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  Chapter One




  At first she thought she was back in Nazi Ger­many. A ring­ing black starshine of pain was at

  her left eye where the boy had stuck the ice pick. She could not see left any­more. She

  re­mem­bered the Gestapo. But this could not be the Gestapo. The Gestapo had clean fin­ger­nails

  and asked clear ques­tions and let you know that if you told them what they want­ed, they would

  stop the pain.




  The Gestapo want­ed to know where Gerd was and she did not know where Gerd was. She kept

  say­ing it. But these tor­menters kept say­ing “tawk Muri­can.” They meant talk Amer­ican.




  They smelled dif­fer­ent, these boys. You could smell them. She had told this to Mrs.

  Rosen­bloom at the high school au­di­to­ri­um where the New York City Po­lice De­part­ment had

  sent over some­one for a morn­ing talk. It was safe some­times in the morn­ing.




  The po­lice, who thought they should get more mon­ey from a near-​bankrupt city, were now

  teach­ing theel­der­ly how to get mugged. You didn’t re­sist, they told you. You gave up

  your purse. There was a po­lice lieu­tenant show­ing how to loose­ly fas­ten the straps so that

  the mug­ger would not think you were try­ing to hold on­to your purse.




  “I can smell them too” Mrs. Rosen­bloom had said that morn­ing. But she cau­tioned Mrs.

  Mueller not to men­tion any­thing. “They’ll say that’s racist and it is bad. You’re not al­lowed

  to be racist in this coun­try.”




  Mrs. Mueller nod­ded. She did not want to be a racist be­cause that was a bad thing. The Nazis

  were that way and they were bad. She had seen what they had done and as a good Chris­tian she

  could not sup­port them. Nor could her hus­band Gerd.




  They had want­ed to reach Gerd. But Gerd was dead. A long time ago, Gerd was dead. Mrs.

  Mueller felt a kick in her chest. The Nazis were gone. These were blacks.




  She want­ed to beg the black boys not to kick her any­more. Not in the breasts. Was that what

  was taught in the au­di­to­ri­um by the New York City po­lice? She tried to re­mem­ber. Her hands

  were tied be­hind her with the elec­tric cord. No. The po­lice did not tell you what to do when

  they tied you up and put out your eye with an ice pick.




  The New York City po­lice told you how to get mugged. They nev­er gave old peo­ple lec­tures

  on how to get killed. Maybe if they got more mon­ey, they would teach you how to be mur­dered as

  well as mugged. Mrs. Mueller thought these things in a pain-​crazed mind that blend­ed Nazi

  Ger­many and her slum apart­ment.




  She want­ed to tell the laugh­ing black boys to kick her some­where else. Not in the breasts

  be­cause that hurt too much. Would it be racist to ask blacks to kick you some­where else? She

  did not want to be a racist. She saw what racism had done.But Jews nev­er beat her up. You

  nev­er had to fear for your life in a Jew­ish neigh­bor­hood. This had been a Jew­ish

  neigh­bor­hood when she and Gerd had moved in. They were Ger­man and thought there might be some

  trou­ble be­cause of what the Nazis had done. There was no trou­ble. There was no trou­ble with

  the Irish who had lived two blocks over. Or the Poles. Or the Ital­ians on the oth­er side of the

  Grand Con­course.




  But then a law was passed. And. the law said it was bad to keep peo­ple out of

  neigh­bor­hoods. Black peo­ple. And ev­ery­one was to be taught to do the right thing. This was

  Amer­ica. Ev­ery­one had to do the right thing.




  A wom­an had come to talk. She taught at a uni­ver­si­ty. She had told ev­ery­one in the

  com­mu­ni­ty cen­ter about George Wash­ing­ton Carv­er, a black man, and all the oth­er nice

  black peo­ple and how good blacks were and how bad peo­ple who hat­ed them were and it was a bad

  thing to hate blacks. Gerd, who was alive then, had trans­lat­ed for Mrs. Mueller. He was so

  smart. He knew so much and learned so quick­ly. He had been an en­gi­neer. If he were alive,

  maybe he could make the boys un­der­stand not to kick her in the breasts but some­where else. No,

  they didn’t want any­thing. They were just hav­ing fun with her old body.




  The wom­an who had told ev­ery­one how nice blacks were, was the wom­an from the

  uni­ver­si­ty. It was a pro­gres­sive and good thing to wel­come blacks to the neigh­bor­hood.

  The whites and blacks were all go­ing to be cul­tur­al­ly en­riched. When the blacks start­ed

  mov­ing in and you could not walk the streets at night any­more, the peo­ple from the

  uni­ver­si­ty who said how nice it was to live with blacks did not come around. At first, they

  did not come around at night. Then when more blacks moved in, they did not come around dur­ing

  the day ei­ther. They went off some­where else, Gerd said, to tell oth­er peo­ple how nice it was

  to live with blacks.They nev­er came to Wal­ton Av­enue any­more to tell peo­ple how

  cul­tur­al­ly en­riched they were to have blacks around them be­cause now it was al­most all

  blacks.




  The ones who had mon­ey could run. But Gerd did not have enough mon­ey any­more and they did

  not want to both­er their daugh­ter who had come to them late in life. Born in Amer­ica she was.

  So pret­ty. She could speak En­glish so well. Maybe she could ask these boys not to kick her

  moth­er in the breasts where it hurt so much. Would that be racist? She didn’t want to be. a

  racist. That was a bad thing. But she didn’t want to be kicked in the breasts.




  She wished the black po­lice­man were here. He would make them stop. There were nice blacks.

  But you were not al­lowed to say there were nice blacks, be­cause that would mean there were

  blacks who weren’t nice. And that would be racist.




  It used to be such a nice neigh­bor­hood where you could walk out in the street. Now you

  trem­bled when you had to walk past a win­dow that was not board­ed up.




  She felt the warm blood of her ripped breast come down her bel­ly and she tast­ed the blood

  come up her throat and she moaned and heard them laugh at her frail strug­gle to live. She felt

  as if her back had nails in it. Time had passed. There was no one kick­ing or stab­bing her

  any­more and that meant they might be gone.




  But what did they want? They must have got­ten it but there was noth­ing left in the

  apart­ment to steal. There wasn’t even a tele­vi­sion set any more. You couldn’t keep a

  tele­vi­sion set be­cause they would find out and steal it. No white per­son in the

  neigh­bor­hood-​there were three left-​had tele­vi­sions any­more.




  Maybe they had stolen Gerd’s sil­ly ma­chine that he had brought with him from Ger­many. Maybe

  that was it. What else could they have come for? They said HeilHitler a lot, these young

  black boys. They must have thought she was Jew­ish. Blacks liked to say that to Jews. Mrs.

  Rosen­bloom said once they would come to Jew­ish fu­ner­als to say that and laugh.




  They did not know Hitler. Hitler thought blacks were mon­keys. Didn’t they read? He did not

  think they were dan­ger­ous ei­ther, just fun­ny mon­keys.




  When she was young it was her re­spon­si­bil­ity to learn how to read in school. Now that she

  was old, the smart peo­ple from the uni­ver­si­ty who did not come around any­more said she was

  still re­spon­si­ble for oth­er peo­ple read­ing. Some­how she was re­spon­si­ble be­cause they

  could not learn to read or write.




  But she could un­der­stand that. She had trou­ble her­self learn­ing En­glish and Gerd al­ways

  had to trans­late for her. Maybe these blacks spoke an­oth­er lan­guage well and, like she did,

  they just had trou­ble with En­glish. Did they speak African?




  She could not feel her arms any­more and the left side of her head was numbed from pain in a

  far­away place and she knew she was dy­ing, tied here to her bed. She could not see from her

  right eye whether it was dark yet be­cause you had to board up your win­dows if you want­ed to

  walk from room to room. Oth­er­wise you had to crawl be­low the lev­el of the win­dowsill so they

  would not see you. Mrs. Rosen­bloom could re­mem­ber when old peo­ple would sit in the sun in the

  park and young boys and girls would ac­tu­al­ly help you across a street.




  But Mrs. Rosen­bloom had gone in the spring. She had said she want­ed to smell a fresh flow­er

  at noon again and she had re­mem­bered that be­fore blacks had moved in­to the neigh­bor­hood

  there were daf­fodils in St. James Park in the spring and she was go­ing to try to smell one in

  the bright sun. She knew they had to be up by now. So she had phoned and said good­bye in case

  some­thing should hap­pen. Gerd had warned her not togo but she had said she was tired of

  liv­ing with­out sun­shine and even though she had the mis­for­tune to live in a now dan­ger­ous

  place, she want­ed to walk in the sun again. It was not her fault her skin was white and she was

  too poor to move away from blacks and she was too old to run or to fight them off. Maybe if she

  just walked out on the street, as if she had a right to, maybe she could get to the park and

  back.




  And so Mrs. Rosen­bloom had head­ed for the park that noon and the next day when Gerd had

  phoned one of the oth­er whites who could not leave the neigh­bor­hood, he found out that Mrs.

  Rosen­bloom had not con­tact­ed them ei­ther. Her phone did not an­swer.




  Gerd rea­soned that since there was noth­ing on the ra­dio-​he had a small silent ear­phone

  put in be­cause that way you could keep a ra­dio be­cause they wouldn’t know you had one and come

  to steal it-​then Mrs. Rosen­bloom was dead clean­ly. The ra­dio and the news­pa­pers on­ly had

  sto­ries when they poured gaso­line over you and burned you alive as in Boston or when whites

  com­mit­ted sui­cide be­cause the fear of blacks was too great as in Man­hat­tan. The nor­mal

  ev­ery­day deaths were not on the ra­dio, so per­haps Mrs, Rosen­bloom had died quick­ly and

  eas­ily.




  And lat­er they saw some­one who had known some­one who had seen her body picked up, so she

  was dead def­inite­ly. It was not a wise move to go to the park. She should have wait­ed for the

  New York City po­lice to give a lec­ture on how to be mugged in the park, or gone in the very

  ear­ly hours when the on­ly blacks out were the ones who worked and they left you alone. But she

  had want­ed to smell the flow­ers un­der the noon­day sun. There were worse things to die for

  than to smell a daf­fodil in the full sun. Mrs. Rosen­bloom must have died clean­ly. That was

  good in a neigh­bor­hood like this.




  Was it a month ago that Mrs. Rosen­bloom died? Twomonths? No, it was last year. When did

  Gerd die? When did they leave Ger­many? This was not Ger­many. No. This was Amer­ica. And she was

  dy­ing. It felt all right as if this was the way it should be. She want­ed to die to go in­to

  that night where her hus­band wait­ed. She knew she would see him again and was glad he had not

  lived to ob­serve how hor­ri­bly she was dy­ing be­cause she could nev­er ex­plain to him that it

  was all right. That it looked worse than it was and al­ready, Gerd dar­ling, she could feel the

  sens­es of the body leave, there be­ing no more need for pain when the body dies.




  And she gave God her last thanks on earth and felt good leav­ing her body.




  When the life went from the frail old whitened form and the heat went and the blood stopped

  mov­ing in the veins, the nine­ty-​two pounds of hu­man flesh that had been Mrs. Gerd Mueller did

  what flesh al­ways did un­less frozen or dried. It de­com­posed. And it smelled so fright­ful­ly

  that the New York City po­lice fi­nal­ly came to col­lect it. Two large men with un­hol­stered

  guns pro­vid­ed pro­tec­tion for the coro­ner’s of­fice. They made com­ments about the

  neigh­bor­hood and when the body was leav­ing on the stretch­er, a gang of black youths cor­nered

  one of the po­lice­men who fired off a shot, catch­ing un­der­arm flesh from one of the young

  men. The gang fled and the body went to the morgue un­trou­bled and the de­tec­tives filed their

  re­ports and went home to the sub­urbs where they could raise their fam­ilies sane­ly, in

  rel­ative safe­ty.




  A boozy old re­porter who had once worked for the many news­pa­pers in New York City and now

  worked for a tele­vi­sion sta­tion leafed through the homi­cide re­ports. It was just an­oth­er

  old white per­son killed by blacks and he put it back in a pile of such re­ports. It of­fend­ed

  him that hu­man life would be so in­signif­icant now, as if the city were at war. And it

  re­mind­ed him of an­oth­er time, when deaths were al­so unim­por­tant. It was thir­ty

  yearsbe­fore when blacks shoot­ing oth­er blacks just was not news.




  He put down the re­ports and an­swered a call from the news­room. A de­tec­tive in the Bronx,

  trapped by a gang of black youths, had fired and wound­ed one. The Black Min­istry Coun­cil of

  Greater New York was call­ing the shoot­ing “bar­barism.” They were pick­et­ing the house of the

  po­lice­man’s lawyer, de­mand­ing an end to le­gal de­fense of po­lice­men ac­cused of shoot­ing

  blacks.




  The re­porter was told by his as­sign­ment ed­itor to link up with a cam­era and do an

  in­ter­view in front of the lawyer’s home.




  The pick­ets were loung­ing in cars when the re­porter got there. He had to wait for his

  cam­era­man. When the cam­era ar­rived, it was as if ev­ery­one had sud­den­ly been in­ject­ed

  with adrenalin. Out of cars and off car hoods they came. They joined the cir­cle and the

  cam­era­man got pre­cise­ly the right an­gle to make it look as if an en­tire com­mu­ni­ty was

  march­ing in front of this lawyer’s house.




  They chant­ed and marched. The re­porter put the mi­cro­phone in front of a very black man

  with a very white col­lar un­der his rut­ted face.




  The rev­erend talked of ma­ni­acal po­lice­men shoot­ing down in­no­cent black youths, the

  vic­tims of “the worst racism ev­er seen by man.”




  The black man iden­ti­fied him­self as Rev­erend Josi­ah Wad­son, chair­man of the Black

  Min­istry Coun­cil, cochair­man of the World Church Group, ex­ec­utive di­rec­tor of

  Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing Ac­tion I, soon to be fol­lowed by Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing Ac­tion II.

  His voice rolled like moun­tains in Ten­nessee. He in­voked the righ­teous wrath of the Almighty.

  He be­moaned white bar­barism.




  The re­porter wished fer­vent­ly that Rev­erend Wad­son,a mas­sive man, would talk

  up­ward in­stead of down­ward at the re­porter, and, if pos­si­ble, hold his breath.




  Rev­erend Wad­son reeked gin and his breath could have peeled epoxy off a bat­tle­ship

  tur­ret. The re­porter tried to hide how painful it was to stand near Rev­erend Wad­son’s

  breath.




  Wad­son called for an end to po­lice bru­tal­ity against blacks. He talked of op­pres­sion.

  The re­porter tried to hold his own breath so he would not have to in­hale so close to the

  rev­erend.




  He al­so had to hide the bulge un­der the rev­erend’s black mo­hair jack­et. The rev­erend

  packed a pearl-​han­dled re­volver and the as­sign­ment ed­itor would nev­er al­low this film to

  ap­pear show­ing that the rev­erend went around armed. The as­sign­ment ed­itor didn’t want to

  ap­pear racist; there­fore all blacks had to ap­pear good. And un­armed, of course.




  When the film ap­peared and was grabbed up by the net­work, there was the sonorous weep­ing

  voice of the rev­erend de­scrib­ing the aw­ful plight of black youths and there were the

  out­raged cit­izen­ry be­hind him, march­ing in protest, and there was the re­porter hunched up,

  block­ing the view of the rev­erend’s gun, and the re­porter was turn­ing away ev­ery so of­ten

  and when his face came back close to the rev­erend’s, there were tears in his eyes. It looked as

  if the sto­ry the rev­erend told was so sad that the vet­er­an re­porter could not re­frain from

  sob­bing on cam­era.




  When it was showed over­seas, this was just what the for­eign news an­nounc­ers said. So

  ter­ri­ble was the po­lice op­pres­sion of black youths that a hard­ened white re­porter broke

  down in tears. This lit­tle news clip be­came fa­mous with­in days.




  Pro­fes­sors sat around dis­cussing po­lice bru­tal­ity, which be­came op­pres­sion, which

  be­came nat­ural­ly enough “New York City po­lice-​planned geno­cide.”When some­one brought

  up the in­cred­ibly high crime rate of blacks, the learned re­sponse was what could one ex­pect

  af­ter such at­tempt­ed po­lice geno­cide? It was asked on tests in uni­ver­si­ties. And those

  who did not know this an­swer failed.




  Mean­while, Mrs. Gerd Mueller was buried with a closed cas­ket. The fu­ner­al home had

  at­tempt­ed to res­ur­rect the left side of the old face but the wax re­build­ing where her eye

  had been proved too dif­fi­cult with old flesh. They couldn’t turn in the folds in wax to build

  up her old cheek. It looked too young for the im­mi­grant from Ger­many.




  So they shield­ed ev­ery­one’s eyes from what the mug­gers had done, and when the cas­ket was

  brought from the church to Our La­dy of An­gels ceme­tery there was a large cortege. And this

  sur­prised Mrs. Mueller’s daugh­ter be­cause she did not know that her par­ents knew that many

  peo­ple, es­pe­cial­ly men in their thir­ties and for­ties. And a few of them who asked

  ques­tions.




  No, her par­ents had left noth­ing. Oh, there was a safe de­posit box that held on­ly a few

  bonds. Trin­kets. That’s what one mourn­er said he was look­ing for. Trin­kets. Old Ger­man

  trin­kets.




  And the daugh­ter thought this was shock­ing. But what was re­al­ly shock­ing in to­day’s

  world? So a buy­er want­ed to do busi­ness at grave­side? Maybe that was his thing? And she

  longed for the days when some things had been shock­ing, be­cause her heart hurt fierce­ly and

  she thought of the old wom­an dy­ing alone and how fright­en­ing it had been to vis­it her

  par­ents af­ter the neigh­bor­hood had changed.




  “No bloody trin­kets, damn you,” she yelled.




  And that day, wreck­ers be­gan tak­ing down the apart­ment build­ing where the Muellers had

  lived.




  They moved in with an armed es­cort of fed­er­al mar­shals, each over six feet tall and karate

  trained. Theysealed off the street. They built ar­mor-​plat­ed bar­ri­cades. They car­ried

  trun­cheons. The old walk-​up build­ing was tak­en down with sur­gi­cal pre­ci­sion brick by

  brick, and the de­bris left the area, not by truck­loads, but in large white trunks. With

  pad­locks.




  

    Chapter Two




    His name was Re­mo and he was tak­ing the el­eva­tor up- from be­neath. He smelled the heavy

    buildup of en­gine fumes em­bed­ded in the caked grease, and felt long ca­bles trem­ble ev­er

    so slight­ly when the el­eva­tor came to a floor and that fif­teen-​sto­ry rip­ple start­ed

    with a halt of the el­eva­tor and shim­mied down to the base­ment and then back up past the

    fif­teenth floor to the pent­house, five sto­ries over­head.




    He had a good fore­arm hold on a bolt that he kept just above his lean frame. Peo­ple who

    held on­to things for their lives usu­al­ly tired quick­ly, pre­cise­ly be­cause they held on

    for their lives. Fear gave speed and pow­er to the mus­cles, not en­durance.




    If one want­ed to hold on­to some­thing, one be­came a sol­id part of it, ex­tend­ed

    him­self out through the ex­trud­ing bolt, so that the grip did not stran­gle but ex­tend­ed

    from what it was joined to. As he had been taught, he let the hand do the at­tach­ing light­ly

    and forgot about it. So that when the el­eva­tor start­ed again, his body swayed eas­ily from

    the hand that was the piv­ot joint and up he went.




    It was his right hand and he could hear peo­ple walk­ing just above his right ear.




    He had been there since ear­ly morn­ing and when the el­eva­tor stopped at the pent­house

    floor, he knew he would not be there much longer. At the pent­house floor, dif­fer­ent things

    hap­pened. Re­mo heard locks snap, twen­ty sto­ries down, twen­ty locks, each for an el­eva­tor

    door. He had been told about this. He heard the grunt of mus­cled men who forced them­selves up

    through strain. They checked the top of the el­eva­tor. He had been told about that al­so. The

    body­guards al­ways checked the roof of the el­eva­tor be­cause it was known men could hide

    there.




    The roof was sealed with re­in­forced steel plat­ing and so was the floor. This pre­vent­ed

    any­one from bur­row­ing down or up in­to the el­eva­tor.




    The el­eva­tor to the street was the on­ly vul­ner­able point in the pent­house com­plex of

    the South Ko­re­an con­sul in Los An­ge­les. The rest was a fortress. Re­mo had been told about

    that.




    And when he was asked how he would pen­etrate this com­plex, he an­swered that he was paid

    for his ser­vices, not his wis­dom. Which was true. But even truer was that Re­mo did not

    re­al­ly know how he was go­ing to pen­etrate this com­plex at the time and he didn’t feel like

    think­ing about it, and most of all, he hadn’t felt like car­ry­ing on the con­ver­sa­tion. So

    he threw out some wiseacre com­ment, the kind he him­self had en­dured for more than a decade,

    and on the morn­ing that up­stairs want­ed the job done, he saun­tered over to the build­ing

    with the el­egant pent­house fortress and made his first move with­out even think­ing.




    One did not have to scheme too much any­more. Atfirst, the de­fens­es he had run

    in­to-​where peo­ple locked gates or lived high up or sur­round­ed them­selves with

    body­guards-​had pre­sent­ed prob­lems. And it was very ex­cit­ing at first to solve them.




    This morn­ing, for some rea­son, he had been think­ing about daf­fodils. He had seen some

    ear­li­er in the spring and this morn­ing he was think­ing about these yel­low flow­ers and how

    now when he smelled them, it was en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent from the way he had smelled them

    be­fore, be­fore he had be­come this oth­er per­son he now was. In the old days, there might

    have been a sweet odor. But now when he smelled a flow­er, he could in­hale its move­ments. It

    was a sym­pho­ny of pollen cli­max­ing in his nos­trils. It was a cho­rus and a shout of life.

    To be Sinan­ju, to be a learn­er and a know­er of the dis­ci­plines of the small North Ko­re­an

    vil­lage on the West Ko­re­an Bay, was to know life more ful­ly. A sec­ond now had more life in

    it than an hour had had be­fore.




    Of course, some­times Re­mo didn’t want more life. He would have pre­ferred less of it.




    So, think­ing of these yel­low flow­ers, he en­tered the new white brick-​and-​alu­minum

    build­ing with the full sto­ry-​high win­dows and the el­egant mar­ble en­trance­way and the

    wa­ter­fall go­ing over the plas­tic flow­ers in the Iob­by, took the el­eva­tor up to the

    tenth floor. There, he fid­dled around with the stop and emer­gen­cy but­tons un­til he got the

    tenth floor about waist-​high, then slid un­der the el­eva­tor, found a bolt on the

    un­der­car­riage, locked his right hand to it, un­til amid scream­ing from many floors,

    some­one got the el­eva­tor start­ed again. And there he wait­ed and swung un­til lat­er when

    the el­eva­tor went all the way up to the pent­house.




    Not much think­ing. He had been told so ear­ly by his teach­er, by Chi­un, cur­rent Mas­ter

    of Sinan­ju, that peo­ple al­ways show you the best way to at­tack them.




    If they have a weak­ness, they sur­round it with ditch­esor ar­mor plat­ing or

    body­guards. So Re­mo, up­on hear­ing of all the pro­tec­tion around the el­eva­tor when he got

    the as­sign­ment, went right to the el­eva­tor, think­ing of daf­fodils be­cause there wasn’t

    re­al­ly much else to think about.




    And now, the per­son he want­ed walked in­to the el­eva­tor, ask­ing ques­tions in Ko­re­an.

    Were all the locks on so the trip down could not be in­ter­rupt­ed? They were, Colonel. Was the

    top hatch se­cure? Yes, Colonel. The roof en­trance? Yes, Colonel. The floor? Yes, Colonel.

    And, Colonel, you look so splen­did in your gray suit.




    Most Amer­ican, no?




    Yes, like a busi­ness­man.




    It is all busi­ness.




    Yes, Colonel.




    And the twen­ty sto­ries of ca­ble moved.




    And the el­eva­tor low­ered.




    And Re­mo rocked his body. The el­eva­tor de­scend­ing in a long slow drop of twen­ty

    sto­ries rocked with the light hu­man form on its un­der­car­riage, like a bell with a

    swing­ing clap­per. It picked up the back-​and-​forth of the rhythm-​per­fect sinew ma­chine on

    its un­der­car­riage, and at the twelfth floor, the el­eva­tor be­gan bang­ing its guide rails,

    spit­ting sparks and shiv­er­ing the in­side pan­els.




    The oc­cu­pants pressed emer­gen­cy stop. The coils snapped to a quiv­er­ing still­ness.

    Re­mo took three slow swings, and on the third, hand-​la­dled his body up in­to the floor space

    at the door open­ing above him, and then, get­ting his left hand up in­to the rub­ber of the

    in­ner el­eva­tor door, gave the whole slid­ing mech­anism a good bang and a healthy shove with

    his left side.




    The door opened like a cham­pagne cork pop­ping in­to an alu­minum cra­dle. And Re­mo was

    in­side the el­eva­tor.




    “Hel­lo,” he said in his most po­lite Ko­re­an but he knew, even with his heavy Amer­ican

    ac­cent, the tones ofthe greet­ing were sod­den with the heav­iness of the north­ern

    Ko­re­an town of Sinan­ju, the on­ly ac­cent Re­mo had ev­er learned.




    The short Ko­re­an with the lean hard face had a .38 Po­lice Spe­cial out of the shoul­der

    hol­ster un­der his blue jack­et with good speed. It told Re­mo that the man in the gray was

    def­inite­ly the colonel and the one he want­ed. Ko­re­ans, when they had body­guards, thought

    it be­neath their dig­ni­ty to fight. And this was some­what strange be­cause the colonel was

    sup­posed to be one of the most dead­ly men in the south of that coun­try with, both hand and

    knife, and, if he wished, the gun too.




    “I don’t sup­pose that would pose any prob­lem to you?” Re­mo had been asked when giv­en the

    as­sign­ment and told of the colonel’s skills.




    “Nah,” Re­mo had said.




    “He has the renowned black belt in karate,” Re­mo had been told.




    “Yeah, hm­mm,” Re­mo had said, not all that in­ter­est­ed.




    “Would you like to see his moves in ac­tion then?”




    “Nah,” Re­mo had said.




    “He is per­haps one of the most feared men in Asia. He is very close to South Ko­rea’s

    pres­ident. We need him alive. He’s a fa­nat­ic so that may not be easy.” This warn­ing had

    come from Dr. Harold W. Smith, di­rec­tor of Fol­croft San­itar­ium, the cov­er for a spe­cial

    or­ga­ni­za­tion which worked out­side the laws of the land, in the hope that the rest of the

    sys­tem could work in­side. Re­mo was its silent en­force­ment arm and Chi­un the teach­er who

    had giv­en him more than Amer­ican mon­ey could buy.




    For while the as­sas­sins of Sinan­ju had rent­ed out their ser­vices to em­per­ors and

    kings and pharaohs even be­fore the West­ern world start­ed keep­ing track of years by

    num­bers, they nev­er sold how they did it.So when the or­ga­ni­za­tion paid for Chi­un

    to teach Re­mo to kill, they got their mon­ey’s worth. But when Chinn taught Re­mo to breathe

    and live and think and ex­plore the in­ner uni­verse of his own body, cre­at­ing a crea­ture

    that used its brain cells and body or­gans at least eight times more ef­fec­tive­ly than

    nor­mal man, Chi­un gave the se­cret or­ga­ni­za­tion more than it had bar­gained for. A new

    man, to­tal­ly dif­fer­ent from the one sent to him for train­ing.




    And Re­mo could not ex­plain it. He could not tell Smith what the teach­ings of Sinan­ju had

    giv­en him. It would be like try­ing to ex­plain soft to some­one who could not feel or red to

    a per­son born blind. You did not ex­plain Sinan­ju and what the mas­ters knew and taught to

    some­one who was go­ing to ask you some­day if you might have trou­ble with a karate ex­pert.

    Does the win­ter have trou­ble with the snow? Some­one who thought of Re­mo’s watch­ing movies

    of an­oth­er fight­er in ac­tion could not pos­si­bly un­der­stand Sinan­ju. Ev­er.




    But Smith had in­sist­ed up­on show­ing the movies of the colonel in ac­tion. It was tak­en

    by the CIA which had worked heav­ily with the colonel at one time. Now there was a strain

    be­tween Ko­rea and Amer­ica and the colonel was one of the larg­er parts of it. They could not

    get to him be­cause he had be­come fa­mil­iar with Amer­ican weapons. It was like a teach­er

    try­ing to trick an old pupil who had grown too wise. It was just the sort of mis­sion Smith

    thought the or­ga­ni­za­tion would be good for.




    “That’s nice,” Re­mo had said and whis­tled an off-​key tune in the ho­tel room in Den­ver

    where he had got­ten the as­sign­ment for the Ko­re­an colonel. Smith, un­de­terred by Re­mo’s

    in­dif­fer­ence that had blos­somed in­to yawn­ing bore­dom, ran the movies of the colonel in

    ac­tion. The colonel broke a few boards, kicked a fewyounger men in the jaw, and danced

    around a bit. The movie was black and white.




    “Whew,” Smith had said. He arched an eye­brow, a very se­vere emo­tion on that nor­mal­ly

    frost­ed face.




    “Yeah, wha’?” asked Re­mo. What was Smith talk­ing about?




    “I couldn’t see his hands,” said Smith.




    “Not that fast,” said Re­mo. Af­ter awhile you had to lis­ten and ob­serve peo­ple to find

    out where their lim­its were, be­cause some­times you just couldn’t be­lieve how dead they were

    to life. Smith re­al­ly be­lieved the man was fast and dan­ger­ous, Re­mo re­al­ized.




    “His hands were a blur,” said Smith.




    “Nah,” said Re­mo. “Stop the frames where he’s flail­ing around. They’re sharp.”




    “You mean to tell me you can see in­di­vid­ual frames in a movie?” asked Smith. “That’s

    im­pos­si­ble.”




    “As a mat­ter of fact, un­less I re­mind my­self to re­lax, that’s all I see. It’s all a

    bunch of stills.”




    “You couldn’t see his hands in still frames,” Smith chal­lenged.




    “All right, fine,” said Re­mo pleas­ant­ly. If Smith want­ed to be­lieve that, fine. Was

    there any­thing else that Smith want­ed.




    Smith dimmed the lights in the ho­tel room and put the small movie pro­jec­tor in­to

    re­verse. The lights flick­ered in­to a blur, as the cam­era whirred and then stopped. There

    was the still frame. And there was the colonel’s strik­ing hand, frozen and clear. Smith moved

    the cam­era still by still to an­oth­er frame, then an­oth­er. The hand was pic­ture-​sharp

    through­out, not too fast for the film at all.




    “But it looked so fast,” said Smith. So reg­ular­ly and con­sis­tent­ly had he

    ac­knowl­edged that Re­mo had changed that he was not aware of how much had tru­ly hap­pened,

    how much Re­mo had re­al­ly changed.And Re­mo told him more that he thought had changed.

    “When I first start­ed do­ing all this for you, I used to re­spect what we were do­ing. No

    more,” Re­mo had said, and he had left that ho­tel room with in­struc­tions on what Amer­ica

    want­ed from the Ko­re­an colonel. He could have had a few hours’ brief­ing on how the CIA and

    the FBI had failed to reach the man, what his de­fens­es were, but all he want­ed was a

    gen­er­al de­scrip­tion of the build­ing so he could find it. And, of course, Smit­ty had

    men­tioned the pro­tec­tion on the el­eva­tor.




    So Re­mo watched the .38 Spe­cial come around to­ward him from the man in the blue suit and

    watched the man in the gray suit back away to let his ser­vant do the job and that was good

    enough iden­ti­fi­ca­tion for him.




    He caught the gun wrist with a fore­fin­ger, snap­ping it through the bone. He did this in

    such per­fect con­so­nance with the body­guard’s own rhythm, it ap­peared as if the man had

    tak­en the gun out of the hol­ster on­ly to throw it away. The hand didn’t stop mov­ing and the

    gun flew in­to the open crack be­tween floors and down in­to si­lence. As Re­mo cupped his hand

    be­hind the head, he gave his fin­gers and palms an ex­tra lit­tle twist. This was not a stroke

    he had been taught. He want­ed to wipe away the grease from the el­eva­tor’s un­der­car­riage.

    He did that as he brought the guard’s head down in­to his ris­ing knee-​one, push­ing through

    with a tidy snap at the end, right be­hind the man’s head to­ward the open wall; two, caught

    the re­turn­ing body; and three, put it to rest qui­et­ly and for­ev­er on its back.




    “Hi, sweet­heart,” said Re­mo to the colonel in En­glish. “I need your co­op­er­ation.” The

    colonel threw his brief­case at Re­mo’s head. It hit a wall and snapped open, spilling

    pack­ages of green Amer­ican mon­ey. Ap­par­ent­ly the colonel was head­ing to Wash­ing­ton to

    ei­ther rent or buy an Amer­ican con­gress­man.




    The colonel as­sumed a drag­on po­si­tion with arch­inghands like claws, and el­bows

    for­ward. The colonel hissed. Re­mo won­dered whether there were sales on Amer­ican

    con­gress­men like any oth­er com­mod­ity. Did one get the votes of a dozen con­gress­men

    cheap­er than buy­ing twelve sep­arate­ly? Was a vote ev­er re­duced to a bar­gain? What was

    the price of a Supreme Court jus­tice? And what about cab­inet mem­bers? Could some­one

    pur­chase some­thing in a nice sec­re­tary of com­merce?




    The colonel kicked.




    Or per­haps rent a di­rec­tor of the FBI? Could a buy­er be in­ter­est­ed in a vice

    pres­ident? They were re­al­ly very cheap. The last one sold out for cash in an en­ve­lope,

    bring­ing dis­grace to a White House al­ready full of it. Imag­ine a vice pres­ident sell­ing

    out for on­ly fifty thou­sand dol­lars in cash pay­off. That brought shame to his of­fice and

    his coun­try. For fifty thou­sand dol­lars, one should get no more than a vice pres­ident of

    Greece. It was a dis­grace to be able to buy an Amer­ican vice pres­ident for so lit­tle.




    Re­mo caught the kick.




    But what could one ex­pect from any­one who would write a book for mon­ey?




    The colonel threw a kick with the oth­er leg, which Re­mo caught, and re­turned the foot to

    the floor. The colonel sent a stroke that could crush brick at Re­mo’s skull. Re­mo caught the

    hand and put it back at the colonel’s side. Then came the oth­er hand, and back it went

    too.




    Per­haps, thought Re­mo, Amer­ican Ex­press or Mas­ter Charge might sim­ply cred­it an

    ac­count, or ev­ery fresh­man con­gress­man would get one of the stick­ers of those cred­it

    agen­cies and at­tach it to his of­fice door and when some­one want­ed to bribe him, he

    wouldn’t have to car­ry cash out in­to the dan­ger­ous Wash­ing­ton streets, but just present

    his cred­it card and the con­gress­man could take out one of those ma­chines he would get when

    he sworeto up­hold the Con­sti­tu­tion as he took of­fice, and run through the briber’s

    cred­it card and at the end of ev­ery month get his bribe through his own bank. Just brib­ing a

    con­gress­man with cold cash was de­mean­ing.




    The colonel bared his teeth and lunged, try­ing to get a bite at Re­mo’s throat.




    Pos­si­bly, thought Re­mo, there might even be a stock mar­ket for Wash­ing­ton

    politi­cians, with bids on farm votes and things like that. Sen­ators up three points,

    con­gress­men down an eighth, the pres­ident steady. And while his thoughts were sar­cas­tic,

    Re­mo was great­ly sad. Be­cause he did not want his gov­ern­ment to be that, he did not want

    that stain of cor­rup­tion, he not on­ly want­ed to be­lieve in his coun­try and his

    gov­ern­ment, he want­ed the facts to jus­ti­fy it al­so. It was not even good enough the

    ma­jor­ity were hon­est, he want­ed all of them that way. And he hat­ed the mon­ey strewn

    around this el­eva­tor floor as he throt­tled the Ko­re­an colonel. For that mon­ey was

    des­tined for Amer­ican politi­cians and it meant that there were hands out.




    So this lit­tle thing with the colonel was a bit of a plea­sure and he lev­eled the man and

    put him on his back and very slow­ly he said-​so that the man would be sure this was not just a

    windy threat-“Colonel, I am about to puree your face in my hands. You can save your face and

    your lungs which can be snapped out of your body and your go­nads and var­ious oth­er parts of

    your body that you will miss tremen­dous­ly. You can do this by co­op­er­at­ing. I am a busy

    man, Colonel.”




    And in Ko­re­an, the colonel gasped: “Who are you?”




    “Would you be­lieve a Freudi­an an­alyst?” asked Re­mo, press­ing his right thumb un­der the

    colonel’s cheek­bone and press­ing down so that the left eye of the colonel strained at its

    nerve end­ings.




    “Ai.ee,” screamed the colonel.




