly

    wip­ing off the toi­let and wash­ing his hands. As he walked to­ward the clos­et, he dried his

    hands and his thick wrists. The man stopped be­fore his full-​length mir­ror.




    Not bad, he thought. His whole body looked younger than his years. The face lift had done

    won­ders, rais­ing his cheek­bones and smooth­ing out the cru­el lines around his brown eyes

    and thin mouth. Yes, and ex­er­cise had kept his body trim, his legs and arms strong, and his

    car­riage and pos­ture cor­rect. As was be­fit­ting the manwho used to be Ma­jor Horst

    Ves­sel of the Nazi S.S.




    The man who used to be Horst Ves­sel dressed, think­ing about all the good old times in the

    Fa­ther­land. Ger­many had key, high-​rank­ing po­si­tions for the clever, the ed­ucat­ed, the

    sub­tle. His present po­si­tion with the Is­raeli gov­ern­ment proved that. Ex­pe­ri­ence and

    ex­per­tise were al­ways ad­mired, even in the ranks of the hea­then. Of course, they had no

    idea of who he re­al­ly was and what he used to be.




    The man who had been the youngest Nazi of­fi­cer in a po­si­tion of pow­er dur­ing World War

    II checked his ful­ly at­tired ap­pear­ance.




    The next to last thing he did be­fore leav­ing the room was to drape the Chai on a chain

    around his neck. The last thing he did was spit on the He­brew sym­bol of life.




    The thin man with the thick wrists drove his jeep just south of Tel Aviv to a small town

    named Re­ho­vat. There he found a large, flat, gray build­ing and pulled in­to the park­ing

    lot. He got out of his jeep and went in­side.




    The man strode down the tiled cel­lar hall­way in dis­gust. Sweat poured across his proud,

    straight body. He re­mem­bered march­ing down halls of mar­ble and silk, cool in the Ger­man

    au­tumn of 1943. He was go­ing to meet, for the first time, the sav­ior of Ger­many. He was

    mak­ing his first of many vis­its to the great­est man, the most bril­liant tac­ti­cian, the

    finest lead­er the world had ev­er seen.




    It was for that lead­er that he now slid his Is­raeli mil­itary boots across the un­waxed

    tile. His neat­ly groomed head passed just inch­es be­lowthe dull acous­ti­cal tile. The

    drab cin­der blocks that were the walls on­ly made the man who had been Horst Ves­sel long all

    the more for the glo­ri­ous paint­ings, the lush car­pets, and the or­nate balustrad­ing that

    he had glo­ried in dur­ing his youth. They had be­fit­ted on­ly the great­est.




    The man who had been Horst Ves­sel thought that the en­vi­ron­ment al­ways be­fit­ted the

    race. No won­der the Jews lived in the desert. He stopped think­ing about the past as he moved

    by sets of closed wood­en doors. He smiled as he heard young voic­es com­ing through the cracks

    in the wall and un­der­neath the doors. Scum. Laugh while you may.




    The man who had been Horst Ves­sel thought about the fu­ture. Of a world in black de­cay. Of

    na­tions of chaos. Of the ground un­der his feet re­placed with twist­ed ra­dioac­tive waste,

    and he want­ed to laugh in hap­pi­ness.




    He found the room he had been look­ing for all the way down on the right. The man who had

    been Horst Ves­sel opened the door and en­tered. He stood in a long room filled with lab

    ta­bles up­on which were shelves of chem­istry equip­ment. Each ta­ble had a sink on each end

    and these shelves, which stretched across the ta­ble’s mid­dle.




    At the ta­ble far­thest from where he stood was an­oth­er man with his head in one of those

    sinks.




    The man who used to be Fritz Bar­ber was throw­ing up his guts. All that could be seen of

    him at the mo­ment was his dirty, flecked lab jack­et and his two hands dot­ted with age

    grip­ping the sides of the sink.




    The man who had been Horst Ves­sel clicked his heels loud­ly in the emp­ty room. The man

    whohad been Fritz Bar­ber con­tin­ued puk­ing. Lin­ing the ta­bles were sur­gi­cal

    in­stru­ments: a sharp scalpel, a few rub­ber gloves, and a met­al probe. Be­side these

    op­er­at­ing ma­te­ri­als were trays in which seemed to be rem­nants of a fe­tal pig.




    “I can­not stand it,” said the man who used to be Fritz Bar­ber, as he pulled him­self out

    of the sink and sat heav­ily on the floor. He was a fat, bald­ing man, whose front was spot­ted

    with yes­ter­day’s din­ner. A few, small, liq­uid green specks lit­tered his chin.




    “Are we be­ing lis­tened to?” asked the man who had been Horst Ves­sel in He­brew.




    “No, no, of course not,” said the fat man on the floor whose teach­er iden­ti­fi­ca­tion tag

    read “Dr. Moishe Ga­van.”




    “Then speak Ger­man!” the thin man spat harsh­ly, “and rise when a su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cer

    en­ters the room!”




    “Yes, oh, yes,” wheezed the fat man, ris­ing awk­ward­ly to his feet and turn­ing green. He

    was short and had white hair, not at all like the Fritz Bar­ber of thir­ty years ago. But now

    he was Dr. Moishe Ga­van, a bi­ol­ogy teach­er at the Weiz­mann In­sti­tute of Sci­ence. Now he

    taught Jews how to take apart fe­tal pigs and which dis­ease would cause you to smoth­er in

    your own waste prod­ucts and how to tell girls from boys. Times had changed.




    “Heil Hitler,” the fat man said soft­ly, salut­ing.




    “Heil Hitler,” was the crisp re­ply. “What is all this?”




    “Dis­sec­tions,” the fat man smiled weak­ly, “I am not cut out for this kind of work. I was

    a physi­cist in the Fa­ther­land. What do I know ofearth­worms and cray­fish, and frogs

    and . . .” He be­gan to grow green again.




    “You will do as you are told,” the thin man said, com­ing for­ward, “I have no time for your

    mi­nor com­plaints. Do you have it?”




    The fat man straight­ened as best he could and nod­ded. He still just bare­ly reached the

    thin man’s shoul­ders. “Yes, of course. That is why I am here. I was sup­posed to clean up my

    stu­dents’ work, but…” The fat man be­came pur­ple.




    “Enough,” said the man who had been Horst Ves­sel. “Bring me the de­vice. I do not have all

    night.”




    “Yes, yes, yes,” said the fat man, then shuf­fled to­ward his desk across the room. The man

    who did not have all night stared down at a neat­ly drawn and quar­tered fe­tal pig with­out

    emo­tion. His hand moved be­hind his back to set­tle on a scalpel near­by. As he heard the fat

    man’s la­bored breath­ing get near­er, he palmed the sur­gi­cal knife and slipped it up his

    sleeve.




    The man who was now Dr. Moishe Ga­van held a small black box the size of a pa­per­back book

    in his hands. He car­ried it as if he were bear­ing roy­al­ty, and his pudgy face was bro­ken

    up in a proud grin. The fat man held the box up to the taller man.




    “That is it?” asked the taller man.




    “Yes,” came the wheez­ing re­ply. “That is as small as I could get it, but still, once it is

    prop­er­ly at­tached, it can det­onate a nu­cle­ar bomb ei­ther by ra­dio sig­nal or by the

    tim­ing de­vice you see on the side there. It over­rides all oth­er safe­ty con­trols. Turn it

    on. It can­not be turned off.”




    The man who had been Horst Ves­sel took the small de­vice from the teach­er’s hands

    slow­ly.




    “No need to be so gen­tle,” said the fat man. “It is sol­id state.”




    “I am not gen­tle,” the thin man flared. “I am care­ful.” He looked at the box from all

    sides. “So this will do it, eh?”




    “Yes,” replied the fat man.




    Thir­ty years of plan­ning. Thir­ty years of oh-​so-​care­ful move and coun­ter­move.

    Thir­ty years of im­per­son­ation and ly­ing. Now it all rushed to­geth­er in­side the man who

    had been Horst Ves­sel. Soon he could be Horst Ves­sel again. Even if on­ly for a few

    min­utes.




    “Good,” he said. “You have done well. Our plan can now go ahead with­out de­lay.”




    “Ex­cuse me,” the fat man be­gan, com­ing up close, “but what shall I do un­til I re­ceive

    my sig­nal to go? I un­der­stand why the oth­ers had To be killed, but I have done my job. Both

    the oth­ers lost their re­solve, but I have stayed un­til the end. I have done my work. I

    guar­an­tee it. So, must I stay? Must I con­tin­ue to teach this scum? Can I not go now?”




    The man who had been Horst Ves­sel looked down, but he did not see the man who had been

    Fritz Bar­ber. This was not Fritz Bar­ber. Fritz had been clever, he had not been a whin­er. He

    had not been a com­plain­er. He had not been a cow­ard, a run­ner. This fat man was no Ger­man.

    This man was Moishe Ga­van. This man is a Jew.




    The thin man smiled. “If you left now, it would cre­ate sus­pi­cion. Do not wor­ry, old

    friend, once the fi­nal phase of our plan is put in­to ac­tion, youwill re­ceive the

    pre­ar­ranged sig­nal. Now I must go and pre­pare for that mag­nif­icent mo­ment.”




    “I un­der­stand,” mum­bled the fat man.




    The man who had been Horst Ves­sel snapped to at­ten­tion and thrust out his arm in the Nazi

    salute. “Heil Hitler,” he said.




    The fat man tried to keep his eyes away from the dis­sec­tions that lined the ta­ble as well

    as from the thin man’s own gaze. He re­turned the salute. As Ga­van’s mouth opened to echo

    “Heil Hitler,” the man who had been Horst Ves­sel slid the scalpel in­to his up­risen hand and

    brought it down across the fat man’s chest.




    The teach­er’s words stuck in his throat, block­ing out any alarm he might have raised, and

    his eyes popped wide. His arm low­ered to about eye lev­el, his legs shook twice, and then he

    fell for­ward, blood al­ready spread­ing across his front.




    The man who had been Horst Ves­sel got down on one knee, then sank the- blood-​slick scalpel

    deep in­to the back of the fat man’s neck. The teach­er’s body jerked one last time. The thin

    man rose.




    The man who had been Fritz Bar­ber had shown an ug­ly weak­en­ing ten­den­cy even back then,

    thought the thin man. I should have rec­og­nized it soon­er. But no more trou­ble now. Soon, it

    will hap­pen. Soon, Hitler’s ghost will be sat­is­fied. Soon, the Jews will be dead. All of

    them.




    And if some Arabs had to die as well, then it would be so. It had to be. His pur­pose was

    too great to try to avoid de­struc­tion of oth­ers than the Jews.




    The man who had been the youngest rank­ingof­fi­cer in the S.S. be­gan to slip on a

    pair of rub­ber gloves.




    Be­fore I can put the last part of the plan in­to ac­tion, he thought, I must get rid of the

    Amer­ican agents.




    The thin man then went to find a sur­gi­cal saw among the lab­ora­to­ry equip­ment.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER TEN




    Zha­va awoke to the most God-​aw­ful rack­et she had heard since a jet crashed next to her

    kib­butz when she was a child.




    She shot up in the still mov­ing jeep and cried, “What is it? Did we hit a sheep? Have you

    run over a turkey?”




    Chi­un turned to Re­mo. “What is it? Has your ter­ri­ble driv­ing, that is matched on­ly by

    your ter­ri­ble jump­ing abil­ity, de­stroyed an­oth­er liv­ing crea­ture?”




    “No, Lit­tle fa­ther. She’s talk­ing about you.”




    Chi­un turned to Zha­va. “What was it that you heard, young la­dy?” he asked gen­tly.




    “A ter­ri­ble high-​pitched squeal­ing. It sent shiv­ers up my spine. Ooooh, it was

    aw­ful.”




    “There, you see,” de­clared Chi­un. “It could not have been me, for I was singing a love­ly

    Ko­re­an song that lulled you in your sleep, Tell the truth, now, were you not lulled?”




    “Chi­un,” said Re­mo, “she is talk­ing about your singing. I thought ev­ery Army pa­trol and

    wolf pack with­in twen­ty miles would be on us any minute.”




    “What do you know of lull?” asked Chi­un. “Just drive, lit­ter­bug.”




    “Drive?” said Zha­va. “Was I asleep? Oh, dear, where are we?”




    “Be not afraid,” said Chi­un. “We are in the land of Herod the Won­der­ful, Is­rael, on the

    plan­et earth,”




    ”But where?” she in­sist­ed.




    “The map says we have just en­tered La­trun,” Re­mo said.




    “Good,” Zha­va said. “I was afraid we had missed it. Watch for a turn-​off to­ward

    Re­ho­vat. I for­got to tell you that we man­aged to trace the men who tried to kill you. They

    worked at the Weiz­mann In­sti­tute of Sci­ence.”




    When the trio ar­rived, they man­aged to find the Pales­tini­ans’ rooms with­out ask­ing.

    The rooms them­selves were unim­pres­sive, un­pop­ulat­ed, and un­clut­tered by clues. Each was

    a small, square, cin­der-​block cell con­tain­ing a wood­en ta­ble, a portable wood­en clos­et,

    a wood­en chair, and a wood­en can­vas-​cov­ered cot.




    “My peo­ple have al­ready gone over the rooms care­ful­ly,” said Zha­va, “but they could

    find noth­ing that would lead us to a su­pe­ri­or or high­er-​up.”




    Chi­un had wan­dered out in­to the hall as Re­mo paced up and down the last room, fi­nal­ly

    stop­ping by the wood­en desk. There he fin­gered a col­lege text­book.




    “Did these guys work here or go to class­es?”




    “Both, ac­tu­al­ly,” Zha­va replied. “Their cus­to­di­al work lim­it­ed their class time,

    but they did man­age to sit in on sev­er­al class­es. Why?”




    “Noth­ing, re­al­ly. A bi­ol­ogy text­book just wasn’t my idea of an Arab best-​sell­er,

    that’s all. I guess that’s what this book is.”




    Sud­den­ly Chi­un ap­peared in the door­way, in each of his hands a book.




    “What are you do­ing?” Re­mo asked.




    “Work­ing,” was the re­ply. “What are you do­ing?”




    “Uh, noth­ing,” said Re­mo.




    “Ex­act­ly,” said Chi­un, drop­ping the two books to the floor. “While you two were

    com­par­ing ham­burg­ers you have eat­en, I have done your work. Now, see.”




    Re­mo looked at the books on the floor. “Re­al­ly neat, Lit­tle Fa­ther. They’re very nice,

    but I don’t think the in­sti­tute will let you have them. Why not try the cafe­te­ria? They

    might let you take some­thing from there.”




    “You are blind,” said Chi­un. “You are but look­ing. I told you to see.”




    “Wait a mo­ment,” said Zha­va, get­ting to her knees. “Did these books come from the oth­er

    two rooms?”




    “Ex­act­ly,” said Chi­un. “Are you sure you have no rel­atives in Ko­rea?”




    Re­mo looked around the room in con­fu­sion. “Some­body tell me what’s go­ing on?”




    Zha­va went to the desk. “Look, Re­mo,” she said, pick­ing up the bi­ol­ogy book ly­ing

    there. “It is the same as the oth­ers. See?”




    “You, too, huh? Okay, I see al­ready. So what?”




    “It is a con­nec­tion. All three Pales­tini­ans sat in on the same class each week with the

    same teach­er.”




    “A sec­ond cousin per­haps?” Chi­un said to Zha­va. “A lit­tle train­ing and you could go

    far.”




    Re­mo shot Chi­un a nasty look, then kneeled down and flipped open a book. On the in­side

    cov­er were some scrawled words in He­brew.




    “Here,” he said. “What does it say?”




    “Bi­ol­ogy,” Zha­va read. “Room B-27. Teach­er, Doc­tor Moishe Ga­van.”




    Re­mo snapped the book shut and dropped it on the floor with the oth­ers.




    “Well, let’s just go vis­it Doc­tor Ga­van.”




    The three moved down the Weiz­mann In­sti­tute hall­way to­ward Room B-27, which was

    lo­cat­ed in the cel­lar all the way down on the right.




    For ear­ly morn­ing, the area was abuzz with ac­tiv­ity. Many peo­ple rushed by the group,

    most of them old­er than Re­mo ex­pect­ed and wear­ing uni­forms. Most of the younger ones were

    sick­ly look­ing, their ex­pres­sions rang­ing from grim to green.




    “Did we come dur­ing a fire drill or some­thing?” Re­mo asked Zha­va.




    “Those are not fire­men,” she whis­pered. “They are po­lice.”




    Re­mo saw a large crowd out­side Room B-27, ac­com­pa­nied by a huge stink. He rec­og­nized

    it eas­ily. It fol­lowed him ev­ery­where. The stench of death. “Stay here,” he in­struct­ed

    Chi­un and Zha­va. “I’ll see what’s go­ing on.”




    “It smells here of pork,” said Chi­un. “I am going to wait in the ve­hi­cle. Tell Re­mo

    that,” he fin­ished, mo­tion­ing Zha­va on.




    Re­mo had moved through the crowd of teach­ers and stu­dents and was now stand­ing shoul­der

    to shoul­der with a burly po­lice­man. The po­lice­man turned to­ward him and said some­thing

    im­po­lite­ly in gut­tural He­brew. Re­mo replied in Ko­re­an some­thing about the cop’s

    moth­er and camel’s feet. The po­lice­man said some­thing else, and Re­mo was about to re­ply

    in a more uni­ver­sal lan­guage when Zha­va ap­peared by his side, wav­ing a card in front of

    the po­lice­man’s nose and speak­ing in sooth­ing tones. The po­lice­man lift­ed his arm and

    the two moved through.




    Zha­va and Re­mo stopped just in­side the door of Room B-27 be­cause if they had moved any

    fur­ther, they would have got­ten their feet all red.




    Com­plete­ly cov­er­ing the tile floor was a car­pet of blood. In the very cen­ter of the

    room was a gory swasti­ka pieced to­geth­er from the chub­by limbs of what was once a man. All

    around him were trays of dis­sect­ed fe­tal pigs.




    “Some peo­ple just can’t leave their work at the of­fice,” Re­mo said.




    Zha­va left the room.




    Re­mo looked clos­er un­til he saw a small iden­ti­fi­ca­tion card pinned to the up­per

    right hand sec­tion of the flesh swasti­ka. It read, “Dr. Moi­he Ga­van.” A gut­tural voice

    said some­thing in He­brew be­hind him.




    Re­mo turned around to face the po­lice­man and saw Zha­va stand­ing be­hind him. “He wants

    to know if you are fin­ished,” she said.




    “Sure,” said Re­mo, “let’s go.”




    They start­ed through the crowd again, Zha­vaand the Is­raeli cop lead­ing the way and

    talk­ing. Re­mo tapped her on the shoul­der.




    “Ask him if there is a phone I can use. I’ve got to re­port.”




    “So do I,” said Zha­va.




    “We’ll flip for it,” said Re­mo.




    Zha­va asked, and they were shown to the front of­fice and as­sured that the line was not

    tapped. Many im­por­tant gov­ern­men­tal ex­per­iments were be­ing tried here, so the

    se­cu­ri­ty was tight.




    Re­mo won the toss and called Smith. Since it was still very ear­ly morn­ing, and there were

    not many peo­ple us­ing the phone at that hour, the over­seas con­nec­tion was made in record

    time and Re­mo had to wait on­ly fif­teen min­utes.




    Smith was fresh but less than en­thu­si­as­tic when he came on the line, es­pe­cial­ly when

    he heard about the lat­est death, of Dr. Ga­van.




    “You’re do­ing won­der­ful­ly,” Smith said. “Bod­ies are pil­ing up all over Is­rael, and

    you’ve blown up a mil­lion-​dol­lar weapon…”




    “You heard about that?”




    “News trav­els fast on the war cir­cuit. That near­ly caused an in­ter­na­tion­al in­ci­dent

    right there. Thank heav­ens no one knows you’re re­spon­si­ble. No one does know, do they?”




    “I won’t tell them if you won’t.”




    “So be­sides all that, and al­most to­tal­ly blow­ing your cov­er, what have you got?”




    “A song in my heart and rhythm,” said Re­mo. “Look, Smit­ty, I don’t know what’s go­ing on

    here. That’s your job. You find out what blew my cov­er, you find out the con­nec­tion be­tween

    all those dead guys, you find me some­body to do some­thing to.”




    “Easy, Re­mo, easy,” said Smith. “Keep work­ing on it, keep think­ing, and I’ll get back to

    you.”




    “Won­der­ful,” said Re­mo. “I can hard­ly wait. Make it quick, and did you send Chi­un those

    tapes? If he doesn’t get them soon, he’s go­ing to make me in­to the per­fect ham­burg­er.”




    “The tapes went out yes­ter­day. I know noth­ing about ham­burg­ers.”




    “Good. See ya ’round.”




    Re­mo hung up in a sour mood. Keep think­ing, huh? Well, he had done a lit­tle think­ing,

    and he was ready to show that walk­ing an­swer to the Flori­da sun­shine tree where he could

    put all his com­put­ers.




    The facts were sim­ple. Zha­va Fifer killed the one lead he had. And ev­ery­where she went,

    peo­ple wound up dead. She was the one, Re­mo de­cid­ed. Think­ing, huh? How was that for

    think­ing?




    He marched out of the front of­fice to where Zha­va wait­ed by the door. “Fin­ished?” she

    asked.




    “You betcha,” he said. “Your turn.”




    “Good. I must use the phone now.” Zha­va moved to­ward the of­fice.




    “Zha­va!” Re­mo called sweet­ly.




    “Yes?” she turned.




    “What were you and that po­lice­man talk­ing about be­fore?” Now he had her.




    ”Noth­ing, re­al­ly. Why?”




    “Come on, you can tell me. I just want to know.” Re­mo moved in to­ward her.




    “Well, he want­ed to know if you had been here a bit ear­li­er. He thought he had seen you

    here be­fore.”




    A like­ly sto­ry. He’d take her in­to the of­fice and get the truth out of her. “Oh? And

    what did you say?”




    “I told him no. That you had been with me,” Zha­va said, then went in­to the of­fice to use

    the phone.




    Re­mo stopped and frowned. She couldn’t have killed Ga­van since she had been with him all

    night. And how to ex­plain those four dips tack­ling her in the desert? Re­mo scratched his

    head and went out­side. He didn’t like this think­ing bit.




    He drift­ed out in­to the park­ing lot where Chi­un sat erect in the front seat of the jeep.

    The sun was -just about to rise, high­light­ing the sand and un­der­light­ing rain clouds that

    spread across the hori­zon.




    Re­mo leaned against the back of the jeep and wished he could still smoke.




    “You are de­pressed, my son,” Chi­un said.




    “Yeah. This place gets to me.”




    “It is un­der­stand­able. It is hard to work in a land of lit­tle beau­ty.”




    The sun rose, cast­ing a rib­bon of col­ors across the un­der­sides of the the clouds and

    turn­ing the desert in­to shim­mer­ing gold.




    “It’s not that,” Re­mo said. “It’s just that I haven’t got­ten any­thing done.”




    “Noth­ing done?” said Chi­un. “Last night, you killed two evil men, even though you failed

    to keep your el­bow straight on the back wrist thrust. You call that noth­ing? Those fools in

    the al­ley who en­dan­gered my trunks? You have used the skills I taught you. You have used

    them bad­ly, but, still, is that noth­ing? Is the thou­sands of years of wis­dom noth­ing? The

    ship­ments ofgold in pay­ment noth­ing? You sur­prise me, Re­mo. Sev­er­al more weeks

    here and you may yet help solve the over­pop­ula­tion prob­lem of the cities of this land.”




    Re­mo grunt­ed.




    “Your dis­com­fort is caused mere­ly by the lack of beau­ty of this place. Where are the

    palaces of yesteryear?” Chi­un asked.




    Re­mo watched the clouds as they scud­ded along the hori­zon, leav­ing rain-​soaked sand in

    their wake.




    “Don’t wor­ry about it. Smit­ty tells me that your shows are on the way.”




    “That Smith is an id­iot,” Chi­un said. “My beau­ti­ful sto­ries will wind up at the Arc­tic

    Cir­cle.” He paused. “Still, we should re­turn to the ho­tel to be sure. Now.”




    When Zha­va Fifer walked up, Chi­un was danc­ing back and forth in front of Re­mo, say­ing,

    “Now, now, now.”




    “What is wrong?” Zha­va asked Re­mo.




    “He’s about to find out if Bren­da’s tu­mor is ma­lig­nant, if Judge Faith­weath­er has lost

    his seat on the bench be­cause of his in­dis­cre­tion with Mag­gie Bar­lowe, de­fense

    at­tor­ney, and whether Doc­tor Bel­ton’s drug re­ha­bil­ita­tion ther­apy will work on Mrs.

    Bax­ter’s lit­tle girl in time for her to ride in the big race.”




    “What?”




    “Nev­er mind. He’s just anx­ious to get back to the ho­tel.”




    “Can we send him back with the po­lice?” Zha­va asked.




    “If they’re will­ing to hear about how mar­velous‘As the Plan­et Re­volves’ is, I

    don’t see why not,” Re­mo said.




    “What?”




    “Nev­er mind again. Sure, let the po­lice bring him back.”




    Re­mo brought Chi­un over to the wait­ing po­lice car and the Ko­re­an hap­pi­ly sank in­to

    the back seat, bab­bling about how great Rad Rex, the star of “As the Plan­et Re­volves,”

    was.




    “He is tru­ly with­out peer,” said Chi­un as the car door closed.




    “A mar­velous ar­ti­fi­cer. I have met him. In Hol­ly­wood. Yes, it is true. Would you like

    to see an au­to­graphed pic­ture? I have one. He gave it to me per­son­al­ly. I taught him how

    to move . . .”




    Re­mo and Zha­va watched the car move away and the two po­lice­men with­in turn to each

    oth­er, say­ing, “Ma? Ma?” And Chi­un re­peat­ed him­self, this time in He­brew.




    As Zha­va turned to Re­mo, the morn­ing sky dark­ened.




    “Looks like rain,” said Re­mo, “we had bet­ter put the jeep’s top up.”




    Zha­va con­tin­ued to look at Re­mo even as they moved to­ward the car. Her eyes con­tin­ued

    try­ing to pierce through his as they clipped on the can­vas jeep top.




    Re­mo thought he saw some­thing in the back of her eyes, but then he re­mem­bered what

    Chi­un had once said. “The eyes are not the win­dows of the soul. They mis­lead. The true

    win­dow is the stom­ach. There, all life be­gins and ends. Look to the stom­ach, Re­mo.”




    Re­mo looked at Zha­va’s stom­ach. Her mus­cles were rip­pling un­der her shirt just enough

    forRe­mo’s trained eye to see them. To him, her stom­ach was jerk­ing in and out like a

    piece of rice pa­per try­ing to con­trol a pul­sat­ing flood.




    Just as they fin­ished se­cur­ing the jeep top, large drops of rain start­ed to fall.




    “The storm is com­ing from the south,” said Zha­va. “Let us drive in that di­rec­tion.”




    Re­mo start­ed the en­gine and Zha­va rode be­side him. They passed through the rain. They

    passed through towns, and they passed kib­butz­im. They passed chil­dren who played in

    bomb-​made lakes. And they passed rust­ed Rus­sian tanks with fad­ed Egyp­tian mark­ings.




    Zha­va be­gan to talk. “My peo­ple, the ones I work for, do not think there is any

    con­spir­acy against the se­cu­ri­ty of any weapons we may or may not have, no mat­ter what

    Time mag­azine says. They can dis­cov­er no con­nec­tions among any of the mur­dered men. They

    think it is just a mad killer and, as such, sim­ple po­lice busi­ness.”




    “What do you think?” Re­mo asked.




    “I think they are wrong,” Zha­va replied slow­ly. “I feel a dan­ger all around us. I feel a

    noose around our necks.” She was qui­et for a mo­ment, then con­tin­ued briskly. “But my

    peo­ple do not work from feel­ings. They want to meet with you and see what you think.”




    “Naah,” said Re­mo. “I don’t like to meet new peo­ple. I’m not a good mix­er.”




    “On my urg­ing,” said Zha­va. “I think you are re­al­ly here to help. Re­mo, I am not an

    agent for Is­raeli in­tel­li­gence or the mil­itary.”




    “No kid­ding.”




    “I am an agent for the Ze­her Lahur­ban.”




    “What’s that?”




    “The nu­cle­ar se­cu­ri­ty agen­cy. It means ‘Re­mem­ber the De­struc­tion of the Tem­ple.’

    The Jew­ish peo­ple’s first two tem­ples were de­stroyed long ago, leav­ing an en­tire race

    with no home. To us, Is­rael is the last tem­ple.”