    “And so, please dig deep in­to your sub­con­scious andcome up with your pay­roll of

    Amer­ican politi­cians. All right, sweet­ie?” said Re­mo.




    “Aieeee,” screamed the colonel, be­cause it felt as if the eye were com­ing out of its

    sock­et.




    “Very good,” said Re­mo and re­leased pres­sure. The eye eased back in­to the sock­et,

    sud­den­ly filled with a roadmap of red veins as the burst cap­il­lar­ies flood­ed the

    eye­ball. The red lines in the left eye would dis­ap­pear in two days. And by the time they

    did, the colonel would be a de­fec­tor in the cus­tody of the FBI. He would be called a key

    wit­ness and news­men would say he de­fect­ed be­cause he was afraid of re­turn­ing to South

    Ko­rea which of course made no sense for he was one of the clos­est friends of the South

    Ko­re­an pres­ident. And the colonel would name names and how much each one got.




    And Re­mo hoped they would go to jail. It of­fend­ed him that the grease-​slicked head with

    the lit­tle rat grin of a for­mer vice pres­ident went pan­der­ing around the world when he

    should have been be­hind bars do­ing time like the com­mon thief he was.




    So he told the colonel very clear­ly and very slow­ly in En­glish and in Ko­re­an that all

    the names would be named and that there was noth­ing that could pro­tect the colonel.




    “Be­cause, Colonel, I have greater ac­cess to your nerves and to your pain than you do,”

    said Re­mo, as the el­eva­tor closed its door and de­scend­ed to­ward the base­ment.




    “Who are you?” asked the colonel, whose En­glish oc­ca­sion­al­ly lost verbs but who

    pro­nounced any fig­ure above ten thou­sand dol­lars flaw­less­ly. “You work for me. Fifty

    thou­sand dol­lars.”




    “You’re not talk­ing to a vice pres­ident of the Unit­ed States,” said Re­mo an­gri­ly.




    “A hun­dred thou­sand.”




    “No­body vot­ed me in­to of­fice, bud­dy,” said Re­mo.




    “Two hun­dred thou­sand. I make you rich. You work for me.”




    “You don’t un­der­stand. I am not the di­rec­tor of the FBI. I’ve nev­er sworn to up­hold

    the Con­sti­tu­tion and car­ry out any du­ties on be­half of the Amer­ican peo­ple. I’m not for

    sale,” said Re­mo and took one of the bun­dles of new one hun­dred dol­lar bills and put the

    edge of it in­to the colonel’s mouth,




    “Eat. It’s good for you. Eat. Please. Just a nib­ble. Try it, you’ll like it,” said Re­mo,

    and as the colonel tried to chew at the cor­ner of the pa­per, Re­mo told him who he was.




    “I’m the spir­it of Amer­ica, Colonel. The man who walked on the moon, who in­vent­ed the

    light bulb, who grows more food on his land be­cause of his own sweat than any oth­er. If I

    have a fault, it’s that I’ve been too kind to too many peo­ple too of­ten. Eat.”




    When the el­eva­tor reached the low­er se­cu­ri­ty area and the door opened, the guards at

    the door saw on­ly their com­man­der lean­ing numbly against the back of the el­eva­tor and his

    body­guard stretched dead up­on the floor, his right hand loose jel­ly in un­punc­tured skin.

    Mon­ey was strewn around the el­eva­tor floor and for some strange rea­son, the colonel was

    chew­ing on the end of a pack­et of bills.




    “Take me to the FBI im­me­di­ate­ly,” he said in a daze.




    When they were gone, Re­mo slid from the un­der­car­riage where he had wait­ed be­fore and

    squirmed his way through a bread­box-​sized hole, out in­to the garage.




    He heard peo­ple yelling all the way up the twen­ty sto­ries of the build­ing at the closed

    and locked el­eva­tor doors. He smiled at a star­tled guard.




    By noon, Re­mo was back at the trim white yacht in San Fran­cis­co Bay that he had left

    ear­ly that morn­ing.




    He moved qui­et­ly be­cause he did not wish to dis­turb what was hap­pen­ing in the cab­in.

    It sound­ed like iron pans be­ing clanged against a black­board. Re­mo wait­ed out­side and

    no­ticed that the sounds went on un­in­ter­rupt­ed. It was Chi­un recit­ing his po­et­ry and

    usu­al­ly he would stop to give him­self re­views, the style of which he had read in Amer­ican

    pa­pers.




    He would nor­mal­ly tell him­self: “Su­perb with the pow­er of ge­nius … iri­des­cent

    mag­nif­icence, den­ning the yery role it­self.” The role Chi­un was den­ning at this mo­ment

    was that of the wound­ed flow­er in his 3,008-page po­em that had al­ready been re­ject­ed by

    twen­ty-​two Amer­ican pub­lish­ers. An in­sen­si­tive bee had plucked his pollen too

    rapid­ly.




    The po­em was in old Ko­re­an, the Ko­re­an di­alect un­in­flu­enced by Japanese. Re­mo

    peered in­to the cab­in and saw the crim­son and gold ki­mono of Chi­un’s po­et­ry robe. He saw

    the long fin­ger­nails grace­ful­ly glide in­to the po­si­tions of a flow­er and then the

    flut­ter of a bee. He saw the wisps of white hair and the faint long del­icate beard and

    re­al­ized that the dead­li­est as­sas­sin in the world had a vis­itor.




    He looked far­ther around through the lit­tle port­hole and he saw the shined black

    cor­dovan shoes on the car­pet. The vis­itor was Dr. Harold W. Smith.




    Re­mo let the di­rec­tor sit through an­oth­er half hour of the Ung po­et­ry which Smith

    could not pos­si­bly un­der­stand be­cause he did not know Ko­re­an. But such was Smith’s great

    abil­ity to deal with gov­ern­ment fig­ures that he could sit ap­pear­ing in­ter­est­ed hours

    on end, lis­ten­ing to what had to be to him just dis­cor­dant sounds. He could have been

    hear­ing a record of dish­es be­ing washed and got­ten as much re­al in­for­ma­tion from it.

    But here he was, eye­brows curled, thin lips pursed, head cocked ev­er so slight­ly, as if he

    were tak­ing notes at a col­lege lec­ture.




    At a pause, Re­mo en­tered amid Smith’s ap­plause,




    “Did you get the sig­nif­icance of that, Smit­ty?” asked Re­mo.




    “I’m not fa­mil­iar with the form,” said Smith, “but what I do un­der­stand, I

    ap­pre­ci­ate.”




    “What do you un­der­stand?” Re­mo asked.




    “The hand move­ments. They were a flow­er, I as­sume,” said Smith.




    Chi­un nod­ded. “Yes. Some are un­cul­tured dregs and oth­ers have sen­si­tiv­ity. Per­haps

    it is my spe­cial bur­den, that I am* con­demned to teach those who least ap­pre­ci­ate it.

    That I, to earn trib­ute for my vil­lage as my an­ces­tors be­fore me, must squan­der the

    wis­dom of Sinan­ju be­fore the in­grate who has just ar­rived. Di­amonds in the mud. A pale

    piece of a pig’s ear, here be­fore you.”




    “Barf,” said Re­mo, in the man­ner of the Amer­icans.




    “Ah, you see here the grat­itude,” said Chi­un to Smith with a sat­is­fied nod.




    Smith leaned for­ward. His lemo­ny face was even more somber than usu­al.




    “I imag­ine you are won­der­ing why I would ap­pear here be­fore both of you, so close to a

    spot where I as­sume you have just com­plet­ed an as­sign­ment. I have nev­er done this

    be­fore, as you both know. We go to great pains to keep our­selves and our op­er­ations from

    pub­lic knowl­edge. Pub­lic knowl­edge of our op­er­ations would ru­in us. It would be an

    ad­mis­sion that our gov­ern­ment op­er­ates il­le­gal­ly.”




    “Oh, Em­per­or Smith,” said Chi­un. “He who holds the strongest sword makes his slight­est

    whim le­gal.”




    Smith nod­ded in re­spect. This al­ways amused Re­mo, when Smith tried to ex­plain

    democ­ra­cy to Chi­un. For the House of Sinan­ju had served on­ly kings and despots, the on­ly

    ones with enough mon­ey to pay trib­ute to the as­sas­sins of Sinan­ju for the sup­port of the

    vil­lage onrocky Ko­re­an coast. It did not oc­cur to Re­mo at that mo­ment that Smith

    was about to try to buy Chi­un away from Re­mo, with for­tunes far be­yond those of pet­ty

    kings and pharaohs.




    “So I must be above­board in this,” said Smith. “I have found you more and more dif­fi­cult

    to deal with, Re­mo. In­cred­ibly dif­fi­cult.”




    Chi­un smiled and his lined, aged face moved up and down in a nod. He not­ed that lo these

    many years he had en­dured Re­mo’s lack of re­spect in gen­tle si­lence, not let­ting the world

    know what it was to give the great trea­sure of the knowl­edge of Sinan­ju to one who was so

    un­wor­thy. Chi­un com­pared, him­self, in his high squeaky voice, to the beau­ti­ful flow­er

    that his po­em was about, how it was stepped on, to spring back un­com­plain­ing with its

    beau­ty for the en­tire world.




    “Good,” said Smith. “I’d hoped you’d feel that way. I re­al­ly did.”




    “I re­al­ly don’t give a ding dong,” Re­mo said.




    “In front of Em­per­or Smith, you say those things to a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju?” said Chi­un.

    Gloom shroud­ed the parch­ment face and the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju low­ered him­self to the floor

    of the cab­in, a del­icate head ris­ing up from a mush­room of crim­son and gold robe.

    Un­der­neath that ki­mono, Re­mo knew the long fin­ger­nails were wo­ven to­geth­er and the

    legs were crossed.




    “All right,” said Smith. “Gra­cious Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, you have cre­at­ed a mar­vel in

    Re­mo. You, as I, find it dif­fi­cult to deal with him. I am pre­pared to of­fer you now ten

    times the trib­ute we ship to your vil­lage, if you will train oth­ers.”




    Chi­un nod­ded and smiled the thin calm ac­cep­tance of a flat warm lake in sum­mer,

    wait­ing for the night to chill. This was due the House of Sinan­ju, Chi­un said. And more was

    due.




    “I will in­crease the trib­ute. Twen­ty times what we now pay,” Smith said.




    “Let me tell you some­thing, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said to Chi­un. “The cost of the

    Amer­ican sub­ma­rine that de­liv­ers the gold to your vil­lage is more than the gold it­self.

    He’s not giv­ing you that much.”




    “Fifty times the trib­ute,” Smith said,




    “See. See my worth,” Chi­un said to Re­mo. “What are you paid, white thing? Even your own

    whites of­fer me trib­ute ten­fold. Twen­ty­fold. A hun­dred­fold. And you? Who of­fers you

    any­thing?”




    “All right,” said Smith who thought his last of­fer had been a fifty-​times in­crease. “A

    hun­dred­fold in­crease o£ eigh­teen-​karat gold. That sort of gold is…”




    “He knows, he knows,” said Re­mo. “Give him a di­amond and he can tell a flaw by hold­ing

    it. He’s a frig­ging jew­el­ry store. He knows half the big stones in the world by heart.

    Telling Chi­un about gold is like ex­plain­ing the mass to the Pope.”




    “To sup­port my poor vil­lage, I have be­come fa­mil­iar to a de­gree with the val­ue of

    things,” Chi­un said mod­est­ly.




    “Ask him what a blue-​white di­amond, two karat flaw­less, sells for in Antwerp,” said Re­mo

    to Smith. “Go ahead. Ask him.”




    “On be­half of the or­ga­ni­za­tion and the Amer­ican peo­ple it serves, we are grate­ful to

    you, Chi­un, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. And you, Re­mo, you will re­ceive a large stipend ev­ery year

    for the rest of your life. You will re­main in re­tire­ment. You may die in bed of old age,

    know­ing you have served your coun­try well.”




    “I don’t be­lieve you,” said Re­mo. “I be­lieve I’ll get the first check and maybe the

    sec­ond and then one day I’ll open the door and the steps will blow up in my face. That’s what

    I be­lieve.”Re­mo loomed over Smith and let his left hand float un­der Smith’s chin so

    Smith would re­al­ize Re­mo was will­ing to kill with that hand right now. He want­ed his body

    pres­ence to dom­inate Smith. But the stern man was not about to be dom­inat­ed by a threat.

    His voice did not wa­ver as he re­peat­ed the of­fer to the man who ‘had tak­en the

    or­ga­ni­za­tion so far by him­self. In Re­mo, the or­ga­ni­za­tion had the ul­ti­mate killer

    arm, the hu­man be­ing max­imized to its high­est po­ten­tial. How Chi­un had got­ten this from

    Re­mo, Smith did not know. But if he could do it with one, he could do with oth­ers.




    “I’ll tell you what I’m of­fer­ing, Smit­ty,” Re­mo said. “I’m leav­ing. And if you don’t

    try to kill me, I won’t kill you. But if by chance some­one with­in five feet of me is

    poi­soned or a taxi runs out of con­trol on a street that I’m walk­ing on or if a ran­dom shot

    is fired some­where near me dur­ing a holdup, I am go­ing to tell the world about an

    or­ga­ni­za­tion called CURE, that tried to make gov­ern­ment work out­side the

    Con­sti­tu­tion. And how noth­ing got bet­ter and ev­ery­thing got worse, ex­cept a few bod­ies

    here and there got lost. Some­where. I don’t know where. And then I’m go­ing to squeeze your

    lemon lips in­to your lemon heart and we’ll be even. So good­bye.”




    “I’m sor­ry you feel that way, Re­mo. I’ve known you felt that way for some time. When did

    it all start? If you don’t mind my ask­ing.”




    “When peo­ple couldn’t walk the frig­ging streets and I’m run­ning around af­ter some

    se­cret some­where. The coun­try isn’t work­ing. A man puts in forty hours a week to hear some

    son of a bitch tell him he’s got no right to eat meat, but he’s got to take the food off his

    ta­ble and give it to peo­ple who hang around all day and call him names. Enough. And that son

    of a bitch who tells him that, chances are, is on some pub­lic pay­roll some­wheremak­ing

    a thou­sand dol­lars a week say­ing how rot­ten this coun­try is. No more.”




    “All right,” said Smith sad­ly. “Thank you for what you have done.”




    “You’re wel­come,” said Re­mo, with­out any kind feel­ing in it. He re­moved him­self from

    over Smith and when he looked back he saw per­spi­ra­tion glint in the noon­day sun off Smith’s

    pale brow. Good, Re­mo thought. Smith had tast­ed fear. He had just been too proud to show

    it.




    “And now for you, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,” Smith said.




    Chi­un nod­ded and spoke: “We ac­cept your gra­cious of­fer but we have un­for­tu­nate­ly

    fall­en in­to an eco­nom­ic pe­cu­liar­ity and this dis­tress­es us so much. While we would be

    most hap­py to train hun­dreds, thou­sands, we can­not af­ford to. We have put more than a

    decade of work in­to this,” said Chi­un, nod­ding to Re­mo, “and we must pro­tect that

    in­vest­ment, worth­less as it may seem to any­one.”




    “Five hun­dred times what your vil­lage gets now,” Smith said. “And that prob­ably means two

    sub­marines to de­liv­er it.”




    “You can make it a mil­lion times more,” said Re­mo. “He’s not go­ing to train your men. He

    might waltz a few peo­ple around, but he’s not giv­ing them Sinan­ju.”




    “Cor­rect,” said Chi­un, elat­ed. “I will nev­er teach an­oth­er white man Sinan­ju be­cause

    of the dis­gust­ing in­grat­itude of this one. There­fore, no. I will stay with this

    in­grate.”




    “But you can be free of him and rich­er,” Smith said. “I know of the House of Sinan­ju, You

    have done busi­ness for cen­turies.”




    “Cen­turies up­on cen­turies,” cor­rect­ed Chi­un.




    “And this is more mon­ey,” Smith said.




    “He’s not leav­ing me,” said Re­mo. “I’m the best he’s ev­er had. Bet­ter than Ko­re­ans

    he’s had. If he could havefound a de­cent Ko­re­an to take his place some­day, he nev­er

    would have gone to work for you.”




    “Is that true?” Smith asked.




    “Noth­ing a white man says is true, ex­cept of course your glo­ri­ous­ness, oh

    Em­per­or.”




    “It’s true,” Re­mo said. “Be­sides he’s not leav­ing me. He likes me.”




    “Hah,” said Chi­un im­pe­ri­ous­ly. “I stay to pro­tect my in­vest­ment in that un­wor­thy

    white skin. That is why the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju stays.”




    Smith stared at his brief­case. Re­mo had nev­er seen the hu­man com­put­er so thought­ful.

    Fi­nal­ly he looked up with a small tight-​lipped smile.




    “I guess we’re stuck with each oth­er, Re­mo,” he said.




    “Maybe,” said Re­mo.




    “You’re the on­ly one who can do what’s got to be done,” Smith said.




    “I’ll lis­ten but I’m not promis­ing,” Re­mo said.




    “It’s all sort of sticky. We’re not sure what we’re look-​Ing for.”




    “So what else is new?” Re­mo asked.




    Smith nod­ded glum­ly. “About a week ago, an old la­dy liv­ing in a poor neigh­bor­hood was

    tor­tured to death.” It hap­pened in the Bronx, and now agents from many na­tions were look­ing

    for an ob­ject or de­vice that old wom­an must have had. The de­vice had been brought to this

    coun­try by her hus­band, a Ger­man refugee, who had died short­ly be­fore she did.




    The sun low­ered red over the Pa­cif­ic ocean and still Smith talked. When he stopped, the

    stars were out.




    And Re­mo said he would do the job, if he felt like it in the morn­ing.




    Smith nod­ded again, as he rose to his feet.




    “Good­bye, Re­mo. Good luck,” he said.




    “Luck. You don’t un­der­stand luck,” Re­mo said con­temp­tu­ous­ly.




    “And Amer­ica bids re­spect and hon­or to the awe­some mag­nif­icence of the Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju,” Smith said to Chi­un.




    ”Of course,” said Chi­un.


  




  

    Chapter Three




    Colonel Speskaya be­lieved there was no prob­lem that did not have a ra­tio­nal so­lu­tion.

    He be­lieved wars were start­ed by peo­ple who re­al­ly lacked in­for­ma­tion. With enough

    in­for­ma­tion prop­er­ly or­ga­nized, any fool could see who would win which war and when.




    Colonel Speskaya was twen­ty-​four and or­di­nar­ily would not have re­ceived such an

    au­gust rank so young in the NKVD, the Rus­sian se­cret po­lice, ex­cept that ev­ery­thing he

    did worked out so well.




    He knew more than any man the ba­sic dif­fer­ence be­tween the NKVD and the Amer­ican CIA.

    The CIA had more mon­ey and fell on its face pub­licly. The NKVD had less mon­ey and fouled up

    in pri­vate.




    Speskaya knew that in a well-​run or­ga­ni­za­tion there should be no such thing as a

    twen­ty-​four-​year-​old colonel in peace­time, even though for the NKVD no time was

    peace­time. He al­so knew he was go­ing to be a gen­er­al soon. Still, Amer­ica was stupid

    al­so and when hewas called in­to the Amer­ican sec­tion he felt no great fear.




    There was un­doubt­ed­ly a prob­lem that no one want­ed to take re­spon­si­bil­ity for. When

    he saw the field mar­shal’s epaulettes on the man brief­ing him, he knew it was a big

    prob­lem.




    In ten min­utes, he had it just about solved.




    “Your prob­lem is that you know some­thing big is hap­pen­ing in Amer­ica but you’re not

    sure what and you don’t want to make any great com­mit­ment un­til you know, cor­rect? You are

    em­bar­rassed that we come so late in­to this thing in Amer­ica. So we will take a look at what

    hap­pened to Mrs. Gerd Mueller of the Bronx, New York, and we will see why so many

    in­tel­li­gence agen­cies are hov­er­ing around there and why an en­tire build­ing should be

    torn down by the CIA and cart­ed off in lit­tle box­es the size of trunks. Of course, I will go

    my­self,” said Colonel Speskaya.




    He was blond and blue-​eyed, of del­icate fea­tures that hint­ed of the Vol­ga Ger­mans. He

    was rea­son­ably ath­let­ic and, as some of his wom­en said, “tech­ni­cal­ly a great lover but

    lacks some­thing. He pro­vides sat­is­fac­tion the way food stores pro­vide cheese.”




    Colonel Vladimir Speskaya en­tered the Unit­ed States through Cana­da in mid­spring as

    An­tho­ny Spesk. He was ac­com­pa­nied by his body­guard whose name was Nathan. Nathan

    un­der­stood En­glish but did not speak it. He was five-​feet-​two and weighed one hun­dred

    twen­ty pounds.




    Nathan over­came this deficit in size by his will­ing­ness to shoot any warm thing. Nathan

    would put a .38 slug in the mouth of a ba­by. Nathan liked see­ing blood. He hat­ed tar­gets.

    Tar­gets didn’t bleed.




    Nathan con­fid­ed to an in­struc­tor once that if you shot right in­to the heart of

    some­one, they didn’t bleed nice.Nathan gave his ad­vice: “Get the aor­ta and then you’ve

    got some­thing.”




    The NKVD didn’t know whether to com­mit him to a hos­pi­tal for the crim­inal­ly in­sane or

    pro­mote him. Speskaya took him as a body­guard and let him have his gun on­ly when the

    oc­ca­sion arose. Nathan asked if he could at least keep the bul­lets. Speskaya said this was

    all right pro­vid­ed he didn’t go around pol­ish­ing them in pub­lic. When Nathan wore his

    uni­form that called for a hol­ster, Speskaya made him car­ry a toy pis­tol. He was not about

    to let him walk the streets of Moscow with a load­ed weapon.




    Nathan was dark with a rat­like face and pro­trud­ing front teeth that looked as if he were

    a new race of man that fed on birch bark.




    When Colonel Speskaya, alias An­tho­ny Spesk, reached Seneca Falls, New York, he took a new

    .38 cal­iber pis­tol from his suit­case-​bor­der po­lice nev­er checked one’s bag­gage be­tween

    Cana­da and Amer­ica-​and gave it to Nathan.




    “Nathan, this is your gun. I am giv­ing this to you be­cause I trust you. I trust you know

    how much Moth­er Rus­sia de­pends on you. You will be able to use this gun but on­ly when I say

    so. All right?”




    “I swear. By all the saints and by our chair­man, by the blood of all the Rus­sians that is

    in me, by the heroes of Stal­in­grad, I swear and I pledge this cau­tion to you, Colonel. I

    will, with fru­gal­ity and cau­tion, use this in­stru­ment and nev­er with­out your

    per­mis­sion will I fire even one shot.”




    “Good Nathan,” said An­tho­ny Spesk.




    Nathan kissed his com­man­der’s hand.




    At a traf­fic light en­ter­ing the New York Thruway, Spesk felt an ex­plo­sion be­hind his

    right ear. He saw a hitch­hik­er jump up in the air, as though be­ing yankedback­ward.

    The hitch­hik­er bled pro­fuse­ly from the chest. She had been hit in the aor­ta.




    “Sor­ry,” said Nathan.




    “Give me the gun,” said Spesk.




    “I re­al­ly swear this time,” said Nathan.




    “If you keep killing peo­ple, even­tu­al­ly the Amer­ican po­lice may catch us. Now come on.

    We have im­por­tant busi­ness. Give me the gun.”




    “I’m sor­ry,” said Nathan. “I said I’m sor­ry. I re­al­ly said it. I swear it this time. I

    re­al­ly swear it. Last time was on­ly a promise.”




    “Nathan, I do not have time to ar­gue with you. We must get away from this place be­cause of

    what you have done. Do not use that gun again.” Spesk let him keep the gun.




    “Thank you, thank you. You are the best colonel that ev­er was,” said Nathan, who was good

    all the way till New Paltz when Spesk pulled off the road to sign in­to a mo­tel. Nathan shot

    the clerk’s face off.




    Spesk grabbed the gun away and drove off with the cry­ing Nathan.




    It was re­al­ly not so bad as it might ap­pear. If one stud­ied Amer­ica, as Colonel

    Speskaya had, one would dis­cov­er that mur­ders were rarely solved un­less the mur­der­er

    want­ed them solved. There was just no ma­chin­ery for pro­tect­ing the lives of the cit­izens.

    If this were Ger­many or Hol­land, Spesk wouldn’t even have brought along a body­guard.




    But Amer­ica had be­come such a jun­gle that it was just not safe to en­ter it with­out

    pro­tec­tion any­more.




    “I will car­ry the gun,” said Spesk an­gri­ly as he drove off tired in­to the dark night

    head­ing for New York City.




    “Fas­cist,” mum­bled Nathan.




    “What?” de­mand­ed Spesk.




    “Noth­ing, sir,” sniffed Nathan.




    It was red dawn when Colonel Speskaya en­tered NewYork City. He told Nathan to stop

    mak­ing bang sounds and point­ing.his fin­ger at the few peo­ple walk­ing the streets. Nathan

    sud­den­ly said he was fright­ened.




    “Why?” asked Spesk, study­ing a map.




    “Be­cause we will starve to death. Or be killed in the food ri­ots.”




    “You will not starve in Amer­ica. Look at those shops. You can have all the food you

    want.”




    “That’s on­ly for Amer­ican gen­er­als,” Nathan said.




    “No. It’s for ev­ery­one.”




    “That’s a lie.”




    “Why?” asked Spesk.




    “Be­cause Prav­da says there are food ri­ots and the peo­ple starve in Amer­ica.”




    “Prav­da is a long way away. Some­times sto­ries change at a dis­tance.”




    “No. It’s in print. I read it.”




    “What about Amer­ican news­pa­pers? They don’t tell sto­ries about food ri­ots,” Spesk

    said.




    “Amer­ican news­pa­pers are pro­pa­gan­da.”




    “But they’re print­ed too,” said Spesk.




    This caused Nathan some con­fu­sion. His brow fur­rowed. His dark Rus­sian face cloud­ed

    with gloom as he thought, dif­fi­cult and sticky step by dif­fi­cult and sticky step.

    Fi­nal­ly, the pis­tol killer smiled.




    “It is Rus­sian print­ing that is al­ways the truth be­cause you can read it right. It is

    Amer­ican print­ing that lies be­cause we can­not read it. It can say any­thing with those

    fun­ny let­ters it us­es.”




    “Good, Nathan,” said Spesk, but again his body­guard both­ered him with a ques­tion so Spesk

    said he would ex­plain ev­ery­thing about the mis­sion now, why he had come in­to Amer­ica

    per­son­al­ly with an op­er­ative who was not fa­mil­iar with the lan­guage.




    “But a good shot and a good Com­mu­nist,” Nathan in­sist­ed.




    “Yes,” said Spesk.




    “So, may I have my gun?”




    “No,” said Spesk. “Now lis­ten, be­cause you are get­ting a rare treat,” said the youngest

    colonel in the NKVD. “You are get­ting to know what is go­ing on. Even gen­er­als don’t know

    that.”




    Nathan said he knew what was go­ing on. They were right­ing im­pe­ri­al­ism. From the

    bor­ders of Ger­many where Rus­sian troops were sta­tioned and in­to Cu­ba, un­til Rus­sia had

    con­quered im­pe­ri­al­ism from one end of the world to the oth­er, where no oth­er flag flew

    but the ham­mer and sick­le.




    “Good,” said Spesk. “About ten days ago when you were called in from Vladi­vos­tok, a

    strange thing was hap­pen­ing in Amer­ica. The CIA, our en­emy, was tear­ing down a build­ing

    piece by piece. This at­tract­ed at­ten­tion. West Ger­man in­tel­li­gence was in­ter­est­ed,

    Ar­gen­tine in­tel­li­gence was in­ter­est­ed. They did what we call over­load an area and we

    knew that be­cause we traced them mov­ing large num­bers of peo­ple-​eight and ten, that is a

    lot in es­pi­onage-​out of their nor­mal du­ties to watch one build­ing be­ing torn down. To

    try to talk to the daugh­ter of a wom­an who was killed.”




    “Who killed her?”




    “At first we thought mug­gers.”




    “What is a mug­ger?” asked Nathan.




    “A mug­ger is a per­son who jumps on some­one, beats them up, and takes their mon­ey. There

    are a lot of them in New York City.”




    “Be­cause of cap­ital­ist op­pres­sion, there are mug­gers, cor­rect?” asked Nathan.




    “No, no,” said Spesk, an­noyed. “I want you to un­der­stand this clear­ly. For­get

    ev­ery­thing you’ve read. In this coun­try, there is no death penal­ty in many ar­eas. Some­how

    they got the no­tion in this coun­try that killing some­one for a crime is not a de­ter­rent to

    more crime. Sothey took away cap­ital pun­ish­ment and now they can’t walk their own

    streets. So I have brought you along be­cause now that this land has no death penal­ty, many

    peo­ple go around killing and you are to pro­tect me. Worse still are the laws re­gard­ing

    those who are less than eigh­teen years old. They can kill with­out even go­ing to jail and

    Amer­ican jails are warm and give three meals a day, of­ten with meat.”




    “They must have mil­lions com­mit­ting crimes to get in,” said Nathan in as­ton­ish­ment,

    be­cause on­ly when he joined the NKVD did he eat meat reg­ular­ly. That was food for rul­ing

    Com­mu­nists/not for the mass­es.




    “They have mil­lions com­mit­ting crimes,” said Spesk. “But let me warn you about any idea

    of com­mit­ting a crime to get in­to one of their jails. We can ex­change pris­on­ers for you

    and then you will go back to a Rus­sian jail. And we kill, friend. And not all that quick­ly

    for de­fec­tors.”




    Nathan said he had no in­ten­tion of de­fect­ing.




    “Which brings up, Nathan, why I, per­son­al­ly am here. Now you must al­ready be think­ing

    how stupid Amer­icans are. And this is very true. They are stupid. If you tell Amer­icans

    some­thing is moral, they will cut their own throats for it. Ex­cept, some­times, cer­tain

    peo­ple stop them.”




    “Who?” de­mand­ed Nathan in the back seat of the car parked un­der a train that went above

    them on rails very high up. It was an Amer­ican el­evat­ed train that some of their cities had.

    Ev­ery time a train passed, Nathan trem­bled be­cause he thought the train might fall.

    Build­ings fell down in Moscow so why shouldn’t trains that rat­tled so much fall al­so?




    “We stop them,” Spesk said. “You see, our gen­er­als do not want the cap­ital­ists to cut

    their own throats be­cause that would make the gen­er­als look unim­por­tant. They want it to

    ap­pear as if their hands are on the ra­zor.




    There­fore, they have to do some­thing and ev­ery time they do some­thing, they make the

    cap­ital­ists look smarter. There­fore, we come here to the Bronx in Amer­ica. To this

    slum.”




    “It looks all right to me,” said Nathan, notic­ing the shops open, their win­dows crammed

    with goods and foods, and how well ev­ery­one ap­peared to dress, with­out great patch­es, and

    with shoes with­out rags hold­ing them on.




    “By Amer­ican stan­dards it is a slum. There is worse yet, but nev­er mind. I go here

    my­self per­son­al­ly be­cause they would, if I left it to the gen­er­als, they would write

    re­ports that said ev­ery­thing so no mat­ter what hap­pened, they would have pre­dict­ed it.

    Our gen­er­als are as stupid as Amer­ican gen­er­als. As a mat­ter of fact, they are

    iden­ti­cal. A gen­er­al is a gen­er­al is a gen­er­al which is why when one sur­ren­ders, he

    has din­ner with his con­queror. They are all iden­ti­cal. So you and I are here to see what

    all this fuss is about and then we will fig­ure out what we will do about it and when we

    re­turn to Moth­er Rus­sia, we will both be heroes of the So­vi­et So­cial­ist Re­publics,

    yes?”




    “Yes,” said Nathan. “Heroes.” And he thought how nice it would be to shoot up be­tween the

    rail­road tracks and get a kneecap or the groin. The groin was a won­der­ful place to shoot

    peo­ple ex­cept that they died on­ly some­times. The colonel still held his gun. But he would

    have to give it back when they saw mug­gers.




    “Mug­ger,” said Nathan hap­pi­ly, and point­ed at a man with a blue cap and a blue suit who

    had a whis­tle in his mouth and wore white gloves and stood in the mid­dle of a very large and

    wide street with high build­ings all around. He would have made a won­der­ful tar­get. There

    was even a shiny sil­ver star on his chest. Nathan could hit that star.




    “No. That is a black po­lice­man,” said Spesk. “You are think­ing of nig­ger, not mug­ger.

    Nig­ger is a word Amer­icans who are black do not like to be called.”




    “What do they like to be called?” asked Nathan.




    “That de­pends. It is al­ways chang­ing. Once it was Ne­gro and black was bad, then it was

    black and Ne­gro was bad, then it was Afro-​Amer­ican, but it is nev­er nig­ger. Many of the

    mug­gers are black though. Most are.”




    “But don’t the racist po­lice shoot black nig­ger Afro-​Amer­icans all the time?

    Ne­groes?”




    “Ob­vi­ous­ly not,” said Spesk. “Or there wouldn’t be the mug­ging prob­lem.”




    “I hate racists,” said Nathan.




    “Good,” said Spesk. As he cal­cu­lat­ed, the build­ing they were look­ing for would be

    to­ward the main cen­ter of the city which was called Man­hat­tan, yet still in an out­ly­ing

    dis­trict called the Bronx.




    “I al­so hate Africans. They are ug­ly and black. I want to vom­it when I see some­thing so

    ug­ly and black,” Nathan said, and spat out the win­dow. “Some­day so­cial­ism will end racism

    and blacks.”




    The first thing that told Spesk they were near the area was a yel­low-​striped road­block.

    In­stead of go­ing clos­er, he veered off the large Amer­ican street down a hill in­to a

    res­iden­tial area. If all the re­ports were true, any­one turn­ing in­to these road­blocks

    passed the very ca­su­al and very armed Amer­ican loung­ing around, would be pho­tographed, and

    per­haps even stopped and ques­tioned.




    There were bet­ter ways to pen­etrate in Amer­ica. One did not have to have ex­pen­sive

    spies worm­ing their way in­to the in­nards of the de­fense es­tab­lish­ment. There were

    cheap­er and eas­ier ways. One did not have to play spy all the time in Amer­ica.




    So when Spesk saw the garbage stacked neat­ly in cans along the curb, he re­al­ized he was

    in a safe enoughneigh­bor­hood to park. He found a tav­ern and told Nathan not to

    talk.




    Spesk him­self had been one of the bilin­gual chil­dren. Right af­ter the Sec­ond World War,

    the NKVD be­gan nurs­eries where chil­dren learned En­glish and Chi­nese al­most as soon as

    Rus­sian, so that they would not on­ly speak with­out ac­cents but would think in the for­eign

    lan­guages al­so. Chil­dren, it had been dis­cov­ered, learned to du­pli­cate sounds ex­act­ly,

    while grownups could on­ly re­pro­duce sounds they had learned in their child­hood. All of

    which meant Spesk could walk in­to Winars­ki’s Tav­ern, just off the Grand Con­course in the

    Bronx of New York City, Amer­ica, and sound as if he came from Chica­go.




    He or­dered a beer, fel­la, and won­dered, fel­la, how busi­ness was, fel­la, and gee,

    gol­ly, what a great look­ing bar the guy had here, and by the way what were all those yel­low

    bar­ri­cades do­ing on the oth­er side of the Con­course?




    “Build­ings. Tear­ing down. Nig­gers there,” said the bar­tender whose En­glish lacked

    Spesk’s pre­ci­sion and clar­ity.




    “Why are they tear­ing down a build­ing, pal? Huh? How come?” asked Spesk as if he had

    worked his way through Dou­glas MacArthur High School by de­liv­er­ing Chica­go Tri­bunes.




    “They tear down. The politi­cians. They tear down, they build up.”




    “That’s go­ing up?”




    “Noth­ing. Men there with guns. I bet drugs. They look­ing. I bet hero­in,” said the

    bar­tender.




    “A lot of men?”




    “Three blocks around. Cam­eras too. In apart­ments. You don’t need to go there. Nig­gers

    over there. You stay here,” said the bar­tender.




    “You bet I will,” said Spesk. “Say, was there any­thing in the pa­pers about it? I mean,

    that’s sort of wierd, isn’t it, tear­ing down a build­ing with a lot of guys with guns

    stand­ing around?”




    “Drugs I bet. Hero­in. Does he want a drink?” asked the bar­tender, nod­ding to Nathan.

    Nathan stared be­hind the bar. Nathan drooled.




    “You have a gun back there,” said Spesk. “Please put it out of sight.” He slapped Nathan on

    the shoul­der and put his tongue over his lips to in­di­cate he want­ed si­lence.




    Spesk spent the af­ter­noon in the bar, buy­ing drinks oc­ca­sion­al­ly, play­ing a game of

    darts, and just chew­ing the fat with all the nice guys who came and went, fel­la, nice to see

    you, catch you again next time.