    Re­mo pulled over to the side of the road and stopped.




    “Ooh,” ex­claimed Zha­va. “Look, Re­mo. The flow­ers have bloomed from the rain.”




    As if by mag­ic, flow­ers had ap­peared across the desert sands, cre­at­ing an aro­mat­ic

    car­pet of red, yel­low, white, and blue. Zha­va hopped out of the jeep and start­ed walk­ing

    through them. Re­mo fol­lowed. The land­scape ri­valed any gar­den Chi­un could name. Re­mo

    walked along­side Zha­va, their sides brush­ing.




    She felt the flow­ers pet her an­kles and the post-​rain wind ca­ress her face. “When I lost

    my fi­ance,” she said, “I thought that I would nev­er feel again. I thought that I nev­er could

    be hap­py. That life was on­ly worth liv­ing if I worked to pro­tect oth­ers from the same

    tragedy.”




    Zha­va’s words came slow­ly and care­ful­ly, as she tried to trans­late her He­brew

    feel­ings in­to En­glish. “Re­mo, I saw some­thing in you that fright­ened me. I know we work

    in the same busi­ness, and I know you feel the same way I do. That the on­ly thing that keeps

    up alive is our work.”




    “Now, wait . . .” said Re­mo.




    “No, let me fin­ish. I know you can­not help it any­more than I can. But now I see that your

    hope­less­ness, your empti­ness, is wrong. It is wrong to de­ny hap­pi­ness. It is wrong to

    de­ny hope.”Re­mo looked in­to Zha­va’s eyes and knew they were not mis­lead­ing. He

    looked in­to her eyes and saw him­self. He saw him­self as he was years ago be­fore Chi­un’s

    train­ing had tak­en ef­fect. When he thought the killing had some pur­pose, be­sides dis­play

    of killing tech­nique. So long ago.




    Re­mo saw an­oth­er girl in Zha­va’s eyes. An­oth­er girl with a job. An­oth­er girl that

    was ev­ery­thing that Zha­va was. Good, brave, ded­icat­ed, soft, tough, hon­est, kind, and

    beau­ti­ful. A wom­an Re­mo had loved.




    Her name had been Deb­orah, and she had been an Is­raeli agent, trained to hunt down Nazi

    war crim­inals. She had tracked Dr. Hans Fricht­mann, butch­er of Tre­blin­ka, to a think tank

    in Vir­ginia. And there she met Re­mo.




    They had one hour to­geth­er be­fore Fricht­mann jammed enough hero­in up her arm to wipe

    out an Army. Re­mo had paid the butch­er in kind, but noth­ing could bring Deb­orah back. Not

    Re­mo, not Chi­un, not CURE with all its com­put­ers, not even Zha­va.




    “Re­mo,” Zha­va’s voice said from among the flow­ers. “Make me feel. I could be hap­py again

    if on­ly I could feel.”




    Re­mo drift­ed in the flow­ers and felt like the Wiz­ard of Oz. What did the tin­man want? A

    heart. What did Zha­va want? To feel. The tin­man got a watch that ticked. What could he give

    Zha­va?




    Re­mo looked across the flow­ers that blan­ket­ed the desert. One part of him said that they

    would burn in­to straw in a few days. An­oth­er part of him said that that was no rea­son to

    de­ny theirbeau­ty to­day. Re­mo took Zha­va’s hand and sat her down in the desert.




    “I once got a let­ter,” he said. “Who I got it from and why is unim­por­tant now. Did you

    ev­er have a sis­ter?”




    Zha­va shook her head no, tears form­ing in her eyes. Re­mo sat down next to her. “Any­way,

    I got this let­ter and it said, ‘All of us car­ry our his­to­ries like cross­es and our

    des­tinies like fools. But oc­ca­sion­al­ly we must suc­cumb to log­ic. And the log­ic of the

    sit­ua­tion is that our love would de­stroy us. If we could on­ly shake our du­ties off like

    old dust. But we can­not.’ “




    Re­mo leaned back, sink­ing in­to the flow­ers, sur­prised that the let­ter came back in­to

    his mind word for word. He was hap­py he still re­mem­bered.




    ”‘We gave each oth­er an hour and a promise. Let us cher­ish that hour in the small places

    that keep us kind. Do not let your en­emies de­stroy that. For as sure­ly as the Jor­dan flows,

    we shall, if we main­tain our good­ness, meet again in the morn­ing that nev­er ends. This is

    our promise that we will keep.’ “




    Re­mo found his voice was shak­ing. He stopped talk­ing and tried to swal­low. But his

    throat was too dry. Why didn’t Chi­un’s train­ing cov­er voice shak­ing and throat dry­ness?

    Re­mo blinked and saw the gen­tle face of Zha­va Fifer fill the sky. Her mouth was soft and

    smil­ing. Her eyes were not emp­ty. Re­mo was not sure what they were filled with, but they

    were not emp­ty.




    “I on­ly got my hour,” he said.




    Zha­va came to him and whis­pered, “I will keep the promise.”




    Re­mo pulled her down and brought her sham­ma.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER ELEVEN




    Irv­ing Oded Markowitz slapped his stom­ach. Then he slapped his fore­arms. Then he slapped

    his thighs. Once he had as­sured him­self that his blood was flow­ing briskly, he punched the

    cel­lar wall. Once with his right fist and once with his left. Then he kicked the cel­lar wall

    with his bare feet, first the right, then the left. Then he ran around the room fifty times.

    Then he fell on his face and did fifty push-​ups. On the last one, he threw his feet out in

    front of him, lay on his back, and did fifty sit-​ups. Then he stood and slapped his stom­ach

    again.




    He was ready, he thought.




    Irv­ing walked over to his rust­ed old gym lock­er that he had ripped out of a mer­chant

    ship, the U.S.S. Crawlspace, on which he had sailed in­to the Haifa port fif­teen years

    ago.




    He pulled the door open and start­ed to dress while eye­ing the pic­tures he had cut out of

    theIs­raeli fash­ion mag­azines that lined the in­side of the lock­er. All the pret­ty

    young Is­raeli mod­els had their eyes and crotch­es blacked out by Markowitz with a thick-​line

    felt-​tipped pen.




    Irv­ing slid the white shirt on across his wide shoul­ders, then brought up the beige pants

    over his tight­ly mus­cled legs. While ty­ing his tan tie, he kicked the wall a few more times.

    Then he slid on his shoul­der hol­ster with its heavy, si­lenced Ital­ian eight-​shot pis­tol.

    He slipped his beige jack­et over that, then trot­ted up­stairs.




    “That you, Irv­ing?” a shrill voice called in He­brew from the kitchen.




    “Yeah, Ma,” said Irv­ing. He plopped down in­to the brown stuffed so­fa in front of the four

    heat­ing pipes and pulled his worn ten­nis shoes out from un­der­neath. He worked them on­to

    his feet, rose, and walked over to the hall­way mir­ror.




    “What do you want for lunch?” came the shrill voice from the kitchen.




    Irv­ing checked his clas­sic Jew­ish fea­tures to see if they were al­right. “Noth­ing, Ma,

    I won’t be in for lunch.” The bro­ken nose, care of Sigfried Gru­ber back in 1944, dur­ing

    stormtroop­er train­ing. Fine.




    “No lunch?” said the voice from the kitchen. “You’ll starve!”




    The curly hair, care of Rem­ing­ton’s styling kit, a Su­per Max dri­er, and a

    se­mi-​an­nu­al per­ma­nent. Good.




    “No, Ma, I won’t. I’ll pick up some­thing.”




    A weak, slop­ing chin and brown eyes, care of plas­tic surgery and con­tact lens­es.

    Ex­cel­lent.




    “What is it, Irv­ing?” the voice from the kitchen in­quired, then an­swered her­self.

    “Iknow. You’ve found a nice girl and you’re go­ing out to lunch. Why don’t you ev­er

    bring your friends home to lunch, Irv­ing?”




    Irv­ing moved away from the mir­ror and gave his moth­er the fin­ger through the liv­ing

    room wall.




    “Ma, it’s not a girl. I’ve just got to do some work.”




    “Oh,” the voice from the kitchen sound­ed dis­ap­point­ed. “Is it for the nice man who works

    for the gov­ern­ment?”




    “Yes, Ma,” said Irv­ing Oded Markowitz. “For the nice man who works for the gov­ern­ment.”

    He walked through the din­ing room to the back door.




    “Will you be home for din­ner?” asked the voice from the kitchen.




    “Yes, Ma,” said Irv­ing, then left. He walked down the back steps, across the small gar­den

    in the Markowitz’s tiny back­yard, and out the back gate in­to the al­ley­way.




    As he reached the street, he felt like scream­ing for joy. Fi­nal­ly, af­ter thir­ty years,

    ac­tion. Thir­ty years of train­ing, thir­ty years of ex­er­cise, thir­ty years of hate, and

    fi­nal­ly, he, the man who had killed Irv­ing Oded Markowitz with his bare hands, he, the man

    who had been Hel­mut Dorf-​mann, colonel in the Hitler Youth Corps, was fi­nal­ly called on by

    the Fa­ther­land.




    His mouth was wet in an­tic­ipa­tion. His or­ders had been clear. The source had been

    im­pec­ca­ble. Straight from the top. He had got­ten the word. It was on­ly the two of them

    now. The rest had tried to run or had weak­ened. Now it was just he andHorst. They would

    com­plete the job Hitler had be­gun.




    At first, af­ter the war, noth­ing had hap­pened. He had drift­ed from place to place,

    keep­ing checks on the growth of the Jew­ish state and keep­ing him­self in shape. Then,

    slow­ly, ev­er so slow­ly, he be­came part of the Amer­ican Jew­ish move­ment. Meet­ings in

    Mas­sachusetts, lob­by­ing in Wash­ing­ton, mora­to­ri­ums in New York. In­fil­trat­ing,

    grow­ing with the ev­er blos­som­ing Is­rael, help­ing it to get enough rope to stran­gle

    it­self.




    Dorf­mann had on­ly to fol­low or­ders and drop an oc­ca­sion­al note to his “par­ents.” But

    then the word came. In­gra­ti­ate and in­fil­trate. So Dorf­mann had be­come the man he had

    killed, and the Markowitz’s “son,” re­port­ed miss­ing in ac­tion, fi­nal­ly came home to the

    Holy Land to stay.




    Dorf­mann had helped at his “fa­ther’s” watch-​shop and gone shop­ping for his “moth­er.”

    For long, hate­ful years, he nur­tured their blind­ness, ate their food, and had on­ly black

    death in his heart.




    But now his time had come. Soon the Markow­itzes would be no more. All he had to do was kill

    two men. Just kill two men and his “fa­ther’s” cloy­ing face would dis­ap­pear. His “moth­er’s”

    sop­ping at­ten­tion would van­ish, and maybe then his night­mares with Irv­ing’s face would

    cease.




    Just two men and he could re­turn to Ger­many, let his hair grow out, change his face, and

    read of Is­rael’s de­struc­tion.




    Just two men. Two Amer­ican agents. What were their names again? Oh, yes, Re­mo and Chi­un.

    Re­gard­ed as high­ly dan­ger­ous.




    Irv­ing Oded Markowitz felt the heat of the heavy au­to­mat­ic against his ribs. He could

    al­most hear the pis­tol’s heart­beat. It hummed, it shone, it buzzed. Soon now, he promised

    it, soon.




    Irv­ing walked along Ben Yehu­da feel­ing the ear­ly af­ter­noon heat. He rev­eled in his

    sweat, on­ly wish­ing it to grow hot­ter and hot­ter and hot­ter still un­til the flesh

    black­ened and the build­ings crum­bled and the Jews turned on each oth­er like mad dogs. What

    a joke. A thir­ty-​year joke that would nev­er die.




    Irv­ing walked in­to the Is­rael Sher­aton, whistling, his hands in his pock­ets. His mind

    was un­clut­tered by strat­egy as he stepped in­to a wait­ing el­eva­tor and pushed a but­ton

    for the eighth floor.




    He would sim­ply wait un­til the time was right, break open the door, and shoot them both.

    No tele­vi­sion so­lu­tions. No gas through the ven­ti­la­tor shaft, no acid through the

    show­er head.




    Just two pieces of lead trav­el­ing through pasty bone at just un­der the speed of sound.

    Bang, bang. Sim­ple.




    Irv­ing Oded Markowitz stepped out of the el­eva­tor on­to the eighth floor and walked to

    the door of the suite he was told the Amer­icans would be in. He looked both ways, then

    lis­tened. He heard a con­ver­sa­tion in He­brew, so some­one must be in­side.




    He hit the door with his right shoul­der.




    There was a small crack­ing sound as the door bolt was ripped clean out of the frame,

    pop­ping across the room and on­to a bed.




    Irv­ing moved in­to the suite low and fast, pulling out his sleek, dark blue, Ital­ian

    pis­tol. He was two steps in as his mind reg­is­tered the sit­ting figure not ten feet away.

    The thir­ty years of ex­er­cise and mus­cle de­vel­op­ment had been wait­ing for this very

    mo­ment. Even as Irv­ing’s eyes were tak­ing in the pale yel­low ki­mono that nes­tled around

    the sit­ting fig­ure, his hand snapped in front of him. Even as his mind reg­is­tered the

    sparse wisps of white hair atop the sit­ting fig­ure’s head, the gun bar­rel was point­ed and

    Irv­ing’s fin­ger tight­ened twice.




    The soft coughs of the si­lenced re­volver were wrapped in the heavy suite’s car­pet­ing and

    cur­tains. Those sounds died as the col­or tele­vi­sion set across the room crack­led and spit

    sparks. Two spi­der-​web holes were vis­ible in the dark­ened screen.




    A high-​pitched Ori­en­tal voice said calm­ly, “You may tell Em­per­or Smith it is not

    nec­es­sary for him to de­stroy the pre­vi­ous set up­on de­liv­ery of a new one. I can take

    care of that my­self.”




    Irv­ing straight­ened as the fi­nal frus­trat­ed sput­ter died from the TV set. Sit­ting on

    the bed, fin­ger­ing the door bolt, was a small wiz­ened Ori­en­tal.




    “It was an arith­metic pro­gram,” the Ori­en­tal said. “Tell the em­per­or that his prompt

    de­liv­ery has been much ap­pre­ci­at­ed and his wis­dom is all en­com­pass­ing. Now, please,

    my day­time dra­mas?”




    Markowitz snapped his weapon in­to a clean line with his eye so that the pis­tol’s sights

    seemed to be hold­ing up the Chi­na­man’s nose. Get hold of your­self, Hel­mut, he told

    him­self, shoot­ing at fig­ures on a tele­vi­sion screen is not good. Re­mem­ber, tech­nique is

    the key.




    His fin­ger tight­ened on the trig­ger once more.




    He heard the soft cough and felt the warm kick of the re­coil. It was a fine shot. Smooth,

    clean, tech­ni­cal­ly per­fect. What the Chink was do­ing in the Amer­icans’ apart­ment, and

    what­ev­er he was ask­ing for, Markowitz would nev­er know. Be­cause the bul­let would soon

    spread his yel­low brains all over the wall.




    “I sup­pose this means that you are not the Amer­ican mes­sen­ger and are mere­ly more of

    the am­ateur help that abounds in this land of lit­tle beau­ty,” said an Ori­en­tal voice in

    his ear.




    Irv­ing stared in won­der at the smok­ing hole in the back­board of the bed, then turned to

    see the Ori­en­tal at the room’s writ­ing desk.




    He spun to­ward the small man, cry­ing, “What trick is this, swine?” His gun cen­tered

    it­self on the Ori­en­tal’s stom­ach. Mes­sen­ger? Am­ateur help? Beau­ty? He thought, Do not

    let this clut­ter your mind. You are Hel­mut Dorf­mann, finest shot in your class. Think of the

    stim­ulus, di­rect the bul­let with your mind, then fire.




    Irv­ing’s trig­ger fin­ger tight­ened thrice more. The mir­ror above the writ­ing desk

    cracked, and the bu­reau’s formi­ca top shat­tered. The Ori­en­tal sat in the lo­tus po­si­tion

    in an arm­chair across the room. “One can­not trust Amer­icans for any­thing,” he said. “Not

    even a sim­ple de­liv­ery. I await beau­ty. In­stead, I get a crea­ture with pieces of plas­tic

    in his eyes, blond roots in his hair, and scars of surgery around his neck, and a gun in his

    hand. Why do you hate the fur­ni­ture of my room? Be­cause if it is sim­ply ug­li­ness you

    pun­ish, you will need a big­ger gun.”




    Markowitz’s mind reeled. How could the Chi­na­man have known about the surgery?

    Thehair dye? The con­tact lens­es? Was it all a trap? His gun sought out the Ori­en­tal’s

    heart as if by its own will. He cried out: “For the Ger­man peo­ple, die. Die.” The gun jerked

    twice in his hands. Irv­ing squeezed his eyes shut, then pried them open again.




    The Ori­en­tal was stand­ing di­rect­ly be­fore him, shak­ing his head. “Not for the Ger­man

    peo­ple,” he said. “Oh, no. They hired this house once for a mis­sion, and they did not pay.

    Would you like to hear about it?”




    Markowitz stood dumb­ly in the cen­ter of the room. His eyes flit­ted over the dam­age to

    the bed, the shat­tered tele­vi­sion, the writ­ing desk. The back of the read­ing chair was

    torn in­to lit­tle pieces. Small bits of stuff­ing still float­ed down to the car­pet. Chips of

    wood had smashed a lamp and wedged them­selves in­to a clos­et. But the Ori­en­tal stood

    un­harmed be­fore him.




    Markowitz cried in rage, gripped his gun in both hands, pushed the bar­rel in­to the

    Ori­en­tal’s face and fired. The ham­mer clicked on an emp­ty cham­ber.




    “I will tell you,” said the Ori­en­tal from be­hind Markowitz. “They asked me to solve a

    prob­lem con­cern­ing the lit­tle man with the lit­tle mus­tache. He heard I was com­ing. He

    was so fright­ened he killed even a wom­an.”




    Markowitz blinked. He looked down at the bar­rel of his re­volver. It was straight. Per­haps

    his food had been poi­soned.




    “And then they re­fused to pay us,” the old Ori­en­tal said. “It was not our fault he killed

    him­self, this lit­tle fool. Did you know he ate car­pet­ing?”




    Too much. First to make a fool of the son of the Ke­ich and then to in­sult the Fuehrer

    him­self. Too much. The man must die.




    “De­mon,” cried the man who had been Hel­mut Dorf­mann. “I must kill you with my own two

    hands.”




    His hands stretched across the space be­tween them, his fin­gers claws, tough­ened by his

    years on the sea, by his dai­ly ex­er­cise, to rip out the cursed yel­low throat from which

    poured the evil lies about Hitler.




    But be­fore his fin­gers could grip, there was a blur pass­ing be­fore his eyes. Sud­den­ly,

    he did not seem to have hands to kill with.




    His charge stopped, and he brought up his arms. Mounds of red were slid­ing down his jack­et

    and his throat con­strict­ed in­to a hor­ri­ble, chok­ing sound. He found his feet, but be­fore

    he could run, there was an­oth­er blur, and the blur seemed to en­cir­cle him, and there were

    two small tugs at his shoul­ders.




    Irv­ing’s numbed shock turned in­to burst­ing pain and his mouth opened and his eyes

    squeezed shut. He felt as if he were float­ing and his legs were gone. Then he thought he felt

    the thick ho­tel car­pet­ing on his back. Then there was on­ly the in­cred­ible pain. Then

    noth­ing.




    Chi­un de­cid­ed to wait in the lob­by for his ship­ment of video tapes. Hope­ful­ly Re­mo

    would be back soon to clean up the mess.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER TWELVE




    “Re­mo,” said Zha­va, “this is Yoel Zabari, the head of the Ze­her Lahur­ban, and Tocha­la

    Delit, my im­me­di­ate su­pe­ri­or. Gen­tle­man, this is Re­mo Williams.”




    “Mr. Weel-​yums,” said Yoel Zabari.




    “Mr. Za­hor­ing, Mr. Del­ish,” said Re­mo.




    “Zabari, Delit,” said Zha­va.




    “Gotcha,” Re­mo said.




    They stood in the third-​floor of­fice of the nu­cle­ar se­cu­ri­ty agen­cy, af­ter a three

    and a half hour drive that did al­most noth­ing to di­min­ish the aro­ma of the desert flow­ers

    that clung to them.




    Two more com­fort­able-​look­ing red padded chairs had been added to the of­fice, one

    fac­ing Zabari’s desk, the oth­er across from where Delit sat.




    Now the two of them moved in­to the room as the male Is­raelis sat. Zha­va, still

    some­whatflushed, her skin cling­ing to a nev­er be­fore ex­pe­ri­enced creamy tone,

    strode to the chair by Za-​bari’s side. Delit sat across from her.




    “Please sit down,” said Zabari in heav­ily ac­cent­ed En­glish. “Zha­va, you are look­ing

    well. Mr. Williams, it is with great plea­sure that we meet.”




    Re­mo saw that this was what the man’s half-​a-​mouth said. The look in his one good eye and

    the way he sat said, “It is a plea­sure to have some­one as dan­ger­ous as your­self in a

    po­si­tion where I can kill you if nec­es­sary.”




    Re­mo sat in the chair across from him. “You got banged up pret­ty bad. A bomb? And it’s no

    plea­sure be­ing here. What kind of a coun­try are you peo­ple run­ning any­way?”




    Zha­va sucked in her breath and her flush blushed, turn­ing her the shade of toma­to soup.

    Zabari, how­ev­er, replied eas­ily.




    “So this is the fa­mous Amer­ican blunt­ness, eh? Sure­ly, Mr. Williams, we can­not be to

    blame for your prob­lems. ‘Tourists’ must be care­ful when they walk the desert at night. As

    the Tal­mud says, ‘A hu­man be­ing is here to­day, in the grave to­mor­row.’” The left side of

    his face smiled.




    The right side of Re­mo’s face smirked back. “The Book of Sinan­ju says, ‘I have lived fifty

    years to know the mis­takes of forty-​nine.”"




    “Ah,” said Yoel Zabari, look­ing pleased, “but the Tal­mud al­so states, ‘The Lord hates him

    who talks one way and thinks an­oth­er.’”




    “The Book of Sinan­ju replies, ‘We sleep with legs out­stretched, free of true, free of

    false.’”




    “I see,” Zabari mused. “The Wis­dom of the Tal­mud in­cludes, how­ev­er, ‘One who com­mits a

    crime as an agent, is al­so a crim­inal.’”




    “How true,” said Re­mo cor­dial­ly. “Sinan­ju says, ‘The per­fect man leaves no trace of his

    con­duct.’ “




    “Hm­mm,” said Zabari, con­sid­er­ing, then quot­ed, ” ‘Wor­ry kills the strongest man.’”




    Re­mo replied in Chi­un’s sing-​song, ” ‘Train­ing is not knowl­edge and knowl­edge is not

    strength. But com­bine knowl­edge with train­ing and one will get strength.’ Or at least I

    think that’s how it goes.”




    Zabari cocked his one good eye at Re­mo and leaned for­ward in his chair.




    ” ‘Loose talk leads to sin,’” he said, then as an af­terthought, adding the Tal­mu­dic

    source, “Abot.”




    “‘Think twice, then say noth­ing,’” Re­mo replied. “Chi­un.”




    Delit and Fifer still sat on ei­ther side of the desk, be­tween the two com­bat­ants, their

    heads mov­ing back and forth, as if watch­ing a ten­nis game.




    It was Zabari’s serve.




    ” ‘Even a thief prays that he will suc­ceed.’”




    Re­mo re­turned, ” ‘Nev­er cut a man with words. They be­come a weapon against you.’”




    Delit’s and Fifer’s heads turned to Zabari.




    ” ‘Si­lence is good for the learned. All the more for fools.’”




    Back to Re­mo.




    ” ‘Learn to cut a man with your eyes. They are some­times stronger than your hands.’”




    Zabari: ” ‘A man is born with closed hands; he ex­pects to grab the whole world. He dies

    with open hands; he takes noth­ing with him.’”




    Re­mo: ” ‘Ev­ery­thing is a weapon in the hands of a man who un­der­stands.’ “




    Match point.




    Zabari burst out laugh­ing, slap­ping the desk with an open palm. “By God,” he cried,

    turn­ing to Fifer, “he is one of us.”




    Zha­va smiled warm­ly.




    “I’m glad you’re hap­py,” said Re­mo. “All I had left was, ‘Spring comes and the grass

    grows.’”




    Zabari laughed hard­er. “I will tell you the truth,” he fi­nal­ly man­aged. “All I had left

    was, ‘A man should teach his child a pro­fes­sion-​al­so how to swim!’”




    Re­mo and Zha­va joined in the laugh­ter un­til Delit coughed soft­ly.




    “Of course,” said Zabari, calm­ing. “Sor­ry, Toe, but you know how much I love the Tal­mud.”

    Still, Zabari could not hide a left-​sid­ed grin as he turned to Re­mo. “Now, Mr. Williams . .

    .”




    “Re­mo.”




    “Very well, Re­mo. We have checked and dou­ble-​checked,” Zabari said, “but we can find no

    ev­idence of your stand­ing as an Amer­ican agent.”




    Re­mo want­ed to ask how they had found out he was an agent in the first place, but in­stead

    he said, “I’d say that ought to be proof enough.”




    Zabari looked at Delit, who nod­ded. “A fair ap­praisal,” Zabari con­ced­ed, “since

    ev­ery­where you go there fol­lows dam­age and de­struc­tion to both sides of the con­flict.

    Be­sides the ex­ter­mi­na­tion of four ter­ror­ists . . .”-Zabari took a mo­ment to spit in the

    wastepa­per bas­ket- “. . . there was a blast at an Is­raeli sul­phur plant not far away.




    Our agent Fifer re­port­ed you were in the area. We could not over­look that

    co­in­ci­dence.”




    Zha­va looked as if she wished they had.




    “I can’t help it if I’m un­lucky,” said Re­mo. “But I thought the idea of this meet­ing was

    to share opin­ions, not cross-​ex­am­ine my ref­er­ences.”




    “True,” said Zabari, his left pro­file dark­en­ing. “We can find no con­nec­tion be­tween

    any of these ter­ror­ists and the Is­raelis that were so bru­tal­ly mu­ti­lat­ed. True,

    Toe?”




    Tocha­la Delit ran his hand through his dark hair while check­ing the lat­est re­ports on

    his lap. “True,” he said fi­nal­ly.




    “Mr. Will … uh, Re­mo, have your peo­ple un­cov­ered a con­nec­tion?”




    Re­mo looked at their faces. There was an elec­tric si­lence in the room for a mo­ment, then

    he replied, “No.”




    Zha­va’s face did not change, Zabari leaned back in his chair. Delit sighed.




    “Then, what do you think is go­ing on?” asked Zabari.




    “You got me,” said Re­mo. “As far as I know, the Arabs are try­ing to ac­quire a chick­en

    soup monopoly. My peo­ple have come up with zilch.”




    “There it is then,” in­ter­rupt­ed Delit, “It is as I said it was, Yoel. Is­rael is over­run

    with for­eign agents. There is no con­nec­tion be­tween these mu­ti­la­tions, the at­tempts on

    Re­mo, and the se­cu­ri­ty this of­fice is re­spon­si­ble for.”




    “I tend to agree, Toe,” said Zabari, then di­rect­ed him­self back to the Amer­ican. “These

    men who have been try­ing to kill you prob­ably see you as just an­oth­er Amer­ican spy to be

    got­ten rid of. It has noth­ing to do with our agen­cy or our … uh, 138




    project.” Even though ev­ery­one in the of­fice knew what they were talk­ing about, no one

    could seem to bring him­self to say it.




    Tocha­la Delit checked the time on his ex­tra-​width Spei­del twist-​a-​flex wrist­watch,

    then mo­tioned a high sign to Zabari.




    “Oh, yes, Toe, quite right. You must ex­cuse us. It is the Yom Hazikaron to­day.” He saw the

    ques­tion on Re­mo’s face, then ex­plained, “Our Re­mem­brance Day. I am afraid we must call

    this meet­ing to a close since Mr. Delit and my­self have many obli­ga­tions to ful­fill.”




    Zabari and Delit rose. Zha­va got up to show Re­mo the way out.




    “How­ev­er,” Zabari con­tin­ued, “I do sug­gest that you con­sid­er an­oth­er line of work

    since your cov­er is so com­plete­ly blown. Say, con­tin­ued study of this book of

    See-​nan-​you. It would be of great sor­row to me if you were to meet your an­ces­tors in

    Is­rael.”