    There had been a wound­ing of a young black there and some black min­is­ter had made a fuss,

    some­one told Spesk. Guy’s name was Wad­son, Rev­erend Josi­ah. Wad-​son had a po­lice record

    for break­ing and en­ter­ing, pro­cure­ment, as­sault with a dead­ly weapon, rape, as­sault

    with in­tent to kill, even though the po­lice had or­ders from City Hall to keep it qui­et.




    “I bet you’re a cop, right?” asked Tony Spesk, alias Colonel Speskaya.




    “Yeah. A sergeant,” said the man.




    Tony Spesk bought the guy a beer and told him the prob­lem with New York City was that the

    cops’ hands were tied. And they didn’t get paid enough.




    The sergeant thought this was true. God’s hon­est truth. What Colonel Speskaya did not tell

    the sergeant was that the mu­nic­ipal in Moscow felt the same way, as did the Lon­don bob­by

    and the Tan­za­ni­an peo­ple’s con­sta­ble.




    “Won­der what all that stuff is over there? On Wal­ton Av­enue, is it?”




    “Oh, that,” said the sergeant. “Hush-​hush. They moved the CIA in, about eight days ago. It

    was a fuck­up.”




    “Yeah?” said Tony Spesk. Nathan eyed the lit­tle re­volver in the sergeant’s belt. He moved

    a hand out to­ward it. Spesk slapped the hand away and pushed him to­ward the door, mo­tion­ing

    to their car. Spesk did not want to tell him to get out in Rus­sian.




    Back at the ta­ble, the sergeant told Spesk that he had a friend who knew one of the CIA

    guys there and ev­ery­thing was fouled up. Ev­ery­thing. They had been too late.




    Too late for what? asked Spesk, Tony Spesk, Car­bon-​dale, Illi­nois ap­pli­ance sales­man.

    As with most rum­mies, an hour and a half of drink­ing had made Spesk a life­long friend of the

    po­lice sergeant. Which was how he was in­tro­duced as “my bud­dy, Tony” to an­oth­er friend

    and how they all de­cid­ed to go out for a night on the town be­cause Tony had an ex­pense

    ac­count. And they took Joe with them.




    Joe-​you had to promise not to breathe a word of it-​was an op­er­ative for the CIA.




    “You’re full of shit,” said Tony Spesk.




    “He is,” said the sergeant with a wink.




    They went to a Hawai­ian restau­rant. Joe had a Sin­ga­pore Sling. He saved the lit­tle

    pur­ple pa­per um­brel­las they put in the drinks to make them cute enough to charge $3.25 for

    them. When Joe had col­lect­ed five of those um­brel­las with Tony pay­ing, he had the

    damn­dest sto­ry to tell.




    There was this Ger­man en­gi­neer. Frig­ging Kraut. Did he ‘tell ev­ery­body that the guy

    was a Ger­man? Yeah? Okay. Well, he in­vent­ed this thing, see. Whad­dya mean, what thing?-It

    was se­cret. Like a se­cret weapon. In­vent­ed it right in his Kraut cel­lar or at­tic or

    some­thing.Back dur­ing Dou­ble-​U Dou­ble-​U Two. Don’t tell any­body be­cause it’s a

    se­cret. Now where was he?




    “What kind of weapon?” asked Tony Spesk.




    Joe in­haled the rum­my fumes from the Sin­ga­pore Sling. “No­body knows. That’s why it’s a

    se­cret. I got to piss.”




    “Go in your pants,” said Spesk with au­thor­ity. The sergeant had passed out al­ready and no

    one no­ticed that Spesk wasn’t re­al­ly drink­ing.




    “All right,” said Joe. “Just a minute. Okay. That takes care of that. Maybe this thing reads

    minds, no­body knows.”




    “Did you find it?” asked Spesk.




    “Ooooh, it’s wet,” said the man earn­ing thir­ty-​two thou­sand dol­lars a year to pro­tect

    Amer­ica’s in­ter­ests around the world through his men­tal su­pe­ri­or­ity, cun­ning, and

    self-​dis­ci­pline.




    “It’ll dry,” said Spesk. “Did you find it?”




    “It’s too late,” said Joe.




    “Why?”




    “Be­cause I’ve gone al­ready,” said the agent for the most hooplaed se­cret ser­vice since

    Nero’s Prae­to­ri­an Guard.




    “No. Why was it too late for the se­cret weapon?”




    “It was gone. We couldn’t find it. We on­ly found out it ex­ist­ed be­cause the East

    Ger­mans showed up look­ing for it.”




    “And they didn’t tell,” said Spesk. There would be some dues to pay for this treach­ery

    to­ward Rus­sia. Ob­vi­ous­ly some of the old Gestapo work­ing now with East Ger­many had

    re­mem­bered the dead man’s name and told how he had in­vent­ed some kind of de­vice, and the

    East Ger­man se­cret po­lice went look­ing for it, with­out telling the Rus­sian NKVD, and the

    Amer­icans saw the East Ger­mans look­ing and they looked, and then ev­ery­body went

    look­ing.




    Of course, there was a pos­si­bil­ity that Amer­ica had plant­ed some­thing in that

    neigh­bor­hood to draw out spies from oth­er coun­tries, but Spesk dis­missed that. If they

    caught you, they would hold you for a trade. Gone were the old Cold War il­lu­sions of be­ing

    able to per­ma­nent­ly keep oth­er coun­tries’ op­er­atives out of your own coun­try.




    Why both­er? There was just too much traf­fic. They would mon­itor it; they wouldn’t stop

    it. No. The sto­ry about the de­vice was re­al. At least the Amer­icans thought so. But why so

    much fuss? Thir­ty years old, the ma­chine could not have had much prac­ti­cal ap­pli­ca­tion.

    Thir­ty years ago, there hadn’t been lie de­tec­tors, bio-​feed­back ma­chines, sodi­um

    pen­tothal. A whole trip sneak­ing in­to Amer­ica wast­ed for just a non­sense de­vice. Spesk

    al­most laughed. For what? To look in­to peo­ple’s heads and see what went on? Usu­al­ly it was

    just dis­con­nect­ed gib­ber­ish.




    Out­side, Nathan slept in the back seat of the car. Amer­ican traf­fic was in­or­di­nate­ly

    heavy out­side the restau­rant. No. It was nor­mal. Spesk was judg­ing it by Moscow stan­dards

    where there were few cars. Spesk was both­ered.




    The CIA man, Joe, had had a night off. His op­er­ation had start­ed on­ly ten days be­fore.

    This wasn’t a night off. CIA tours went on for a min­imum of twen­ty days and, as of­ten as

    not, un­til a mis­sion was com­plet­ed.




    Joe had a night off be­cause the mis­sion was over. The Amer­icans had not found what they

    were look­ing for and they were just pulling out the CIA.




    Spesk would have to look for him­self.




    Spesk did not of­ten wor­ry but tonight he was wor­ried. He woke up Nathan and gave him his

    gun.




    “Nathan, I am giv­ing you the gun. Do not shoot it at any­one just yet be­cause you will

    have to use it soonenough. I do not want us hid­ing the gun be­cause you shoot some

    stranger, when you may have to use it to save our lives very soon.”




    “Just one, now?” asked Nathan.




    “None, now,” said Spesk.




    As he thought, he drove his large smooth Amer­ican car in­to the area that had been sealed

    off by yel­low paint­ed road­blocks. The road­blocks were gone now.




    It was one A.M. Black teenagers roamed the street. A few tried to break in­to their

    slow-​mov­ing car but Spesk had Nathan with him. And just show­ing the gun kept them away.




    Spesk slowed the car at the site where the build­ing had been torn down. He no­ticed a large

    hole in the ground. He left the car with Nathan out be­hind him, hold­ing the gun. They had

    ex­ca­vat­ed, these Amer­icans. They had ex­ca­vat­ed and still not found it.




    Spesk’s keen eyes no­ticed the small marks at the edge of the lot. They had ex­ca­vat­ed

    with chis­els. There­fore the de­vice was small. If it ex­ist­ed. If it was worth

    any­thing.




    And then there was the shot be­hind him.




    Nathan had done it. He had not fired to pro­tect them. He had shot at an Ori­en­tal in

    glar­ing yel­low ki­mono across the street and now, the white man who was with the Ori­en­tal

    was mov­ing across the street.




    Spesk did not have time to won­der what an­oth­er white man was do­ing in this

    neigh­bor­hood. The white man moved too quick­ly for that. Nathan fired again and it seemed as

    if it was aimed right at the on­com­ing chest. There was no way Nathan could have missed.




    And yet the thin white man was at him and vir­tu­al­ly through him by the time the shot

    stopped ring­ing in Spesk’s ear. The white man’s hands hard­ly seemed to move, yet they were

    out and back and Nathan’s dark skull col­lapsed be­neath the man’s fin­ger­tips and

    hisbrains went shoot­ing out the oth­er side as though popped from a cook­ie gun.




    “Thank you,” said Spesk. “That man was about to kill me.”


  




  

    Chapter Four




    “Any­time I can, I’m glad to help,” said Re­mo to the blond man, who showed an amaz­ing

    cool­ness for some­one who had mo­ments be­fore feared for his life. The dark-​haired man with

    a gun lay very fi­nal­ly on the side­walk, his mind not trou­bling him be­cause it was spread

    in a fan­like pat­tern of brain just be­yond his head like a sun­rise. The slum smelled of that

    same strange old cof­fee-​ground fla­vor Re­mo no­ticed in slums all over. They all smelled of

    it, even in ar­eas that didn’t use cof­fee. A sticky ear­ly sum­mer cool­ness blew down Wal­ton

    Av­enue. Re­mo wore his usu­al slacks, loafers, and tee shirt.




    “What’s your name?” Re­mo asked.




    “Spesk. Tony Spesk. I sell ap­pli­ances.”




    “What were you do­ing out here?”




    “I was driv­ing along down­town and that man broke in­to my car, stuck a gun in my neck, and

    or­dered me tadrive here. I guess he de­cid­ed to shoot at you when he saw you. So

    thanks, pal. Thanks again.”




    “You’re wel­come,” Re­mo said. The man was over­dressed. His tie was pink. “That your

    car?”




    “Yes,” said Spesk. “Who are you? A po­lice­man?”




    “No. Not that,” Re­mo said.




    “You sound like a po­lice­man.”




    “I sound like a lot of things. I sell di­et gelatin. I sell straw­ber­ry and choco­late and

    co­coa al­mond cream.”




    “Oh,” said Spesk. “That sounds in­ter­est­ing.”




    “Not as in­ter­est­ing as tapi­oca,” Re­mo said. “Tapi­oca is a thrill.” The man was ly­ing

    of course. He had not come down to the states from Cana­da-​the car had Cana­di­an plates-​to

    sell ap­pli­ances. The man be­hind him had left the car a good time af­ter good old Tony Spesk,

    to pro­vide cov­er. And this was ev­ident be­cause the man had been more in­ter­est­ed in roofs

    and win­dows than in the man he was sup­posed to be threat­en­ing.




    And then the man had seen Chi­un and wheeled for a shot. There was no rea­son for that shot.

    He didn’t know who Chi­un was, or Re­mo. He just shot, which was strange. But the dead

    dark-​haired man be­longed to yel­low-​haired Tony Spesk. There was no doubt about that.




    “Do you need some help?” Re­mo asked.




    “No, no. Do you need some help? Say, fel­la, I like the way you moved. You a pro­fes­sion­al

    ath­lete?”




    “Sort of,” Re­mo said.




    “I can pay you dou­ble. You’re not young. You’re at the end of your ca­reer.”




    “In my game,” Re­mo said, “young is fifty. What do you want me for?”




    “I just thought a man with your abil­ities might want to make him­self some good mon­ey,

    fel­la. That’s all.”




    “Look,” said Re­mo. “I re­al­ly don’t be­lieve any­thing you’ve said, but I’m too busy to

    keep an eye on you, so just so I’ll rec­og­nize you at a dis­tance and maybe slowyou up a

    lit­tle …” Re­mo let his right palm slap down at the man’s knee, very gen­tly.




    And Spesk, stand­ing there, re­mem­bered when a tank had thrown a tread and it had tak­en

    off an in­fantry­man’s knee. The calf was held to the thigh by a strand. The tank tread had

    shot off so fast, he had hard­ly seen it. This man’s hand moved faster and there was a

    sear­ing, emp­ty­ing pain at his left knee, and even as he dropped, gasp­ing in pain; he knew

    he want­ed this man for Mpther Rus­sia. .This man would be more valu­able than any sil­ly toy

    cre­at­ed thir­ty years ago. This man moved in a way Spesk had nev­er seen be­fore. It was not

    some­thing bet­ter than any oth­er man; it was some­thing dif­fer­ent.




    And at twen­ty-​four, and the youngest colonel in the So­vi­et, he was prob­ably the on­ly

    of­fi­cer of that rank who would dare make the de­ci­sion he made now, go­ing down to the

    side­walk, his left leg use­less. He was go­ing to get that man for Rus­sia. The dun­der­heads

    in the high­er ranks might not un­der­stand im­me­di­ate­ly, but even­tu­al­ly they would see

    that there was an ad­van­tage in this man, of­fered by no ma­chine or de­vice.




    Spesk crawled, cry­ing, to his car and jerk­ily drove away. He would find com­pa­tri­ots in

    New York who could ar­range for med­ical care. It was not safe to lie wound­ed in this area,

    not with­out Nathan for pro­tec­tion.




    Re­mo walked back to his car. A young black boy hopped around, clutch­ing his wrist.

    Ap­par­ent­ly he had at­tempt­ed to pull Chi­un’s beard and had been im­me­di­ate­ly

    dis­ap­point­ed to find out here was not a frail old rab­bi.




    “What depths your na­tion has sunk to. What in­de­scrib­able hor­rors,” said Chi­un.




    “What’s the mat­ter?”




    “That thing dared touch the body of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. Have they not been taught

    re­spect?”




    “I’m sur­prised he’s alive,” Re­mo said.




    “I have not been paid to clean the streets of your cities. Have you not had enough of this

    coun­try, a coun­try where chil­dren would dare touch the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju?”




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther, there are things that trou­ble me about my coun­try. But not fear for your

    per­son. There are oth­er peo­ple out there though, peo­ple with­out your skills, who are not

    pro­tect­ed as you are by your skills. Smith is wor­ried about some gad­get that some­body

    in­vent­ed. But I am wor­ried be­cause an old wom­an has been killed. And it doesn’t mat­ter to

    any­one. It doesn’t mat­ter,” said Re­mo and he felt the blood run hot up his neck and his

    hands trem­bled and it was as if he had nev­er been taught to breathe prop­er­ly. “It’s wrong.

    It’s un­just. It god­dam stinks.”




    Chi­un smiled and looked know­ing­ly at his pupil.




    “You have learned much, Re­mo. You have learned to awak­en your body in a world where most

    peo­ple’s bod­ies go from moth­er’s breast to grave with­out ev­er the breath of full life.

    Hard­ly is there a man to chal­lenge your skills. Yet no mas­ter of Sinan­ju, for cen­tu­ry

    up­on cen­tu­ry, has had skill enough to do what you wish to do.”




    “What is that, Lit­tle Fa­ther?”




    “End in­jus­tice.”




    “I don’t want to end it, Lit­tle Fa­ther. I just don’t want it to flour­ish.”




    “Be it enough that in your own heart and your own vil­lage, jus­tice tri­umphs.”




    And Re­mo knew he was about to hear the sto­ry of Sinan­ju again, how the vil­lage was so

    poor that the ba­bies could not be sup­port­ed dur­ing the lean years and had to be put to

    sleep in the cold wa­ters of the WestKo­rea Bay. Un­til the first Mas­ter of Sinan­ju

    many cen­turies be­fore had be­gun to rent out his tal­ents to rulers. And thus was born the

    sun source of all the mar­tial arts, Sinan­ju. And by serv­ing well the monar­chs, each Mas­ter

    saved the ba­bies. This was Re­mo’s jus­tice.




    “Each task you per­form with per­fec­tion feeds the chil­dren of Sinan­ju,” Chi­un said.




    “They’re a bunch of in­grates in Sinan­ju and you know it,” said Re­mo.




    “Yes, Re­mo, but they are our in­grates,” said Chi­un, and a Jong fin­ger­nail stressed the

    point in the dark night.




    It was dark be­cause the neigh­bor­hood’s street lamps had been torn down when the peo­ple

    dis­cov­ered they could sell pieces of the new alu­minum poles to junk­yards. There had been a

    tele­vi­sion spe­cial on the dark­ness in the slums, com­par­ing it to a form of geno­cide,

    where­by the sys­tem stole light from the blacks. A so­ci­ol­ogist made a de­tailed study and

    blamed the city for be­ing in col­lu­sion with the junk­yards to put up lights that could be

    torn down with­out too much ef­fort. “Again, the blacks are vic­tims,” the so­ci­ol­ogist had

    said on tele­vi­sion, “of white prof­its.” He did not dwell on who did the tear­ing down or

    whose tax­es paid for the lamp posts in the first place.




    Re­mo looked around the street. Chi­un slow­ly shook his head.




    “I’m go­ing to find out who did in Mrs. Mueller,” Re­mo said.




    “And then what?”




    “Then I am go­ing to see that jus­tice is done,” Re­mo said.




    “Aieee,” wailed Chi­un. “What a waste of a good as­sas­sin. My pre­cious work and time

    squan­dered in fits of emo­tion.” Or­di­nar­ily Chi­un would se­clude him­self in a cloak of

    si­lence up­on hear­ing such West­ern non­sense.But this time he did not. He asked what

    sort of jus­tice Re­mo sought. If it were young­sters who killed the old wom­an, then they took

    but a few years of her life. Should he take many years of their lives? That would be

    un­just.




    The body of the man Re­mo had killed lay on the side­walk. Po­lice would come in the

    morn­ing, thought Re­mo. Just as peo­ple had seen him from the win­dows, there must have been

    peo­ple who had seen the killers or killer come out of Mrs. Mueller’s house. Or if it were a

    gang, one of them must have talked.




    Smith had giv­en Re­mo some de­tails about the gad­get he was look­ing for and about Gerd

    Mueller’s work in Ger­many. The on­ly thing men­tioned about the old wom­an’s death was that it

    was ap­par­ent­ly not done by any­one im­por­tant.




    “You,” said Re­mo to a fat wom­an lean­ing out the win­dow, her large black glob­ular

    breasts pushed up over her fat black arms. “You live there?”




    “No. Ah just comes down here to see how the col­ored lives.”




    “I’m will­ing to pay for in­for­ma­tion.”




    “Broth­er,” she said. She had a deep throaty voice. “That makes you down home peo­ple.”




    Re­mo of­fered a five and that was tak­en and the wom­an asked where the rest was. And Re­mo

    held up two hun­dred-​dol­lar bills very close to her face and she made a good­ly snatch at the

    bills, but Re­mo low­ered them, then raised them, giv­ing her the feel­ing that she had grabbed

    at the bills but they had de­ma­te­ri­al­ized for a mo­ment. It was so amaz­ing to her that she

    tried again. And then again.




    “How you do that?” asked the wom­an.




    “I got rhythm,” said Re­mo.




    “What you wan­na know?”




    “There was an old wom­an, a white wom­an.”




    “De Mis­sus Mueller.”




    “That’s right.”




    “She daid. I know that the wom­an you want ’cause ev­ery­body ax­es about her.”




    “I know that. But do you know any­one who went in­to that house that day? What do you hear

    on the street?”




    “Well, now, I been axed that a lot. And I been re­al fine at that. I tells them noth­ing. It

    fun­ny they ax­es so much, ’cause it on­ly a killing.”




    “Did you know her?”




    “No. De whites don’ usu­al­ly go out, ‘cept­ing ’bout de un­god­ly hour.”




    “When’s that? The un­god­ly hour?” asked Re­mo.




    “Nine o’clock in de morn­ing,” said the wom­an.




    “Do you know who op­er­ates around here? What sort of gangs? Maybe they know more things. I

    pay good mon­ey.”




    “You want to know who kill her, white boy?”




    “That’s what I want.”




    “De Lawds.”




    “You know that?”




    “Ev­ery­body know that. De Lawds, dey got dis street. It theirs. Their turf. Dey gonna get

    you too, white boy, lessen you come in­side, you and that fun­ny-​look­ing yel­low friend of

    yours.”




    Re­mo of­fered up the bills again and this time he let her hand close on them. But he held

    the bot­toms of the two bills.




    “How come you can lean out of that win­dow in safe­ty, leav­ing ij open and all that?” Re­mo

    asked.




    ” ‘Cause I black.”




    “No,” said Re­mo. “Punks will do it to any­body weak enough. Your skin doesn’t pro­tect

    you.”




    ” ‘Cause I black and I blow they mutha­fuck­ing heads off,” she said, and with the oth­er

    hand, she brought out a sawed-​off shot­gun. “I gots my saviour here. I got oneof them in

    the balls four years ago ’bout. He lay on that side­walk theah and hollered. Than I gives him a

    bit of de ole Geor­gia Peach in de eyes.”




    “That’s boil­ing lye?” asked Re­mo in­cred­ulous­ly.




    “The best. I keeps a pot boilin’ all the time. Now you take you whites. They don’t

    ’sta­blish them­selves as peo­ples what got to be re­spect­ed no more. I black. I speak the

    street lan­guage. Sawed off in the balls and lye in the face and I ain’ had no trou­ble sincet.

    You and you fun­ny-​lookin’ friend ought­ta come in here for the night. You gonna be like that

    whitey you killed ‘cross the street. They ain’t no more white men on this block like they was

    yes­ter­day. No sir.”




    “Thank you, granny, but I’ll take my chances. The Lords, you say?”




    “De Sax­on Lawds.”




    “Thanks again.”




    “The po­lice­mens know about them. They knows who did it. The ones who gets the body. It was

    re­al ear­ly so I wasn’t about yet but they comes out and they did that bar­barous thing, over

    in that al­ley, ‘cept they ain’t no al­ley no more ’cause they takes the build­ing down. But

    they was an al­ley then. And some boys, they up re­al late and they not thinkin’ or nuf­fin’

    and they think it just a white folks and not a po­lice­mans and the po­lice­mans does the

    ‘troc­ity, he shoots the boy in the arm. That the bar­barous­ness of it.”




    Re­mo wasn’t in­ter­est­ed in the bar­barous­ness of some black kid get­ting shot when he

    tried to steal a cop’s gun.




    “Do you know the names of the cops who know who killed the old wom­an?” he asked.




    “Ah doan know de names of po­lice­mens. Ah doan truck wif clem. Ah doan have no num­bahs, no

    dope.”




    “Thank you, ma’am, and have a pleas­ant evening.”




    “You cute there, whitey. Watch you ass, y’hear?”




    The head­quar­ters of this Bronx Po­lice Precinct wasnick­named Fort Mo­hi­can.

    Sand­bags cov­ered the win­dows. Re­mo saw a pa­trol car pull out of an al­ley with two

    il­le­gal Rus­sian Kalash­nikov as­sault ri­fles and hand grenades on the dash­board.




    Re­mo knocked on the closed precinct door.




    “Come back in the morn­ing,” said a voice.




    “FBI,” said Re­mo, jug­gling through some iden­ti­fi­ca­tion cards he al­ways car­ried. He

    found the FBI card with his pho­to­graph. He held it up to a small tele­scop­ic peep­hole in

    the door.




    “Yeah, FBI, what do you want?”




    “I want to come in and talk,” said Re­mo. Chi­un looked around with dis­dain.




    “The mark of a civ­iliza­tion,” Chi­un said, “is how lit­tle its peo­ple need to know about

    de­fend­ing them­selves.”




    “Shh­hh,” said Re­mo.




    “Is there some­one out there with you?”




    “Yes,” said Re­mo.




    “Move fifty yards away or we’ll start lob­bing mor­tars.”




    “I want to talk to you.”




    “This is a New York City po­lice precinct. We don’t open till nine A.M. for vis­itors.”




    “I’m from the FBI.”




    “Then tap our phones from Down­town.”




    “I want to talk to you.”




    “Did the pa­trol make it out safe­ly?”




    “You mean that po­lice car?”




    “Yes.”




    “It did.”




    “How did you get here at night?”




    “We got here,” said Re­mo.




    “You must have had a con­voy.”




    “No con­voy. Just us.”




    “Look around. Is any­body loi­ter­ing near­by? Any­body watch­ing us?”




    Re­mo turned and looked. “No,” he said.




    “Okay. Get in here fast.” The door opened a crack and Re­mo eased his way in, fol­lowed, by

    Chi­un.




    “What is this old guy, a ma­gi­cian? Is that how you got here?” asked the po­lice­man. He

    had dark black hair but his face was fraught with ten­sion and age. He kept his hand on his

    pis­tol. The of­fi­cer want­ed to know who Chi­un was in those strange robes. He want­ed to see

    if Chi­un had a con­cealed weapon. He thought Chi­un was a ma­gi­cian and that was how the two

    got through to Fort Mo­hi­can. His name was Sergeant Pleskoff. He had been pro­mot­ed to

    sergeant be­cause he had nev­er fired at what was called “a Third World per­son.” He knew a lot

    about crime. He had seen hun­dreds of mug­gings and twen­ty-​nine homi­cides. And he was very

    close to his first ar­rest.




    He was the new breed of Amer­ican po­lice of­fi­cer, no longer a racist, hard-​nosed bul­ly

    but a man who could re­late to his com­mu­ni­ty. The oth­er of­fi­cers liked Sergeant Pleskoff

    too. He made sure their pay records were al­ways in or­der and he wasn’t one of those

    nar­row-​mind­ed, old-​fash­ioned an­noy­ing sort of sergeants who, when you were ‘on du­ty,

    ac­tu­al­ly ex­pect­ed you to be in the state of New York.




    Pleskoff kept Re­mo and Chi­un cov­ered with two ma­chine guns set up on desks sur­round­ing

    the front door.




    Re­mo showed his iden­ti­fi­ca­tion.




    “You prob­ably don’t know that the CIA is han­dling that thing on Wal­ton Av­enue,” Pleskoff

    said.




    “I’m not here about the thing on Wal­ton Av­enue. I’m here about the wom­an who was killed.

    The old wom­an. She was white.”




    “You have your nerve,” said Pleskoff an­gri­ly. “You come in here and ex­pect a New York

    City po­lice precinct to be open at night, just like that, in this kind ofneigh­bor­hood,

    and then you ask about the death of some old white la­dy. Which old white la­dy?”




    “The old white la­dy who was tied to her bed and tor­tured to death.”




    “Which old white la­dy who was tied to her bed and tor­tured to death? You think I’m some

    kind of ge­nius that re­mem­bers ev­ery white per­son killed in my precinct? We have

    com­put­ers to do that. We’re not some old-​fash­ioned po­lice force that los­es its cool just

    be­cause some­one gets man­gled to death.”




    Pleskoff lit a cigarette with a gold lighter.




    “Can I ask a ques­tion? I used to know a lot of cops,” said Re­mo, “and I nev­er used to

    hear talk like this. What do you do?”




    “Es­tab­lish a po­lice pres­ence in the com­mu­ni­ty which re­lates to the needs and

    as­pi­ra­tions of the in­hab­itants. And, I guar­an­tee, ev­ery of­fi­cer in this precinct has

    been sen­si­tized to Third World as­pi­ra­tions and how .., don’t walk in front of the

    peep­hole so much . . . some­times they’ll come up and put a shot in the peep­hole….”




    “There’s no one out­side,” said Re­mo.




    “How do you know?”




    “I know,” said Re­mo.




    “That’s amaz­ing. There are so many things in the world that amaze one. The oth­er day I saw

    some squig-​gles on a piece of pa­per and do you know what they were made from? The hu­man

    fin­ger pads have oil on them and when you touch some­thing, it makes a pat­tern, much like a

    lin­ear Renoir in­ter­pre­ta­tion of Su­danese sculp­ture. It’s oval,” said Pleskoff.




    “It’s called a fin­ger­print,” Re­mo said.




    “I don’t read mys­tery fic­tion,” Pleskoff said. “It’s racist.”




    , “I heard you peo­ple here know who killed an old white wom­an, Mrs. Gerd Mueller, on

    Wal­ton Av­enue.”




    “Wal­ton Av­enue, that would be ei­ther the Sax­onLords or the Stone Shieks of Al­lah.

    We have a won­der­ful Third World pro­gram that re­lates to in­dige­nous com­mu­ni­ty peo­ples

    where­by we are the ex­ten­sion of their as­pi­ra­tions. We have an ex­cel­lent pro­gram that

    teach­es how the white world ex­ploits and op­press­es the black world. But we had to post­pone

    it be­cause of the Down­state Med­ical Cen­ter.”




    “What did they do?” asked Re­mo.




    “With typ­ical white in­sen­si­tiv­ity, they an­nounced that they were buy­ing hu­man .eyes

    for an eye­bank. Did they re­al­ize, did they even care about the ef­fect that would have on

    young in­dige­nous Third World peo­ples who live here? No. They just let the word out that they

    would pay for eyes do­nat­ed. They care­less­ly didn’t spec­ify that the do­na­tions should be

    from dead peo­ple. And we lost our pro­gram for awhile.”




    “I don’t un­der­stand,” said Re­mo.




    “Well, the po­lice lieu­tenant who gave the lec­ture on how the black per­son is al­ways

    robbed by the whites, he came in here with a pair of eyes thrown right in his face by a Third

    World youth who had been promised so much by the Down­state Med­ical Cen­ter. It de­stroyed our

    good rap­port with the com­mu­ni­ty.”




    “What did?” asked Re­mo.




    “The Med­ical Cen­ter ripped off the Third World again by re­fus­ing to pay for the eyes.

    The proud young Afro-​Amer­ican Third World black man, fool­ish­ly trust­ing the whites,

    brought in a pair of fresh eyes that he had ob­tained, and the med­ical cen­ter ripped him off

    by re­fus­ing to buy them. Said they wouldn’t take a pair of fresh eyes in a Rip­ple bot­tle.

    Can you imag­ine any­thing so racist as that? No won­der the com­mu­ni­ty is out­raged.”




    Sergeant Pleskoff went on about the op­pres­sion of the Third World as he showed Re­mo the

    com­put­er sys­temthat made this precinct twen­ty per­cent more ef­fec­tive than oth­er

    New York City po­lice precincts.




    “We are an an­ti­crime im­pact area. This is where the fed­er­al gov­ern­ment has poured

    ex­tra mon­ey in­to fight­ing crime.”




    “Like what?” asked Re­mo. He couldn’t per­ceive any crime be­ing fought.




    “For one thing, with the ex­tra mon­ey we sent sound trucks in­to the ar­eas re­con­firm­ing

    the iden­ti­ty of Third World youth as op­pressed vic­tims of whites.”




    “You’re white, aren’t you?” asked Re­mo.




    “Ab­so­lute­ly,” said Pleskoff, “and ashamed of it.” He seemed proud to be ashamed.




    “Why? You had no more say in your be­com­ing white than some­body else does in his

    be­com­ing black,” Re­mo said.




    “Or any oth­er sim­ilar less­er race,” said Chi­un, lest racist Amer­icans con­fuse their

    less­er races with the bet­ter one which was yel­low.




    “I’m ashamed be­cause of the great debt we owe to the great black race. Look,” said Pleskoff

    con­fi­den­tial­ly. “I don’t know the an­swers. I’m just a cop. I fol­low or­ders. There are

    peo­ple who are smarter than me. If I give the cocka­mamie an­swers, I get pro­mot­ed. If, God

    for­bid, I should ev­er let on that a black fam­ily mov­ing on­to your block isn’t a bless­ing

    from Al­lah, I’d be cashiered. I live in As­pen, Col­orado my­self.”




    “Why As­pen? Why so far away?”




    “Be­cause I couldn’t get to the pre-​Civ­il War South,” said Pleskoff. “Be­tween you and me

    I used to root for the Rebels in those Civ­il War movies. Aren’t you sor­ry we won now?”




    “I want to know who killed the old wom­an, Mrs. Gerd Mueller of Wal­ton Av­enue,” said

    Re­mo.




    “I didn’t know the FBI dealt in mur­der. What’s fed­er­al about a killing?”




    “It is a fed­er­al case. It’s the most im­por­tant case in the last two hun­dred years. It

    is very ba­sic, as ba­sic as the cave. The old and the weak are to be pro­tect­ed by their

    young men. Un­til re­cent­ly, that’s been the gen­er­al mark of civ­iliza­tion. Maybe I’ve been

    paid to pro­tect that old la­dy. Maybe the mon­ey she turned out of her pock­et­book to pay my

    salary, your salary, maybe that just owes her that her killer doesn’t waltz away to some

    psy­chi­atric in­ter­view, if by some in­cred­ible ac­ci­dent he gets caught. Maybe, just maybe

    now with one lit­tle old white la­dy, the Amer­ican peo­ple say ‘enough.’ “




    “Gee, that’s stir­ring,” said Pleskoff. “To be hon­est, some­times I want to help pro­tect

    old peo­ple. But when you’re a New York City cop, you can’t do ev­ery­thing you want.”




    Pleskoff showed Re­mo the pride of the precinct, the main bat­tle weapon in the new

    sev­en­teen-​mil­lion mass-​im­pact, high-​pri­or­ity, an­ti­crime bat­tle. It was a $4.5

    mil­lion com­put­er.




    “What does it do?”




    “What does it do?” said Pleskoff proud­ly. “You say you want to know about a Mrs. Mueller,

    Gerd, homi­cide?” Pleskoff pressed a key­board. He hummed. The ma­chine spat out a stack of

    white cards in­to a met­al tray. They fell there qui­et­ly, those twen­ty cards rep­re­sent­ing

    twen­ty deaths.




    “Don’t look so dis­traught, sir,” said Pleskoff.




    “Are those the el­der­ly deaths for the city?” asked Re­mo.




    “Oh, no,” said Pleskoff. “Those are the Muellers. You ought to see the Schwartzes and the

    Sweeneys. You could play con­tract bridge with them.”




    Re­mo found cards for Mrs. Mueller and her hus­band.




    “Homi­cide? Why is he in the homi­cide file?” Re­mo asked.




    Pleskoff shrugged and looked at the card. “Okay, I seenow. Some­times you’ll have some

    old-​timer who still be­lieves in the old-​fash­ioned di­rect lim­it­ed link of

    vic­tirn-​crime-​killer. You know, the old way, crim­inal com­mits the crime, get the

    crim­inal? The mind­less vis­cer­al ir­re­spon­si­ble re­ac­tion that of­ten leads to such

    atroc­ities as a po­lice ri­ot.”




    “Which means?” asked Re­mo.




    “Which means, this of­fi­cer, this re­ac­tionary racist as an act of de­fi­ance against the

    de­part­ment and his precinct mis­la­beled Gerd Mueller’s death a mur­der. It was a heart

    at­tack.”




    “That’s what I was told,” said Re­mo. “I thought so.”




    “So did ev­ery­one ex­cept that racist. It was a heart at­tack, brought on by a knife

    in­ject­ed in­to it. But you know how back­ward your tra­di­tion­al Irish cop is.

    For­tu­nate­ly, they’ve got a union now and it helps en­light­en them. You won’t find them

    fly­ing off the han­dle any­more. Ex­cept if it’s union busi­ness.”




    “Guess what?” said Re­mo. “You are about to iden­ti­fy a crim­inal. You are about to take me

    to the Sax­on Lords. You are go­ing to iden­ti­fy a killer.”




    “You can’t make me do that. I’m a New York, City po­lice­man. We have union rules, you

    know.”




    Re­mo grabbed the lobe of Sergeant Pleskoff’s right ear and twist­ed. It caused pain.

    Pleskoff smiled be­cause the pain made him smile. Then he cried. Big tears came to his

    eyes.




    “There’s a very stiff penal­ty for as­sault­ing a po­lice­man,” he gasped.




    “When I find one in this rem­nant of a city, I promise I will not as­sault him.”




    Re­mo dragged the cry­ing Sergeant Pleskoff from the sta­tion­house. The pa­trol­men be­hind

    the ma­chine guns threat­ened to shoot be­cause, in this case, it was le­gal.




    “Don’t think you’re as­sault­ing some or­di­nary cit­izen,” yelled one pa­trol­man. “That’s

    a po­lice of­fi­cer and that’sa crime. What do you think he is? Some rab­bi or priest?

    That’s a cop. There are laws against do­ing things to cops.”




    Re­mo no­ticed a large dark stain spread over the blue crotch of Sergeant Pleskoff. A New

    York City po­lice­man had dis­cov­ered to his hor­ror that he was go­ing to have to go out in

    the street af­ter dark.




    The night had cooled off. As soon as they were out of the sta­tion­house, the door bolt­ed

    be­hind them.




    “Oh God, what have I done? What have I done?” moaned Sergeant Pleskoff.




    Chi­un chuck­led and said in Ko­re­an to Re­mo that he was fight­ing against a wave,

    in­stead of mov­ing with it.




    “I won’t be the on­ly one who drowns, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said. And his voice was

    grim.