    Re­mo rose, rais­ing his eye­brows. Was that a thin­ly dis­guised threat?




    “Don’t wor­ry about me,” he told Zabari. “As the Book of Sinan­ju says, ‘Fear not death and

    it can­not be­come your en­emy.’”




    Zabari was shak­ing his head sad­ly as Zha­va showed Re­mo out.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER THIRTEEN




    The ser­vice, as al­ways, was in the evening, the eve of Yom Ha’ats­maut, the Is­raeli

    In­de­pen­dence Day. It al­ways fell on the fifth day of lyar on the He­brew cal­en­dar, but it

    is dif­fer­ent each year on West­ern cal­en­dars.




    It is al­so dif­fer­ent from the West in many oth­er im­por­tant ways. There are no

    cel­ebra­tions, no fire­works, no bar­be­cues. There is no po­et­ry, and lit­tle

    ser­mo­niz­ing. There is on­ly the con­tin­uing ag­oniz­ing aware­ness of re­al­ity, the

    tor­tured mem­ories of past per­se­cu­tion, and the firm con­vic­tion that the mas­sacres, the

    pogroms, the holo­caust must-​nev­er-​hap­pen-​again.




    They hon­ored the dead for one night, then went back to war the fol­low­ing morn­ing.




    Zha­va ex­plained this to Re­mo be­fore she too had to leave in or­der to pay trib­ute to

    her fam­ily and tra­di­tions. She gave Re­mo her tele­phone num­ber, at her grand­moth­er’s in

    case he want­edto reach her, then left. As Re­mo am­bled back to the ho­tel, Tocha­la

    Delit and Yoel Zabari marched in a somber mil­itary pa­rade up the Av­enue of the Righ­teous

    Gen­tiles.




    They marched up the ridge called Har Haz-​ikaron, the Hill of the Re­mem­brance, then

    stopped be­fore a rect­an­gu­lar build­ing made of un­cut boul­ders and jagged, twist­ed steel.

    The Yad Vashem Memo­ri­al.




    The Is­raeli mil­itary fired salutes, British style. A con­fused lit­tle girl, who was too

    young to re­mem­ber, or even com­pre­hend what she was do­ing here, ig­nit­ed the Memo­ri­al

    Flame. Then the kad­dish was re­cit­ed. The Prayer for the Dead.




    Some in the crowd re­mem­bered how it had been. Some hat­ed. Some cried at the mem­ory of

    mur­dered loved ones. One man was swelled with pride.




    This man knew that with­out him, and oth­ers like him, they would not be stand­ing be­fore

    this night­mar­ish memo­ri­al. With­out him and those like him, no hill could have been

    ded­icat­ed to the six mil­lion dead. With­out him, there would be no fears, no hate. This was

    his mon­ument. This was the memo­ri­al to a na­tion of Nazis.




    The man who had been Horst Ves­sel slipped away from the crowd as a gov­ern­ment of­fi­cial

    be­gan a speech. He wan­dered in­side the Yad Vashem to see again what he .had helped do and to

    com­mune with his past.




    It would be all right. No one would no­tice him gone. Not Zha­va Fifer, too pi­ous, too

    ded­icat­ed to her cause to lift her head up from prayer. Not the in­cred­ibly stupid Yoel

    Zabari, who was evennow lis­ten­ing to the piteous plat­itudes that rolled over the crowd

    of sullen fools.




    No one would no­tice if Tocha­la Delit slipped away.




    Tocha­la Delit stepped in­to the crypt-​like in­ner room of the memo­ri­al. He stood

    proud­ly in the huge stone room, the lone, naked flame in the mid­dle send­ing an eerie

    burn­ing light flick­er­ing across his high cheek­bones and dark hair.




    The mus­cles in his thick wrists clenched and un­clenched as he slid his heels across the

    floor, across the plaques that record­ed the Nazi death camps of World War II. Across

    Bergen-​Belsen, across Auschwitz, across Dachau, un­til Tocha­la Delit came to his own.

    Tre­blin­ka. His per­son­al holo­caust. The man who had been Horst Ves­sel re­mem­bered,

    trem­bling with pride.




    It had been his idea. They were los­ing the war. It was not traitorous to ad­mit that. Not

    if he had a plan to use that very fact against the en­emy. The on­ly true en­emy. The Jews. The

    oth­ers were on­ly fight­ing for their mis­di­rect­ed ide­als. They would soon come around. But

    the Jews, who em­bod­ied those mis­di­rect­ed ide­als, they would have to be dealt with.




    Tocha­la Delit heard words be­ing chant­ed from out­side. He dim­ly rec­og­nized them as the

    prophet Mai­monides’ thir­teen ar­ti­cles of Faith. He heard the words that were chant­ed

    ev­ery morn­ing by many Is­raelis and trans­lat­ed them.




    “God is our on­ly Lead­er.”




    Hitler is mine, thought Delit.




    “God is One.”




    It is on­ly a mat­ter of time.




    “God has no body.”Soon, nei­ther will any of you.




    “God is first and last.”




    The last part of that is true.




    “We should pray to Him on­ly.”




    See if that will help.




    “The words of the Prophets are true, the prophe­cies of Moses are true.”




    Soon you can ask them your­selves.




    “The Torah was giv­en through God to Moses. The Torah will nev­er be changed.”




    Not changed. De­stroyed.




    “God knows the thoughts of all. God re­wards good deeds and pun­ish­es evil.”




    Then God must feel I’m right.




    “We shall await the com­ing of the Mes­si­ah.”




    You do not have long to wait.




    “We be­lieve in the Res­ur­rec­tion of the Dead.”




    You had bet­ter.




    Tocha­la Delit felt very good. On this, the last day of the last Jew­ish tem­ple, he

    re­mem­bered it all. How he had trained a spe­cial­ly se­lect­ed group of Nazis. Fritz Bar­ber,

    who had be­come Moishe Ga­van. Hel­mut Dorf­mann, who had be­come Irv­ing Markowitz. Joseph

    Brun­hein, who be­came Ephraim Hegez. And Leonard Es­sendorf who had be­come Ben Isaac

    Gold­man. He re­mem­bered how they had starved them­selves to join the ranks at the

    con­cen­tra­tion camp, Tre­blin­ka. How they had all cir­cum­cised them­selves as a sign of

    faith. How they all be­came Jew­ish in the clos­ing days of World War II. How they had all

    in­fil­trat­ed the Jew­ish state with their spe­cial­ized tal­ents and how they were all

    unit­ed in the fer­vent dream of de­struc­tion.Tocha­la Delit lis­tened to the voic­es

    from out­side, declar­ing their na­tion­al an­them, “Hatik­va.”




    “So long as still with­in our breasts




    The Jew­ish heart beats true.




    So long as still to­ward the East




    To Zion looks the Jew.




    So long as hopes are not yet lost




    Two thou­sand years we cher­ished them




    To live in free­dom in the land




    Of Zion and Jerusalem.”




    But that was not what Horst Ves­sel heard. Sway­ing in a near hal­lu­ci­na­to­ry state, he

    heard:




    “So long as it is still with­in your breasts




    The Jew­ish end is due.




    So long as Hitler tow­ers o’er the rest




    To de­struc­tion is the Jew.




    You think your hope is not yet lost




    In this, stupid peo­ple, you are wrong.




    You will die here from your own bombs.




    So long, Jew­ish swine, so long.”




    Tocha­la Delit reached un­der his pale jack­et to his in­side pock­et. As the echoes died

    away, he pulled out a small rect­an­gu­lar black box with wiring com­ing from it. It looked

    like a met­al taran­tu­la ly­ing in his palm.




    He was ready. The ones who weak­ened had been de­stroyed. They had been cast away in a

    man­ner be­fit­ting their treach­ery. Ripped in­to the swasti­ka shape.




    But now the dead did not mat­ter. The mil­lions of Jews did not mat­ter. The two Amer­icans

    did 145




    not mat­ter. The tiny black box would send them all In­to space where the ghost of Hitler

    await­ed.




    The Fourth Re­ich was about to be­gin. The heav­en­ly Re­ich.




    From out­side the ab­stract pat­tern of an­guished, ag­onized steel that made up the Yad

    Vashem doors came trem­bling voic­es singing “Ani Ma’amin.” Zha­va Fifer, Yoel Zabari, and all

    the oth­ers gath­ered there sang it. It ex­pressed their faith in God even dur­ing their

    dark­est mo­ments. It had of­ten been sung by Jews on their way to the Nazi gas cham­bers and

    ovens.




    Tocha­la Delit slipped the box back in­to his Jack­et and left the room still glow­ing with

    pride.




    Af­ter all, they were singing his song.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER FOURTEEN




    “Is that your idea of a joke?” Re­mo said in the mid­dle of the Is­rael Sher­aton lob­by. “A

    body in the mid­dle of the liv­ing room? Not even a tow­el dropped any­where to soak up the

    blood?”




    Chi­un sat with his back to Re­mo, lost in the pass­ing of air across his face.




    “I am get­ting sick and tired of this stuff,” Re­mo said. “You are in­con­sid­er­ate. As

    well as pet­ty.”




    Chi­un be­gan to study the in­tri­cate pat­tern of the lob­by car­pet.




    “I won’t go away,” said Re­mo, “just be­cause you’re im­per­son­at­ing a wall.”




    Re­mo stared at the back of Chi­un’s neck.




    “An­swer me.”




    Si­lence.




    “All right, then,” Re­mo said, “I’m go­ing to sit here un­til you do.”




    “Good,” Chi­un said sud­den­ly, “We can wait formy tapes to­geth­er. What is this that

    you in­ter­rupt my med­ita­tive leisures? Are you speak­ing cf your mess up­stairs?”




    “My mess? My mess? How can you call that up there my mess?”




    “No doubt that the mess was look­ing for you, since I am on­ly of sec­ondary im­por­tance.

    Why should any mess seek out one as pet­ty and in­con­sid­er­ate as my sim­ple self?”




    Re­mo felt the in­evitable grip on him as sure­ly as a hand around his throat. He de­cid­ed

    to sur­ren­der by si­lence.




    Chi­un would not have it. “You know what you have not done?”




    “What?”




    “You have not sent the Nor­man Lear, Nor­man Lear mes­sage.”




    “If I send the let­ter, you will clean up the mess?” he asked.




    “If you send it, I will al­low you to clean it up.”




    “And if I do not send it?” Re­mo asked.




    “Then you will need some­thing else to oc­cu­py your time. Clean­ing will keep your mind

    from mis­chief.”




    Re­mo threw his hands in­to the air in dis­gust. Then the ring­ing voice of Schlo­mo Ar­tov

    burst in­to his ear.




    “Aha,” it cried. “At it again, eh? I warned you about abus­ing your fa­ther, young man. What

    is the mat­ter with you?”




    “Yes,” Chi­un echoed. “What is the mat­ter with you?”




    “Keep out of this,” Re­mo growled to Ar­tov.




    “I heard the whole thing,” Ar­tov said. “Imagine, yelling at your fa­ther.” He turned to

    Chi­un. “Mr. Lear, you have my sym­pa­thy.”




    “Mr. Who?” said Chi­un.




    “And you, Nor­man,” Ar­tov told Re­mo. “For shame.”




    “Who is this lu­natic?” Chi­un asked Re­mo.




    “Ig­nore him,” Re­mo said. “He’s just an­oth­er man about to have an asth­ma at­tack.”




    “Non­sense,” said Ar­tov. “I nev­er felt bet­ter in my . . . agha-​woosh.” Ar­tov sud­den­ly

    got the worst asth­ma at­tack in his agha­woosh. He leaned over in breath­less pain and

    al­lowed Re­mo to es­cort him back to his desk. Re­mo as­sured him that he would be feel­ing

    bet­ter soon, then took his pro­tec­tive hand from deep in­side the bones of Schlo­mo’s right

    shoul­der. He sat the poor reser­va­tions man down, and soon Ar­tov did feel bet­ter even

    though his full speak­ing voice would not re­turn for two weeks.




    Re­mo walked back to Chi­un.




    “Why don’t we just mo­sey up­stairs,” Re­mo said pleas­ant­ly through clenched teeth, “where

    we can talk with­out dis­turb­ing any­one else.”




    “I like it here. I am wait­ing for my day­time dra­mas,” said Chi­un.




    “Smith might be try­ing to call,” said Re­mo.




    “Let him. I have dealt with enough lu­natics in one day.”




    “I will nev­er mail that let­ter,” Re­mo said,




    “Very will,” be­grudged Chi­un. “I sup­pose I must su­per­vise your clean­ing. I can nev­er

    trust you to do any­thing right your­self.”




    Re­mo stopped off at the gift shop to buy some lug­gage and string be­fore they ar­rived

    back attheir bloody suite. As Re­mo was cram­ming Irv­ing Oded Markowitz in, the phone

    rang.




    “Jan­ito­ri­al ser­vice,” Re­mo said. “You kill ‘em, I clean ‘em.”




    The si­lence on the oth­er end was like a look in­to a black cave.




    “It’s in­cred­ible, Smit­ty,” said Re­mo. “Even your si­lence is sour.”




    “If I had nev­er seen you,” said Harold W. Smith, “I would not be­lieve you could

    ex­ist.”




    “What have you got, Smit­ty? I’m pret­ty busy.” Re­mo cracked the right knee of the corpse

    to fit him in­to the bag.




    “Maybe noth­ing, maybe ev­ery­thing,” said Smith, “The men who … er, greet­ed you on

    ar­rival came through the con­cen­tra­tion camp Tre-​blin­ka dur­ing World War II.”




    “So?”




    “The mur­dered in­dus­tri­al­ist, Hegez, and Gold­man, were al­so in Tre­blin­ka.”




    “Oh?”




    “And Dr. Moishe Ga­van.”




    “All of them? Same place? Are you sure?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yes,” said Smith. He sat in Rye, New York, look­ing at the sole out­let to a net­work of

    com­put­er sys­tems whose size, range, and scope made the IBM ware­house look like an erec­tor

    set. This small out­let on his desk en­abled him to tap the re­sources of mil­lions of peo­ple,

    thou­sands of busi­ness­es, schools, li­braries, and church­es, hun­dreds of nooks and a good

    many cran­nies.




    But it was up to Smith to take the reams of fos­silized in­for­ma­tion and see what it meant

    in terms of the na­tion and the world. Usu­al­ly hisdesk was cov­ered with a fair amount

    of this in­for­ma­tion, but now the on­ly thing there was a type­writ­ten, four-​page list he

    had dis­cov­ered be­cause a wom­an’s sis­ter, who be­longed to the Amer­ican Jew­ish

    Com­mit­tee, which com­bats an­ti-​Semitism, and E’nai Brith, a fra­ter­nal or­der, had a

    daugh­ter who met a man through B’nai Ak­iba, a re­li­gious youth or­ga­ni­za­tion, whom she

    mar­ried, and they had a son who was coun­seled as he grew old­er by the U.S. Jew­ish Board of

    Guardians, which spe­cial­izes in child guid­ance, which led to the boy join­ing the YMHA, the

    Young Men’s He­brew As­so­ci­ation, which pro­vides cul­tur­al ac­tiv­ities to Jew­ish youth,

    where his first en­deav­or was to con­tribute a re­port on op­pres­sion in World War II,

    com­plete with con­cen­tra­tion-​camp lists, which so im­pressed his coun­selor that he sent it

    to the Unit­ed Syn­agogue, a union of Amer­ican tem­ples, which en­tered it in­to their bank of

    com­put­er­ized mi­cro­film, where it hap­pened to cross Smith’s desk and the head of CURE saw

    a con­nec­tion. A slim, im­pos­si­ble con­nec­tion. The kind CURE spe­cial­ized in. “I’m very

    sure,” said Smith. “Why?” “Hold on a minute,” said Re­mo. He opened the suit­case, which he had

    just stood on to close. He ig­nored the bulging blue eyes that popped out of the pur­ple face,

    in­stead reach­ing down across the body’s tor­so and pluck­ing some­thing out of its

    blood-​soaked jack­et. He closed the suit­case again and tried to open the small bill­fold.




    “Just a sec­ond,” he called down to the re­ceiv­er. “The blood is all sticky.” He found what

    he was look­ing for and picked up the phone.




    “How about an Irv­ing Oded Markowitz?” he asked.




    “Just a sec­ond,” said Smith.




    Eemo hummed as Chi­un ap­peared in the room, as if by mag­ic.




    “Yes,” said Smith, “Markowitz was at Tre-​blin­ka too. How did you know?”




    “He came to vis­it Chi­un. I’ll get back to you.”




    Re­mo hung up. He felt a surge of self-​dis­cov­ery like a men­tal con­nec­tion and an

    elec­tric belt buck­ling. A swirling wind coursed through his body, clear­ing out the cob­webs.

    Now he knew how Sher­lock Holmes felt when he dis­cov­ered the truth of a crime. De­tec­tive

    work could be fun.




    “You look sick,” said Chi­un. “Did Smith say my day­time dra­mas were de­layed?”




    “Re­lax, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said hap­pi­ly, di­al­ing an­oth­er num­ber. “They’ll

    ar­rive to­mor­row, af­ter the Jew­ish hol­iday.”




    “A day with­out dra­ma …” said Chi­un.




    “Is like a morn­ing with­out or­ange juice,” fin­ished Re­mo, phone to his ear. “Hel­lo? May

    I speak to Zha­va please? What? Huh? Speak En­glish, please. Zha­va! No speak-​a de lan-​guage.

    Bagel! Come on, get-​me-​Zha-​va!”




    Chi­un took the phone from Re­mo’s hand. “Must I do ev­ery­thing?” he in­quired of the

    ceil­ing. Then he held a con­ver­sa­tion in flu­ent old world He­brew with the wom­an on the

    oth­er end.




    Af­ter what seemed like a half-​hour, he hand­ed the phone back to Re­mo. “She is get­ting

    the young la­dy. Ask Zha­va why she nev­er writes.”




    “What were you two talk­ing about?” asked Re­mo, phone to his ear again.




    “The uni­ver­sal prob­lem of all good peo­ple,” Chi­un replied. “The in­grat­itude of our

    chil­dren.”




    “Keep telling your­self that,” Re­mo said, as Zha­va came on the line.




    “Re­mo, al­ready? You pick the worst times.”




    “Well, this is im­por­tant,” Re­mo said, then told her the in­for­ma­tion Smith had

    re­lat­ed.




    “But Tocha­la Delit said he found no con­nec­tions be­tween the men,” Zha­va said when Re­mo

    had fin­ished.




    “Zha­va, where was Del­ish dur­ing the war?”




    “Which one?”




    “World War II.”




    “Ev­ery­one know that. He went through tor­ture in … Oh, my God! Tre­blin­ka.”




    Re­mo took that in, sa­vor­ing his fol­low­ing words. “I thought so.”




    “I was right then,” said Zha­va. “There is some­thing go­ing on.”




    “And what bet­ter day than your Fourth of Ju­ly or what­ev­er you call it?”




    “We must learn what this means. Re­mo, meet me at Delit’s house, right away.” She gave him

    an ad­dress and hung up.




    “You have that same sick­ly look as be­fore,” said Chi­un. “It must be the wa­ter.”




    But Re­mo would not let Chi­un damp­en his joy. “The game is afoot, Wat­son,” he said. “Want

    to come?”




    “Who is Wat­son?” Chi­un asked.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER FIFTEEN




    Tocha­la Delit had a small home on the out­skirts of Tel Aviv. It was a sim­ple af­fair of

    sand-​blast­ed brick with a large li­brary, a com­fort­able liv­ing room, a small bed­room, a

    cozy tile porch, and a wet bath­room.




    When Zha­va Fifer drove up, Re­mo and Chi­un were sit­ting on the front stoop read­ing a

    sheet of pa­per. Both looked re­laxed ex­cept for some dirt that had ac­cu­mu­lat­ed on the

    bot­tom of Re­mo’s tan slacks. Chi­un wore a blood red ki­mono with black and gold high­lights.

    Both men were bare­foot.




    “How did you get here so fast?” asked Zha­va. “I was driv­ing like a mad per­son all the

    way.”




    “We ran,” said Re­mo sim­ply. “We would have been here soon­er. But Chi­un want­ed to change

    his clothes.”




    “I was not wear­ing a run­ning ki­mono,” Chi­un 155




    ex­plained. “It is a small city, but still no rea­son to waste an op­por­tu­ni­ty.”




    Zha­va got out of the jeep and ran over to them.




    “Is he here? Where is Delit?” she asked.




    “He’s out,” said Re­mo, not look­ing up from the white lined sheet of pa­per he held in his

    hand.




    “What is that?” asked Zha­va. “What have you found?”




    “It is a po­em,” said Chi­un.




    “The bath­room is lined with them. But I think this one will in­ter­est you.”




    “I tried to have him give you a nicer one,” said Chi­un, “but he would not lis­ten. His lack

    of taste is well known.”




    Zha­va read aloud,




    “As the kham­sin roars in from the plain.




    So too comes the glo­ri­ous pain,




    A blast­ing sun-​like so­lar heat,




    Cov­ers the Jews with its shroud-​like sheet.




    Eyes will bake,




    Feet will cake,




    Heads will burst,




    That is not the worst,




    Cities will crum­ble,




    The skies will rum­ble.




    The ghost of Hitler is sat­is­fied at last,




    When the home of the Jews is in the past.




    Look for the death across the sand,




    The last in­de­pen­dence day in Jew­land.”




    “He is plan­ning to det­onate a nu­cle­ar bomb,” Zha­va cried.




    “That’s what I fig­ured,” said Ke­mo.




    “That is what you fig­ured,” scoffed Chi­un. “Who had to read this po­em to you?”




    “I can’t help it if I don’t know He­brew. Be­sides, you edit­ed it. I don’t re­mem­ber

    any­thing about feet cak­ing.”




    “I thought it in­ef­fec­tive,” said Chi­un. “I im­proved it.”




    ” ‘Vul­tures will mate’ is an im­prove­ment?”




    “Please, please,” in­ter­rupt­ed Zha­va. “We can­not waste time. We still do not know where

    he is plan­ning to det­onate. We have in­stal­la­tions in the Sinai, Galilee, Haifa …”




    “Can I open a fran­chise?” asked Re­mo.




    “This is not fun­ny,” screamed Zha­va. “He is go­ing to blow up Is­rael.”




    Re­mo rose quick­ly. “All right, go­ing crazy won’t do much good. Look, it says right in the

    po­em some­thing about kham­sin and the death from the sand. The sand must be the desert, but

    what’s kham­sin?”




    “Bril­liant,” said Chi­un.




    “El­emen­tary,” Re­mo replied.




    “Kham­sin are east­er­ly winds that blow across the Negev,” said Zha­va. “He must be

    re­turn­ing to the Sodom in­stal­la­tion.”




    “I could have told you that,” said Chi­un.




    Re­mo gri­maced at Chi­un, then talked quick­ly,




    “Zha­va, you get Za­borich . . .”




    “Zabari.”




    “And we’ll meet you at the Dead Sea.”




    “All right,” said Zha­va leap­ing in­to her jeep. Re­mo watched her speed off.




    “Hey, this de­tec­tive stuff is eas­ier than I thought,” Re­mo said.




    “Bril­liant one,” in­toned Chi­un from the stoop.




    “Your wis­dom is all-​en­com­pass­ing. Not on­ly have you al­lowed the one method of

    four-​wheel trans­porta­tion to leave with­out us, but you stand about declar­ing your

    bril­liance. To be elat­ed at noth­ing is to lose hold on re­al­ity. How can such a one be

    tru­ly a mas­ter of him­self?”




    Re­mo would not let Chi­un damp­en his pride. “Pet­ty,” he growled.




    “If Pet­ty were here,” said Chi­un, “it would not be nec­es­sary to cross the desert by

    foot.”




    “What the hell, Chi­un,” said Re­mo. “This way is faster.”




    He be­gan to run.




    Zha­va burst in­to the Zabari home as Mrs. Zabari was light­ing the Sab­bath can­dles.

    Zha­va was dusty and out of breath. As she stag­gered in, Yoel and his four chil­dren looked up

    from the ta­ble.




    They had just fin­ished dessert and the chil­dren’s faces were flushed with sat­is­fac­tion

    and pride. For their fa­ther’s work to­day dur­ing the Re­mem­brance ser­vices had been well

    re­ceived.




    “What is it?” asked Yoel. “What is the mat­ter?”




    Zha­va stared at the Sab­bath can­dles. She re­mem­bered from her lessons as a child that

    the eight can­dles, lit ev­ery Fri­day, rep­re­sent­ed peace, free­dom, and the light that

    ra­di­ates from the hu­man soul.




    Zha­va’s eyes turned to the chil­dren. Blond, dark-​eyed Daph­na, who would make a fine

    bal­le­ri­na one day. Eight-​year-​old Dov, whose hope for peace touched ev­ery­one he met.

    Stephen, the ath­lete, the fight­er, the be­liev­er in an ul­ti­matetruth. And Melis­sa,

    step­ping from child­hood in­to be­ing a wom­an. A whole wom­an in a world of frag­ment­ed

    fem­inin­ity.




    Zha­va saw the looks on their faces and the in­no­cence in their eyes, re­mem­ber­ing why

    she ‘aaJ come here. She thought of what Tocha­la Delit was plan­ning to do. It must not

    hap­pen. She could not let it.




    She felt the warm hand of Shu­la, Mrs. Zabari, on her arm, and saw the con­cerned face of

    Yoel Zabari.




    “You must come,” she said breath­less­ly. “It is im­por­tant.”




    Zabari looked deep in­to her eyes. He turned to look at the Sab­bath can­dles. He turned to

    his wife, who stood, ask­ing silent ques­tions. He turned to his chil­dren, who had al­ready

    for­got­ten Zha­va’s en­trance and were en­ter­tain­ing them­selves at the ta­ble. Dov had put

    one spoon on top of an­oth­er and now brought his hand down. One spoon served as a cat­apult

    and the oth­er spoon flipped end over end un­til Dov caught it in mid-​air. He smiled. Daph­na

    ap­plaud­ed.




    “Yes,” said Yoel. “I will come. Now?”




    Zha­va nod­ded.




    “Ex­cuse me, my dear,” he said, brush­ing his wife’s cheek with the rav­aged right side of

    his face. She smiled warm­ly. “Ex­cuse me, chil­dren, I will be back soon,” he said wav­ing at

    the ta­ble.




    “Aw, Dad, do you have to?” said Stephen.




    Zabari nod­ded sad­ly, then looked up at the ceil­ing. “Ex­cuse me, Lord.” Af­ter all, it

    was the Sab­bath.




    Yoel Zabari went with Zha­va.




    “Are we go­ing back to the labyrinth of pipes so that you can get lost again?” asked

    Chi­un.




    “Not this time,” said Re­mo. “I’m rolling now.”




    They con­tin­ued run­ning. Re­mo’s strides were long, even, and smooth, as if he were

    walk­ing along a mov­ing con­vey­or belt. Cer­tain­ly not as if he were strug­gling across the

    sands of a desert. His arms moved eas­ily at his sides, in rhythm with the drum­ming of his

    legs.




    Chi­un’s hands, how­ev­er, were deep in the sleeves of his red and black ki­mono, his

    skirt-​like train bil­low­ing be­hind him. The hem al­ways just touched the desert sand. He was

    arched slight­ly for­ward and slic­ing across the air like a thrown knife. He nev­er seemed to

    move his legs be­cause his ki­mono re­mained back in the wind, un­in­ter­rupt­ed by any

    for­ward move­ment.




    “Re­mo,” Chi­un said, “I would like to say that you have act­ed most wise­ly.”




    Re­mo stum­bled. Strug­gling to re­gain his stride, he man­aged to speak. “Thank you,

    Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “Yes, my son,” Chi­un in­toned, “train­ing is not knowl­edge and knowl­edge is not strength,

    but com­bine train­ing with knowl­edge and then you will have strength.”




    “Be­lieve it or not, Chi­un, I know that,” Re­mo said.




    The two con­tin­ued across the deep­en­ing hori­zon.




    “What I want to say, Re­mo, is that you are be­hav­ing as a Mas­ter should.”




    Re­mo was pleased. He stood straighter, his eyes took in the sky, and his stride grew wider

    and stronger. This was in­deed his day.




    “Thank you,” he said. “I can’t say how much . . .”




    “Ex­cept,” con­tin­ued Chi­un, “that you jump bad­ly, you can­not drive, and you are

    in­sult­ing. You be­have like a Mas­ter who is in­sult­ing and weak.”




    “You old fak­er,” said Re­mo. “You set me up for that.” Re­mo tried to race ahead, but

    Chi­un matched his speed, foot for foot.