  




  

    Chapter Five




    Twist­ing an ear just be­fore the tear­ing point is more se­cure than a rein. It is al­so a

    more ef­fec­tive in­for­ma­tion-​gath­er­ing de­vice. Keep the per­son who owned the ear just

    bare­ly in pain-​it did not have to be a lot of pain- and the per­son would start an­swer­ing

    ques­tions. On ob­vi­ous lies, start the pain flow­ing again so that the per­son him­self would

    make his body in­to a truth ma­chine. It was not force that was re­quired, but tim­ing.




    Sergeant Pleskoff, his right ear be­tween Re­mo’s fin­gers, thought the streets looked

    strange at night.




    “This is a beat,” said Re­mo. “You’re go­ing to walk it now.”




    Three black forms hov­ered in a door­way. A young girl called out at the door: “Ma, it’s me.

    Let me in, you hear?”




    One of the oth­er dark forms was a young man. He held his hand to the girl’s throat. In that

    hand, he held a cheap dime store saw with a pis­tol grip.




    “That is a crime,” whis­pered Re­mo, point­ing across the dark­ened street.




    “Yes. Bad hous­ing is a crime against Third World peo­ples.”




    “No. No,” said Re­mo. “You are not an economist. You are not a hous­ing ex­pert. You are a

    po­lice­man. See. Some­one is hold­ing a saw to that girl’s throat. That’s your busi­ness.”




    “I won­der why he’s do­ing that?”




    “No. You’re not a psy­chi­atrist,” said Re­mo and he be­gan to twist Pleskoff’s ear to the

    point of tear­ing. “Now think. What should you do?”




    “Pick­et City Hall for jobs for young Afro-​Amer­icans?”




    “No,” said Re­mo.




    “Demon­strate against racism?” said Sergeant PleskofE, be­tween gasps of pain.




    “No racism there, Sergeant Pleskoff. That’s black on black,” said Re­mo. One of the men at

    the door with the young girl spot­ted Re­mo, Sergeant Pleskoff, and Chi­un. Ap­par­ent­ly he

    did not think the trio was worth both­er­ing about. He turned back to the door wait­ing for the

    girl’s moth­er to open it.




    “Aw, right, Peach­es,” said the old­er man at the door. It was now time for threats. “We jam

    de lye up Delph-​inia’s twat. Y’heah? Now you open dat mu­fu doah and spread yo’ beaver ’cause

    it muvver and daugh­ter night. Bofe of you be plea­sured for de night.”




    “It’s ap­par­ent­ly a dou­ble rape with prob­able rob­bery com­ing up and I’d say a

    pos­si­ble mur­der al­so,” Re­mo said. “Wouldn’t you, Chi­un?”




    “Wouldn’t I what?” asked Chi­un.




    “Say it’s those crimes.”




    “A crime is a mat­ter of law,” said Chi­un. “I see two men over­pow­er­ing a girl. Who knows

    what weapon she has? No. Crime re­quires that I judge right and wrong and the right I know is

    the way to breathe and moveand live. So are they right? No, they are all wrong for all of

    them breathe bad­ly and move half asleep.” Thus spake Oliv­er Wen­dell Chi­un.




    “See?” said Sergeant Pleskoff des­per­ate­ly.




    “Ar­rest the men,” said Re­mo.




    “I’m one, they’re two.”




    “You have a gun,” said Re­mo.




    “And en­dan­ger my re­tire­ment, my ad­vance­ment points, my cloth­ing al­lowance? They’re

    not harm­ing a po­lice­man. That girl is too young to be a po­lice­man.”




    “Ei­ther you use your gun on them or I use it on you,” said Re­mo and re­leased Sergeant

    Pleskoff’s ear.




    “Aha, you have threat­ened a po­lice of­fi­cer and are en­dan­ger­ing a po­lice of­fi­cer,”

    yelled Pleskof­fi and went for his gun. His hand shot down to the black han­dle and closed on

    it and ripped the .38 Po­lice Spe­cial with the de­li­cious heavy lead slug, creased down the

    mid­dle to make a dum­dum to splat­ter in his at­tack­er’s face. The bul­let was not on­ly

    il­le­gal for New York City po­lice­men, it had been made il­le­gal for war­fare by the Gene­va

    Con­ven­tion. But Sergeant Pleskof­fi knew he would on­ly draw his gun in self-​de­fense. You

    need­ed it when you left As­pen. He sup­port­ed laws against hand­guns be­cause he got

    ad­vance­ment points for do­ing it. What dif­fer­ence did an­oth­er law make? This was New York

    City. It had lots of laws, the most hu­man­itar­ian laws in the coun­try. But on­ly one was in

    ef­fect and Sergeant Pleskoff was go­ing to en­force it now. The law of the jun­gle. He had

    been at­tacked, his ear had been bru­tal­ized, he had been threat­ened, and that FBI man who

    had gone ba­nanas was go­ing to pay for it.




    But the gun seemed to float out of his hand and he was squeez­ing emp­ty air. The FBI man,

    in the too-​ca­su­al clothes for an FBI man, seemed to slide un­der and in­to the gun and then

    he had it. And he was of­fering it back, and Pleskoff took it back, and tried to kill him again

    and that didn’t work ei­ther.




    “Them or you,” said Re­mo.




    “Rea­son­able,” said Sergeant Pleskoff, not quite sure whether this would be a prop­er

    de­fense be­fore a po­lice re­view board. It was just like a shoot­ing range. Bang. The large

    one dropped, his head jerk­ing like it was on a chain pul­ley. Bang. Bang. And he blew the

    spinal col­umn out of the small­er one.




    “I meant ar­rest them, you ma­ni­ac,” said Re­mo.




    “I know,” said Sergeant Pleskoff in a daze. “But I was afraid. I don’t know why.”




    “It’s okay, ma,” yelled the girl and the door opened and a wom­an in a blue bathrobe peeked

    out.




    “Thank the Lawd. You safe, chile?” she asked.




    “De po­lice­mans, he do it,” said the girl.




    “God bless you, of­fi­cer,” yelled the wom­an, tak­ing her daugh­ter safe­ly in­side and

    bolt­ing and re­in­forc­ing the locks.




    A strange feel­ing over­came Sergeant Pleskoff. He couldn’t de­scribe it.




    “Pride,” said Re­mo. “Some cops have it.”




    “You know,” said Pleskoff, ex­cit­ed. “We could get some of us down at the sta­tion house,

    on our off-​hours, to walk the streets and do this sort of thing. In dis­guis­es, of course, so

    we wouldn’t get re­port­ed to the com­mis­sion­er. I know the old-​timers used to do things

    like this, stop mug­gings and stuff, and shoot the shit out of any­one who en­dan­gers any­one

    else. Even if it isn’t a cop. Let’s get the Sax­on Lords.”




    “I want to find out who did in Mrs. Mueller. So I’ve got to talk to them,” Re­mo said. “Dead

    men don’t talk.”




    “Fuck ‘em. Shoot ‘em all,” said Pleskoff.




    Re­mo took his gun away. “Just the bad guys.”




    “Right,” said Pleskoff. “Can I reload?”




    “No,” said Re­mo.“You know, I may not even get in­to trou­ble for this. No­body has to

    know it was a’ po­lice­man who stopped a rob­bery and rape. They could think it was a rel­ative

    who shot up those two or maybe they didn’t pay a Mafia loan shark. Then there would be no fuss

    at all.”




    This idea made Pleskoff hap­py. He was not sure whether the wom­en would talk. But if word

    ev­er got back to the Rev­erend Josi­ah Wad­son and the Black Min­istry Coun­cil, then Pleskoff

    would lose his re­tire­ment pay. Per­haps even be fired.




    If that hap­pened, maybe he could go in­de­pen­dent, of­fer a nov­el ser­vice of armed men

    pro­tect­ing the un­armed. If this idea caught on, why, peo­ple with­out guns might be able to

    walk New York City’s streets again. He did not know what this ser­vice might be called but one

    could al­ways hire an ad­ver­tis­ing firm. Per­haps “Pro-​tec­ta-​Block.” Ev­ery­one on a block

    could chip in to pay for it. The men might even wear uni­forms to dis­tin­guish them­selves and

    let those who might harm peo­ple on the block know that there was pro­tec­tion there. It was a

    whiz-​bang idea, thought Sergeant Pleskoff, and the good Lord knew New York City could use

    it.




    Out­side a school­yard of con­crete, sur­round­ed by a high cy­clone fence, Sergeant

    Pleskoff saw the dark blue den­im jack­ets of the Sax­on Lords. There were twen­ty or thir­ty

    of them mov­ing along the fence. He did not have to read the let­ter­ing, even if he could on

    this dark night. Twen­ty or thir­ty dark jack­ets had to be the den­im of the Sax­on Lords. At

    first, he felt a fear of go­ing on this street with­out their per­mis­sion. Then he

    re­mem­bered he had a gun he could use. The man who had showed him the FBI Card held the gun

    for him. Pleskoff asked to reload.




    “Those the Sax­on Lords?” asked Re­mo.




    “Yes. My gun,” said Pleskoff.




    “You use it be­fore I tell you, you’ll eat it,” Re­mo said.




    “Fair enough,” said Pleskoff. His mind was fever­ish with pos­si­bil­ities for his unique

    Pro­tec­ta-​Block. The men pro­tect­ing peo­ple could car­ry guns too. Like the one he had.

    There might even be a snap­py name for these men in uni­forms who car­ried guns and pro­tect­ed

    peo­ple, thought the New York City po­lice­man, but he couldn’t think of one right then. He

    filled the cham­bers of the gun with bul­lets.




    Chi­un watched the Amer­ican po­lice­man, then the group of young men. The young men walked

    with the con­fi­dent ar­ro­gance of bul­lies. It was nat­ural for man to herd but when he

    herd­ed, what he gained in group strength he lost in in­di­vid­ual courage.




    “Who you?” de­mand­ed the tallest, re­veal­ing to Chi­uri and Re­mo that the gang was

    re­al­ly dis­or­ga­nized. When the biggest ruled, it was a sign that phys­ical prowess had to

    be used to gain lead­er­ship, not cun­ning or agree­ment. It was the same, then, as a

    gath­er­ing of strangers.




    “Who am I, you mean,” said Re­mo.




    “Who you? Dat what I axed,” said the tall one an­gri­ly.




    “You want to know who I am. And I want to know who you are,” said” Re­mo..




    “Dat mans need man­nas,” said the tall one.




    “Man­ners, right?” said Re­mo. That’s the word he thought it was.




    “Let me take him,” whis­pered Sergeant Pleskoff to Re­mo.




    “De sergeant, he shoul­da tol’ you who de Sax­on Lawds is, man. Ah sees de jive turkey,- he

    wif you. We ain’ got no street lights cause’a white op­pres­sion and ‘troc­ities against de

    Tird Worl’ Peo­ples. I gone be per-​fess­er En­glish when I learns to read. Head ob de

    de­part­ment. Dey got­ta has nig­gas. It’s de law. Whole En­glish ‘part­ment, biggest in de

    worl’. De blacks in­vent de English, de whites done rob it from dems. You rip off,

    hon-​key.”




    “I’m not sure what you said but I un­der­stood that hon­key part,” Re­mo said, lev­eled two

    right ringers in­to the tall young man’s navel and, find­ing the spinal col­umn joint, sev­ered

    it. There was hard­ly a whoosh from the col­lapsed lungs. The dark form dou­bled over, its

    shag­gy head plop­ping in­to its pop brand-​new sneak­ers with the Slam Dunk treads and the

    Su­per Soul su­per-​sole of polyester and rub­ber. The sneak­ers had red stars on the in­steps.

    If the tall young man had still had an op­er­ative ner­vous sys­tem, each eye could have seen

    at mi­cro­scop­ic close dis­tance, right un­der the in­step star, the leg­end that the

    sneak­ers were made in Tai­wan.




    The ner­vous sys­tem al­so failed to pick up the- loud metal­lic sound of a .45 cal­iber

    au­to­mat­ic clack­ing to the pave­ment that cool dark morn­ing. The gun had come from the

    youth’s right hand.




    “Wha’ hap­pen? Wha’, man?” The ques­tions came from the young Sax­on Lords as their lead­er

    stood on­ly up to his waist, and then, in a slow mo­ment, top­pled for­ward in col­lapse, so

    that when he came to rest his legs were neat­ly pressed on top of him.




    “He daid?” came a moan­ing voice. “De man’s do a ‘troc­ity on de broth­er.”




    “Shoot,” said an­oth­er. “I ain’t seen nuf­fin’. Just an­oth­er jive hon­key with Sergean’

    Pleskoff. Hey, Pleskoff, wha’ that in you hand?”




    “No,” said Re­mo to Sergeant Pleskoff. “Not yet.” There were two oth­er guns of small­er

    cal­iber in the gang. Re­mo re­moved them, with sting­ing pain, from their hold­ers. Af­ter the

    fourth gang mem­ber to fall in pain, the shouts about blood vengeance mod­ified. On the fifth

    Afro snap­ping back like a wild dust mop on a tight spring, the tenor of the game changed from

    threats to obei­sance, from mas­ter to slave, from ma­cho pos­turing to “no sirs” and head

    scratch­ing, and they were just stand­ing here in­no­cent at four A.M., mind­ing their own

    busi­ness. Wait­in” to see if some nice white man should come along so they could help.

    Yessuh.




    “Emp­ty your pock­ets and put your hands up on that fence,” said Sergeant Pleskoff. He

    grinned with deliri­ous plea­sure. “I wish I had twen­ty pair of those things. The kind of

    things that go on wrists and lock. The whatchamacal­lits.”




    “Hand­cuffs,” said Re­mo.




    “Yeah, right. Hand­cuffs,” Pleskoff said.




    Re­mo asked about the house that had been torn down. No­body knew any­thing about the

    build­ing. Re­mo broke a fin­ger. And very quick­ly he found out that the build­ing had been in

    Sax­on Lord ter­ri­to­ries, the gang had hit the Muellers a few times, the man had been knifed,

    but no one here had done the fi­nal one on Mrs. Mueller. Lordy, no. No one here would do

    any­thing like that.




    “Was it an­oth­er gang?” asked Re­mo.




    “No,” came the an­swer. Re­mo broke an­oth­er fin­ger.




    “All right,” he said. “Who did Mueller? Who did the old man?”




    There were mur­mur­ings over ex­act­ly which old white man Re­mo meant.




    “De one dat cried, begged, and cried not to slam him no more? Dat white man? Or de one whats

    bleed de car­pets like pud­dles?”




    “The one with the Ger­man ac­cent,” Re­mo said.




    “Raht. De one dat talks fun­ny,” said one.




    As near as Re­mo could de­ter­mine, there had been two old white men in that build­ing. The

    Sax­on Lords killed the first be­cause he wouldn’t tell them where his in­sulin nee­dle was

    hid­den. The sec­ond, see­ing that they were about to suc­cess­ful­ly en­ter his apart­ment,

    threw him­self at them.




    A young man grinned at how that sev­en­ty-​year-​old man tried to fight.




    “You were there?” Re­mo said.




    “Ah was. He were fun­ny, dat old man.”




    “Try a younger one,” Re­mo said and wiped the grin out on­to the side­walk in lit­tle white

    pel­lets of teeth and with his right hand cupped like the top of a juicer, pushed the face

    in­to the school­yard fence like pota­toes through a mash­er. The head stuck. The body

    dan­gled. The fence quiv­ered and it was es­tab­lished at this point on 180th Street off

    Wal­ton Av­enue in the Bronx that frail old white peo­ple strug­gling for life were not

    hu­mor­ous mat­ters.




    “AH right, now we’ll try again. Who killed Mrs. Mueller?”




    “Idi Amin,” said one young man.




    “I thought I warned you about jok­ing,” Re­mo said.




    “I not jok­ing. Idi Amin, he our lead­er, he de one you kills ober dere.” He point­ed to

    where the gang’s lead­er lay on the school­yard pave­ment like a closed-​up jack­nife.




    “He did it? Mrs. Mueller?” asked Re­mo.




    “Dat right, boss. He do it.”




    “Alone? Don’t tell me alone. None of you could find your way down a flight of stairs

    alone.”




    “Not alone, mis­tuh. Big-​Big. He do it too.”




    “Who’s Big-​Big?” Re­mo asked.




    “Big-​Big Pick­ens. He do it.”




    “Which one of you is Big-​Big Pick­ens?”




    “He not here, suh. He away.”




    “Away where?”




    “He go to Newark. When all de mens comes and starts look­ing around de old peo­ple’s

    build­ing, Big-​Big, he de­cide go Newark till it safe to com? back.”




    “Where in Newark?” Re­mo said.




    “No­body know. No­body find no one sin­gle nig­ger in Newark.”




    Re­mo nod­ded to that. He would wait for Big-​Big. Sergeant Pleskoff shined a small

    pen­light on the ce­ment side­walk. It looked as if some­one had thrown a drug­store at the

    feet of the teenagers lean­ing against the school­yard fence. Pill bot­tles, en­velopes with

    white pow­der, doo­dads, and a small shriv­eled gray lump.




    “What’s that?” asked Pleskoff.




    “A hu­man ear,” said Chi­un, who had seen what they looked like in Chi­na where ban­dit

    kid­napers sent first a fin­ger ask­ing for ran­som, and if the ran­som was not paid, sent an

    ear sig­ni­fy­ing the cap­tive’s death. -




    “Whose?” asked Re­mo.




    “Mine,” said a boy who could not be over four­teen years old.




    “Yours?” asked Re­mo.




    “Yeah. I got it. Of­fen de sub­way. It mine.” Re­mo looked at one side of the boy’s head,

    then the oth­er. Both his ears were there.




    “Ah cuts de ears. Dey mine.”




    “Enough,” yelled Re­mo, rage surg­ing through him, and he struck dead cen­ter in­to the

    black face. But Sinan­ju was not a way of rage, but of per­fec­tion.




    The hand went with the speed of a nerve trans­mis­sion but the pre­ci­sion and the rhythm

    was jarred by the hate. The hand crushed the skull and dug in­to the warm wet un­used brain,

    but in pierc­ing the bone at such speed with­out the usu­al rhythm, a bone snapped and the

    re­turn of the hand slowed and it came back with blood and pain.




    “Enough,” said Chi­un. “You have mis­used Sinan­ju and now look. Look at the hand I trained.

    Look at the body I trained. Look at the an­gry fu­ri­ous wound­ed an­imal you have be­come.

    Like any oth­er white man.”Hear­ing that, one of the young blacks yelled, out of re­flex:

    “Right on.”




    Chi­un, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, si­lenced this rude in­ter­rup­tion of a pri­vate

    con­ver­sa­tion. It looked as if the long del­icate fin­ger­nails float­ed ev­er so slow­ly at

    the wide nose but when the yel­low hand touched the black face, it was as if the head had met a

    base­ball bat at full swing. He dropped and spat­tered like a fresh egg be­ing cracked in­to a

    hot fry­ing pan.




    And Chi­un spoke to Re­mo. “Take one of these boys and I will show you how fu­tile and

    child­ish is your jus­tice. Jus­tice is be­yond any man and but an il­lu­sion. Jus­tice? Have

    you done jus­tice by wast­ing awe­some tal­ents on these things, ob­vi­ous­ly of no use to

    any­one else and even less use to them­selves? What jus­tice? Come.”




    “The hand doesn’t hurt,” said Re­mo. He held his shoul­der so that not even the res­onance

    of his breath­ing should reach past his wrist in­to that most del­icate area of ex­plo­sive

    pain. He knew his lie was use­less be­cause he him­self had been taught where a man pained. It

    was vis­ible in the body try­ing to pro­tect it and his shoul­der was hunched over his right

    hand so that it hung ver­ti­cal and still. Oh, still, please, still, thought Re­mo, who had

    be­lieved he had for­got­ten pain like this.




    “Pick one,” said Chi­un, and Re­mo point­ed to a form in the dark­ness.




    So it was here that they left with Ty­rone Walk­er, six­teen, al­so known as Alik Al

    Sha­boor, the Ham­mer, Sweet Tye, and three oth­er names, none of which, Re­mo would find out

    lat­er, Ty­rone could spell the same way twice. Chi­un and Re­mo al­so part­ed with Sergeant

    Pleskoff who, car­ried away with his zeal for end­ing vi­olence on the streets, at 3:55 A.M.

    stopped a very tough-​look­ing black man with a bul­let head and shoul­ders like walls. He was

    ac­com­pa­nied in a gold Cadil­lac by fouroth­er blacks. The man made a sud­den

    move­ment, and Sergeant Pleskoff un­load­ed his .38 Spe­cial in­to the head of a Tea­neck

    or­thodon­tist and the rest of the car: two ac­coun­tants, a rust­proofmg rep­re­sen­ta­tive,

    and the deputy su­per­in­ten­dent of the Wee­quahic Wa­ter­ways Com­mis­sion.




    When Pleskoff heard about it on tele­vi­sion the next day, he wor­ried about be­ing

    dis­cov­ered. Bal­lis­tics might be checked, just like in Chica­go. For shoot­ing five

    in­no­cent men in a car, a New York City po­lice of­fi­cer could be sus­pend­ed for weeks. But

    these were black men. Pleskoff might lose his job en­tire­ly.




    Ty­rone left with the two white men. The yel­low man was light enough to be white any­how.

    Ty­rone didn’t know. He threat­ened to do harm to the two, so the white one with the hurt hand

    slapped him with the oth­er.




    Ty­rone stopped threat­en­ing. They took him to a ho­tel room. Oh, that was the ac­tion

    these two queers want­ed. Ty­rone was not about to be raped.




    “Fifty dol­lar,” said Ty­rone. Oth­er­wise it would be male rape.




    “The old man wants you and he doesn’t want you for that,” said the younger white man who had

    done the ‘troc­ity on the Sax­on Lords.




    They asked Ty­rone if he were hun­gry. He sure was. This big ho­tel was right off the park

    in Down­town. It was called the Plaza. It had big old fan­cy rooms. It had a re­al

    nice-​look­ing eat­ing room down­stairs. Like a Colonel Sanders ex­cept peo­ple brought the

    food. It re­al good.




    Alik Al Sha­boor, ne Ty­rone Walk­er, or­dered a Pep­si and a Twinkie.




    The white man or­dered Ty­rone a steak and veg­eta­bles. He or­dered plain rice for

    him­self. Why the white man or­der them things that Ty­rone; he doan want?




    “Be­cause sug­ar does you no good,” said the white man.




    Ty­rone, he watch de yel­low man run dem long fun­ny fin­gers over the hurt fin­ger ob de

    white man. It sure look fun­ny but de white man, he just set­tle down and de fin­ger, it hurt

    him no moah. Lahk mag­ic.




    The food came. Ty­rone ate the bread and the crack­ers. The white man, he tell Ty­rone to

    eat ev­eryfin on de plate. Ty­rone let de white man know what he can do wif de plate. De white

    man, he grab Ty­rone’s ear. It hurt, re­al bad it hurt. Ooooweee. It hurt.




    Ty­rone re­al hun­gry. Ty­rone eat it all. But all. In­clud­ing the white stringy, thing,

    that hard to cut.




    In a stroke of rea­son, it dawned on Ty­rone that if he rolled the white stringy thing in­to

    balls af­ter cut­ting it in­to strips, he could swal­low the white thing more eas­ily.




    “Don’t eat the nap­kin, stupid,” Re­mo said.




    “Ah,” said Chi­un. “He does not know your West­ern ways. And that is part of my proof that

    you can­not do jus­tice. Even if he had killed the old wom­an whom you did not know, but have

    tak­en such cause for, his death could not bring her back to her life.”




    “I can make sure the killer doesn’t en­joy his.”




    “But is that jus­tice?” asked Chi­un. “I can­not do jus­tice, but you Re­mo, many years away

    from even fifty years, you will do jus­tice.” He nod­ded to the youth. “I give you this as

    typ­ical. Its name is Ty­rone. Could you give this jus­tice?”




    Ty­rone spat out the last strand of nap­kin. He sure wished the white man had told him not

    to eat it right off.




    “You,” said Chi­un. “Talk about your­self, for we must know who you are.”




    Since the two men could hurt him phys­ical­ly and theyweren’t teach­ers or cops who

    didn’t mean any­thing to any­one, Ty­rone an­swered.




    “Ah wants to go find my great an­ces­tor kings, kings of Africa, Mus­lim kings.”




    “You want to trace it back like Her­itage?” asked Re­mo, re­fer­ring to a pop­ular book of

    in­ven­tion, how a black sup­pos­ed­ly had found the vil­lage of his an­ces­tors. If a nov­el

    had had that many fac­tu­al er­rors, it would have been ques­tioned, even for fic­tion. This

    one sold as non­fic­tion, even though it had cot­ton be­ing grown in Amer­ica be­fore it was a

    crop, it had slaves be­ing brought di­rect­ly to Amer­ica in­stead of be­ing shipped to the

    is­lands first as was the re­al man­ner, and most laugh­ably, it had a black slave be­ing

    shipped back to Eng­land for train­ing, dur­ing a time when any such slave would have been

    freed un­der En­glish law. It was now a text­book in col­leges. Re­mo had read the book and

    ad­mired the writ­er’s per­sis­tence. He him­self did not know his her­itage, who had been left

    at an or­phan­age at birth.




    This was one of the rea­sons that CURE had se­lect­ed him as its en­force­ment arm. No one

    would miss him. And in truth, he had no one but Chi­un. And yet in Chi­un, he had ev­ery­one,

    his own her­itage which now joined with Sinan­ju, stretched back over thou­sands of years.

    Re­mo didn’t care whether Her­itage was true or not. He want­ed it Jo be true. What harm could

    it do any­one if the book were re­al­ly non­sense? Maybe peo­ple need­ed it.




    “Ah knows ah can find the great Mus­lim king whats my her­itage if ah gets the most

    dif­fi­cult part of it. Ah can do it. Ah sho can do it.”




    “What’s the dif­fi­cult part?” asked Re­mo.




    “All de Sax­on Lawds, we got that first hard part in go­ing back a hun­dred years. A

    thou­sand years.”




    “What hard part?” Re­mo asked again.




    “We can get back to the great Mus­lim kings of Africa, on­cet we gets our fa­thers. Pig­gy,

    he got it clos­est of all. He know his fa­ther got to be one out­ta three men. He re­al

    close.”




    Chi­un raised a fin­ger. “You will use your mind, crea­ture. And you will see be­fore you an

    old white wom­an. There are two pic­tures you will see. One, she clos­es the door and walks

    away. The oth­er, she lies dead at your feet. Still and dead. Now, which is a bad

    pic­ture?”




    “Closin’ de door, dat be bad.”




    “Why?” said Chi­un.




    “Cause she gots her mon­ey. Oth­er way, she be daid and ah gots her mon­ey.”




    “Is it not wrong to kill old peo­ple?” Chi­un asked. He smiled.




    “No. Dey de best. You gets de young men, and dey can kill you. Ole peo­ple, dey de best. No

    trou­ble, spe­cial­ly if­fen dey white.”




    “Thank you,” said Chi­un. “And you, Re­mo, would kill this one and call it jus­tice?”




    “You’re damned right,” said Re­mo.




    “This is not a per­son talk­ing,” said Chi­un point­ing to the young black man in the blue

    den­im jack­et with Sax­on Lords on the back. “Jus­tice is for per­sons. But this is not a

    per­son. Not even a bad per­son. A bad per­son would do what this one has done, but even a bad

    per­son would know it was wrong to do it. This thing has no idea that it is wrong to hurt the

    weak. You can­not do jus­tice to some­thing less than hu­man. Jus­tice is a hu­man

    con­cept.”




    “I don’t know,” Re­mo said.




    “He right,” said Ty­rone, sens­ing im­pend­ing re­lease. He had been through fam­ily court

    thir­teen times and he knew free­dom when he saw it.




    “Would you kill a gi­raffe for eat­ing a leaf?” asked Chi­un.




    “If I were a farmer, I’d sure as hell keep gi­raffes away from my trees. I’d prob­ably shoot

    them,” Re­mo said.




    “Per­haps. But do not call it jus­tice. Not jus­tice. You can­not pun­ish a leaf for

    reach­ing to the light and you can­not do jus­tice to a pear that ripens and falls off a tree.

    Jus­tice is done to men who have choic­es.”




    “I don’t think this thing here should live,” said Re­mo.




    “And why not?” Chi­un asked.




    “Be­cause he’s a dis­as­ter wait­ing to hap­pen.”




    “Per­haps,” said Chi­un, smil­ing. “But as I said, you are an as­sas­sin, the strong dead­ly

    arm of em­per­ors. You are not the man who keeps the sew­ers flow­ing. That is not your

    job.”




    “No suh. You sin’ de sew­er man. De sew­er man. De sew­er man. No suh, you ain’ de sew­er

    man.” Ty­rone popped his fin­gers to his lit­tle jin­gle. His body bounced on the ex­pen­sive

    gold and white chair.




    Re­mo looked at the young man. There were many like him. What dif­fer­ence would one more

    make?




    His right hand was numbed but he knew it had been set with more skill than any bone

    sur­geon, and he knew it was heal­ing with the speed of a ba­by’s bone. When your body lived to

    its max­imum, it used it­self more ef­fi­cient­ly. The hand would heal but would he anger again

    dur­ing work? He looked at his hand and at Ty­rone.




    “Do you un­der­stand what we’re talk­ing about?” Re­mo asked Ty­rone.




    “Ah doan un­ner­stan’ all dat jive talk.”




    “Well, jive on this, pal. I think I ought to kill you in re­turn for the crimes you’ve

    com­mit­ted against the world, the worst of which was be­ing born. I think that’s jus­tice. Now

    Chi­un here thinks you should live be­cause you’re an an­imal, not a hu­man, and jus­tice has

    noth­ing to do with an­imals. What do you think?”




    “Ah thinks ah bet­ter get out­ta heah.”




    “Hold that thought, Ty­rone,” Re­mo said. “You’re go­ing to stay alive for awhile, while I

    de­cide whether I’m right or Chi­un’s right.”




    “Take yo’ time. No sense hur­ry­ing.”




    Re­mo nod­ded. “Now, some ques­tions. If some­thing was stolen from an apart­ment dur­ing a

    killing, where would it wind up?”




    Ty­rone hes­itat­ed.




    “You’re get­ting ready to lie, Ty­rone,” said Re­mo. “That’s what peo­ple do, not an­imals.

    Lie and you’re peo­ple. Be peo­ple, and you’re dead, be­cause I’ll do jus­tice on you.

    Un­der­stand?”




    “Any­thing what gets stole, it goes to de Revin Wad-​son.”




    “What’s D. Revin Wad­son?” Re­mo asked.




    “Not D. Revin,” Ty­rone said. “De revin.”




    “He means the rev­erend,” Chi­un said. “I have learned a great deal about this di­alect in

    the last hour.”




    “Who is he?” asked Re­mo.




    “He a preach­er, a big mucky-​muck wit hous­ing and like dat.”




    “And he’s a fence?”




    “Evy­body gots make a lib­bin’.”




    “Chi­un, who should be re­spon­si­ble for him?” Re­mo asked. “Who’s sup­posed to teach him

    that thiev­ing and killing and rape and rob­bery are wrong?”




    “Your so­ci­ety should. All civ­ilized so­ci­eties do that. They set stan­dards that peo­ple

    should live up to.”




    “Like schools, par­ents, church­es?” Re­mo asked.




    Chi­un nod­ded.




    “You go to school, Ty­rone?” Re­mo asked.




    ” ‘Course ah goes to school.”




    “To read and things like that?”




    “Ah doan read. Ah ain’ gone be no brain sur­geon. Debrain sur­geons, dey read. You

    watch dey lips in de sub­ways. Dey readin’ de get-​out­ta-​dem signs.”




    “You know any­body who reads with­out mov­ing his lips?” Re­mo asked.




    “Not at Mal­colm-​King-​Lu­mum­ba High School. You wants some smar­tass hon­key, dey reads

    up at Bronx High.”




    “There are oth­er peo­ple in the world who read with­out mov­ing their lips. In fact, most

    read­ers don’t.”




    “De Tom blacks. Un­cle Tom, Aun’ Jemi­ma, dey apin’ de whites. Ah can count to a thou­sand,

    wan­na hear me?”




    “No,” said Re­mo.




    “One hun­dred, two hun­dred, three hun­dred, four …”




    Re­mo thought about weld­ing Ty­rone’s two lips to­geth­er. Ty­rone stopped count­ing to a

    thou­sand by hun­dreds. He saw the glint in Re­mo’s eyes and he wasn’t look­ing for pain.




    When the phone rang in their suite up­stairs, Re­mo an­swered. Chi­un watched Ty­rone for

    here was some­thing new. A crea­ture that looked hu­man in form but had no hu­man­ity in its

    soul. He would have to study this one and pass on his wis­dom to the next Mas­ters of Sinan­ju

    so those Mas­ters would have one less thing new to en­counter. It was the new things that could

    de­stroy you. There was no greater ad­van­tage than fa­mil­iar­ity.




    “Smit­ty,” said Re­mo. “I’m close to find­ing your gad­get, I think.”




    “Good,” came the acid voice. “But there’s some­thing big­ger out there. One of our for­eign

    op­er­at­ing agen­cies picked up some­thing in Moscow com­mu­ni­ca­tions. At first we thought

    Rus­sia was ig­no­rant of all this, and then we found out they were a bit too cute. They sent a

    man, A Colonel Speskaya.”




    “I don’t know ev­ery spit­ting Rus­sian ding dong,” said Re­mo.




    “Well, he’s a colonel at age twen­ty-​four and they just don’t make peo­ple colonels at that

    age. If that’s any help.”




    “I got enough with my job with­out keep­ing up with Rus­sian ad­min­is­tra­tion,” Re­mo

    said.




    Chi­un nod­ded sage­ly. The most Amer­ican thing about Amer­icans was that they tried to

    change ev­ery­thing, es­pe­cial­ly when it worked well enough al­ready. Thus, see­ing the

    beau­ti­ful hand­iwork of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju in trans­form­ing Re­mo, they con­stant­ly

    tried to make Re­mo, the as­sas­sin, in­to some­thing else. Not that the oth­er things were

    un­wor­thy. But any­one with enough ef­fort could be­come a de­tec­tive or a spy. It took

    spe­cial qual­ities to be an as­sas­sin. It was good to see Re­mo re­sist­ing the ob­scene

    blan­dish­ments of Smith. Chi­un nod­ded at Re­mo, let­ting him know he was do­ing the right

    thing in re­sist­ing Smith’s non­sense.




    “They sent the colonel,” Smith said, “and they did it beau­ti­ful­ly. We thought they

    weren’t in­ter­est­ed in the Mueller de­vice at all, but they were. But now, our in­ter­cepts

    tell us they found some­thing bet­ter. Two in­stru­ments that are bet­ter and more im­por­tant

    than the Mueller thing.”




    “So now I’m not just look­ing for the de­vice that the Mueller fam­ily had, but I’m look­ing

    for a Colonel Speskaya and two new weapons he’s got his hands on?”




    “Yes. Pre­cise­ly,” said Smith.




    “Smit­ty. This job isn’t worth spit.” Re­mo hap­pi­ly hung up the phone. When it rang again,

    he tore it out of the sock­et. When a bell­boy came up to check the phone out of or­der, Re­mo

    gave him fifty dol­lars and told him to leave the suite of rooms alone. When the as­sis­tant

    man­ag­er came up and in­sist­ed a phone be re­in­stalled, Re­mo al­lowed as how life was hard

    and he want­ed to get some sleep and if he were both­ered again,he would in­stall the

    phone in the as­sis­tant man­ag­er’s face.




    The suite was not both­ered again that night. Re­mo locked Ty­rone Walk­er in the bath­room.

    With some news­pa­pers on the floor.


  




  

    Chapter Six




    The Rev­erend Josi­ah Wad­son let his boom­ing voice res­onate out over the au­di­to­ri­um

    in the Bronx. Out­side long lines of mov­ing vans were parked, their en­gines stilled, their

    car­ri­ers locked. They had dis­tant li­cense plates, from Delaware, Ohio, Min­neso­ta,

    Wyoming, but each had fresh can­vas signs: “Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing II, Rev. J. Wad­son,

    Ex­ec­utive Di­rec­tor.”




    In­side the au­di­to­ri­um, el­der­ly white peo­ple sat lis­ten­ing to the rev­erend. Box

    lunch­es of fried chick­en and rich drip­ping ribs, with crusty white bread, had been passed

    out and they drank milk and cof­fee and soft drinks.




    “I pre­fer tea and toast,” said one wom­an with a twang that crack­led with age. She wore a

    del­icate sap­phire ring with small di­amond baguettes set in white gold, the sort of tiny

    del­ica­cy of a world even old­er than hers. She smiled and said please, be­cause all her life

    she had al­ways said please. She could not re­mem­ber not say­ing it.Nor would she ev­er

    fail to say thank you. It was a just and prop­er thing. Peo­ple should treat each oth­er with

    re­spect, which was why she was here to­day from Troy, Ohio.