    And his voice con­tin­ued as clear as a desert breeze.




    “You have not sent the Nor­man Lear, Nor­man Lear mes­sage. You be­grudge a man his sim­ple

    plea­sures. You do not clean your mess. You are a lit­ter­bug. You . . .”




    Re­mo and Chi­un con­tin­ued across the sand, side by side.




    



  




  

    CHAPTER SIXTEEN




    The first perime­ter guard had been sur­prised when the car on the main ac­cess road to the

    Ze­her Lahur­ban sul­phur plant stopped and Tocha­la Delit him­self poked his head out.




    The sec­ond perime­ter guard had been stunned, and the third as­ton­ished. They had all

    found it un­usu­al that Tocha­la Delit him­self should be in the car alone and that his

    cloth­ing was so heavy on so hot a day, but if Tocha­la Delit him­self found it nec­es­sary,

    then it must have been nec­es­sary.




    And if Tocha­la Delit him­self said that no one else should be al­lowed in, then no one else

    would be al­lowed in. And if Tocha­la Delit him­self said not even the prime min­is­ter, then

    not even the prime min­is­ter. And if Tocha­la Delit him­self in­struct­ed that these or­ders

    were to be fol­lowed im­plic­it­ly, then the three guards would bepleased and hon­ored to

    lay down their lives for those or­ders.




    But Tocha­la Delit him­self act­ed strange­ly to­day, didn’t he?




    Tocha­la Delit him­self en­tered the heart of the nu­cle­ar in­stal­la­tion through a

    sim­ple met­al door, which he locked be­hind him.




    He stood in the low, met­al-​re­in­forced con­crete hall­way slop­ing deep down to the room

    with no ex­it. He pat­ted his in­side jack­et pock­et for the hun­dredth time that af­ter­noon.

    The lay­ers of cloth­ing and the hard, thin box were still there, giv­ing him strength.




    Thir­ty years. Thir­ty years, and now the end was in sight. But thir­ty years was a long

    time. Tocha­la Delit was an old man now. The man who had been Horst Ves­sel thought about his

    life. He felt warm blood flow in his veins again. He saw the twist­ed bod­ies of the peo­ple he

    had killed in the name of pu­ri­ty. He heard their cries, their screams, their prayers, their

    rant­ing. And now, to end like this. Rid­ing the tip of a nu­cle­ar-​pow­ered mush­room cloud.

    Be­cause what­ev­er the bomb did not de­stroy, the sur­viv­ing Arabs would. Is­rael was

    doomed.




    Horst Ves­sel filled his lungs with the stuffy air and felt the salty beads of ex­cite­ment

    on his brow. At that mo­ment he would not have changed places with any­one on earth.




    Re­mo took the first perime­ter fence like a hur­dler. Chi­un fol­lowed like a parachute toy

    that one puffs in­to the air and it floats to the ground.




    “We have en­tered a dif­fer­ent part of the field,”Chi­un said. “We now stand on

    ex­plo­sive ground.”




    “Mine field,” said Re­mo. “I was won­der­ing why the ground seemed dif­fer­ent.”




    “Good,” said Chi­un. “You re­main won­der­ing, and I will see you in the king­dom of

    Heav­en. Be sure to greet my an­ces­tors for me.”




    “Come on,” said Re­mo. “We don’t have much time.”




    “Let us go quick­ly then,” said Chi­un, “for if you walk as bad­ly as you jump, we are both

    doomed.”




    They moved across the sand with the com­bined weight of a ta­ble­spoon of whipped cream.




    Com­ing to the sec­ond perime­ter, the in­frared fence, Chi­un mo­tioned to Re­mo ahead.




    “Let us see if you have learned any­thing,” he said.




    Re­mo hopped over as eas­ily as if he were tak­ing a step. Chi­un fol­lowed suit.




    “Won­der­ful,” said Chi­un, “you now rank with the grasshop­per, which jumps well.”




    “I’m sor­ry I opened my mouth,” Re­mo said.




    “So am I,” said Chi­un.




    Since the area was bar­ren and nei­ther of them had tripped an alarm, their paths were

    un­crossed by blaz­ing lead or flam­ing mis­siles. They eas­ily trans­versed the third

    perime­ter, and soon Re­mo and Chi­un stood among the spi­ral­ing ma­chin­ery of the sul­phur

    plant.




    “So here we are,” said Re­mo. “See any atom­ic bombs lay­ing around?”




    Chi­un stood im­pla­ca­ble, look­ing like an an­cient cog in a gi­ant ma­chine.




    Re­mo leaned against a bolt­ed met­al door andfelt vi­bra­tions em­anat­ing from its

    oth­er side. Part of the sul­phur ma­chin­ery, he thought.




    “Since this is still the out­skirts of the plant,” he said, “I guess we can fig­ure the

    nu­cle­ar area is clos­er to the mid­dle. A cou­ple of miles in that di­rec­tion.” Re­mo

    point­ed west.




    Chi­un turned and looked in that di­rec­tion for a mo­ment, then put his hand through the

    met­al door Re­mo was lean­ing against, as sim­ply as if it were pa­per.




    “When vi­bra­tions speak to you, lis­ten,” Chi­un said.




    Re­mo looked through the ragged gap in the door and saw a sign with big red He­brew let­ters

    at the end of a long con­crete re­in­forced hall­way.




    “Don’t tell me what it says,” said Re­mo.




    “Dan­ger. Ra­dioac­tiv­ity. No unau­tho­rized per­son­nel be­yond this point,” said

    Chi­un.




    “I knew it all the time,” Re­mo said, reach­ing through the hole and un­lock­ing the

    door.




    The two moved down to the end of the hall­way where an im­pres­sive-​look­ing door at­tached

    to the dan­ger sign blocked their way.




    “Hm­mm,” said Re­mo, look­ing it up and down and slid­ing his hands over sev­er­al

    se­cu­ri­ty de­vices. “Looks like a spe­cial key lock and a com­bi­na­tion lock. This looks

    like a time-​clock mech­anism and a spe­cial re­in­forced lock guard.”




    Chi­un walked to the oth­er side of the door and ripped the hinges out of the con­crete wall

    with two rhyth­mic taps of his hands, taps that looked slow and gen­tle.




    “Formidable,” he said as he opened the two-​foot-​thick ob­struc­tion from the oth­er

    side.




    “Showoff,” said Re­mo as he stared down amaze-​like cor­ri­dor filled with sen­so­ry

    equip­ment, pres­sure-​sen­si­tive pan­els, slid­ing cast-​iron par­ti­tions, warn­ing lights,

    video-​tape cam­eras, and more in­frared de­vices. All in­op­er­ative.




    “Del­ish must have switched them all off,” said Re­mo.




    Re­mo and Chi­un moved through the hall­way un­til they reached a last closed met­al pan­el.

    Re­mo put his ear against it.




    “I hear some­thing,” he said.




    “That is good,” replied Chi­un. “It means you are not deaf.”




    “No, it means that Del­ish is prob­ably in there,” Re­mo moved back a step and was

    prepar­ing to rend the door apart when it slid open.




    Re­mo looked at Chi­un, who looked back, and then they moved through the open­ing on­to a

    long stair­way that wound around a large cir­cu­lar room of dull blue met­al. It gave the

    im­pres­sion of be­ing the in­sides of an up­right bul­let. The en­tire area was filled with

    the lat­est tech­ni­cal equip­ment that Amer­ica could pro­vide.




    Stand­ing in the mid­dle of the room was Tocha­la Delit, tall and proud in a full S.S.

    uni­form that he had worn un­der his street clothes. It was all there, from the wide red and

    black Nazi arm­band to the green, red, blue, and sil­ver medals that gleamed on his chest.




    “Who does your suits?” Re­mo asked.




    Delit did not an­swer. In­stead, he looked to his side where a twelve-​foot-​long cylin­der

    lay. It was round­ed at one end and finned at the oth­er. The sides were round­ed and smooth

    ex­cept for a flat, rect­an­gu­lar shape that stuck halfway up the tube. The rect­an­gu­lar

    thing was tick­ing.




    Tocha­la Delit looked up and his eyes were shin­ing. “You are too late,” he said.




    Yoel Zabari could not con­vince the first guard to stand aside.




    “How do I know you are Mr. Zabari?” asked the guard. “You have nev­er vis­it­ed us be­fore,

    and Mr. Delit left in­struc­tions to al­low no one else in. Not even the prime min­is­ter.”




    “I’m not the prime min­is­ter,” shout­ed Zabari, “and Tocha­la Delit is a traitor. You know

    me, damn it, you have seen pic­tures of me. How could any­one fake this?” he stabbed at the

    right side of his face.




    “Well, I do not know . . . ,” be­gan the guard.




    “You do not know?” yelled Zabari in­cred­ulous­ly.




    That set­tled it for the guard. The Ze­her La-​hur­ban was prob­ably just test­ing them

    again. Mr. Delit had said no one. No one it would be.




    “I’m sor­ry, sir, you will have to wait for au­tho­riza­tion.”




    “Damn it, that will be too late. There will not be any­thing to au­tho­rize if you do not

    let me through. And now.”




    Zha­va Fifer saw her boss’s rage mount as she sat be­hind the wheel of the jeep.




    The guard un­der­stood that their loy­al­ty had to be test­ed, but this was go­ing a bit

    far.




    “Sir …” he be­gan. Sud­den­ly Zabari smashed him across the neck with the side of his

    hand.




    “Drive,” he said sav­age­ly as the guard spun to the ground, un­con­scious. “Drive, damn

    it!”




    Zha­va ground the jeep in­to gear and rammedfor­ward as Zabari pulled her dash­board

    au­to­mat­ic up.




    The sec­ond perime­ter guard was click­ing the safe­ty off his weapon when Zabari shot him

    through the leg. Zha­va drove fast and straight as the sec­ond guard fell back­ward, spout­ing

    blood, and Zabari sprayed the en­trance to the third perime­ter guard shack, try­ing to keep

    the man from reach­ing it safe­ly.




    “Hit him,” Zabari said.




    “What?” cried Zha­va.




    “Hit him,” Zabari re­peat­ed. “Try not to kill him, but hit him.”




    Zabari kept fir­ing away as Zha­va swerved the car and sideswiped the run­ning guard. His

    body flew off the ground and som­er­sault­ed three times across the sand be­fore fi­nal­ly

    land­ing in a dusty still­ness.




    Zabari’s face was stretched tight­ly across his skull, and Zha­va felt like cry­ing. They

    tore across the plant to the nu­cle­ar area. Less than ten sec­onds had passed.




    Re­mo stepped off the stair­way and moved in­to the room that housed the atom­ic bomb.




    “I sent away the tech­ni­cians,” Delit said, “and have si­lenced the pro­tec­tive de­vices.

    No alarm can be raised. The bomb can­not be neu­tral­ized. It is now on­ly a mat­ter of

    time.”




    Re­mo saw on the side of the thin rect­an­gu­lar bump on the bomb an elec­tron­ic counter

    that kept tract of the pass­ing sec­onds.




    One hun­dred and eighty, one hun­dred and sev­en­ty-​nine, one hun­dred and sev­en­ty-​eight

    . . .




    “Time, Herr Williams,” said Delit. “That is allthat is left. Af­ter thir­ty years, we

    are down to this. Just min­utes be­fore the bomb ex­plodes.”




    Chum joined Re­mo be­side the bomb. One hun­dred and six­ty, one hun­dred and fifty-​nine,

    one hun­dred and fifty-​eight . . .




    “It is use­less to tin­ker with time, gen­tle­men. If the de­vice is tam­pered with, even by

    my­self, it will ex­plode. And I doubt that even you, who have elud­ed my peo­ple for so long,

    could sur­vive that.”




    “We’ll see,” said Re­mo. “You killed Hegez and Gold­man?”




    “Yes,” said Delit.




    “You sent those Pales­tini­ans and Markowitz af­ter us?”




    “Dorf­mann? Yes.”




    “And you slaugh­tered Ga­van?”




    “Yes, yes, yes, I did all that. Please, Herr Williams,” said the man who had been Horst

    Ves­sel, “do with me as you like. I am mere­ly a ser­vant of the mas­ter race.”




    “You do not look Ko­re­an,” said Chi­un, who still stood star­ing at the bomb and its

    tick­ing det­ona­tion de­vice. One hun­dred and forty-​six, one hun­dred and forty-​five, one

    hun­dred and forty-​four . . .




    Delit went on as if there had been no in­ter­rup­tion. “Ger­many, gen­tle­men. The

    glo­ri­ous Third Re­ich. And now I, sin­gle-​hand­ed­ly, am cre­at­ing the Fourth Re­ich.”




    Re­mo moved in. “That’s your prob­lem, pal. Don’t you know that three Re­ichs don’t cor­rect

    a wrong?”




    Re­mo’s hand moved in a de­cep­tive­ly lazy pat­tern.




    “Kill me, Herr Williams,” in­vit­ed Delit. “I do not care. Now or lat­er. It makes no

    dif­fer­ence.”




    One hun­dred and thir­ty-​two, one hun­dred and thir­ty-​one, one hun­dred and thir­ty …




    “Toe!”




    Both Delit and Re­mo looked to­ward the source of that aw­ful voice. It seemed to shake the

    room with its ter­ri­ble pain. The ripped, bro­ken voice came from the very bot­tom of Yoel

    Zabari’s soul. He stood in the door­way of the room with Zha­va Fifer.




    “Toe,” he cried again. “How could you do this? Af­ter what we have been through to­geth­er?

    Af­ter all of it? Has it not touched you at all?”




    Tocha­la Delit smiled sad­ly. “You Jews,” he said, “you nev­er learn. Yoel, I am on­ly

    do­ing what the world wants me to do. Even now with your faith, you hold back the world. It

    wants no part of you. You have heard it through its news­pa­pers and its Unit­ed Na­tions

    votes. I have heard it. The world whis­pers in my ear, ‘Throw your Gods away, Jews, we do not

    need them. We do not want them.’”




    One hun­dred and four­teen, one hun­dred and thir­teen, one hun­dred and twelve, one

    hun­dred and eleven . . .




    “The world can on­ly march for­ward when you and ev­ery­thing you rep­re­sent are gone, like

    the dirt you sprang from and the past you rep­re­sent.”




    “It can­not be,” Zha­va burst. “It will not. Our al­lies will avenge us.”




    Delit moved di­rect­ly un­der the land­ing where the pair stood.




    “Stupid girl,” he said. “What al­lies? You haveno friends, on­ly guilty en­emies. Too

    weak, too hyp­ocrit­ical to say what they feel. Where were your friends dur­ing the war? Where

    were your al­lies when the six mil­lion died? Where were the Amer­icans? Where were your own

    peo­ple in Jerusalem? I am killing you be­cause the world wants you dead. You might say . . .

    ,” Tocha­la Delit smiled, “… I am on­ly fol­low­ing or­ders.”




    The room was shat­tered by a roar as Yoel Za-​bari sprang. His body hurled down up­on

    Delit’s, and the two men smashed to the floor.




    Re­mo stood back as Zabari rose, his hands clenched tight­ly around Delit’s neck, tears

    stream­ing down the left side of his face.




    The death head grew red, then pur­ple, then green. Even as the eyes bulged and the

    blood­less lips curled back on his teeth, Delit’s fuzzing pupils locked on­to those of Yoel

    Zabari.




    The grit­ting teeth part­ed and a dy­ing voice whis­pered, “The Nazis will not die. The

    world does not want them to.”




    Then the tongue forced its way from be­tween the flax­en lips, the eyes rolled up, the brain

    died, and the heart stopped beat­ing. Horst Ves­sel was dead.




    Eighty-​five, eighty-​four, eighty-​three . . .




    Zabari let the corpse fall from his hands. Zha­va came down the stairs and walked up to him.

    He looked up at her and said, “I hurt my own men for this garbage.” Then he kicked the

    body.




    Zha­va Fifer wrapped her arms around Zabari and wept. Zabari looked haunt­ed, his hands like

    claws. Delit lay still, the thir­ty years end­ing as he had want­ed them to, in death. Re­mo

    turned to Chi­un who still stood be­fore the bomb.




    Sev­en­ty-​eight, sev­en­ty-​sev­en, sev­en­ty-​six . . .




    Well, this is it, then, Re­mo thought. Tech­nol­ogy ver­sus the De­stroy­er, and no one in

    the world he could kill to make this bomb stop tick­ing. He was faster than a speed­ing

    bul­let, more pow­er­ful than a loc.omo­tive and all that, but give him a ma­chine with­out a

    plug to pull out and he was help­less.




    Re­mo walked to Chi­un and put a hand on his shoul­der.




    “Well, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” he said gen­tly, “do you think your an­ces­tors will be ex­pect­ing

    us? I’m sor­ry.”




    Chi­un looked up. “Why?” he asked. “You have done noth­ing. Do you not know that the on­ly

    use of ma­chin­ery is to break down? Stand back.”




    And with that, the Mas­ter be­gan to un­screw the top of the bomb.




    Yoel Zabari broke out of his trance and ran for­ward. “Wait! What are you do­ing?”




    Re­mo blocked his way. “Take it easy. What do we have to lose?”




    Zabari pon­dered that for a sec­ond, then stood back. Zha­va fell to her knees in

    prayer.




    Chi­un pulled off the top of the bomb and noth­ing hap­pened. “I would have this fixed

    soon­er,” he said, “if ev­ery­one had not been talk­ing so much.” He bent down and looked in­to

    the cylin­der.




    Fifty-​two, fifty-​one, fifty…




    “Well?” asked Re­mo.




    “It is dark,” Chi­un replied.




    “For the love of Je­sus, Mr. Chi­un,” Zabari be­gan.




    “Now you’ve done it,” said Re­mo.




    “For Je­sus?” cried Chi­un, straight­en­ing. “Oh, no. We nev­er got a day’s work from Him.

    Now, Herod, that was some­thing else.”




    Forty-​five, forty-​four, forty-​three …




    “Chi­un, re­al­ly,” said Re­mo.




    “If you read the his­to­ry of Sinan­ju as you are sup­posed to, I would nev­er have to tell

    you this,” said Chi­un.




    “It’s hard­ly the time for a his­to­ry les­son, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo, point­ing to

    the bomb.




    “It is nev­er too late to learn,” replied Chi­un.




    Thir­ty, twen­ty-​nine, twen­ty-​eight . . .




    “This is what re­al­ly hap­pened to the poor wretch, Herod the Ma­ligned. Abused by his own

    peo­ple, used by the Ro­mans, he turned in pain fi­nal­ly to his as­sas­sin, an an­cient

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, and said, ‘I was wrong. If on­ly I had lis­tened to you in­stead of the

    whores and coun­selors who abound in this wretched land.’”




    Thir­teen, twelve, eleven …




    “The an­cient Mas­ter buried him in the desert.”




    Nine, eight, sev­en …




    “Chi­un, please!”




    Six. five, four …




    “To Herod the Ma­ligned!” Chi­un cried, rip­ping out hand­fuls of wires.




    “It’s still tick­ing,” Zha­va screamed.




    Three, two, one … ze­ro.




    Noth­ing hap­pened.




    “Of course, it is still tick­ing,” said Chi­un. “I broke the bomb, not the clock.”




    



  




  

    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




    No one saw them off.




    Yoel Zabari had de­clared undy­ing al­le­giance to both Ko­rea and Amer­ica. Zha­va Fifer

    had de­clared undy­ing al­le­giance to Re­mo’s body. Tocha­la Delit had been rid­dled with

    bul­lets and dropped be­hind en­emy lines, which was not dif­fi­cult since all Is­rael’s

    bor­ders were en­emy lines.




    But Is­rael still ex­ist­ed, so life went on as if noth­ing had hap­pened. Is­rael near­ly

    hav­ing been de­stroyed did not mean any­thing. Zion­ism was still out­lawed by the UN. The

    Arabs were still deny­ing the Jew­ish state’s ex­is­tence. The price of gaso­line was still

    six­ty-​three cents a gal­lon for reg­ular, six­ty-​five cents for high-​test. Noth­ing had

    changed.




    Yoel and Zha­va went back to work, wish­ing Re­mo well and ask­ing that he give them at

    least three years’ no­tice be­fore his next vis­it.




    “Is­rael is not a place,” said Chi­un. “It is a stateof mind. The thought has not

    stopped, so the thought con­tin­ues.”




    Things were not all bad, Re­mo learned. Smith had dis­cov­ered the source of the orig­inal

    leak, who had re­vealed Re­mo and Chi­un’s mis­sion to Is­rael.




    “It was a sim­ple mat­ter of elim­ina­tion,” he had told Re­mo. “It wasn’t me and it wasn’t

    you and it wasn’t Chi­un so it could on­ly have been one oth­er per­son.”




    When Smith had men­tioned the fol­ly of ev­er re­peat­ing such a leak to the guilty par­ty,

    the pres­ident had apol­ogized pro­fuse­ly and al­most choked on a peanut.




    Smith had al­so sent in­struc­tions on to Re­mo to re­turn home im­me­di­ate­ly since his

    job was done and Is­rael could safe­ly get back to its pri­ma­ry na­tion­al mis­sion: stay­ing

    alive.




    So what the hell was Re­mo do­ing on the tea trail?




    “What the hell am I do­ing on the tea trail?” asked Re­mo.




    “I have done you a ser­vice, so now you must do me a ser­vice,” replied Chi­un.




    They were walk­ing along the cen­turies-​old car­avan trail that was lined with

    prayer-​in­scribed rocks, in­to the Sinai Desert.




    “What oth­er ser­vice do I owe you?” asked Re­mo. “You got your day­time dra­mas, didn’t

    you? I sent the Nor­man Lear, Nor­man Lear let­ter, didn’t I?”




    Chi­un had watched him do it, too. On­ly what Chi­un had not seen was that Re­mo failed to

    put stamps on the en­ve­lope and had writ­ten the re­turn ad­dress as:




    Cap­tain Kan­ga­roo CBS Tele­vi­sion City Hol­ly­wood, Cal­ifor­nia




    “So what oth­er fa­vor do I owe you?” Re­mo fin­ished.




    “Those were not ser­vices,” said Chi­un, “those were obli­ga­tions. But do not wor­ry, my

    son, I am mere­ly look­ing for a sign.”




    “Well, hur­ry up, Lit­tle Fa­ther, or we’ll miss the plane.”




    “Be calm, Re­mo, we could do much worse than to re­main here,” said Chi­un.




    “What is this?” re­tort­ed Re­mo. “Are you get­ting soft in the head? Where is ‘this land of

    lit­tle beau­ty’? Where are the palaces of yesteryear, re­mem­ber?”




    “They are gone,” said Chi­un, “gone with the sand and re­turned to the earth like the bones

    of Herod. As it should be. The sur­face beau­ty of this land has been de­stroyed but if Is­rael

    it­self is de­stroyed, it might be best that the rest of the world be de­stroyed with it.

    Ex­cept Sinan­ju, of course.”




    “Of course,” said Re­mo. “Quit fool­ing your­self. If Is­rael was de­stroyed, the world

    would prob­ably turn the oth­er way and keep go­ing.”




    “Yes. Keep go­ing to cer­tain de­struc­tion,” said Chi­un, “for ev­ery­thing this land is,

    the world needs. Is­rael is based on the same beau­ty, love, and broth­er­hood as is

    Sinan­ju.”




    Re­mo laughed. The two places did have sim­ilar­ities all right. Both tend­ed to look

    bar­ren. Is­rael looked like a gi­ant beach­front to Re­mo.Sinan­ju like a moun­tain of

    crab grass lit­tered with out­hous­es.




    “What are you say­ing?” he said. “Love? Broth­er­hood? Sinan­ju? We’re killers, Chi­un.

    Sinan­ju is the spawn­ing ground of the world’s great­est as­sas­sins.”




    “Sinan­ju is an art be­fore it is a place,” said Chi­un, his face grave. “Do you think I

    have just fought the atom­ic forces of the uni­verse and won? I have not done this. Sinan­ju

    has done this. I am ev­ery­thing Sinan­ju is. Ev­ery­thing Sinan­ju is, is me. Is­rael holds

    the same pow­er. It is up to the peo­ple here to tap that pow­er.”




    Re­mo re­mem­bered the smell of sul­phur and the tick­ing of the bomb. He re­mem­bered

    Delit’s words and Chi­un’s ac­tions. He re­mem­bered the nu­cle­ar de­vice not ex­plod­ing. But

    Sinan­ju a love nest? A mon­ument to Broth­er­hood Week?




    Chi­un turned to­ward the Sinai and con­tin­ued along the trail, speak­ing as if he had read

    Re­mo’s mind.




    “Yes, with­out our love, our broth­er­hood, and our home, Sinan­ju would just be an­oth­er

    way of killing peo­ple. A toy to break bricks with. The world would be wise to pay heed to the

    lessons of the land with lit­tle vi­su­al beau­ty.”




    Re­mo looked out across the desert, ex­pe­ri­enc­ing its breath­tak­ing view again. Just

    be­cause ev­ery oth­er land­scape was a mine field and the town you passed through might not be

    there by the time you got back didn’t mean that one could still not learn to love the place.

    Re­mo thought about Zha­va and the flow­ers.




    “There,” came Chi­un’s voice, in­ter­rupt­ing Re­mo’s dreams. Re­mo turned and saw

    theKo­re­an kneel by a rock, then leap to his feet and move quick­ly across the

    desert.




    Re­mo ran past the oth­er prayer-​in­scribed rocks un­til he came to the one Chi­un had been

    by.




    “Praise be to Herod the Won­der­ful,” Chi­un’s voice drift­ed across the sand, “a fine,

    no­ble, hon­est man whose word even af­ter cen­turies is as good as gold.”




    The rock had been in­scribed with the let­ters, “C-​H-​I-​U-​N.” Re­mo ran af­ter the aged

    Ko­re­an.




    “It is the sign I have been promised by the an­cient chap­ters in the Book of Sinan­ju,”

    Re­mo heard. “Come quick­ly in­to the desert, my son.”




    Re­mo plowed af­ter Chi­un’s di­min­ish­ing shape. “Where are we go­ing?” Re­mo called in­to

    the wind.




    “We are go­ing to col­lect a debt,” an­swered the Ori­en­tal’s voice.




    The dust rose in Re­mo’s face from the speed of the Ko­re­an. Re­mo shut his eyes and kept

    run­ning un­til he felt the grit­ti­ness dis­ap­pear from his sens­es.




    When he opened his eyes again, he was stand­ing with Chi­un be­fore a small cave,

    seem­ing­ly etched out of the sand and rock. Chi­un smiled at him know­ing­ly, then went

    in­side. Re­mo fol­lowed, bend­ing over to fit through the small open­ing.




    “Ah,” said Chi­un, “you see?”




    In­side the cave was a small room lit by a se­ries of canals cut in­to the sol­id rock. Atop

    a thick rug was a skele­ton wrapped in roy­al robes and wear­ing jew­el­ry. Be­fore the body

    were two heaps of gold. The walls were lined with silk.




    “Friend of yours?” asked Re­mo.




    “Herod is a man of his word,” said Chi­un.




    “Was a man of his word,” replied Re­mo. “This can’t be Herod. He was buried in Herodonia.”

    Re­mo looked at the mum­mi­fied bones and the di­amonds and ru­by en­crus­ta­tions, then at the

    ex­pres­sion on Chi­un’s face. “Wasn’t he?”




    Chi­un felt it un­nec­es­sary to re­ply. “We will take the gold that be­longs to Sinan­ju,”

    he said, in­stead. “Come.” He hand­ed Re­mo a silken bag.




    “Why me?” said Re­mo. “You should pick up your own pay.”




    “This is the ser­vice that you owe,” said Chi­un. “You should be hon­ored that I am

    al­low­ing you to glimpse the in­ner­most work­ings of Sinan­ju.”




    “Yeah, col­lect­ing mon­ey,” said Re­mo, won­der­ing how the hell he might get a silken bag

    filled with gold through cus­toms. “Lucky me.”




    Af­ter the gold was se­cure, Chi­un took the sack and walked to the mouth of the cave. As

    Re­mo joined him, the Ori­en­tal turned for a last look at the skele­ton that had once been an

    em­per­or of one of the strongest em­pires that had ev­er ex­ist­ed.




    “So it is. So it was. So it al­ways shall be. Poor Herod the Ma­ligned. The Book of Sinan­ju

    states, ‘A hu­man be­ing is here to­day-​in the grave to­mor­row.’”




    Re­mo turned to the reign­ing Mas­ter of Sinan­ju and re­mem­bered where he had heard that

    be­fore. And from whose lips.




    “That’s fun­ny, Chi­un,” he said. “You don’t look Jew­ish.”
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