    There were good and bad in all races and if whites were need­ed so that all men could be

    equal, then, like her great-​grand­fa­ther who fought to end slav­ery, so would she vol­un­teer

    her­self. And the gov­ern­ment was be­ing very gen­er­ous. They would pay half her rent for a

    year. It was called Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing II, and Re­bec­ca Buell Hotchkiss of Troy, Ohio

    looked for­ward to what she had told her friends was a new chal­lenge.




    She was go­ing to meet a whole new world of friends of dif­fer­ent-​col­ored skin. If they

    were half as nice as Mr. and Mrs. Jack­son, her close black friends in Troy, why then she had

    just stum­bled in­to a wind­fall. When she thought of New York City she thought of all the

    shows she could see. All the mu­se­ums she could vis­it.




    Why, they had tele­vi­sion in New York City on al­most all the chan­nels. And the Botan­ical

    Gar­dens and the Bronx Zoo were with­in just a few miles of where she would be liv­ing. Her

    fur­ni­ture was out­side in one of the vans and here were oth­er nice peo­ple from all over

    Amer­ica, go­ing to show that Amer­ica be­lieved in broth­er­hood. What could go wrong? Josi­ah

    Wad­son was a rev­erend and he was di­rect­ing this love­ly peo­ple pro­gram.




    So she asked, with a very big please, for tea and toast. She did not like ribs and chick­en.

    It was too harsh for her queasy stom­ach.




    She asked this of one of the nice young men. She thought all the peo­ple she had met were

    nice. And she re­fused to be­lieve there was any­thing evil about the rev­erend wear­ing a

    pis­tol. Af­ter all, there were many racists around and as a lit­tle girl she knew how hard it

    could be on Ne­gro men at that time. Whooops. Black. Shewould have to learn that was the

    nice thing to call them now. Whooops. You did not re­fer to blacks as “them.” She was

    learn­ing.




    She was sur­prised when she was re­fused tea and toast.




    “You don’ like ribs and chick­en ’cause ‘you a racist,” said the young man. He looked at her

    hand the way oth­er young men used to look at her bo­som. It was the hand with the ring her

    grand­moth­er had giv­en her.




    “I used to love south­ern food,” said Miss Hotchkiss, “but now I have a queasy

    stom­ach.”




    This small com­mo­tion was heard on the stage of the au­di­to­ri­um by Rev­erend Wad­son. He

    had his pis­tol but­toned un­der his black jack­et. He want­ed to know what the trou­ble was

    down there. The young man told him.




    “Well, let her have tea and-​toast. If she wants to de­ny the rich black her­itage be­ing

    of­fered her for her pale white tea and toast, let her. We on to an en­rich­ment pro­gram for

    whites.”




    Wad­son grinned a big licorice hap­pi­ness as the au­di­to­ri­um re­turned him po­lite

    ap­plause.




    “De white man, he need to com­pli­cate thing. It ’bout time, we mor­al­ize him. We fight

    com­pli­ca­tion wif clar­ity. Evil wif moral­ity. We give de white op­pres­sor a moral

    .stan­dard he nev­er know.”




    The whites ap­plaud­ed with alacrity but not with en­thu­si­asm. The ap­plause came and went

    like a du­ti­ful blast from a pis­tol shot. Loud and short.




    “Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing Two, it sim­ple. No need to mug­gy up wif high-​fa­lu­ti­ness. It

    sim­ple as grits. Housin’, it seg­re­gat­ed. Seg­re­ga­tion, it against de law. All of you be

    crim­inals. Till now. Now, you be paid to fol­low de law of de land. Law, it say you got­ta

    live wif nigg … with blacks,” and on this note, Rev­erend Wad­son bel­lowed in­to glo­ri­ous

    res­onance.




    “How looong, Oh Lawd, de black man got­ta do de integrat­ing? How long, oh Lawd, de black

    man he got­ta go in­te­grat­ing? No longer, Lawd. Lawd, ah gots good news for you now. At long

    last, ah gots good news for yo’ bleed­in’ heart. Black con­scious­ness and black pride bring de

    op­pres­sor ’round to do what le­gal and right. Whites, dey gonna do de in­te­grat­ing.”




    And with a cau­tion­ary note to the ruler of the uni­verse that the whites had to be

    of­fered mov­ing mon­ey to move in­to black neigh­bor­hoods, the Rev­erend Wad­son con­clud­ed

    by ask­ing a bless­ing on get­ting whites to do what they should have done from the

    be­gin­ning.




    Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing II was quite sim­ply in­te­gra­tion of neigh­bor­hoods us­ing whites

    in­stead of blacks as the in­te­gra­tors, and black neigh­bor­hoods in­stead of white ones as

    the ar­eas to be in­te­grat­ed. It was an ex­per­imen­tal pi­lot project of Rev. Wad­son’s

    Black Min­istry Coun­cil, fund­ed by the fed­er­al gov­ern­ment. There was six mil­lion

    dol­lars for the project. Ur­ban economists call the grant “so lit­tle they don’t want it to

    work.”




    Of the six mil­lion dol­lars, two mil­lion went for con­sult­ing fees, one mil­lion for the

    mov­ing, two mil­lion for ex­plorato­ry re­search and nine hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars for

    “out­reach, in­put, and coun­ter­face group­ings.” The re­main­ing one hun­dred thou­sand

    dol­lars went to buy two build­ings, the own­er of which gave Rev­erend Wad-​son an en­ve­lope

    with forty thou­sand dol­lars in it as a sales com­mis­sion, some­times re­ferred to, when

    in­dulged in by whites, as a kick­back.




    The strat­egy ses­sions called work­shops were con­duct­ed at re­sorts in Trinidad, Puer­to

    Ri­co, Ja­maica, Cannes, and Paris. There were floods of con­sul­tants and con­sult­ing firms

    at one hun­dred dol­lars per hour. Many of the finest New York City cour­te­sans found

    them­selves giv­ing ad­vice on in­ter­race coun­ter­faces.




    This au­di­to­ri­um was cost­ing Amer­ican tax­pay­ers fortythou­sand dol­lars in

    con­sult­ing fees. Be­sides Rev­erend Wad­son, there were black au­thor­ities and con­sul­tants

    sen­si­tiz­ing the white au­di­ence. There was talk on Her­itage, which showed blacks were good

    and whites were bad and how ig­no­ble whites had ru­ined no­ble black men. The black speak­er

    had writ­ten a re­view of this book and for five thou­sand dol­lars he read his re­view.




    It said he didn’t know why the au­thor both­ered to give un­wor­thy whites such a wor­thy

    book. He blamed whites for not bring­ing up blacks as Mus­lims. He said he didn’t know why he

    even both­ered to talk to the whites, be­cause no­body else cared for whites. Not in the whole

    world.




    The au­thor car­ried a pock­et­book and looked like a popeyed toad. He smoked with a

    vengeance. Rev­erend Wad­son thanked him and made the au­di­ence thank him.




    The pro­gram was named Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing II be­cause there had been an Af­fir­ma­tive

    Hous­ing I. The two mil­lion dol­lars for con­sult­ing fees in this pro­gram had shown that

    Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing I had failed be­cause the whites were in­ad­equate­ly sen­si­tized to

    black cul­ture. Now they were be­ing sen­si­tized.




    They all watched a film on how bad whites were to blacks in the South be­fore civ­il

    rights.




    They watched a dance troupe per­form “Rev­olu­tion­ary Black Van­guard.” It showed black

    rev­olu­tion­ar­ies killing white op­pres­sors like priests and nuns.




    Miss Hotchkiss saw all this and told her­self that per­haps she had neg­ative feel­ings

    be­cause she wasn’t sen­si­tive enough.




    A po­et read about burn­ing white ven­om wombs with black righ­teous­ness. Burn­ing hous­es

    down around whites. Rev­olu­tion. No more Je­sus. Gimme Marx.




    A co­me­di­an now call­ing him­self a “con­science activist” ex­plained how the FBI had

    act­ed pe­cu­liar­ly dur­ing the as­sas­si­na­tion of Mar­tin Luther King. The FBI, said the

    co­me­di­an, had leaked out a sto­ry that the good rev­erend didn’t stay in black ho­tels. And

    out of the good­ness of the rev­erend’s heart, when he heard this sto­ry, he moved to a black

    ho­tel where he was as­sas­si­nat­ed. There­fore the FBI was to blame. The co­me­di­an was paid

    three thou­sand dol­lars for this lec­ture.




    There was a pic­ture of Field Mar­shal Doc­tor Idi Amin Da­da, Pres­ident for Life, on stage

    and a record­ing of his voice telling the au­di­ence that he re­al­ly liked whites and that

    they shouldn’t be fooled by pro­pa­gan­da from whites.




    Then there was the In­ter­view for Afro News tele­vi­sion, called “Like It Re­al­ly Is,” and

    there was Rev­erend Wad­son’s se­ri­ous face and sonorous voice.




    “We try­ing, Lawd, we try­ing, to coun­ter­act in this brief af­ter­noon years of racist

    pro­pa­gan­da.” The fe­male an­nounc­er said to the cam­era whirring away that ev­ery­one

    agreed it was an up­hill fight to coun­ter­act racist pro­pa­gan­da. She said that if Rev­erend

    Wad­son were suc­cess­ful in his strug­gle, then there would be no need for bus­ing be­cause

    then Amer­ica would be in­te­grat­ed. “We all know the rev­erend for his good fight against

    po­lice bar­barous­ness and atroc­ities,” she said.




    Then the whites were ush­ered out of the au­di­to­ri­um and told to smile at the cam­eras.

    But since Swedish tele­vi­sion was late ar­riv­ing, the el­der­ly whites were herd­ed again

    back in­to the au­di­to­ri­um. Then they were guid­ed out again, but since there weren’t enough

    smiles, they were pushed back in and told to come out again, smil­ing. A few faint­ed. Miss

    Hotchkiss kept go­ing by hold­ing on to the man in front of her.




    Some­one yelled for them to smile. She tried to. Young black men in black leather jack­ets

    stood in rows. Thetired old peo­ple were marched up to the rows of men and got threats

    that those who did not smile would suf­fer.




    Miss Hotchkiss heard words she had nev­er heard be­fore. She tried smil­ing. If one were

    pleas­ant, if oth­ers knew you meant on­ly pleas­ant­ness, then cer­tain­ly ba­sic hu­man

    dig­ni­ty would pre­vail. An old man from Des Moines be­gan sob­bing.




    “It will be all right,” said Miss Hotchkiss. “It will be all right. Re­mem­ber, all men are

    broth­ers. Didn’t you hear how moral blacks are? What do we have to fear from peo­ple who are

    moral­ly su­pe­ri­or? Don’t wor­ry,” she said but she did not like the way the young black men

    eyed her sap­phire ring. She would have tak­en it off if she could. But it had not been able to

    slip off since she was sev­en­teen. She told her­self it was such a small ring, scarce­ly a few

    points of a carat. It had come over from Eng­land with an an­ces­tor, who had brought it west

    through the Erie Canal and clown in­to the Mi­ami, Ohio val­ley, where good peo­ple had made

    good land boun­ti­ful.




    Her great-​grand­fa­ther had gone to war and lost a leg to free blacks from slav­ery. And

    the ring was his moth­er’s, giv­en to Miss Hotchkiss over the pas­sage of time. It was

    im­por­tant, be­cause it tied her to her past. Yet now the wom­an, rich in years but poor in

    the youth­ful sap that made climb­ing in­to a bus a sim­ple pro­ce­dure, would very much have

    want­ed to have left that ring with her sis­ter’s child. She felt the ring en­dan­gered her

    life.




    She was re­lieved to see a man with a col­lar get on the bus. He had a round jovial face. He

    said he want­ed ev­ery­one to hear his ver­sion of the Good Samar­itan.




    “A man was walk­ing along the road when an­oth­er man jumped on him and robbed him of

    ev­ery­thing andthen de­mand­ed to know why he was poor,” said the man with the col­lar.

    Miss Hotchkiss was con­fused. She re­mem­bered the Good Samar­itan as help­ing some­one. She

    didn’t un­der­stand.




    “I see you’re con­fused. You are the rob­bers. And the Third World has been robbed by you.

    Whites have made the Third World op­pressed, poor by rob­bing them.”




    A man with sil­ver hair raised a hand. He was an eco­nomics teach­er, he said. He had been

    teach­ing thir­ty years and was re­tired. He said that while there were faults with

    col­oniza­tion, it was a fact that it did raise the life ex­pectan­cy of the na­tive

    pop­ula­tion.




    “Pover­ty and star­va­tion in the Third World is re­al­ly just slight­ly bet­ter than it’s

    al­ways been. They are liv­ing the life of prein­dus­tri­al­ized man. No­body stole any­thing

    from them. They nev­er had it. Wealth is an in­ven­tion of the in­dus­tri­al so­ci­ety.”




    “What about nat­ural re­sources?” yelled the man with the col­lar. “That’s steal­ing on a

    mas­sive scale. Rob­bing the in­alien­able right to a re­source.”




    “Ac­tu­al­ly, no,” said the white-​haired eco­nomics teach­er, pa­tient­ly, as if

    ex­plain­ing dry un­der­wear to a bed­wet­ter. “What you’re talk­ing about are col­ored stones

    and things in the ground that prein­dus­tri­al­ized man has no use for any­how.

    In­dus­tri­al­ized man not on­ly pays him for it, but pays him to use his la­bor in min­ing it

    or drilling for it. The prob­lem is that prein­dus­tri­al­ized man has been ex­posed to the

    rich­er life of in­dus­tri­al­ized man and nat­ural­ly he wants it. But he’s got to work at it.

    The fact is no­body stole any­thing from any­body.”




    “Racist,” screamed the man in the col­lar. “You’re not al­lowed to be­lieve things like

    that. Out of the pro­gram.”




    “Fine. I just don’t want this any­way. I found out I don’t like you peo­ple. I don’t trust

    you peo­ple and I don’t want any­thing to do with you peo­ple,” said the white-​haired man, his

    voice quiv­er­ing.




    “Get out,” screamed the man with the col­lar and since the tele­vi­sion cam­eras had gone

    and would not record the mo­ment, the man was al­lowed to get off the bus, with veiled hints

    about his nev­er be­ing able to re­cov­er his fur­ni­ture again. Miss Hotchkiss want­ed to go

    with him. But there was the cher­ry­wood cab­inet that Aunt Mary had giv­en her and that ta­ble

    that had come up with the fam­ily along the Erie Canal. It would be all right. She knew so many

    nice Ne­gro peo­ple in Troy, Ohio.




    Had she giv­en up the fam­ily fur­ni­ture, Miss Hotchkiss might have spared her­self a death

    of hor­ror. She was go­ing to lose the fur­ni­ture any­way. The world was go­ing to lose that

    fur­ni­ture. The eco­nomics teach­er, with a wis­dom peo­ple of­ten get in the val­ley of

    death, re­al­ized that there was a chance to get new fur­ni­ture on­ly if he were alive.




    In a pro­gram where it was manda­to­ry to blame all whites for ev­ery­thing and for­bid­den

    to blame any black for any­thing, he knew the whites were be­com­ing the new Jews for the new

    black Nazis.




    He will­ing­ly gave up his en­tire wal­let and emp­tied his pock­ets at the door of the bus

    to a young black man. Did the young man want his but­tons? He could have them too.




    Lat­er, the New York City po­lice would blame the dis­as­ter of Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing II

    on the late start of the bus­es to­ward the mul­tira­cial liv­ing en­vi­ron­ments, which meant

    the two slum build­ings the pro­gram owned.




    The bus­es and the vans got there at dark. The drivers of the vans, lat­er to be blamed by

    the may­or for cow­ardice, fled in a group as night de­scend­ed. The bus drivers hailed gyp­sy

    cabs.




    And the white set­tlers were left in the bus­es parked in front of the vans. A young black

    boy found he couldjim­my open the side of one of the bus­es. Gangs of black youths

    swarmed aboard and dragged the el­der­ly whites out of the bus­es. Some had to re­grab be­cause

    old peo­ple’s hair came out so eas­ily. Miss Hotchkiss clung to one of the met­al legs of the

    seats weld­ed to the floor.




    But she could not hold when the boot stamped down on her wrist, crush­ing old and frag­ile

    bone. The pain was young and new and she shrieked, but hard­ly any­one heard her screams for

    mer­cy be­cause ev­ery­one was scream­ing.




    She felt her right hand with the ring be­ing lift­ed up and felt her­self thrown around as

    sev­er­al young black men fought for her.




    Some­one had got­ten in­to the vans and was throw­ing the fur­ni­ture on­to a gi­ant

    bon­fire of flame that roared al­most as high as the ten­ements around her. She felt a sharp

    tear­ing at her ring fin­ger and knew the fin­ger was no longer there. She felt her­self be­ing

    lift­ed up and the flames en­veloped her, very yel­low and burn­ing hot, so that there was a

    sud­den blast­ing pain, and then, sur­pris­ing­ly, noth­ing.




    One black wom­an in a third-​sto­ry apart­ment di­aled 911, Po­lice Emer­gen­cy.




    “Get down here. Get down here. They’re burn­ing peo­ple. They’re burn­ing peo­ple at Wal­ton

    and 173rd.”




    “How many peo­ple are be­ing burned?” asked the po­lice­man.




    “I don’ know. A dozen. Two dozen. Oh, God. It ter­ri­ble.”




    “La­dy, we’ll get down as soon as we can. We’re un­der­staffed. We’ve got big­ger

    dis­as­ters ahead of you.”




    “Dey burn­ing’ whites. Now will you get some­body down heah? Dey got de Sax­on Lawds, de

    Stone Shieks of Al­lah, all de gangs. It hor­ri­ble. Dey burn­ing peo­ple.”




    “Thank you for re­port­ing,” came the voice and thephone clicked off. The black wom­en

    drew the cur­tains and cried. There were times as a child in Or­ange­burg, South Car­oli­na,

    when she couldn’t go out in the street safe­ly be­cause she was black. And that was bad. There

    was no great joy in com­ing north, but there had been hope.




    Now, just when the great­est hopes were be­ing achieved, she couldn’t walk out in the

    streets ex­cept in the ear­ly morn­ing. And she did not rel­ish the screams of whites any more

    than of blacks.




    She just thought that peo­ple ought to be left alone with a bit of dig­ni­ty, and if not

    dig­ni­ty, at least a lit­tle safe­ty. But she didn’t even have that. She opened an old fam­ily

    bible and she read and she prayed for ev­ery­one. Some­one had said there was a lot of mon­ey

    spent fight­ing pover­ty. Well, she was poor and she didn’t see any of it. Some­one said there

    was a lot of mon­ey spent fight­ing racism. Well, if she were white and she were bused in­to

    some of the trash that made her life mis­er­able, she cer­tain­ly wasn’t go­ing to hate blacks

    less.




    Now, if some­one want­ed to fight racism, they ought to have de­cent whites meet de­cent,

    God-​fear­ing black peo­ple. There was noth­ing like de­cent peo­ple meet­ing de­cent peo­ple.

    When the screams pen­etrat­ed her room, she went in­to the bath­room. And when she could still

    hear the screams of peo­ple be­ing burned alive, she shut the bath­room door and let the wa­ter

    run. And there she prayed.




    Rev­erend Wad­son prayed too. He prayed for a soft­en­ing of white hearts. He did this from

    a podi­um in a ball­room of the Wal­dorf-​As­to­ria Ho­tel, rent­ed by Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing

    II, as an an­tiracism work­shop. To help fight racism, there was a ten-​piece band, three rock

    singers, and an open bar.Tele­vi­sion cam­eras fo­cused on Rev­erend Wad­son’s mas­sive

    per­spir­ing rut­ty face over the white col­lar. The eyes rolled and the lips glis­tened un­der

    the ball­room lights. His nos­trils flared wide enough and round enough to hide a pair of

    gi­ant im­mies in his nose. Rev­erend Wad­son was like a freight train, at first punch­ing out

    sin­gle thoughts at a slow steady pace and then ris­ing in pitch and speed. And what he said

    was that Amer­ica was aban­don­ing its fight against op­pres­sion. But there was a way the

    fight could be con­tin­ued. How? Quite log­ical­ly. By fund­ing Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing III,

    with mean­ing­ful amounts of mon­ey.




    “When de man, he lay down six mil­lion to solve three hun­dred year of op­pres­sion, he

    sayin’ ah doan wan’ in-​ne­gra­tion to suc­ceed. No, suh. He sayin’ in his six mil­lion ways,

    nig­gah, you go starve. But de Third World, it know de man. It know he im­moral. It’know de

    rich black con­tri­bu­tion to de world ain’ gonna be ripped off by de white man.”




    “So you’re say­ing that the fed­er­al gov­ern­ment’s pro­gram is so bad­ly fund­ed as to

    bor­der on fraud,” said the Swedish tele­vi­sion an­nounc­er, her hair as cool yel­low as pale

    wheat stalks, her skin the white smooth cream of the North peo­ple, her teeth even and

    un­rav­aged by cav­ity or brace. A shim­mer­ing black silk pants suit high­light­ed full and

    ready breasts and driv­ing der­riere. Even while she stood still, the black silk moved up and

    down her leg. Her per­fume en­veloped Rev­erend Wad­son.




    “Dat ex­act­ly what I been sayin’,” Wad­son said.




    “You have been so help­ful, Rev­erend, to Swedish tele­vi­sion,” the blond said. “I wish we

    could have more of your time.”




    “Who say you can’t?” asked the rev­erend. He was a big man, at least six-​feet-​four and he

    seemed to throw his whole body in­to her face.




    “Don’t you have a lec­ture tonight on the beau­ty of black wom­en?” she asked. Rev­erend

    Wad­son took twen­ty sec­onds to mouth the let­ters on the name tag pinned to the beau­ti­ful

    ris­ing black silk cov­er­ing what must be a moun­tain of white breast.




    “In­grid,” he said, look­ing up to make sure by watch­ing her face that he had said it

    cor­rect­ly. “In­grid, I think sis­ter­hood pow­er­ful. Pow­er­ful. Pow­er­ful. I with you in

    sis­ter­hood.”




    A black wom­an in stylish but hard-​lined dashi­ki with el­egant bar­ren cop­per jew­el­ry

    around her long ebony neck and with short hair in black rows, tugged at the sleeve of Rev­erend

    Wad­son.




    “Rev­erend, your lec­ture. Re­mem­ber, you’re a con­sul­tant to the city on race

    re­la­tions.”




    “I busy,” said Wad­son and smiled at the blond.




    “But you are part of the pro­gram. You are a con­sul­tant to the city,” said the black

    wom­an.




    “Lat­er,” said Rev­erend Wad­son.




    “But your lec­ture is about the city’s fight against racism,” said the wom­an. She smiled

    po­lite­ly but firm­ly at the Swedish tele­vi­sion an­nounc­er.




    “Lat­er, I said. We workin’ in­ter­na­tion­al now,” said Rev­erend Wad­son who placed a

    large hand on the silk-​cov­ered shoul­der of In­grid. In­grid smiled. Rev­erend Wad­son saw

    her breasts peak un­der the black silk. She wasn’t wear­ing a bra.




    “Rev­erend,” said the black wom­an, her lips purs­ing. “There are many peo­ple who want to

    hear you talk on beau­ty and black be­ing syn­ony­mous.”




    “Syn­ony­mous? Ah nev­er calls it syn­ony­mous. Nev­er. Black beau­ty your ba­sic beau­ty.

    It ain’ syn­ony­mous. Too long, oh Lawd, has our beau­ti­ful black beau­ties been called

    syn­ony­mous by white racists. In­grid, we gots get out­ta here and talk about racism and

    beau­ty.”




    “Syn­ony­mous means ‘the same as,”" said the black wom­an. “Black is the same as beau­ty,

    beau­ty is black. Black is beau­ty.”




    “Right on,” said Rev­erend Wad­son, turn­ing his back on the wom­an and guid­ing In­grid

    in­to his path.




    “Rev­erend, New York City pays you forty-​nine thou­sand dol­lars a year for your

    lec­tures,” said the wom­an tug­ging the back of Wad­son’s dark min­is­te­ri­al coat.




    “I busy, wom­an,” said Rev­erend Wad­son.




    “Rev­erend, I’m not let­ting you go,” said the wom­an.




    “I be back, In­grid. Doan you go nowhere, heah?”




    “I will be here,” said the Swedish beau­ty and gave Wad­son a big wink. The rev­erend went

    in­to an ad­min­is­tra­tive room of the ho­tel to talk to the black wom­an who was help­ing him

    in his lec­ture se­ries to col­leges in the city.




    “This on­ly take a minute,” said Rev­erend Wad­son who had played tight end for a black

    col­lege in the south and was known to be able to un­foot some­one with one swipe. He slammed

    the black wom­an’s head against the wall. She dropped like a sack of sog­gy week-​old

    col-​lards.




    Wad­son re­turned to In­grid. A group of young blacks had gath­ered around her. With bulk

    strength, Rev­erend Wad­son cleared them away. And still chuck­ling, he brought In­grid to a

    con­fer­ence room where he fi­nal­ly got his hands on the black silk and un­draped it away from

    the soft white body that he cov­ered with his anx­ious tongue. And just be­fore his tri­umph,

    she wrig­gled away and he lunged for her. But she was too fast. She claimed he re­al­ly didn’t

    want her.




    Want her? Was that a droop of dis­in­ter­est, Wad­son want­ed to know?




    She con­sent­ed but on­ly af­ter he promised his help.




    “Sho. Anyf­ing,” pant­ed the Rev­erend Wad­son. “First dis.”In­grid smiled her

    per­fect smooth-​skinned smile. Rev­erend Wad­son thought at that mo­ment she need­ed no skin

    light­en­ers. Nev­er a lo­tion on that face.




    She asked to kiss him.




    He al­lowed as that would be all right.




    Down went the zip­per of his trousers. In­grid reached up and brought her long hair be­hind

    her head in two hand­fuls.




    Rev­erend Wad­son lunged for­ward, body and de­sire out of con­trol.




    Sud­den­ly In­grid pulled back.




    “Drop your gun, Rev­erend,” she said and gone was the lilt of Swe­den from her voice.




    “Hah?” Wad­son said.




    “Drop that gun you’re car­ry­ing,” she re­peat­ed. “A go­ril­la with a gun is

    dan­ger­ous.”




    “Bitch,” said the rev­erend and was about to bang her yel­low head in­to the fur­ni­ture

    when he felt a tin­gle around a very del­icate part of his body. It was as if she had slipped a

    ring on it.




    “Oh, my Lawd,” said the rev­erend, look­ing down in hor­ror. For there was a ring down

    there, a white met­al band, but sur­round­ing the band was his own blood, a thin line. His

    de­sire dis­ap­peared like a yoyo com­ing back to the hand that launched it, but the white

    met­al ring closed down to the size of his di­min­ish­ing de­sire. And the blood was still

    there.




    “Don’t wor­ry, Rev­erend, that’s just a lit­tle blood. Do you want to see more?”




    And then there was pain in that most del­icate place. Rev­erend Wad­son looked down in

    hor­ror at the grow­ing red drip­pings.




    He grabbed the ring but could not tug it off with­out tear­ing his flesh.




    “Ah kill you,” bel­lowed the mas­sive man.




    “And you lose it, sweety,” said In­grid and she held up a lit­tle black box the size of a

    box of restau­rant sou­venir match­es. It had a small red plas­tic tog­gle switch set in the

    cen­ter. She moved the switch for­ward and the pain in his groin eased. She moved it back and

    it felt as if some­one were stick­ing pins in a cir­cle around his or­gan.




    “Close up your pants, Rev­erend. We’re go­ing out.”




    “S’right. Ah gots speech to make. Yessuh, black is beau­ty. De mos’ beau­ti­ful. Got to get

    on wif it right now. Racism, it doan sleep. No suh. Black, it you ba­sic beau­ty.”




    “Can the crap, Rev­erend. You’re com­ing with me.”




    “Ah’s bleed­ing,” wailed Wad­son.




    “Don’t wor­ry. You’ll live.”




    Wad­son’s big brown eyes looked at the blond wom­an with dis­trust.




    “C’mon, I didn’t go to this trou­ble to mug you, Rev­erend.”




    Rev­erend Wad­son stuffed a used Kleenex around the metal­lic ring that bound him like a

    slave. He hoped that it might loosen and with a jerk he could get it off. But it did not loosen

    and he re­al­ized that the lit­tle box she held was stronger than a gun. There was some sort of

    ra­dio wave the box op­er­at­ed on that made the ring small­er or larg­er. If he were to get a

    wall be­tween him and that thing, why, the ring might slip off eas­ily.




    “If ra­dio con­tact is bro­ken,” said the blond, “you lose ev­ery­thing. The ring clos­es

    for good and good­bye your preach­ing in­stru­ment.”




    Rev­erend Wad­son smiled and hand­ed over his pearl-​han­dled re­volver, han­dle first. He

    made sure he was al­ways near her as they left the ho­tel. But not too close. When­ev­er his

    big brown ham­my paws got near the in­stru­ment In­grid car­ried, he felt a sting­ing pain in a

    most painful place.They got in­to In­grid’s car. She drove and told him to get in­to the

    back seat where he sat with his hands hov­er­ing over his groin. It dawned on him that this was

    the first wak­ing mo­ment of his adult life that he was with a beau­ti­ful wom­an with­out

    or­ga­niz­ing some pro­gram to get him­self in­to her pants.


  




  

    Chapter Seven




    The build­ing was on­ly three blocks from Ma­cy’s in the cen­ter of Man­hat­tan but when

    Ma­cy’s and Gim­bel’s rang their clos­ing bells, the whole area cleared out as if it were a

    black­board and God had wiped the wet eras­er of night over it.




    Rev­erend Wad­son slumped deep­er in­to the back seat of the car as it pulled to a stop in

    front of an old lime-​stained brick build­ing that looked like a hir­ing hall for rats. He

    looked cau­tious­ly out his side win­dow, then craned his neck to look be­hind the car.




    “Ah doan laks dis place,” he said. “This neigh­bor­hood not safe dis time of night.”




    “I’ll pro­tect you, Pork­chop,” In­grid said.




    “Ain” got my piece,” said Wad­son. “Ain’ no­body got no right make some­body go in­to some

    place like dis with­out him got a piece to pro­tects him.”




    “Like those old white peo­ple you turned loose in that jun­gle tonight? That got burned

    alive?”




    “Weren’t my fault,” Rev­erend Wad­son said. If he could just get her talk­ing, maybe he

    could get his hands on that lit­tle black box she kept pressed be­tween her legs as she drove.

    “Dey vol­un­teers. Dey vol­un­teer to make up fo’ cen­turies of white op­pres­sion.”




    In­grid care­ful­ly took off her driv­ing gloves. She seemed in no hur­ry to leave the car,

    as if she were wait­ing for a sig­nal. Wad­son moved up slight­ly on the edge of the seat. One

    big hand around her neck and her own hands would prob­ably fly up to her throat to save

    her­self. Then he could pluck that lit­tle black box from be­tween her legs. But care­ful­ly.

    Care­ful­ly.




    “They were poor old peo­ple who didn’t know any bet­ter,” In­grid said. “They be­lieved all

    that bilge that they heard from fak­ers like you and oth­ers just like you. You should have

    pro­tect­ed them.”




    “Not my job to give dem pro­tec­tion. Gub­ber­mint not give me ‘nough mon­ey to give de

    pro­tec­tion. Gub­ber­mint cheat de black man again and now try to blame dat ac­ci­dent on the

    black man. Oh, when will it end, dis op­pres­sion?” he moaned.




    “The strong have an obli­ga­tion to pro­tect the weak,” said In­grid. “In the old colonies

    of the west­ern world, that used to be called the white man’s bur­den. Nowa­days, in these

    jun­gles …” she paused and start­ed to turn to­ward him “. . . it’s the jun­gle bun­ny’s

    bur­den.”




    Wad­son had al­most reached the edge of his seat when In­grid turned and gave him a full

    bright smile of per­fect pearles­cent teeth. “You move an­oth­er inch to­ward me, dark­ie, and

    you’re go­ing to be singing so­pra­no for the rest of your life.”




    Rev­erend Wad­son slumped back in the cor­ner of the seat again.




    “Ah still cloan lak dis place,” he said.




    “If we’re at­tacked by a ma­raud­ing band, you can givethem all your

    all-​in­en-​are-​broth­ers ser­mon. That should raise their con­scious­ness. As­sum­ing they

    have any.”




    She seemed sat­is­fied that Wad­son had giv­en up any ag­gres­sive plans, so she turned back

    and con­tin­ued look­ing out the front win­dow. Just to re­mind him, she touched the red

    tog­gle switch atop the black box.




    “All right, all right,” Wad­son said hur­ried­ly then groaned in re­lief as the pres­sure

    was re­lieved slight­ly.




    The pain was bear­able but it was al­ways there. Wad-​son didn’t trust that In­grid not to

    mess with that switch so he sat still. Very still. His day would come. One day, he’d get her

    and she wouldn’t have that lit­tle black box and he would have his gun and he would do his

    num­ber on her and then when he was all done, he would turn her over to the Sax­on Lords for a

    toy and they would teach her not to mess with the black man, not to sub­ju­gate him and his

    no­bil­ity to her own….




    Some­one was com­ing down the street. Three men moved along to­ward them. Black men. Young

    black men with big flop­py hats and plat­form shoes and skin-​tight trousers. Was that who she

    was wait­ing for?




    The three men stopped ten feet from the car, peer­ing through the wind­shield. One bent

    clos­er for a bet­ter look, saw In­grid’s white blond hair, and point­ed to­ward her. The

    oth­er two bent over for a bet­ter look. They smiled, bright sun­shine smiles in their

    mid­night faces. Hitch­ing up their trousers, they saun­tered over to the car.




    Go ‘way, Rev­erend Wad­son thought. Go ‘way, we don’ want no trou­ble wif you. But he said

    noth­ing.




    The biggest of the three young men, who looked to be eigh­teen years old, tapped on the

    win­dow near In­grid’s left ear.




    She looked at him cool­ly, then rolled the win­dow down two inch­es.




    “Yes?”




    “You lost, la­dy? We help you if you is lost,”




    “I’m not lost, thank you.”




    “Then why you wait­ing here? Hah. Why you here?”




    “I like it here.”




    “You wait­ing for a man, you doan have to waits no mo’. Now you go ts three mens.”




    “Won­der­ful,” In­grid said. “Why don’t we all make a date to meet some­time at the mon­key

    house at the zoo?”




    “Doan have to wait for no dates to meet wif us. We heah now and we ready for you.” He turned

    to his two com­pan­ions. “Ain’ we ready for her?”




    One nod­ded. The oth­er said, “Oooooh, is we ev­er?”




    “It’s been nice talk­ing to you boys. Good night,” In­grid said.




    “Wait a minute. Ain’ no boys you talk­ing to. No boys. We’s men. Where you get­ting that

    boys? You doan go do­ing no boy­ing around heah. We’s men. You want to see how big mens we is,

    we shows you.”




    He reached down to un­zip his fly.




    “Take it out and I’ll take it off,” In­grid said.




    “Take it out,” said one of the oth­er youths.




    “Yeah. Take it out,” said the oth­er. “She ‘fraid your black pow­er. Show her your tow­er of

    pow­er.”




    The first youth was con­fused now. He looked at In­grid.




    “Yo wan­na see it?”




    “No,” she said. “I want your lips. I want your big beau­ti­ful lips to kiss.”




    The boy swelled up and smirked at his two friends. “Well, lit­tle foxy la­dy, ain’ no

    trou­ble wif­fen dat dere.” He bent over and put his face to­ward the car. He puck­ered his

    lips in the two-​inch open­ing at the top of the win­dow.




    In­grid stuck Rev­erend Wad­son’s pearl-​han­dled re­volver in­to the big open mouth.




    “Here, Sam­bo, suck on this for a while.”




    The young black man re­coiled. “Sheeit,” he said.




    “Nice to meet you. My name’s In­grid.”




    “Dis bitch crazy,” said the man, wip­ing the taste of the gun bar­rel from his mouth.




    “This what?” In­grid asked, point­ing the bar­rel of the gun at the man’s stom­ach.




    “Ah sor­ry. La­dy. Come on, boys, we go now. Yes’m, we go now.”




    “Have a nice day, nig­ger,” In­grid said.




    She point­ed the gun at him again as he moved back a step.




    “Yes’m,” he said. “Yes’m.” He put an arm around the shoul­der of one of his friends and

    moved quick­ly away from the car, care­ful to make sure that his friend was be­tween him and

    the gun bar­rel.




    In­grid rolled up the win­dow. Rev­erend Wad­son breathed again. They had nev­er seen him,

    hid­den in the dark cor­ner of the rear seat. In­grid seemed con­tent not to talk and Wad­son

    de­cid­ed not to try to get her to change her mind.




    They wait­ed in si­lence an­oth­er ten min­utes be­fore In­grid said, “All right. We can go

    up now.” As Rev­erend Wad­son got out of the car, she said, “Lock it up. Your friends may come

    back and eat the seats if you don’t.” She wait­ed, then nod­ded to Wad­son to lead the way down

    the street. She fol­lowed, her fin­gers on the red tog­gle switch of the lit­tle black box.




    “Up here,” she or­dered as they passed in front of a three-​sto­ry stone ten­ement. Wad­son

    led the way up to the top floor. There was on­ly one door on the floor and In­grid pushed

    Wad­son through it, in­to a large, spar­tan apart­ment where Tony Spesk, ne Colonel Speskaya,

    sat on a brown flow­ered so­fa, read­ing Com­men­tary Mag­azine with a thin smile on his pale

    face.




    He nod­ded to In­grid as she en­tered, and told Wad­son to sit down in the chair fac­ing the

    couch.




    “You are here, Rev­erend Wad­son, be­cause we need your ser­vices.”




    “Who you?” Wad­son asked.




    Spesk grinned, a large wide smile. “We are the peo­ple who con­trol your life. That’s all

    you need to know.” With a sud­den flash of in­spi­ra­tion, Wad­son asked, “You

    com­mu­nists?”




    “You might say that,” said Spesk. “Ah com­mu­nist too,” said Wad­son. “Oh, re­al­ly?”




    “Yeah. Ah be­lieves in share and share alike. Equal­ity. No­body be­ing rich ober de bod­ies

    ob de poor. Ah be­lieves in dat.”




    “How droll,” said Spesk. He stood up from the couch, care­ful­ly plac­ing the mag­azine on

    one of the arms. “And what is your view­point of the Hegelian di­choto­my?” “Hah?” said

    Rev­erend Wad­son.




    “What do you think of the re­volt of the sailors at Kro­nstadt?” Spesk asked. “The

    Men­she­vik heresy?” “Hah?”




    “Of course, you sup­port the la­bor the­ory of val­ue as mod­ified by the re­search of

    Bel­chov?” “Hah?”




    “I hope, Rev­erend Wad­son,” Spesk said, “that you live to see the Com­mu­nist vic­to­ry.

    Be­cause two days lat­er, you’ll be in a field pick­ing cot­ton. In­grid, call and make sure

    our oth­er vis­itor is on his way.”




    In­grid nod­ded and went from the large liv­ing room in­to a small­er room, clos­ing the

    door be­hind her. Wad-​son no­ticed that she had placed the small black box on the arm of the

    couch near Spesk. His chance at last. An open­ing.




    When the door had closed be­hind In­grid, he smiled at Spesk.




    “That one bad wom­an.” “Oh?” said Spesk.




    “Yeah. She a racist. She hate black men. She com­mit­ting a ‘troc­ity on me.”




    “Too bad, Wad­son. Next to me, she looks like Al­bert Schweitzer.”




    His eyes had a strange hard glint in them and while Rev­erend Wad­son didn’t know who

    Al­bert Schweitzer was, be­cause he didn’t pay too much at­ten­tion to the com­ings and go­ings

    of Jews, he de­cid­ed Spesk’s com­ment pret­ty well sealed off the prospect of a

    coun­ter­con­spir-​acy against In­grid. And the black box was still too far away.




    “Lis­ten, Mis­ter”




    “Spesk. Tony Spesk.”




    “Well, lis­ten Mr. Spesk, she got dis ring on me and it hurts. You fix­ing to let me

    loose?”




    “A day or two if you be­have your­self. Nev­er, if you cause me any trou­ble.”




    “I caus­es you no trou­ble,” Wad­son said. “I be the least trou­bling man you ev­er like­ly

    to find.”




    “Good, be­cause I need you for some­thing. Sit on the floor and lis­ten.”




    Wad­son moved off the chair and t low­ered him­self to the floor, care­ful­ly, as if he had

    raw eggs in his back pock­ets.




    “There is a white man. He trav­els with an old Ori­en­tal. I want them.”




    “You gots dem. Where is they?”




    “I don’t know. I saw them down in your neigh­bor­hood. Near the house where that old wom­an,

    Mrs. Mueller, was killed.”




    Mrs. Mueller? Mrs. Mueller? That was the old wom­an the gov­ern­ment was so in­ter­est­ed

    in. They had been look­ing for some­thing. And what­ev­er it was Wad­son had it. Her apart­ment

    had yield­ed on­ly junk, but there was a strange-​look­ing de­vice that the Sax­on Lords had

    brought Wad­son to try to fence.




    “I gots some­thing bet­ter dan any white man and chink,” Wad­son said.




    “What is that?”




    “Dey was dis thing that the Mis­sus Mueller had and the gov­ern­ment, it was lookin’

    for.”




    “Yes.”




    “I got de ting.”




    “What is it?” Spesk said.




    “Ah doan know. It some kind of ting that goes tick and tick, but ah doan knows what it’s

    for.”




    “Where do you have it?”




    “You takes de ring off, I tell you.” Wad­son tried a large friend­ly smile.




    “You don’t tell me and I’m go­ing to take part of you off.” Spesk reached out and lift­ed

    the small black box.




    “Hold it, hold it, hold it raht theah. I got the dee-​vice. I got it at my ‘part­ment.”




    “Good. I want it. But more than that, I want the white man and the Ori­en­tal.”




    “I find dem. I get dem for you. What you want dem for?”




    “They’re weapons. Nev­er mind. You wouldn’t un­der­stand.”




    “You gonna take de ring off?”




    “When you per­form.”




    Wad­son nod­ded glum­ly. Spesk took sev­er­al steps back to the couch. He was limp­ing

    heav­ily.




    “What hap­pen to you leg?”




    “That’s what I want to see the white man about,” Spesk said.




    “What white man?”




    “What have we been talk­ing about? The white man and the Ori­en­tal.”




    “Oh, dat white man.”




    Spesk looked up as In­grid re­turned.




    “I just saw his car. He’s on his way up,” she said.




    “Fine. You know what to do.”




    Though the wood par­quet floor was hard un­der Rev­erend Wad­son’s butt he didn’t think it

    would be wise to move. That black box was still too close to Spesk’s hand. He sat still as

    In­grid went back in­to the oth­er room and came out with an­oth­er black box. She gave it to

    Spesk. She was al­so car­ry­ing a hoop, a round white ring of met­al, the size of a hoop from a

    child’s ring-​toss game.




    Spesk held the black box in his hands and nod­ded to In­grid who walked to the door of the

    apart­ment and stood be­hind the door.




    A few sec­onds lat­er, the door opened, and a small man with a gray­ing crew cut splashed

    in­to the room. He came at top speed as if he had just re­mem­bered where he had mis­placed his

    wal­let. He looked up and saw Spesk and smiled.




    The man paused a mo­ment, as if psy­chi­cal­ly recharg­ing him­self for an­oth­er fren­zied

    bolt across the floor to­ward Spesk, when In­grid stepped from be­hind the door and with one

    quick prac­ticed mo­tion opened the white ring and snapped it around the man’s neck.




    The man re­coiled and spun to­ward her, his right hand slip­ping im­me­di­ate­ly in­to the

    jack­et of his plaid sports jack­et.




    “Bres­lau,” Spesk said. His voice, ut­ter­ing one word, was a harsh com­mand de­mand­ing

    .obe­di­ence. Bres­lau turned. He put his hands to the ring on his neck and tried to pull it

    off. When it did not come loose, he looked at Spesk and his smile was gone. His face was all

    ques­tions.




    “Leave that alone and come here,” Spesk said:




    The small man looked at In­grid once more as if fil­ing her per­fidy for a fu­ture

    ac­count­ing date, then came to­ward Spesk. He fi­nal­ly saw Rev­erend Wad­son on the floor and

    looked at him, un­sure whether to smile in welcome or to sneer in vic­to­ry. In­stead he just

    looked blankly at Wad­son, and then again at Spesk.




    “Colonel Speskaya,” Bres­lau said. “I heard you were in the city. I could not wait to talk

    to you.” His hands again went to the ring at his neck. “But what is this? Most strange.” He

    smiled at Spesk as if they alone in the world shared a se­cret knowl­edge of the earth’s

    gross­est stu­pidi­ties.




    He glanced at Wad­son to see if the black man had a sim­ilar ring around his neck. Wad­son

    want­ed to shout, “Hon­key, I gots one worse than that.”




    “Bres­lau,” Spesk said cold­ly. “You know a house on Wal­ton Av­enue?”




    The small smile of se­cret shar­ing left Bres­lau’s face but on­ly for an in­stant be­fore

    he re­cov­ered. “But of course, Colonel. That is why I was most anx­ious to see you. To

    dis­cuss this with you.”




    “And that is why you and your su­pe­ri­ors saw fit not to no­ti­fy us of what you were

    do­ing and what you were look­ing for?”




    “It might have been a fruit­less search,” Bres­lau said. “It was, in fact. I would not want

    to both­er you with triv­ia.”




    Spesk looked down at the small black box in his hands.




    “I will give you some triv­ia,” he said. “You did not no­ti­fy us be­cause your agen­cy was

    free­lanc­ing again and try­ing to cap­ture this de­vice for your­self. East Ger­many has

    al­ways had such am­bi­tions.” He raised a hand to si­lence Bres­lau’s protest. “You were

    awk­ward and in­ept. There would have been ways to move in­to that build­ing, to search for

    some­thing of val­ue. We could sim­ply have bought the build­ing through a front. But, no, that

    would have been too sim­ple. So you had to blun­der around and fi­nal­ly bring in the Amer­ican

    CIA and theAmer­ican FBI and they took the op­er­ation away from you.”




    Bres­lau did not know yet if it was the right time to protest. His face seemed frozen.




    “In­ep­ti­tude is bad enough,” Spesk said. “In­ep­ti­tude that re­sults in fail­ure is even

    worse. It is in­tol­er­able. You may speak now.”




    “You are right, Com­rade. We should have ad­vised you ear­li­er. But as I say, the de­vice

    was on­ly a ru­mor among some of those in the Ger­man Demo­crat­ic Re­pub­lic who were ac­tive

    dur­ing the war. It could well have been on­ly a fig­ment of some­one’s imag­ina­tion. As in

    fact it was. There is no such de­vice.”




    “Wrong. There is.”




    “There is?” Bres­lau’s suprise had over­tones of sad­ness.




    “Yes. This crea­ture has it. He is go­ing to give it to me.”




    Bres­lau looked at Wad­son again. “Well, that’s won­der­ful. Mar­velous.”




    “Isn’t it?” Spesk said dri­ly, re­ject­ing the part­ner­ship that Bres­lau had tried to

    con­struct with his tone of voice.




    “And this de­vice, is it of val­ue? Will we be able to use it in the fu­ture in the bat­tle

    against the im­pe­ri­al­ists?”




    “I have not seen it,” Spesk said. “But it is a de­vice. There are de­vices and de­vices.”

    Fi­nal­ly Wad­son saw him smile. “Like the thing around your neck.”




    “Is this it?” Bres­lau said. His hands went to the ring around his throat.




    “No. That is some­thing new we have just in­vent­ed. I will show you how it works.”




    As Wad­son watched, - Spesk pushed for­ward the red tog­gle switch on the small black box.

    Bres­lau gagged. His eyes bulged.




    “Aaaagggh­hh.” His hands clawed at the ring.




    “You are be­ing re­moved, Com­rade,” said Spesk, “not be­cause you have been de­ceit­ful but

    be­cause you have been caught at it. Too bad.”




    He pushed the switch for­ward far­ther, a mere frac­tion of an inch. Bres­lau dropped to his

    knees. His fin­ger­tips dug in­to his neck in an ef­fort to make room for his fin­gers be­hind

    the tight­en­ing white ring. Where his fin­ger­nails dug, they left trails of blood on his

    throat as they gouged out skin and flesh. Wad­son felt a sym­pa­thet­ic pain in his groin.




    Bres­lau’s mouth opened. His eyes bulged out far­ther, like a man who spent a year on a

    di­et of thy­roid ex­tract.




    “En­joy, en­joy,” Spesk said. He pushed the switch all the way for­ward. There was a crack

    that sound­ed like a wood­en pen­cil be­ing bro­ken. Bres­lau fell face for­ward on­to the

    floor with a fi­nal hiss of air from his lungs, that turned in­to a small red bub­bly froth

    leak­ing out of the cor­ner of his mouth. His eyes stared at Rev­erend Wad-​son and al­ready,

    the black man could see them be­gin to haze over.




    Wad­son gri­maced.




    “You,” Spesk said. He put down the one black box and picked up the oth­er. “You know now

    what I want you to do.”




    “Yas­suh,” said Wad­son.




    “Re­peat it.”




    “Yo” wants me to find dis white man and dis yel­low man and den brings dem here.” He

    rolled,his eyes, and smiled a big pan­cake. “Dat it, boss?”




    “Yes. There will be no mis­takes?”




    “No ’stakes. Nos­suh, Mis­sah Tony.”




    “Good. You may leave now. In­grid will go with you to keep an eye on you and to ex­am­ine

    this de­vice that came from the Mueller apart­ment. I warn you. Do not be fool­ish and try to

    at­tack In­grid. She is a very good agent.”




    Wad­son got to his feet slow­ly and qui­et­ly, lest a heav­ily placed heel in­fu­ri­ate

    Spesk and he be­gin play­ing with that red tog­gle switch. The rev­erend turned to look for

    In­grid. She was stand­ing be­hind him, look­ing down at the dead body of East Ger­man agent

    Bres­lau.




    And her nip­ples were hard again, Wad­son no­ticed. And he wished they weren’t.


  




  

    Chapter Eight




    Two bath tow­els were bunched up at one end of the tub but the news­pa­pers Re­mo had spread

    on the floor were still dry and he felt like pat­ting Ty­rone’s head when he un­locked the

    bath­room doof and let. him out.




    Ty­rone ran im­me­di­ate­ly for the front door of the ho­tel suite. His hand was on the

    door­knob when he felt him­self be­ing jerked back­ward, up in­to the air, and plum­met­ing

    down on­to a couch which ex­haled air with an asth­mat­ic whoosh when Ty­rone’s 147 pounds

    land­ed on it.




    “What’s the big hur­ry?” Re­mo said.




    “Ah wants get out­ta here.”




    “You see,” Chi­un said, stand­ing near the win­dow and look­ing out to­ward Cen­tral Park.

    “He wants. There­fore it must be done now. In­stant grat­ifi­ca­tion. How typ­ical of the

    young.”




    “Ex­cept for the way it’s piled, this garbage isn’t typi-:al of any­thing, Lit­tle

    Fa­ther.”




    “Yo’ bet­ter lets me go now. Ah got­ta go,” Ty­rone said. “Ah wants to be leav­in’.”




    “You wants, you wants,” Re­mo said. “What do you de­serveses?”




    “Ah gots go school.”




    “School? You?”




    “As­sright. And ah gots go or ah gets in trou­ble and yo’ be in trou­ble ’cause it’s de law

    dat ah go school.”




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo asked, “what could they teach this thing in school? They’ve had him

    most of his life al­ready and they still haven’t been able to teach him En­glish.”




    “Maybe it is an in­tel­li­gent school sys­tem,” Chi­un said, “and de­votes no time to the

    study of in­fe­ri­or lan­guages.”




    “No,” said Re­mo. “I can’t be­lieve that.”




    “Dey teach me,” said Ty­rone, “and ah learns. Ah speaks street En­glish. Dat de re­al

    En­glish be­fore it be robbed by de white man who ru­in it when he steal it from de black

    man.”




    “Where’d you hear that driv­el?” Re­mo asked.




    “Ah hears it in de school. Dey have dis man who write de book and he tell us that we talk

    re­al fine and ev­ery­body else, dey be wrong. He say we speak de re­al En­glish.”




    “Lis­ten to this, Chi­un. You don’t have to like En­glish but it’s my lan­guage. It’s a

    shame to hear this done to it.” Re­mo turned to Ty­rone again. “This man who wrote that book

    about your En­glish. Is he in your school?”




    “Yeah. He de guid­ance coun­sel­lor at Mal­colm-​King-​Lu­mum­ba. He one smart muvver.”




    “Re­mem­ber what I told you last night?” Re­mo asked.




    ” ‘Bout killing me?”




    Re­mo nod­ded. “I haven’t made up my mind yet. If I find out you’re re­spon­si­ble for you,

    then you’re go­ing to van­ish with­out leav­ing a spot. But if it’s not your fault,then,

    well maybe, just maybe, you’ll live. Come on. We’re go­ing to talk to your guid­ance

    coun­selor. On your feet, Ty­rone.”




    “Those are the things at the ends of your legs,” Chi­un said.




    The Mal­colm-​King-​Lu­mum­ba School had cost nine­teen mil­lion dol­lars when it had been

    built five years ear­li­er. The build­ing cov­ered one square block, and the in­te­ri­or of the

    build­ing sur­round­ed a cen­tral court of walk­ways, pic­nic ta­bles, and out­door

    bas­ket­ball back­boards.




    When the city had first de­signed the build­ing, the na­tion­al­ly fa­mous ar­chi­tect had

    called for a min­imum of glass­work along the four ex­te­ri­or sides of the build­ing. This

    would be com­pen­sat­ed by win­dow walls on the in­side of the build­ing, bor­der­ing the

    court­yard.




    The com­mu­ni­ty school board had at­tacked the plans as racist at­tempts to hide away black

    chil­dren. A pub­lic re­la­tions firm hired by the school board mount­ed a cam­paign whose

    theme was “What do they have to hide?” and “Bring the schools out in­to the light” and “Don’t

    send our chil­dren back to the cave.”




    The New York City cen­tral school board sur­ren­dered to com­mu­ni­ty pres­sure in

    forty-​eight hours. The school’s plans were re­drawn. The in­side of the school build­ing still

    had floor-​to-​ceil­ing win­dows, but the perime­ter of Mal­colm-​King-​Lu­mum­ba was changed

    from most­ly stone to most­ly glass.




    The first year, the cost of re­plac­ing bro­ken glass caused by pass­ing rock tossers was

    $140,000; the sec­ond year, new glass cost $231,000. In four years, the cost of win­dows for

    Mal­colm-​King-​Lu­mum­ba ex­ceed­ed one mil­lion dol­lars.




    In the fifth year, two im­por­tant things hap­pened. The city faced a bud­get crunch in the

    schools. When the bud­get cut hit Lu­mum­ba High, the pres­ident of thecom­mu­ni­ty

    school board knew just where to cut ex­pens­es, be­cause of the sec­ond im­por­tant thing: his

    broth­er, hav­ing been made al­most a mil­lion­aire by four years of sup­ply­ing win­dows to

    the school, sold his glass busi­ness and opened a lum­ber­yard.




    Lu­mum­ba High stopped re­plac­ing glass. They board­ed up all the big win­dow open­ings

    around the four out­side walls of the school with ply­wood. The first year’s cost was

    $63,000.




    Lu­mum­ba High was now sealed off from the out­side world by a wall of stone and

    ex­te­ri­or-​grade Dou­glas fir ply­wood through which not light or air or learn­ing could

    pen­etrate.




    When a mem­ber of the com­mu­ni­ty school board protest­ed about the ply­wood and the

    re­sul­tant lack of light and asked a meet­ing “What are they try­ing to hide?” and to “Let our

    chil­dren out of the dark,” he was beat­en up on his way home af­ter the meet­ing. There had

    been no protests since that time.




    When the ar­chi­tect who had orig­inal­ly de­signed the school drove up one day to look at

    it, he sat in his car for an hour weep­ing.




    Re­mo de­posit­ed Ty­rone Walk­er in­side the main cor­ri­dor of Mal­colm-​King-​Lu­mum­ba

    School.




    “Now you go to your class­es,” Re­mo said.




    Ty­rone nod­ded but looked to­ward the front door where a pale knife-​edge of sun­light

    slipped in along­side one of the ply­wood pan­els.




    “No, Ty­rone,” said Re­mo. “You go to your class­es. If you don’t and you try to get away,

    I’ll come and find you. And you won’t like that.”




    Ty­rone nod­ded again, glum­ly. He swal­lowed with a gulp as if try­ing to de­vour a swollen

    gland in his throat.




    “And don’t you leave here with­out me,” Re­mo said.




    “What” yo do?”




    “I’m go­ing to talk to some of the peo­ple here and see if it’s your fault or theirs that

    you are what you are.”




    “All right, all right,” said Ty­rone. “Any­ways, dis nice day to be in school. We gots de

    read­ing to­day.”




    “You study read­ing? I thought you didn’t.” Re­mo was im­pressed.




    “Well, not dat hon­key kind of shit. De teach­er, she read to us.”




    “What’s she read?”




    “Out­en a big book wifout de pitch­ers.”




    “Get out of here, Ty­rone,” Re­mo said.




    Af­ter Ty­rone left, Re­mo looked around for the of­fice. Two young men who looked to be ten

    years old­er than the min­imum age for quit­ting school walked to­ward him and Re­mo asked if

    they knew where the of­fice was.




    “You got a nick­el, man?” said one.




    “Ac­tu­al­ly, no,” Re­mo said. “But I’ve got cash. Prob­ably two thou­sand, three thou­sand

    dol­lars. I don’t lik� to walk around broke.”




    “Den you gives us some bread if­fen you wants de of­fice.”




    “Go sur­round a ham hock,” Re­mo said.




    The young man backed off a step from Re­mo, and with a jerk­ing move­ment of his hand, had a

    switch­blade out of his pock­et and aimed at Re­mo’s bel­ly.




    “Now you gives us bread.”




    The oth­er young man stood off to the side, ap­plaud­ing qui­et­ly, a big smile on his

    face.




    “You know,” Re­mo said, “school is a great learn­ing ex­pe­ri­ence.”




    The man with the knife looked con­fused. “Ah doan wan­na…”




    “For in­stance,” Re­mo said, “you’re go­ing to learn what it feels like to have your wrist

    bones mashed to jel­ly.”




    The knife wa­vered in the hand of the young man.Re­mo moved a step clos­er and as if

    re­spond­ing to a dare, the youth pushed the blade for­ward. The first thing he heard was the

    click as the knife blade hit the stone floor. The next thing he heard was a se­ries of clicks

    as the bones were shat­ter­ing in his right wrist, in the twist­ing grip of the white man.




    The man opened his mouth to scream, but Re­mo clamped a hand over his face.




    “Mustn’t make loud nois­es. You’ll dis­rupt the lit­tle schol­ars at their work. Now where’s

    the of­fice?”




    He looked at the sec­ond young man who said, “Down that cor­ri­dor. First door on the

    right.”




    “Thank you,” Re­mo said. “Nice talk­ing to you boys.”




    The door to the of­fice was sol­id steel with­out win­dows and Re­mo had to lean his weight

    on it be­fore it pushed open.




    Re­mo walked up to the long counter in­side the of­fice and wait­ed. Fi­nal­ly a wom­an

    ap­peared and asked “Wha’ yo” want?” The wom­an was tall and over­weight, her hair a haloed

    moun­tain of frizz around her head.




    An of­fice door to Re­mo’s left said, “Doc­tor Shock­ley, Guid­ance Coun­selor.”




    “I want to see him,” Re­mo said, point­ing to­ward the door.




    “Him’s busy. What yo’ want see him ’bout?”




    “One of your stu­dents. A Ty­rone Walk­er.”




    “De po­lice precinct be down de street. Tell dem ’bout dis Ty­rone.”




    “I’m not here with a po­lice prob­lem. I want to talk about Ty­rone’s school­work.”




    “Who you?”




    “I’m a friend of the fam­ily. Ty­rone’s par­ents are both woi-​king to­day and they asked me

    to stop by and see what I could do.”




    “Wha’ yo’ say?” The wom­an’s eyes nar­rowed sus­pi­cious­ly.




    “I thought I was speak­ing En­glish. Ty­rone’s folks are work­ing and they want­ed me …”




    “Ah hear you. Ah hear you. What kind of sil­ly sto­ry be dat? What kind of peo­ple you tink

    we is, you come in and try to fool us like dat?”




    “Fool you?” asked Re­mo.




    “No­body gots no folks what bofe be work­ing. Why you heah tellin’ dem lies?”




    Re­mo sighed. “I don’t know why I both­er. All right. I’m Ty­rone’s pa­role of­fi­cer. I

    think he’s vi­olat­ed pa­role with a triple rape and six mur­ders. I want to talk to Shock­ley

    be­fore I send him to the elec­tric chair.”




    “Dat bet­ter, you be tellin’ de troof now. You sit down and you wait and Shock­ley be wif

    you when he gets chancet. He busy.”




    The wom­an nod­ded Re­mo to­ward a chair and went back to her desk and a copy of Es­sen­tial

    Mag­azine, the Jour­nal of Black Beau­ty. She stared at the cov­er.




    Re­mo found him­self sit­ting next to a teenage boy who was star­ing hard at a col­or­ing

    book on his lap. It was open to a car­toon of Porky Pig sniff­ing a flow­er in front of a

    barn.




    The boy took a cray­on from his shirt pock­et, col­ored one of Porky’s fat round hams pink,

    then re­placed the cray­on. He took out a green one and col­ored the roof of the barn. He

    re­placed that cray­on and took out the pink one again to do Porky’s oth­er rear leg.




    Re­mo watched over the boy’s shoul­der.




    “You’re pret­ty good,” he said.




    “Yeah, I do de best in de art ap­pre­ci­ation class­es.”




    “I can see why. You al­most stay in­side all the lines.”




    “Some­time it be hard though when de lines close to­geth­er and de point of de cray­on don’t

    fit ‘tween dem.”




    “What do you do then?” asked Re­mo.




    “Ah takes a cray­on from some­body whats got a sharp one and ah use dat one to fit in ‘tween

    de lines.”




    “And you give him your old cray­on?”




    The boy looked at Re­mo, a look of con­fu­sion on his face as if Re­mo were speak­ing a

    lan­guage he had nev­er heard.




    “Whuf­fo ah do that? Ah trows de old cray­on away. You a so­cial work­er or somefin?”




    “No, but some­times I wish I were.”




    “Yo’ talks fun­ny. ‘If ah were’ you says.”




    “That’s called En­glish.”




    “Yeah. That. What your name?”




    “Bwana Sahib,” Re­mo said.




    “You son of great Arab chief too?”




    “I’m a di­rect de­scen­dant of that great Ara­bi­an chief, Poc­ahon­tas.”




    “Great Arab chiefs, dey be black,” the boy sniffed. He knew a fool when he saw one.




    “I was on his moth­er’s side,” Re­mo said. “Go back to col­or­ing.”




    “It all right. Ah gots till to­mor­ra to fin­ish it.”




    Re­mo shook his head. At the desk, the black wom­an was still star­ing at the cov­er qf

    Es­sen­tial Mag­azine, the Jour­nal of Black Beau­ty.




    Shock­ley’s of­fice door opened slight­ly and Re­mo heard a voice.




    “Rat bas­tard,” came a shriek. “You be dis­crim­inat­ing. Dat not be fair.”




    The door opened ful­ly and a wom­an stood in the open­ing, her back to Re­mo. She was

    shak­ing a fist at some­thing in­side the room. The wom­an had big thick hams that jig­gled

    be­low the flow­ered belt of her cot­ton dress. Her hips looked like a has­sock with a bite

    tak­en out of it. Her flail­ing arms set off wave move­ments in the oceans of fat that hung

    from her up­per bi­ceps. A voice in­side the room said some­thing soft­ly.




    “You still a rat bas­tard,” she said. “If you didn’t have dat, I show you a ting or

    two.”She turned and stepped to­ward Re­mo. If hate had been elec­tric­ity, her eyes would

    have sparked. Her lips were pressed tight to­geth­er and her nos­trils flared.




    For a mo­ment, Re­mo con­sid­ered run­ning lest the mastodon get her hands on him. But she

    stopped next to the boy who was col­or­ing.




    “Come on, Shabazz, we go­ing home.”




    The boy was try­ing to fin­ish up the col­or­ing of Porky Pig’s right front leg. Re­mo could

    hear his teeth grind as he con­cen­trat­ed. The wom­an lin­gered on­ly for a mo­ment, then

    clubbed the boy along­side the head. Cray­on went fly­ing one way, the col­or­ing book the

    oth­er.




    “Come on, ma, why you do dat?”




    “We get­tin’ out­ta here. Dat rat bas­tard, he not gonna change his mind ’bout you

    grad­uat­ing.”




    “You mean your son here is not go­ing to be grad­uat­ed?” Re­mo said. “He’s go­ing to be

    left back?” Maybe there was still some san­ity in the world.




    The wom­an looked at Re­mo as if he were a fried rib that had lain all night on a sub­way

    plat­form.




    “What you talk­ing? Shabazz here, he de sal­itate-​ato­ri­an. He got hon­ors.”




    “Then what’s the prob­lem?” Re­mo asked.




    “De prob­lem is Shabazz gots go away on May fif-​teempf. And dat no good Shock­ley, he won’t

    change de grad­ua­tion and make it no ear­li­er so dat Shabazz get his diplo­ma be­fore he go

    to de jail. He do de five years for de rob­bery.”




    “That must be heart­break­ing af­ter Shabazz works so hard col­or­ing in­side the

    lines.”




    “Dat right,” said the moth­er. “C’mon, Shabazz, we gets out­ta dis moth­er­fuckin’

    place.”




    Shabazz shuf­fled to his feet. The six­teen-​year-​old was taller than Re­mo. Stand­ing next

    to his moth­er, he looked like a pen­cil lean­ing against a pen­cil sharp­en­er.




    He fol­lowed the wom­an from the room, leav­ing hiscray­on and col­or­ing book on the

    floor where she had knocked them. Re­mo picked them up and put them on the small end ta­ble

    that held a lamp, bolt­ed to the ta­ble with long steel stove bolts.




    Re­mo looked across the counter at the wom­an who was still star­ing at the cov­er of

    Es­sen­tial Mag­azine, the Jour­nal of Black Beau­ty, her big lips mov­ing slow­ly as if she

    were try­ing to crash a very small gup­py to death be­tween them. She fi­nal­ly took a deep

    breath and turned the cov­er to the front page.




    “Ex­cuse, me,” Re­mo said. “May I go in now?”




    The wom­an slammed shut the cov­er of the mag­azine. “Sheeit,” she said. “Al­ways

    in­nerup­tions. Now ah got to start all over ‘gain.”




    “I won’t both­er you again,” Re­mo said. “I’ll be qui­et.”




    “You do that, heah? Go ‘head in, if­fen you wants.”




    Doc­tor Shock­ley’s of­fice was re­al­ly two of­fices. There was the part Re­mo stood in,

    just in­side the door, a skele­ton of a room with three chairs bolt­ed to the vinyl-​tiled

    floor and a lamp that was riv­et­ed to the floor and had a tam­per­proof wire screen around the

    bare bulb.




    The oth­er part of the of­fice was where Shock­ley sat at a desk. Be­hind him were shelves

    filled with books, tape recorders, and stat­ues of African ar­ti­facts that were made in a

    small town in Illi­nois. And be­tween the two halves of the of­fice was a screen, a tight steel

    mesh that ran from wall to floor, from floor to ceil­ing, ef­fec­tive­ly sep­arat­ing Shock­ley

    from any­one who might come in­to his of­fice. Next to his desk, a gate was built in­to the

    screen. It was fas­tened on Shock­ley’s side with a heavy bul­let­proof pad­lock.




    Shock­ley was a trim black man with a mod­est Afro and dart­ing eyes. He wore a pin-​striped

    gray suit with a pink shirt and black fig­ured tie. His fin­ger­nails wereman­icured,

    Re­mo no­ticed, and he wore a thin gold Omega watch on his nar­row wrist.




    His hands were open on his desk, palm side down. Next to his right hand was a .357 Mag­num.

    Re­mo had to look twice be­fore he be­lieved it. The gun had notch­es on the carved wood­en

    grip.




    Shock­ley smiled at Re­mo as Re­mo ap­proached the screen.




    “Won’t you sit down, please?” His voice was nasal, bored, and pre­cise, the ade­noidal Ivy

    League squeak that clips off words as if they are un­wor­thy to re­main in the speak­er’s

    mouth.




    “Thank you,” Re­mo said.




    “What may I do for you?” Shock­ley asked.




    “I’m a friend of the fam­ily. I’ve come to in­quire about one of your stu­dents. A Ty­rone

    Walk­er.”




    “Ty­rone Walk­er? Ty­rone Walk­er? Just a mo­ment.”




    Shock­ley pressed a pan­el built in­to his desk and a tele­vi­sion mon­itor popped up from

    in­side the left edge of the desk. He pressed some but­tons on a type­writ­er key­board and

    Re­mo could see the re­flec­tion in his eyes as a flick­er of light il­lu­mi­nat­ed the

    screen.




    “Oh yes. Ty­rone Walk­er.” Shock­ley looked to­ward Re­mo with a smile of love and

    benef­icence. “You’ll be hap­py to know, Mr…. Mis­ter?”




    “Sahib,” Re­mo said. “Bwana Sahib.”




    “Well, Mr. Sahib, you’ll be hap­py to know that Ty­rone is do­ing just fine.”




    “I beg your par­don,” Re­mo said.




    “Ty­rone Walk­er is do­ing just fine.”




    “Ty­rone Walk­er is a liv­ing time bomb,” Re­mo said. “It is just a mat­ter of when he

    ex­plodes and hurts some­one. He is a func­tion­al il­lit­er­ate, bare­ly house­bro­ken. How

    can he be do­ing fine?”




    As he spoke, Re­mo had start­ed to come up out of his chair and Shock­ley’s. hand moved

    slow­ly to­ward the Mag­num. He re­laxed as Re­mo sat back in the seat.




    “It’s all right here, Mr. Sahib. And com­put­ers nev­er lie. Ty­rone is at the top of his

    class in lan­guage arts, near the top in word graph­ic pre­sen­ta­tion, and in the top

    twen­ti­eth per­centile in ba­sic com­pu­ta­tion­al skills.”




    “Let me guess,” Re­mo said. “That’s read­ing, writ­ing, and arith­metic.”




    Shock­ley smiled a small smile. “Well, in the old days, it was called that. Be­fore we moved

    in­to new rel­evant ar­eas of ed­uca­tion.”




    “Name one,” Re­mo said.




    “It’s all right here in one of my books,” Shock­ley said. He waved his left hand to­ward a

    shelf of books di­rect­ly be­hind his left shoul­der. “Ad­ven­tures in Ed­uca­tion-​An An­swer

    to the Ques­tion of Racism in the Class­room.”




    “You wrote that?” Re­mo asked.




    “I’ve writ­ten all these books, Mr. Sahib,” Shock­ley said. “Racism on Tri­al, In­equal­ity

    in the Class­room, The Black Cul­tur­al Ex­pe­ri­ence and its Ef­fect on Learn­ing, Street

    En­glish-​A His­tor­ical Im­per­ative.”




    ”Have you writ­ten any­thing about how to teach kids to read and write?”




    “Yes. My mas­ter­work is con­sid­ered Street En­glish, A His­to­ri­al Im­per­ative. It tells

    how the true En­glish was the black man’s En­glish and the white pow­er struc­ture changed it

    in­to some­thing it was nev­er meant to be, there­by set­ting ghet­to chil­dren at a

    dis­ad­van­tage.”




    “That’s id­iot­ic,” Re­mo said.




    “Is it? Did you know that the word ‘al­ge­bra’ is it­self an Ara­bic word? And the Arabs

    are, of course, black.”




    “They’d be in­ter­est­ed in hear­ing that,” Re­mo said. “What’s your an­swer to this

    dis­ad­van­tage of ghet­to chil­dren in learn­ing En­glish?”




    “Let us re­turn to the true ba­sic form of En­glish, Street En­glish. Black En­glish, if you

    will.”




    “In oth­er words, be­cause these bun­nies can’t talk right, make their stu­pid­ity the

    stan­dard by which you judge ev­ery­body else?”




    “That is racist, Mr. Sahib,” Shock­ley said in­dig­nant­ly.




    “I no­tice you don’t speak this Street En­glish,” Re­mo said. “If it’s so pure, why don’t

    you?”




    “I have my ed­uca­tion­al doc­tor­ate from Har­vard,” Shock­ley said. His nos­trils pinched

    tighter to­geth­er as he said it.




    “That’s no an­swer. Are you say­ing you don’t speak Street En­glish be­cause you’re smart

    enough not to?”




    “Street En­glish is quite ca­pa­ble of be­ing un­der­stood on the streets.”




    “What if they want to get off the streets? What if they need to know some­thing more than

    127 dif­fer­ent ways to shake hands? What hap­pens when they go in­to the re­al world where

    most peo­ple talk re­al En­glish? They’ll sound as stupid and back­ward as that clerk of yours

    out there.” Re­mo waved to­ward the door, out­side which he could still imag­ine the wom­an

    sit­ting at the desk, wor­ry­ing to death the sev­en words on the cov­er of Es­sen­tial

    Mag­azine, the Jour­nal of Black Beau­ty.




    “Clerk?” said Shock­ley. His eyes raised in a pair of ques­tion marks.




    “Yes. That wom­an out there.”




    Shock­ley chuck­led. “Oh. You must mean Doc­tor Ben-​gazi.”




    “No, I don’t mean Doc­tor any­body. I mean that wom­an out there who can’t read.”




    “Tall wom­an?”




    Re­mo nod­ded.




    “Big frizzy do?” Shock­ley sur­round­ed his hair with his hands.




    Re­mo nod­ded.




    Shock­ley nod­ded back. “Doc­tor Bengazi. Our prin­ci­pal.”




    “God help us all.”




    Re­mo and Shock­ley looked at each oth­er for long sec­onds with­out speak­ing.




    Fi­nal­ly Re­mo said, “See­ing as how no­body wants to teach these kids to read or write,

    why not teach them trades? To be plumbers or car­pen­ters or truck­drivers or some­thing.”




    “How quick you all are to con­sign these chil­dren to the scrap heap. Why should they not

    have a full op­por­tu­ni­ty to share in the rich­es of Amer­ican life?”




    “Then why the hell don’t you pre­pare them for that full op­por­tu­ni­ty?” Re­mo asked.

    “Teach them to read, for Christ’s sake. You ev­er leave a kid back?”




    “Leave a child back? What does that mean?”




    “You know. Fail to pro­mote him be­cause his work isn’t good enough.”




    “We have done away with those ves­ti­gial traces of racism. IQ tests, ex­am­ina­tions,

    re­port cards, pro­mo­tions. Ev­ery child ad­vances with his or her peer group, so­cial­ly

    adept, with the ba­sic skills of com­mu­ni­ty in­ter­ac­tion at­tuned to the high­er mean­ing

    of the eth­nic ex­pe­ri­ence.”




    “But they can’t read,” Re­mo yelled.




    “I think you over­state the case some­what,” Shock­ley said, with the sat­is­fied smile of a

    man try­ing to im­press the drunk­en stranger on the next bar stool.




    “I just saw your salu­ta­to­ri­an. He can’t even col­or in­side the lines.”




    “Shabazz is a very bright boy. He has in­dige­nous ad­vance­ment at­ti­tudes.”




    “He’s a frig­ging armed -rob­ber.”




    “To err is hu­man. To for­give di­vine,” Shock­ley said.




    “Why didn’t you for­give him then and change the date of grad­ua­tion for him?” Re­mo

    asked.




    “I couldn’t. I just changed it to an­oth­er date and I couldn’t make any more changes.”




    “Why’d you change it the first time?”




    “For the vale­dic­to­ri­an.”




    “What’s he go­ing up for?” Re­mo asked.




    “It is a she, Mr. Sahib. And no, she is not go­ing to jail. How­ev­er, she is go­ing to

    en­joy the mean­ing­ful ex­pe­ri­ence of giv­ing birth.”




    “And you moved up the grad­ua­tion so she wouldn’t foal on the stage?”




    “That’s crude,” Shock­ley said.




    “Did you ev­er think, Mr. Shock­ley…”




    “Doc­tor Shock­ley. Doc­tor.”




    “Did you ev­er think, Doc­tor Shock­ley, that per­haps it’s your poli­cies that re­duce you

    to this?”




    “To what?”




    “To sit­ting here, bar­ri­cad­ed in your of­fice be­hind a met­al fence, a gun in your hand.

    Did it ev­er oc­cur to you that if you treat­ed your kids as hu­mans, with rights and

    re­spon­si­bil­ities, they might act like hu­mans?”




    “And you think I could do this by ‘leav­ing them, back,’ as you so quaint­ly put it?”




    “For a start, yeah. Maybe if the oth­ers see that they’ve got to work, they’ll work. De­mand

    some­thing from them.”




    “By leav­ing them back? Now I’ll give you an ex­am­ple. Each Septem­ber, we take one

    hun­dred chil­dren in­to the first grade. Now sup­pose I was to leave back all one hun­dred

    be­cause they were un­able to per­form sat­is­fac­to­ri­ly on some ar­bi­trary test of

    learn­ing ex­pe­ri­ence …”




    “Like go­ing to the bath­room,” Re­mo in­ter­rupt­ed.




    “If I were to leave back all hun­dred, then next Septem­ber I would have two hun­dred

    chil­dren in the first grade and the Septem­ber af­ter that, three hun­dred chil­dren. It would

    nev­er stop and af­ter a few years I would be run­ning a school in which ev­ery­one was in the

    first grade.”




    Re­mo shook his head. “That pre­sup­pos­es that all ofthem would be left back. You

    re­al­ly don’t be­lieve that these kids can be taught to read or write, do you?”




    “They can be taught the beau­ty of black cul­ture, the rich­ness of their ex­pe­ri­ence in

    Amer­ica, and how they over­came degra­da­tion and the white man’s slav­ery, they can be

    taught…”




    “You don’t be­lieve that they can be taught to learn any­thing,” Re­mo said again. He stood

    up. “Shock­ley, you’re a racist, you know that? You’re the worst racist I ev­er met. You’ll

    ac­cept any­thing, any garbage, from these kids be­cause you don’t think they’re ca­pa­ble of

    do­ing any bet­ter.”




    “I? A racist?” Shock­ley chuck­led and point­ed to the wall. “There is my award for

    pro­mot­ing the ide­als of broth­er­hood, equal­ity, and black ex­cel­lence, pre­sent­ed to me

    on be­half of a grate­ful com­mu­ni­ty by the Black Min­istry Coun­cil. So much for

    racism.”




    “Where does that com­put­er say Ty­rone is now?”




    Shock­ley checked the small screen, then punched an­oth­er but­ton on its key­board. “Room

    127, Ad­vanced Com­mu­ni­ca­tions.”




    “Good,” Re­mo said. “I can just fol­low the sound of the grunts.”




    “I’m not sure you un­der­stand the new aims of mod­ern ed­uca­tion, Mr. Sahib.”




    “For­get it, pal,” Re­mo said.




    “But you …”




    Sud­den­ly it spilled out of Re­mo. The ag­oniz­ing dis­cus­sion with Shock­ley, the

    stu­pid­ity of the man who had been put in con­trol of hun­dreds of young lives, the

    trans­par­ent hypocrisy of a man who thought that if chil­dren lived in the gut­ter, the thing

    to do was to sanc­ti­fy the gut­ter with pi­ous words, all of it filled Re­mo up like a

    too-​rich meal and, he could feel the bile ris­ing in his throat. For the sec­ond time in less

    than twen­ty-​four hours, he lost his tem­per.




    Be­fore Shock­ley could move, Re­mo’s hand flashed out and ripped a foot-​square hole in the

    steel screen. Shock-​ley’s hands groped out, grasp­ing for his .357 Mag­num but it wasn’t

    there. It was in the crazy white man’s hands, and as Shock­ley watched in hor­ror, Re­mo

    snapped off the bar­rel just be­hind the cylin­der. He looked at the use­less weapon, then

    tossed both parts on­to the desk in front of Shock­ley.




    “There,” he said.




    Shock­ley’s face was screwed up in an­guish as if some­one had just squirt­ed am­mo­nia

    in­to his nos­trils.




    “Why you do that?” he whined.




    “Just write it off as an­oth­er in­dige­nous eth­nic ex­pe­ri­ence in racist white

    Amer­ica,” Re­mo said. “That’s a book ti­tle. It’s yours for free.”




    Shock­ley picked up both parts of the pis­tol and looked at them. Re­mo thought he was

    go­ing to cry.




    “You should­na done dat,” Shock­ley said and turned blood­hound eyes on Re­mo.




    Re­mo shrugged.




    “What I go do now?” Shock­ley asked.




    “Write an­oth­er book. Call it Racism on the Ram,’ page.”




    “You should­na done dat ting,” Shock­ley said. “I gots de par­ents con­fer­ence all dis

    ap­per­noon and now whats I gonna do wif no gun?”




    “Stop hid­ing be­hind that screen like a god­dam fire­place log and come out and talk to the

    par­ents. Maybe they’ll tell you that they’d like their kids to learn to read and write. So

    long.”




    Re­mo walked to the door. He stopped and turned as he heard Shock­ley mum­bling.




    “Deys gonna get me. Deys gonna get me. Oh, lawdy, deys gonna get me and me wif­fen no gun.”

    “That’s the biz, sweet­heart,” Re­mo said. 130




    When Re­mo went to col­lect Ty­rone Walk­er, he wasn’t sure if he had walked in­to Room 127

    or the sixth an­nu­al re­union cel­ebra­tion of the Man­son Fam­ily.




    There were twen­ty-​sev­en black teenagers in the class­room, a lim­it set by state law

    be­cause a larg­er class would have dis­rupt­ed the learn­ing ex­pe­ri­ence. A half dozen sat

    round a win­dowsill in the far cor­ner, pass­ing a hand-​rolled cigarette from hand to hand.

    The room reeked with the deep bit­ter smell of mar­ijua­na. Three tall youths amused

    them­selves by throw­ing switch­blade knives at a pic­ture of Mar­tin Luther King that was

    Scotch-​taped to one of the pecan-​pan­eled walls of the class­room. Most of the stu­dents

    lounged at and on desks, their feet up on oth­er desks, lis­ten­ing to tran­sis­tor ra­dios

    that blared forth the top four songs on the week’s hit pa­rade, “Love is Stoned,” “Stone in

    Love,” “In Love I’m Stoned,” and “Don’t Stone My Love.” The din in the class­room sound­ed like

    a half dozen sym­pho­ny or­ches­tras warm­ing up at the same time. In a bus.




    Three very preg­nant girls stood by a side wall, talk­ing to each oth­er, gig­gling and

    drink­ing wine from a small pint bot­tle of mus­ca­tel. Re­mo looked around for Ty­rone and

    found him sleep­ing across two desks.




    Re­mo drew a few glances from some of the stu­dents who then dis­missed him with con­tempt

    and dis­dain by turn­ing away.




    At the head of the class­room, seat­ed at a desk, bent over a pile of pa­pers, was an

    iron-​haired wom­an wear­ing a small-​size ver­sion of a man’s wrist watch and a se­vere black

    dress. There was a lit­tle name­plate screwed in­to the teach­er’s desk. It read Miss

    Feld­man.




    The teach­er did not look up and Re­mo stood along­side her desk, watch­ing what she was

    do­ing.




    She had a stack of sheets of lined pa­per in front of her. On the top of each sheet was

    rub­ber-​stamped the name of a stu­dent. Most of the pa­pers she looked atwere blank,

    ex­cept for the rub­ber-​stamped name. On the blank pa­pers, Miss Feld­man marked a neat 90

    per­cent in the up­per right hand cor­ner.




    An oc­ca­sion­al sheet would have some scratched pen­cil scrawls on it. Those Miss Feld­man

    marked 99 per­cent with three lines un­der the score for em­pha­sis and care­ful­ly glued a

    gold star to the top cen­ter of the sheet.




    She went through a dozen sheets be­fore she re­al­ized some­one was stand­ing at her desk.

    She looked up, star­tled, then re­laxed when she saw Re­mo. “What are you do­ing?” he asked.

    She smiled at him but said noth­ing. “What are you do­ing?” Re­mo re­peat­ed. Miss Feld­man

    con­tin­ued to smile. No won­der, Re­mo thought. The teach­er was sim­ple. Maybe brain

    dam­aged. Then he saw the rea­son. There were tufts of cot­ton stuck in­to Miss Feld­man’s

    ears.




    Re­mo reached down and yanked them out. She winced as the rock and roar of the class­room

    as­sault­ed her eardrums.




    “I asked what are you do­ing?” “Mark­ing test pa­pers.”




    “A blank is a 90, a scratch is a 99 with a gold star?” Re­mo said.




    “You must re­ward ef­fort,” Miss Feld­man said. Stie ducked as a book came whizzing by her

    head, thrown from the back of the room.




    “What kind of test?” Re­mo asked. “Ba­sic tools of lan­guage art,” said Miss Feld­man. .

    “Which means?” “The al­pha­bet.”




    “You test­ed them on the al­pha­bet. And most of them turned in blank pages? And they get

    90s?”




    Miss Feld­man smiled. She looked over her shoul­der as if some­one could sneak up be­hind

    her in the three inch­es she had left be­tween her back and the wall.




    “How long have you done this kind of work?” Re­mo said.




    “I’ve been a teach­er for thir­ty years.”




    “You’ve nev­er been a teach­er,” Re­mo said. And she hadn’t. A teach­er was Sis­ter Mary

    Mar­garet who knew that while the road to hell was paved with good in­ten­tions, the road to

    heav­en was paved with good deeds, hard work, dis­ci­pline, and a de­mand for ex­cel­lence from

    each stu­dent. She had worked in the Newark Or­phan­age where Re­mo had grown up and when­ev­er

    he thought of her, he could al­most feel the bruis­es her ruler raps on the knuck­les had

    giv­en him when she felt he was not try­ing hard enough.




    “What do you make here?” Re­mo asked.




    “Twen­ty-​one thou­sand, three hun­dred, and twelve dol­lars,” Miss Feld­man an­swered.

    Sis­ter Mary Mar­garet had nev­er seen a hun­dred dol­lars at one time in her whole life.




    “Why don’t you try teach­ing these kids?” Re­mo asked.




    “You’re from the com­mu­ni­ty school board?” Miss Feld­man said sus­pi­cious­ly.




    “No.”




    “The cen­tral school board?”




    “No.”




    “The fi­nan­cial con­trol board?”




    “No.”




    “The state su­per­in­ten­dent’s of­fice?”




    “No.”




    “The fed­er­al of­fice of ed­uca­tion?”




    “No. I’m not from no­body. I’m just from me. And I’m won­der­ing why you don’t teach these

    kids any­thing.”




    “Just from you?”




    “Yes.”




    “Well, Mis­ter Just-​from-​You, I’ve been in this school for eight years. The first week I

    was here, they tried to rape me three times. The first mark­ing pe­ri­od, I

    failedtwo-​thirds of the class and the tires were slashed on my car. The sec­ond mark­ing

    pe­ri­od, I failed six kids and my car was set on fire. Next mark­ing pe­ri­od, more fail­ures,

    and my dog’s throat was cut in my apart­ment while I slept. Then the par­ents pick­et­ed the

    school, protest­ing my racist, an­tiblack at­ti­tudes.




    “The school board, those paragons of back­bone, sus­pend­ed me for three months. When I came

    back, I brought a bag of gold stars with me. I haven’t had any trou­ble since and I’m

    re­tir­ing next year. What would you have ex­pect­ed me to do?”




    “You could teach,” Re­mo said.




    “The es­sen­tial dif­fer­ence be­tween try­ing to teach this class and try­ing to teach a

    grav­el pit is that you can’t get raped by a grav­el pit,” Miss Feld­man said. “Rocks don’t

    car­ry knives.”




    She looked down at the pa­pers in front of her. One pa­per had five neat rows of five

    let­ters each. Twen­ty-​five let­ters. Miss Feld­man marked it 100 per­cent with four gold

    stars.




    “The vale­dic­to­ri­an?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yes. She al­ways has trou­ble with the W’s.”




    “If you tried to teach, could they learn?” Re­mo asked.




    “Not by the time they reach me,” Miss Feld­man said. “This is a se­nior class. If they’re

    il­lit­er­ate when they get here, they stay il­lit­er­ate. They could be taught in the ear­ly

    grades though. If ev­ery­body would just re­al­ize that giv­ing a fail­ing mark to a black kid

    doesn’t mean that you’re a racist who wants to go back to slave­hold­ing. But they have to do

    it in the ear­ly grades.”




    As Re­mo watched, a small tear formed in the in­side cor­ner of Miss Feld­man’s left

    eye.




    “And they don’t,” he said.




    “They don’t. And so I sit here putting gold stars on pa­pers that twen­ty years ago would

    have been groundsfor ex­pul­sion, black stu­dent or white stu­dent. What we’ve come

    to.”




    “I’m a friend of Ty­rone’s. How’s he do­ing?”




    “As com­pared to?”




    “The rest of the class,” Re­mo said.




    “With luck, he’ll go to prison be­fore he’s eigh­teen. That way he’ll nev­er starve to

    death.”




    “If you had it in your pow­er to de­cide, would you keep him alive? Would you keep any of

    them alive?”




    “I’d kill them all over the age of six. And I’d start fresh with the young ones and make

    them work. Make them learn. Make them think.”




    “Al­most like a teach­er,” Re­mo said.




    She looked up at him sad­ly. “Al­most,” she agreed.




    Re­mo turned away and clapped Ty­rone on the shoul­der. He woke with a start that near­ly

    tipped over the desks.




    “Come on, clown,” Re­mo said. “Time to go home.”




    “Quit­tin’ bell ring al­ready?” Ty­rone asked.


  




  

    Chapter Nine




    The fact that Ty­rone Wat­son had made one of his in­fre­quent ap­pear­ances in class was

    quick­ly not­ed by one Jamie Rick­ets, alias Ali Muham­mid, alias Ibn Farou­di, alias Aga

    Ak­bar, AKA Jim­my the Blade.




    Jamie talked briefly to Ty­rone, then left Mal­col­ni-​King-​Lu­mum­ba School and jumped the

    wires on the first car he found with an un­locked door and drove the twelve blocks back to

    Wal­ton Av­enue.




    In a pool hall, he found the vice coun­selor of the Sax­on Lords and re­lat­ed that Ty­rone

    had men­tioned he spent the night at the Ho­tel Plaza in Man­hat­tan. The vice coun­selor of

    the Sax­on Lords went to the cor­ner tav­ern and told the deputy sub­re­gent of the Sax­on

    Lords who re­peat­ed the mes­sage to the deputy min­is­ter of war. Ac­tu­al­ly, the Sax­on

    Lords had no min­is­ter of war who would have a deputy. But the ti­tle “deputy min­is­ter of

    war,” it was de­cid­ed, was longer and more im­pres­sive sound­ing than min­is­ter of war.




    The deputy min­is­ter of war re­peat­ed it to the sub-​coun­selor of the Sax­on Lords, whom

    he found sleep­ing in a burned-​out laun­dro­mat.




    Twen­ty five min­utes lat­er, the sub­coun­selor fi­nal­ly found the Sax­on Lords’ Lead­er

    for Life, sleep­ing on a bare mat­tress in the first-​floor-​left apart­ment of an aban­doned

    build­ing.




    The Lead­er for Life, who had held the job for less than twelve hours since the sud­den

    school­yard demise of the last Lead­er for Life, knew what to do. He got up from his mat­tress,

    brushed off any­thing that might be crawl­ing on him, and walked out on­to Wal­ton Av­enue

    where he ex­tort­ed ten cents from the first per­son he saw, an el­der­ly black man on his way

    home from the night watch­man’s job he had held for thir­ty-​sev­en years.




    He used the dime to phone a num­ber in Harlem.




    “De Lawd be with you,” the phone was an­swered.




    “Yeah, yeah,” said the Lead­er for Life. “Ah jes finds out where dey stay­ing.”




    “Oh?” said the Rev­erend Josi­ah Wad­son. “Where’s that?”




    “De Ho­tel Plaza down in de city.”




    “Very good,” said Wad­son. “You knows what to do?”




    “Ah knows.”




    ”Good. Take on­ly yo’ best mens.”




    “All my mens be my best mens. ‘Cep­pin Big-​Big Pick-​ens and he still in Nooick.”




    “Don’t mess things up,” Wad­son said.




    “Ah doan.”




    The Lead­er for Life of the Sax­on Lords hung up the pay tele­phone in the lit­tle can­dy

    store. Then be­cause he was Lead­er for Life and lead­ers had to dis­play their pow­er, he

    yanked the re­ceiv­er cord from the body of the tele­phone.




    He chuck­led as he left the store on his way to round up a few of his very, very best

    men.


  




  

    Chapter Ten




    “Where we goin’?” asked Ty­rone.




    “Back to the ho­tel.”




    “Sheeit. Whyn’t yo’ jes’ leave me go?”




    “I’m mak­ing up my mind whether to kill you or not.”




    “Dass not right. Ah nev­er did nuf­fin’ you.”




    “Ty­rone, your pres­ence on this earth is do­ing some­thing to me. You of­fend me. Now shut

    up, I’m try­ing to think.”




    “Sheeit, dat sil­ly.”




    “What is?”




    “Try’n-​to think. No­body try to think. Yo’ jes’ does it. It be nat­ural.”




    “Close your face be­fore I close it for you,” Re­mo said.




    Ty­rone did and slumped in the far cor­ner of the cab’s left rear seat.




    And as the cab driv­er tooled down to­ward Man­hat­tan, four young black men walked along

    the hall­way of the six­teenth floor of the Ho­tel Plaza to­ward the suitewhere a blood

    broth­er bell­boy had told them a white man was stay­ing with an old Ori­en­tal.




    Ty­rone stayed qui­et for a full minute, then could stay qui­et no more. “Ah doan lahk

    stay­ing in dat place,” he said.




    “Why not?”




    “Dat bed, it be hard.”




    “What bed?”




    “Dat big bed wif­fout de mat­tress. It be hard and hurt my back and ev­eryf­ing.”




    “The bed?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yeah. Sheeit.”




    “The big hard white bed?”




    “Yeah.”




    “The big hard white bed that curves up at both ends?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yeah. Dat bed.”




    “That’s a bath­tub, plunger­mouth. Close your face.”




    And while Re­mo and Ty­rone dis­cussed the lat­est in bath­room fur­ni­ture, the Lead­er for

    Life of the Sax­on Lords put his hand on the door­knob of Suite 1621 in the Plaza, turned it

    slight­ly, and when he found the door un­locked and open, pre­sent­ed a pearly smile of

    tri­umph to his three as­so­ciates who grinned back and bran­dished their brass knuck­les and

    lead-​filled saps.




    The cab came across the bumpy, rut­ted Willis Av­enue bridge in­to north­ern Man­hat­tan,

    and as the cab jounced up and down on the pit­ted road sur­face, Re­mo won­dered if any­thing

    worked any­more in Amer­ica.




    The road he was rid­ing on felt as if it hadn’t been paved since it was built. The bridge

    looked as if it had nev­er been paint­ed. There was a school sys­tem that didn’t teach and a

    po­lice force that didn’t en­force the law.




    He looked out at the build­ings, the ge­omet­ric row af­ter row of city slum build­ings,

    fac­to­ries, walkups.Ev­ery­thing was go­ing to rack and ru­in. It sound­ed like a law

    firm that Amer­ica had on a gi­ant re­tain­er. Rack and Ru­in.




    Noth­ing worked any­more in Amer­ica.




    Mean­while, the Lead­er for Life opened the door of Suite 1621 wide. Sit­ting on the floor

    in front of them, scrib­bling fu­ri­ous­ly on parch­ment with a quill pen, was an aged

    Ori­en­tal. Tiny tufts of hair dot­ted his head. A trace of wispy beard blos­somed be­low his

    chin. Seen from be­hind, his neck was thin and scrawny, ready for wring­ing. His wrists,

    jut­ting out of his yel­low robe, were del­icate­ly thin, like the wrists of a skin­ny old

    la­dy. He must have used a stick the oth­er night in the school­yard when he hit one of the

    Lords, the new Lead­er for Life thought. But they were all lit­tle kids any­way. Now he was

    go­ing to see the re­al Sax­on Lords.




    “Come in and close the door,” Chi­un said with­out turn­ing. “You are wel­come to his

    place.” His voice was soft and friend­ly.




    The Lead­er for Life mo­tioned his three fol­low­ers to move in­to the room, then closed the

    door and rolled his eyes to­ward the old man with a smile. This was gonna be easy. Dat chinky

    mu­fu was gonna be a piece of cake. A twinkie even.




    In­side the cab as it turned south along the Franklin D. Roo­sevelt East Side drive,

    Ty­rone’s mouth be­gan to work as he tried to for­mu­late a sen­tence. But Re­mo was close to

    some­thing. There was a thought gnaw­ing at him and he didn’t want it in­ter­rupt­ed by Ty­rone

    so he clapped a hand out across Ty­rone’s mouth and held it there.




    It had on­ly been a few years be­fore that a lib­er­al may­or the city’s press had loved had

    left of­fice and soon af­ter one of the city’s ma­jor el­evat­ed high­ways had fall­en down.

    Even though mil­lions had been spent alleg­ed­ly keep­ing the road re­paired, no­body was

    in­dict­ed,




    no one went to jail, no one seemed to care.




    A lit­tle bit lat­er it turned out that the same ad­min­is­tra­tion had been

    un­der­es­ti­mat­ing the cost of the city’s pen­sion agree­ments by us­ing ac­tu­ar­ial ta­bles

    from the ear­ly twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry when peo­ple’s av­er­age lifes­pan was a full twelve

    years short­er. No­body cared.




    In any oth­er city, there would have been grand ju­ry probes, gov­er­nor’s

    in­ves­ti­ga­tions, may­or’s task forces look­ing in­to the prob­lem. New York City just yawned

    and went about its busi­ness, its politi­cians even try­ing to pro­mote the same may­or, the

    most in­ept in a long tra­di­tion of in­ept may­ors, in­to the pres­iden­cy of the Unit­ed

    States.




    Who could get up­set in New York about just a few more in­dig­ni­ties? There were so many

    in­dig­ni­ties day af­ter day.




    Re­mo won­dered why, and then a thought came to him.




    Was it re­al­ly Amer­ica that was so bad? That was falling apart? Out there, across a land

    of three thou­sand miles, there were politi­cians and gov­ern­ment of­fi­cials who tried to do

    a good job. There Were cops more in­ter­est­ed in catch­ing mug­gers than in run­ning class­es

    to teach peo­ple to be mugged suc­cess­ful­ly. There were roads that were paved reg­ular­ly so

    that peo­ple could drive on them with a good chance of get­ting to their des­ti­na­tion at the

    same time as their au­to’s trans­mis­sion. There were teach­ers who tried to teach. And of­ten

    suc­ceed­ed.




    It wasn’t Amer­ica that had failed. That had fall­en apart. It was New York, a city of

    per­ma­nent­ly low­ered ex­pec­ta­tions where peo­ple lived and sur­ren­dered to a lifestyle

    worse than al­most any­where else in the coun­try. Where peo­ple gave up their right to shop in

    su­per­mar­kets at low prices and in­stead sup­port­ed neigh­borhood del­icatessens whose

    prices made the OPEC oil na­tions look char­ita­ble. Where peo­ple calm­ly ac­cept­ed the fact

    that it would take forty-​five min­utes to move five blocks crosstown. Where peo­ple

    sur­ren­dered the right to own au­to­mo­biles be­cause there was no place to park them and no

    roads fit to drive them on and the streets were un­safe even for au­to­mo­biles. Where peo­ple

    thought it was a good thing to have block pa­trols to fight crime, nev­er con­sid­er­ing that

    in most cities, po­lice forces fought crime.




    And New York­ers put up with all of it and smiled to each oth­er at cock­tail par­ties,

    their shoes still reek­ing of the scent of dog-​doo that cov­ered the en­tire city to an

    av­er­age depth of sev­en inch­es, and clicked their glass­es of white wine and said how they

    jus.t sim­ply wouldn’t live any­place else.




    When New York City went bankrupt ev­ery eigh­teen months in one of its reg­ular­ly

    sched­uled bursts of Far-​oukian ex­cess, its politi­cians liked to lec­ture the coun­try,

    while beg­ging for hand­outs, that New York was the heart and soul of Amer­ica.




    But it wasn’t, Re­mo thought. It was the mouth of Amer­ica, a mouth that nev­er was still,

    flap­ping from tele­vi­sion sta­tions and net­works and ra­dio chains and mag­azines and

    news­pa­pers, un­til even some peo­ple liv­ing in the Mid­west be­gan to be­lieve that if New

    York City was so bad, well, then, by God, so was the rest of the coun­try.




    But it wasn’t, Re­mo re­al­ized. Amer­ica worked. It was New York City that didn’t work. And

    the two of them weren’t the same.




    It made him feel bet­ter about his job.




    “You can talk now,” Re­mo said, re­leas­ing Ty­rone’s mouth.




    “Ah for­got what ah. was gonna say.”




    “Hold that thought,” Re­mo said.




    And as the cab pulled off the FDR drive at Thir­ty-​fourth Street to head west and north

    again to the Plaza Ho­tel-​its driv­er fig­ur­ing to clip his pas­sen­gers for an ex­tra

    sev­en­ty cents by pro­long­ing the trip-​the Lead­er for Life of the Sax­on Lords put his

    heavy hand on the shoul­der of the aged Ori­en­tal in Suite 1621 at the Plaza.




    “Awright, chinkey Charley,” he said. “Yo’ comin’ wi£ us. Yo’ and that hon­key mu­fu you runs

    ’round wif.” He shook the seat­ed man’s shoul­der for em­pha­sis. Or tried to shake the

    shoul­der. It seemed to him a lit­tle odd that the frail, less than one-​hun­dred-​pound body

    did not move when he tried to shake it.




    The old Ori­en­tal looked up at the Lead­er for Life, then at the hand on his left

    shoul­der, then up again and smiled.




    “You may leave this world hap­py,” he said with a gra­cious look. “You have touched the

    per­son of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.”




    The Lead­er for Life gig­gled. The old gook, he talk fun­ny. Like one of dem fag­gy hon­key

    per­fessers that was al­ways on de tele­vi­sion, talk­ing, talk­ing, all de time talk­ing.




    He gig­gled again. Show­ing de old chink a ting or two was gonna be fun. Re­al fun.




    He took the heavy lead sap out of his back pants pock­et, just as a cab pulled up in front

    of the Plaza on Six­ti­eth Street six­teen floors be­low.




    Re­mo paid the driv­er and steered Ty­rone Walk­er up the broad stone stair­case in­to the

    lob­by of the grand ho­tel.


  




  

    Chapter Eleven




    There were al­ways sounds in a ho­tel cor­ri­dor. There were peo­ple with the tele­vi­sion

    on and oth­er peo­ple singing as they dressed. Show­ers ran and toi­lets flushed and air

    con­di­tion­ing hummed. In the Plaza, ev­ery­thing was fudged over with the traf­fic noise of

    New York City. The se­cret in sort­ing out the dif­fer­ent nois­es was to fo­cus the ears as

    most peo­ple fo­cused their eyes.




    When Re­mo and Ty­rone came off the el­eva­tor on the six­teenth floor, Re­mo

    im­me­di­ate­ly heard the voic­es in Suite 1621. He could hear Chi­un’s voice, and he could

    hear oth­er voic­es. Three, per­haps four.




    Re­mo pushed Ty­rone in­to the room first. Chi­un was stand­ing near a win­dow, his back

    to­ward the street. The af­ter­noon sun sil­hou­et­ted him dark against the bright light

    pour­ing through the thin drapes that ran al­most all the way up to the four­teen-​foot-​high

    ceil­ing.




    Sit­ting on the floor fac­ing Chi­un were three youngmen wear­ing the blue den­im

    jack­ets of the Sax­on Lords. Their hands were neat­ly in their laps.




    Stuffed off in a cor­ner of the room was an­oth­er young black man and Re­mo could tell from

    the awk­ward splay of his limbs that it was too late for him to wor­ry about hold­ing his hands

    prop­er­ly. Sprin­kled hap­haz­ard­ly about his body was a col­lec­tion of black­jacks and

    brass knuck­les.




    Chi­un nod­ded to Re­mo silent­ly and kept speak­ing.




    “Now try this,” he said. “I will obey the law.”




    The three black youths spoke in uni­son. “Ah will obeys de law.”




    “No, no, no,” Chi­un said. “With me. I, not Ah.”




    “I,” the three men said slow­ly, with dif­fi­cul­ty.




    “Very good,” Chi­un said. “Now. I will obey. Not obeys. Obey.”




    “I will obey.”




    “That’s cor­rect. Now. The law. Not de law. The. Your tongue must pro­trude slight­ly from

    your mouth and be touched by your up­per teeth. Like this.” He demon­strat­ed. “The. The. The

    law.”




    “The law,” the men said slow­ly.




    “Fine. And now the whole thing. I will obey the law.”




    “Ah will obeys de law.”




    “What?” shrieked Chi­un.




    Re­mo laughed. “By George, I think they’ve got it. Now try them on the rain in Spain.”




    “Si­lence . . . hon­key,” Chi­un spat. He fixed the three youths with hazel eyes that seemed

    cut from stone. “You. This time, right.”




    “I. Will. Obey. The. Law.” The three men spoke slow­ly, care­ful­ly.




    “Again.”




    “I will obey the law.” Faster this time.




    “Very good,” Chi­un said.




    “Can we go now, mas­sa?”




    “It is not mas­sa. It is Mas­ter. Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.”




    Ty­rone said, “Broth­ers,” and the three black men wheeled and stared at him. Their eyes

    were alive with ter­ror and not even see­ing Ty­rone stand­ing next to Re­mo al­le­vi­at­ed

    it.




    “Re­peat your lessons for the nice gen­tle­man,” Chi­un said.




    As if they were all on one string, the three heads jerked around to face Chi­un.




    “I will re­spect the el­der­ly. I will not steal or kill. I will obey the law.”




    “Very good,” Chi­un said.




    Re­mo jerked his thumb to­ward the body in the cor­ner. “Slow learn­er?”




    “I did not have a chance to find out. To teach them, first it was nec­es­sary to get their

    at­ten­tion. He hap­pened to be the best way to do it, since he had touched my per­son.”




    Chi­un looked down at the three youths.




    “You may stand now.”




    The three got slow­ly to their feet. They ap­peared ill at ease, un­sure of what to do with

    them­selves. Ty­rone, not hav­ing un­der­gone Chi­un’s good man­ners school, solved the

    prob­lem by en­gag­ing them in a com­pli­cat­ed round robin of hand-​slap­ping greet­ings,

    hands apart, hands to­geth­er, palms up, palms down, palms slid­ing across oth­er palms. It

    looked, Re­mo thought, like pat-​ty­cake class at a men­tal in­sti­tu­tion.




    The three young men col­lect­ed with Ty­rone in a cor­ner and whis­pered to him. Ty­rone

    came back to give the mes­sage to Re­mo as they watched sus­pi­cious­ly.




    “De Revin Wad­son, he wan­na talk to you.”




    “Who? Oh, yeah. The fence.”




    “Right. He wan­na see you.”




    “Good. I want to see him too,” Re­mo said.




    “Dey say he know somefin’ about de Mis­sus Mueller,” Ty­rone said.




    “Where do I find him?” Re­mo asked.




    “He gots de big ‘part­ment up in Harlem. Dey takes you dere.”




    “Good. You can come too.”




    “Me? Whuf­fo?”




    “In case I need a trans­la­tor. And you three, get rid of your garbage,” Re­mo said,

    point­ing to the body of the Sax­on Lords’ Lead­er for Life, who, since touch­ing Chi­un, no

    longer led. Or lived.




    In­grid did not like the Rev­erend Josi­ah Wad­son, so at ran­dom mo­ments dur­ing the day,

    she jogged the tog­gle switch on the lit­tle black box con­trol­ling the stran­gu­la­tion ring.

    And she smiled when she was re­ward­ed with a roar of pain from wher­ev­er in his apart­ment

    Wad­son was try­ing to rest.




    Be­fore set­ting foot in Wad­son’s apart­ment the night be­fore, she had guessed what she

    would find. Loud, grotesque, ex­pen­sive fur­ni­ture, paid for with mon­ey that should have

    gone to the poor whose case he was al­ways talk­ing up.




    But Wad­son’s life style was lav­ish, even for her ex­pec­ta­tions. And un­usu­al.




    He had two live-​in maids, both young and white, both paid by the fed­er­al gov­ern­ment as

    pro­gram co­or­di­na­tors for Af­fir­ma­tive Hous­ing II. They looked as if they had ma­jored

    in Mas­sage Par­lor. They dressed like bur­lesque queens and they were both hold­ing crys­tal

    tum­blers of whiskey when In­grid and Wad­son re­turned to the apart­ment on the fringes of

    Harlem.




    The main liv­ing room of the apart­ment was crammed full, like a junk draw­er in a kitchen

    sink. Stat­uary, oil paint­ings, met­al sculp­tures, gold medal­lions, jew­el­ry were

    ev­ery­where.




    “Where did you get all this dross?” she asked Wad­son, af­ter she dis­missed the two maids

    and told them to take the rest of the week off, a gift for loy­al ser­vice from a grate­ful

    gov­ern­ment.




    “Deys gifts from faith­ful fol­low­ers who join me in de Lawd’s woik.”




    “In oth­er words, from poor peo­ple you fleeced.”




    Wad­son tried to en­gage her with a “that’s life” grin, wide enough to show ev­ery one of

    his thir­ty-​two teeth and most of the gold that lined the bit­ing sur­faces.




    “I thought as much,” she said in dis­gust. To em­pha­size the point, she pushed the tog­gle

    switch on the black box a mil­lime­ter for­ward. The pain in his groin brought Wad­son to his

    knees.




    But she was tru­ly sur­prised when she saw the rest of the apart­ment. The liv­ing room,

    kitchen, and two bed­rooms were in use. But there were six oth­er rooms in the apart­ment and

    each was filled, from floor to ceil­ing, with tele­vi­sion sets, ra­dios, pots and pans, stereo

    record play­ers, hub­caps. As she went from room to room look­ing at the trea­sure trove, it

    dawned on her what Wad­son was. He was a fence for the goods stolen by the street gangs.




    It was a sus­pi­cion and she asked him if it were true.




    Ly­ing was out of the ques­tion, he knew. He grinned again.




    She left him groan­ing on the floor of the liv­ing room and went in­to the kitchen to make

    her­self cof­fee. On­ly when the cof­fee had been made and cooled and half con­sumed, did she

    re­turn and light­en the pres­sure on the stran­gu­la­tion ring.




    It took an hour of root­ing around for Wad­son to find the de­vice that had been stolen from

    the Muellers’ apart­ment. He hand­ed it to In­grid, hop­ing for some sign of ap­proval.




    “You go to bed now,” she said.She stayed in a chair along­side the bed un­til she was

    sure Wad­son was asleep. Then she tele­phoned Spesk and de­scribed to him the se­cret de­vice

    and they shared a laugh.




    She spent the night sit­ting in the chair next to Wad-​son’s bed.




    She stood along­side him when he talked to the Sax­on Lords about how im­por­tant it was to

    find the thin Amer­ican and the Ori­en­tal, and they both learned that the two tar­gets had

    kid­napped one of the Lords, Ty­rone Walk­er. Wad­son was at his unc­tu­ous worst in talk­ing

    to the Lords and it gave her plea­sure to toy with the lit­tle switch and bring the sweat out

    on his fore­head and cause him to stum­ble over his own words.




    She was still at his side now, as he sat in a chair fac­ing the thin Amer­ican and the

    an­cient Ori­en­tal, and the tall thin black boy who had ac­com­pa­nied them.




    “Why he here?” Wad­son asked, mo­tion­ing to Ty­rone. “Why is this child here in­volved in

    the busi­ness of men?” He winced as the pain re­mind­ed him of In­grid stand­ing be­hind his

    chair. “And wom­en.”




    “He’s here be­cause I want­ed him here,” said Re­mo. “Now what do you want with us?”




    “You in­ter­est­ed in de Mis­sus Mueller, I hear.”




    “You hear good,” said Re­mo.




    “Well,” said Ty­rone.




    “What?” asked Re­mo.




    “You say he hear good,” Ty­rone said. “Dat wrong. You sposed say he hear well. Ah learns dat

    in school.”




    “Shut up,” Re­mo said. “I’m in­ter­est­ed in two things,” he said to Wa­clson. “The per­son

    that killed her. And to get some kind of de­vice she may have had.”




    “Ah gots de dee-​vice,” said Wad­son.




    “I wants it,” Re­mo said. “Dammit, Ty­rone, now you’ve got me do­ing it. I want it.”




    “Very good,” Chi­un said to Re­mo.




    “I’ll get it for you,” Wad­son said.




    He rose slow­ly to his feet and walked to­ward a far cor­ner of the room. Chi­un caught

    Re­mo’s eyes and nod­ded slight­ly, call­ing his at­ten­tion to Wad­son’s la­bored walk and

    ob­vi­ous pain.




    In­grid watched Wad­son with the shrewd sus­pi­cious eyes of a chick­en farmer look­ing in

    the barn­yard for fox tracks. Re­mo watched In­grid. He guessed her as the source of Wad­son’s

    pain but he could not tell what kind, The black min­is­ter walked heav­ily, plant­ing one foot

    in front of the oth­er del­icate­ly, as if he sus­pect­ed the floor was land-​mined.




    Wad­son opened the drop front of an an­tique desk and took from in­side it a card­board box

    al­most a foot square. From the box, he lift­ed a de­vice that looked like a metronome with

    four arms. Three wires led out of the ma­chine.




    He brought it back and hand­ed it to Re­mo. Wad­son walked back to his chair. In­grid smiled

    as he raised his” eyes to hers in an un­spo­ken ap­peal to be al­lowed to sit. She nod­ded

    slight­ly and, shield­ed from the view of the oth­ers by the backs of the large chair,

    light­ened the pres­sure on the tog­gle switch slight­ly. Wad­son’s sigh of re­lief filled the

    room.




    “What’s it do?” Re­mo asked, af­ter turn­ing the metronome over and over in his hand. He had

    nev­er un­der­stood ma­chin­ery. This looked like just an­oth­er dip­py toy.




    “Dun­no,” Wad­son said. “But that’s it.”




    Re­mo shrugged. “One last thing. Big-​Big some­body. He killed Mrs. Mueller. Where is

    he?”




    “I hear he’s in Newark.”




    “Where?” asked Re­mo.




    “Ah’m lookin’ for him,” Wad­son said.




    “If he’s in Newark, how’d you get this?” asked Re­mo.




    “Some­body left it out­side my door with a note dat the gov­ern­ment was look­ing for it,”

    Wad­son said.




    “I think that’s crap, but we’ll let it pass,” Re­mo said. “I want this Big-​Big.”




    “What’ll you do for me?” Wad­son said. “If­fen I find him?”




    “Let you live,” Re­mo said. “I don’t know what’s wrong with you, Rev­erend, but you look

    like you’re in pain. What­ev­er it is, it’ll be noth­ing com­pared to what I’ve got for you, if

    you’re not straight with me.”




    Wad­son raised his hands in a ges­ture that might have been protest, or the in­stinc­tive

    move­ment of a man try­ing to hold back a brick wall that was ready to fall on him.




    “I’m not jivin’ you,” he said. “I got peo­ples all over de street. I find out soon.”




    “You let me know right away.”




    “Who are you any­way?” asked Wad­son.




    “Let’s just say I’m not a pri­vate cit­izen.”




    “You got fam­ily? Mrs. Mueller you fam­ily?”




    “No,” said Re­mo. I’m an or­phan. The nuns raised me. Chi­un here is my on­ly fam­ily.”




    “Adopt­ed,” Chi­un said, lest any­one get the idea that he had white blood in him.




    “Where’d you learn to do what you do?” Wad­son asked.




    “Just what is it I do?”




    “I heard you kin­da cuffed around de Lawds de oth­er night. That kind of do.”




    “Just a trick,” Re­mo said.




    Ty­rone was walk­ing about the room, look­ing at the stat­ues and the small pieces of

    crys­tal and jew­el­ry on the shelves.




    “Don” you go liftin’ none of them,” Wad­son yelled. “Dey mine.”




    Ty­rone looked miffed that any­one might think himca­pa­ble of theft. He stepped away

    from the shelf and con­tin­ued walk­ing around the room. He stopped near In­grid, saw what she

    was do­ing, and with the quick prac­ticed hands of a purse snatch­er, reached over and snatched

    the black box from her hand.




    “Look at this,” he said, hold­ing it for­ward to Re­mo.




    “Boy, don’ touch that switch,” Wad­son said. “Please.”




    “Which switch?” said Ty­rone. “Dis one here?” He put his fin­gers on the tog­gle switch.




    “Please, boy. Let go of it.”




    “Give it back to me, Ty­rone,” In­grid said cool­ly. “Just hand it back to me.”




    “What’s it do?” Ty­rone asked.




    “It’s a pain-​killing de­vice for peo­ple with mi­graine headaches,” she said. “The

    rev­erend suf­fers great­ly from that feel­ing of tight­ness around his head. That re­lieves

    it. Please give it back to me.” She ex­tend­ed her hand for the lit­tle black box.




    Ty­rone looked at Re­mo who shrugged. “Give it back to her,” he said.




    “I do,” said Ty­rone. He start­ed to ex­tend the lit­tle box, but couldn’t re­sist giv­ing

    the switch a tiny push.




    “Ai­ieee” screamed Wad­son.




    In­grid snatched the box from Ty­rone’s hands and quick­ly moved the switch back. Wad­son

    sipped air in re­lief, so deeply it sound­ed as if some­one had turned on a vac­uum clean­er.

    He was still hiss­ing when they left. In­grid stood be­hind him smil­ing.




    In the hall­way walk­ing down­stairs, Re­mo asked, “What do you think, Lit­tle Fa­ther?”




    “About what?”




    “About Rev­erend Wad­son?”




    “There is less there than meets the eye,” said Chi­un.




    “And about this ma­chine of the Muellers?”




    “It is a ma­chine. All ma­chines are alike. They break. Send it to Smith. He likes to play

    with toys.”




    The de­vice was de­liv­ered to Smith’s of­fice in Rye, New York at two A.M. by a cab­driv­er

    who had been paid with half of a hun­dred dol­lar bill and a grind­ing brief pain in his right

    kid­ney. He was told to de­liv­er it fast and he would get the oth­er half of the hun­dred at

    the Ho­tel Plaza desk and would not get the rest of the pain.




    It was the mid­dle of the night and Ty­rone was asleep in the bath­room when there was a

    knock on the door.




    “Who is it?” Re­mo called.




    “The bell­boy, sir. There’s a phone call for you. And your phone is out of or­der.”




    “I know. I’ll take it in the lob­by.”




    “I re­ceived the pack­age,” Smith told Re­mo when he picked up the tele­phone

    down­stairs.




    “Oh, Smit­ty. Nice to hear from you again. You re­cruit my re­place­ment yet?”




    “I on­ly hope that if I do he will be more rea­son­able to deal with than you are.” Re­mo

    was sur­prised. Smith nev­er showed tem­per. Or any oth­er emo­tion for that mat­ter. The

    re­al­iza­tion that this was a first chas­tened Re­mo.




    “What’s with the de­vice?” he asked. “Any val­ue?”




    “None. It’s a lie de­tec­tor that runs on in­duc­tion.”




    “What’s that mean?”




    “They don’t have to at­tach wires to the sub­ject. So it’s use­ful in ques­tion­ing a

    sus­pect whom you don’t want to know he’s a sus­pect. You can ask him ques­tions and hook that

    de­vice up to the bot­tom of his chair and it’ll reg­is­ter whether he’s telling the truth or

    not.”




    “Sounds good,” Re­mo said.




    “Fair,” said Smith. “We’ve got bet­ter stuff now. And with pen­tothal, no­body in trade­work

    us­es de­vices much any­more.”




    “Okay, so I’m done here and now I can get about my oth­er busi­ness?”




    “Which is?”




    “Find­ing the man who killed that old la­dy to steal a ma­chine that didn’t have any

    val­ue.”




    “That’ll have to wait,” Smith said. “You’re not done.”




    “What else?” Re­mo asked.




    “Don’t for­get. I told you about Colonel Speskaya be­ing in the coun­try and two oth­er

    weapons he was try­ing to get his hands on.”




    “Prob­ably more lie de­tec­tors,” Re­mo said.




    “I doubt it. He’s too good to be fooled. So that’s your job. Find out what he’s af­ter and

    get it for us.”




    “And when I’m done with that?”




    “Then you can do any­thing you want. Re­al­ly, Re­mo, I don’t know why this is so

    im­por­tant to you.”




    “Be­cause some­body out there put an icepick in an old la­dy’s eye just for fun. Killing for

    sport cheap­ens the work I do. I’m go­ing to keep the am­ateurs out.”




    “Mak­ing the world safe for as­sas­sins?” Smith asked.




    “Mak­ing it un­safe for an­imals.”




    “You do it. I just hope you can tell the dif­fer­ence,” said Smith be­fore the tele­phone

    line clicked in Re­mo’s ear.




    Re­mo put down the tele­phone with the same faint feel­ing of un­ease that con­ver­sa­tions

    with Smith al­ways gave him. It was as if, with­out say­ing a word, Smith en­tered a

    con­tin­uous moral judg­ment against Re­mo. But where was the im­moral­ity since it.had been

    Smith who vir­tu­al­ly kid­naped Re­mo from his straight mid­dle-​Amer­ica life to make him a

    killer? Were moral judg­ments on­ly valid for what oth­er peo­ple did, and ex­pe­di­en­cy the

    on­ly yard­stick one used on him­self?




    Chi­un no­ticed the puz­zled look on Re­mo and was about to speak when they heard the

    scratch­ing on the bath­room door. Si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly, they de­cid­ed to ig­nore Ty­rone.




    “You wor­ry, my son, be­cause you are yet a child.”




    “Dammit, Chi­un, I’m no child. I’m a grown man.And I don’t like what’s go­ing down.

    Smith’s got me run­ning around look­ing for two more se­cret weapons and I just… well, I’m just

    not in­ter­est­ed in it all any­more.”




    “You will al­ways be a child if you ex­pect men to be more than they are. If you are

    walk­ing through the woods, you do not get an­gry at a tree that hap­pened to grow up

    di­rect­ly in your path. The tree could not help it. It ex­ist­ed. You do not sit on the ground

    in front of that tree and lec­ture it. You ig­nore it. And if you can­not ig­nore it, you

    re­move it. So you must act with peo­ple. They are, for the most part, like trees. They do what

    they do be­cause they are what they are.”




    “And so I should ig­nore all those that I can and re­move those that I can’t?”




    “Now you are see­ing the light of wis­dom,” Chi­un said, fold­ing his hands in front of him

    with a move­ment as smooth as that of an un­der­wa­ter plant.




    “Chi­un, the world you give me is a world with­out moral­ity. Where noth­ing counts for

    any­thing ex­cept keep­ing your el­bow straight and breath­ing right and at­tack­ing

    cor­rect­ly. You give me no moral­ity and that makes me hap­py. Smith gives me a shit­pot full

    of moral­ity and it dis­gusts me. But I like his world bet­ter than yours.”




    Chi­un shrugged. “That is be­cause you do not un­der­stand the re­al mean­ing of my world. I

    do not give you a world with­out moral­ity. I give you a world of to­tal moral­ity but the

    on­ly moral­ity you to­tal­ly con­trol is your own. Be moral. You can do no greater thing in

    your life.” He moved his arms around in a large slow cir­cle. “Try to make oth­er peo­ple moral

    and you are try­ing to ig­nite ice with a match.”




    Ty­rone stopped scratch­ing. “Hey, when ah gets out of here?” his muf­fled voice called.

    Re­mo looked to­ward the locked bath­room door.




    “And him?”




    “He is what he is,” Chi­un said. “A can­dy wrap­per onthe street, an or­ange peel in

    the garbage. A man who de­cides to wor­ry about ev­ery­one will have no short­age of things to

    keep him busy.”




    “You say I should let him go?”




    “I say you should do what­ev­er makes you a bet­ter per­son,” Chi­un said.




    “And what about the man who killed Mrs. Mueller? Let him go too?”




    “No.”




    “Why not?”




    “Be­cause you need that one if you are to be at peace with your­self. So find him and do

    what it is you wish with him.”




    “That’s a self­ish view of life, Lit­tle Fa­ther. Tell me. Don’t you ev­er wish you could

    just get rid of all the evil peo­ple in the world, all the garbage, all the an­imals?”




    “No,” Chi­un said.




    “Did you ev­er?” Re­mo asked.




    Chi­un smiled. “Of course. I was a child once too, Re­mo.”


  




  

    Chapter Twelve




    When Re­mo’s cab pulled up in front of Rev­erend Wad-​son’s apart­ment build­ing, the crowd

    was pul­sat­ing on the street and side­walk. Some car­ried signs, oth­ers were chant­ing.

    “Bru­tal­ity. Atroc­ity.”




    Re­mo tapped the driv­er on the shoul­der and mo­tioned him to the curb.




    “Wait here for me,” he said.




    The cab­bie looked at the two hun­dred peo­ple milling around across the street, then

    swiveled on his seat to look at Re­mo.




    “I’m not stay­ing here, bud­dy. Not with that gang over there. They’ll use me for chum if

    they spot me.”




    “I’d like to stay and dis­cuss it with you,” said Re­mo, “but I don’t have the time.” His

    hand slipped for­ward past the driv­er, turned the ig­ni­tion key off, and plucked it from its

    slot on the steer­ing col­umn, all in one deft move­ment. “You wait. Lock the doors, but wait.

    I’ll be right back.”




    “Where you go­ing?”




    “Over there.” Re­mo mo­tioned to the apart­ment house.




    “You’ll nev­er be back.”




    Re­mo dropped the keys in­to his trous­er pock­et. As he trot­ted across the street, he

    could hear the heavy me­chan­ical click of the four door locks in the cab be­hind him.




    The crowd was be­ing kept at bay by the locked front doors of the apart­ment build­ing.

    In­side the lob­by, a uni­formed door­man kept mo­tion­ing the peo­ple to leave.




    “What’s go­ing on?” Re­mo asked the ques­tion of a young man with a shaved head and a Fu

    Manchu mus­tache who stood on the fringe of the crowd.




    The man looked at Re­mo. His face curled down in dis­gust and he turned away silent­ly.




    “We’ll try one more time,” Re­mo said gen­tly. “What’s go­ing on?” He punc­tu­at­ed the

    ques­tion, us­ing his right hand to grip the mus­cles on both sides of the man’s low­er

    spine.




    The man straight­ened up from the pain, taller than he had ev­er stood be­fore in his

    life.




    “They got Rev­erend Wad­son.”




    “Who’s they?”




    “I don’t know who they is. His en­emies. En­emies of the peo­ple. The op­pres­sors.”




    “What do you mean, they got Wad­son?”




    “He’s dead. They killed him. Cut him up and butchered him. Let go, that hurts.”




    Re­mo did not let go. “And ‘they’ did it?”




    “That’s right.”




    “And what do these peo­ple want? Why are they march­ing around here?”




    “They want jus­tice.”




    “They think you get it by singing?”




    The young man tried to shrug. It felt as if his shoulders were go­ing up and leav­ing his

    spinal col­umn be­hind. He changed his mind.




    “Po­lice ar­rive yet?” asked Re­mo.




    “They just been called.”




    “Thank you. A plea­sure talk­ing with you,” Re­mo said.




    He re­leased the young man and moved along the perime­ter of the crowd. If he went through

    the front door, he’d just open a path for this mob. Be­hind him, the young man tried to

    mar­shal his breath to sic the crowd on Re­mo but ev­ery time he tried to fill his lungs to

    shout, the pain re­turned to his back. He de­cid­ed that si­lence was gold­en.




    Re­mo surged for­ward and back with the crowd, mov­ing from spot to spot, be­ing seen, then

    dis­ap­pear­ing, vis­ible, in­vis­ible, nev­er in any­one’s field of vi­sion for more than a

    split sec­ond, un­til he had moved to the al­ley along­side the apart­ment build­ing. The

    al­ley was barred by a locked iron gate eight feet high, with spikes atop it, and barbed wire

    laced in and out of the spikes.




    Re­mo grabbed the heavy lock and wrenched it with his right hand and the gate gave way

    smooth­ly. Re­mo slipped aside, then pun­ished the lock again un­til it merged with the met­al

    of the fence and stayed closed. The fire es­capes were in the rear of the build­ing and Re­mo

    went up the four­teen sto­ries un­til he got to a win­dow out­side Wad­son’s apart­ment. He was

    ready to push open the win­dow when the drapes in­side were flung back and the win­dow was

    opened.




    In­grid sti­fled a scream when she saw Re­mo on the fire es­cape, then said, “Thank God

    you’re here.”




    “What hap­pened?” Re­mo asked.




    “Josi­ah’s dead.” Tears poured from her eyes.




    “I know. Who did it?”




    “A blond man. With a for­eign ac­cent. I was sleep­ing but he came in­to the apart­ment and

    I heard him talking to Josi­ah and then I heard screams and when I got up, Josi­ah was all cut

    up and dead. The blond man was run­ning out the door. I called the door­man to stop him, but I

    guess he es­caped.”




    “Why are you run­ning away be­fore the po­lice ar­rive?”




    “This’ll cost me my job if I’m found here. I was sup­posed to be do­ing a film

    doc­umen­tary. I wasn’t sup­posed to fall in love with a black man.” She climbed out on­to the

    fire es­cape. “I loved that man. I re­al­ly did.” She buried her face in Re­mo’s shoul­der and

    wept. “Please get me away from here.”




    “All right,” Re­mo said.




    Re­mo closed the win­dow again, then hus­tled her down the fire es­cape and out an­oth­er

    al­ley be­hind the build­ing. It ex­it­ed on­to an­oth­er side street, se­cured by an

    iden­ti­cal heavy iron gate. Re­mo snapped the steel with his hands. He turned to see In­grid

    star­ing at the twist­ed met­al.




    “How’d you do that?” she asked.




    “Must have been de­fec­tive,” Re­mo an­swered, as he steered her around the cor­ner to the

    cab. The driv­er was ly­ing on the front seat of the cab, try­ing to keep out of sight and

    Re­mo had to thump loud­ly on the win­dow to get him to look up. Re­mo gave him his keys back

    and the driv­er peeled rub­ber leav­ing the neigh­bor­hood. The crowd had al­ready grown

    larg­er in front of the apart­ment build­ing be­cause the word had spread that the tele­vi­sion

    cam­er­amen were com­ing and no one want­ed to miss his chance to be on the tube. Es­pe­cial­ly

    the vet­er­ans of the civ­il rights ri­ots who left their liquor stores and their card games to

    come over and car­ry signs.




    When In­grid came in­to the Plaza suite with Re­mo, Chi­un said noth­ing, but saw the boxy

    lump hid­den in­side her purse.




    While she was in the bath­room, Re­mo said,




    “Wad­son’s dead. I got her out of there. She’s stay­ing with us awhile.”




    “Good ting,” Ty­rone said. “She can sleep in my bed. She some hunk of hon­key.”




    “Lacks bulk,” Chi­un said.




    “Hands off,” Re­mo said to Ty­rone.




    “Sheeit,” said Ty­rone and went back to watch­ing the re­run of Leave it to Beaver, Chi­un

    changed it to Sesame Street.




    While Re­mo had been at Wad­son’s apart­ment, the man­age­ment had in­stalled a new

    tele­phone in the suite. And now, while In­grid was at the drug­store in the Plaza lob­by, the

    phone rang.




    “Yeah,” said Re­mo, ex­pect­ing to hear Smith’s voice.




    “This is Speskaya,” a voice said. There was some­thing in the voice that Re­mo re­mem­bered.

    But where? Who? The voice was not ac­cent­ed but sound­ed as if it should have been. “I killed

    Wad­son.”




    “What do you want?” Re­mo asked.




    “To of­fer you work. You and the Ori­en­tal gen­tle­man.”




    “Sure. Let’s talk about it,” Re­mo said.




    “That is just too eas­ily said for me to be­lieve you.”




    “Would you be­lieve I want your job if I say I don’t want it?” Re­mo asked.




    “Job?” Chi­un said. He was sit­ting on the so­fa. He looked to­ward Re­mo. “Some­one is

    of­fer­ing us a job?”




    Re­mo raised his hand to si­lence Chi­un.




    Speskaya said, “It is dif­fi­cult to gauge your mo­tives.” The voice was fa­mil­iar, but

    Re­mo could not put it to­geth­er with a face.




    “I can’t help that,” Re­mo said.




    “What is the of­fer?” Chi­un said.




    Re­mo waved a hand to shush him.




    “You work for a coun­try which is break­ing down,”Speskaya said. “Peo­ple are

    butchered in their homes. You, who are no stranger to death, find that of­fen­sive. Why not

    come over with us?”




    “Look, let’s stop mous­ing around. I’ve got a se­cret weapon you want. I’ll give it to you.

    You tell me about the se­cret weapons you’re work­ing on and we’ll be square and you can go

    back to Rus­sia,” Re­mo said.




    “Se­cret weapons? I’m work­ing on?”




    “Yeah. Two of them.”




    There was a long pause, then a boy­ish laugh over the tele­phone. “Of course. Two se­cret

    weapons.”




    “What’s so fun­ny?” Re­mo said.




    “Nev­er mind,” Speskaya said.




    “Is it a deal?”




    “No. The de­vice you have is noth­ing but a low-​lev­el biofeed­back de­vice that works off

    in­duc­tion and is vir­tu­al­ly with­out worth.”




    “And your two se­cret weapons?” Re­mo said.




    “They are of great worth. Great worth.”




    “I bet,” said Re­mo.




    “There is a club called The Iron Dukes on Wal­ton Av­enue. I will meet you there tonight. I

    will tell you about my weapons and I will ex­pect your an­swer about work­ing for us. Nine

    o’clock.”




    “I’ll be there.”




    “The Ori­en­tal too.”




    “We’ll be there,” Re­mo said.




    “Good thing, fel­la. Look for­ward to see­ing you,” Speskaya said. And as the tele­phone

    clicked, Re­mo rec­og­nized the voice. It was that jovial “fel­la” that did it. The man he had

    met at the ex­ca­va­tion at the Mueller’s apart­ment, the man whose knee he had banged up. Tony

    Spesk, alias Speskaya, Rus­sian colonel and spy.




    “Tonight,” Re­mo said to Chi­un, just as In­grid came back in­to the room. “We’ll find out

    what two weapons he’s work­ing on.”




    “And then?”




    “Then we get rid of him and that’s that,” Re­mo said.




    “You have no idea what his spe­cial weapons are?” Chi­un asked.




    Re­mo shrugged. “Who cares? More ma­chin­ery.”




    “You are a fool,” said Chi­un.




    A few mo­ments lat­er, In­grid re­mem­bered some­thing she had for­got­ten at the

    drug­store. She went back down­stairs and called a num­ber on a pay phone.




    “An­tho­ny,” she said. “I just over­heard. They plan to kill you tonight.”




    “Too bad,” Spesk said. “They would have been most valu­able ad­di­tions to our

    ar­se­nal.”




    “What now?” In­grid asked.




    “Use the white ring. And let me know how it works.”




    On Halsey Street in Newark, the burly black man found what he was look­ing for. He had

    passed up two Volk­swa­gens to find an un­locked car big enough for him to sit in

    com­fort­ably.




    He opened the door of the new Buick and hunched over close to the dash­board, bridg­ing the

    ig­ni­tion with a pair of al­li­ga­tor clips he car­ried in his pock­et. From his belt, he

    un­hooked a huge ring of keys, dwarfed by his big heavy hand, and sort­ed through them un­til

    he found one that seemed right and put it in the ig­ni­tion. He turned it, the starter growled,

    and the mo­tor start­ed smooth­ly.




    Big-​Big Pick­ens drove in­to traf­fic with a smile on his face. He was go­ing home and

    get­ting those Sax­on Lords straight­ened out.




    Just turns his back, and some hon­key and lit­tle old chink, they been bust­ing up the gang,

    and two of the lead­ers dead, and the Rev­erend Wad­son dead, and about time for all this

    non­sensery to end. He pat­ted theice pick he car­ried in his hip pock­et, its busi­ness

    end stuck in­to a cork. On a whim he re­moved it and slammed it deep in­to the car seat. And he

    smiled again.


  




  

    Chapter Thirteen




    In the liv­ing room Re­mo had changed in­to a black tee shirt and black slacks.




    “Re­mo.” In­grid’s voice was a soft call from the bed­room door.




    Re­mo nod­ded and stood. Chi­un was wear­ing a thin black robe. Ty­rone still wore the same

    den­im jack­et, jeans, and dirty white tee shirt he had worn for three days.




    “We’ll be leav­ing right away,” Re­mo said, look­ing through the win­dow at night­time New

    York. “But there’s some­thing to do first.”




    The old man nod­ded.




    In­side, In­grid sat on the edge of the bed. She had just come from the show­er and wore

    on­ly a thin blue satin robe.




    “Must you go?” she said to Re­mo. With her faint Eu­ro­pean ac­cent, her voice sound­ed

    wist­ful and lost.




    “Afraid so.”




    “That man is a bad man. He killed Josi­ah.”




    “You mean Spesk? Just an­oth­er agent. No prob­lem.”




    She put her hands up to Re­mo’s arms and pulled him clos­er to her, un­til his knees touched

    hers.




    “I would be shat­tered if you were hurt… or …”




    “Killed? I don’t ex­pect to be.”




    “But he is a killer.”




    “That’s right, isn’t it? And you saw him run­ning away af­ter he killed Wad­son.”




    In­grid nod­ded. She trailed her hands around Re­mo’s back un­til they were at the base of

    his spine. She pulled him to her and buried her face in his stom­ach.




    “Yes.” Her voice seemed choked. “I saw him. I will nev­er for­get him.”




    “Tall, lean man. Thin­ning blond hair. Lit­tle scar over the left eye.”




    He felt her head nod against his stom­ach. Then he felt her hands at his waist, fum­bling

    with the belt of his trousers.




    “Re­mo,” she said soft­ly, “this may be strange, but in just these few hours … there has

    come to be … I can’t ex­plain it. You’ll laugh.”




    “Nev­er laugh at a wom­an in love,” Re­mo said.




    His trousers were open now and she bus­ied her hands and her face with his body.




    Then she fell back on­to the bed, her right hand hold­ing his left wrist and pulling him

    down to her.




    “Come, Re­mo. Make love to me. Now. I can’t wait.”




    The front of her robe fell open and Re­mo slipped down on­to her blond god­dess body.

    Me­chan­ical­ly, he be­gan sex. He felt her right arm leave his wrist and reach up un­der the

    pil­low at the head­board of the bed. She put her left arm around his neck and pulled his face

    down to her so he could not see what she was do­ing.




    He felt the slight shift in her body weight as her right hand re­turned to­ward her waist.

    He felt the fin­gers slideIn be­tween their stom­achs and then he felt the con­stric­tion

    as the hard white met­al ring was placed on his body.




    Re­mo pulled back and looked down at the white ring. In­grid reached again over her head and

    had the small black box in her hand, with the red tog­gle switch in the cen­ter.




    She smiled at him, a vi­cious smile that was as for­eign to love as it was to warmth.




    “And now, the cha­rade ends.”




    “As all good cha­rades must,” Re­mo said.




    “Do you know what that ring is?”




    “Some kind of pres­sure de­vice, I guess,” Re­mo said.




    “As ef­fec­tive as a guil­lo­tine.” She scootched her­self up in­to a sit­ting po­si­tion in

    bed.




    “Is this what you used on Wad­son?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yes. I used it all over his body. To mu­ti­late him. He was gross. You learn very

    quick­ly.”




    “No,” said Re­mo. “I didn’t learn. I knew.”




    It was time for In­grid to be sur­prised. “You knew?”




    “When you said you saw Spesk run­ning” away af­ter killing Wad­son. I broke Spesk’s kneecap

    three nights ago. He isn’t do­ing much run­ning these days.”




    “And yet you came in here? Like a~ lamb to slaugh­ter?”




    “I’m not ex­act­ly a lamb.”




    “You will be. A lamb. Or a geld­ing.”




    “What is it you want?” Re­mo asked.




    “It is sim­ple. You join Spesk and me. You work with us.”




    “I don’t think so,” Re­mo said.




    “The old one would. I have heard him to­day. He would go wher­ev­er the mon­ey is best. Why

    is he so rea­son­able and you so un­rea­son­able?”




    “We’re both un­rea­son­able. Just in dif­fer­ent ways,” Re­mo said.




    “Then your an­swer is no.”




    “You got it, sweet­heart.”




    She looked down at the red switch in her hand.




    “You know what hap­pens next, don’t you?”




    “Go ahead,” Re­mo said. “But know this. You die. You can play with your toy there and maybe

    hurt me but I’ll have time to kill you and you know I will. And you will die very slow­ly. Very

    painful­ly.”




    His deep brown eyes that seemed to have no pupils met hers. They stared at each oth­er. She

    looked away, and as if back­ing down from his stare had thrown her in­to a rage, she slammed

    her hand on­to the red tog­gle switch, push­ing it all the way for­ward. Bar­ing her teeth and

    gums with lips twist­ed open in ha­tred, she looked up at Re­mo.




    He still knelt in the same place on the bed. His face showed no emo­tion, no pain. Her eyes

    met his again and Re­mo laughed. He reached on­to the bed and picked up the two halves of the

    white ring, split clean­ly, like an un­der­sized dough­nut cut in two by a very pre­cise knife.

    He tossed them to her.




    “Called mus­cle con­trol, kid.”




    He stood up and zipped his trousers and fas­tened his belt. In­grid scur­ried across the bed

    and reached in­to her hand­bag on the end ta­ble. She pulled out a small pis­tol and rolled

    to­ward Re­mo, aim­ing the gun at him in an easy, un­hur­ried mo­tion.




    As her fin­ger be­gan to tight­en on the trig­ger, Re­mo picked up half of the white ring

    and tossed it at her, skid­ding it off the ends of his fin­ger­tips with enough force that it

    whirred as it trav­eled the four feet to In­grid.




    Her fin­ger squeezed the trig­ger just as the piece of the ring hit the bar­rel of the gun

    with ham­mer force, driv­ing the muz­zle up­ward un­der In­grid’s chin. It was too late for her

    brain to re­call the fir­ing sig­nal.The gun ex­plod­ed, one muf­fled shot, which ripped

    up­ward through In­grid’s chin, passed through the bot­tom half of her skull, and buried

    it­self in her brain.




    Eyes still open, lips still pulled back in a cat snarl of anger, she dropped the gun and

    fell on­to her side on the bed. The gun clanked to the floor. A thin trail of blood poured from

    the bul­let wound in her chin, slip­ping down throat and shoul­ders un­til it reached the blue

    satin of her robe which ab­sorbed it and turned al­most black.




    Re­mo looked at the dead body, shrugged ca­su­al­ly, and left the room.




    In the liv­ing room, with­out turn­ing from the win­dow through which he as­sayed New York

    City, Chi­un said, “I’m glad that’s over with.”




    “Did ah hears a shot?” asked Ty­rone.




    “You sure do,” said Re­mo. “Time to go.”




    “Go where?”




    “You’re go­ing home, Ty­rone.”




    “You let­tin’ me go?”




    “Yeah.”




    “Good thing,” said Ty­rone, jump­ing to his feet. “So long.”




    “Not so quick. You’re go­ing with us,” Re­mo said.




    “Whuf­fo?”




    “Just in case this big bear or what­ev­er his name is is around. I want you to point him out

    to me.”




    “He a big mean muvver. He kill me if he find out I fin­ger him for you.”




    “And what will I do?” Re­mo asked.




    “Aw, sheeeit,” said Ty­rone.


  




  

    Chapter Fourteen




    All the street­lights were out on the block which housed the Iron Dukes’ clu­brooms.




    Re­mo stood un­der one of the un­work­ing lights and touched his toe to the bro­ken glass on

    the street. The block seemed weight­ed down with sum­mer damp­ness. All the build­ing lights on

    the street were out too and Ty­rone looked around ner­vous­ly.




    “Ah don’ like dis place,” he said. “Too dark.”




    “Some­body made it that way for us,” Re­mo said. “Are they there, Chi­un?”




    “Yes,” Chi­un said. “Across the street.”




    “How many of them?”




    “Many bod­ies,” Chi­un said. “Per­haps thir­ty.”




    “Wha’ you talkin’ ’bout?” Ty­rone asked.




    “Ty­rone,” Re­mo ex­plained pa­tient­ly. “Some­body just bust­ed all the street­lights to

    make this block dark. And now who­ev­er did it is hid­ing around here, wait­ing …don’t

    look around like that, you dip . . . hid­ing around here wait­ing for us.”




    “Ah don’ like dat,” Ty­rone said. “What’s we gone do?”




    “What we’re go­ing to do is Chi­un and I are go­ing up to see Spesk. You’re go­ing to stay

    down here and see if you see Big-​Big what­sis­face. And when I come down, you point him out to

    me.”




    “Ah don’ wan­na.”




    “You bet­ter,” Re­mo said. They left Ty­rone stand­ing at the curb and fol­lowed a small

    sin­gle light up­stairs in­to a large of­fice that had a desk at the far end of the room.




    Be­hind the desk sat Tony Spesk, good old Tony, ap­pli­ance sales­man, Car­bon­dale,

    Illi­nois, AKA Colonel Speskaya, NKVD. His goose­neck lamp was twist­ed so it shone in his

    vis­itors’ faces.




    “We meet again,” Spesk said. “In­grid is dead, of course.”




    “Of course,” Re­mo said. He took a few steps for­ward in­to the room.




    “Be­fore you try any­thing fool­ish,” Spesk said, “I should ad­vise you that there is an

    elec­tron­ic eye in this room. If you at­tempt to reach me, you will break the beam and set off

    a cross­fire of ma­chine guns. Do not be fool­ish.”




    Chi­un looked at the walls of the va­cant room and nod­ded. On the left wall, there were

    elec­tric eye units start­ing six inch­es above the floor, and then one each foot high­er

    un­til they stopped eight feet above the floor, one foot be­low the ceil­ing. He nod­ded to

    Re­mo.




    “Now, have you con­sid­ered my of­fer?” Spesk said.




    “Yes. Con­sid­ered and re­ject­ed,” Re­mo said.




    “That’s a shame,” said Spesk. “I would not have thought you were pa­tri­ots.”




    “Pa­tri­otism has noth­ing to do with it,” said Re­mo. “We just don’t like you peo­ple.”




    “Rus­sians have been worth­less since the time of Ivan the Great,” said Chi­un.




    “The Ter­ri­ble, you mean,” Spesk said.




    “The Great,” Chi­un in­sist­ed.




    “He paid on time,” Re­mo ex­plained.




    “Well, then I guess there’s noth­ing more to talk about,” Spesk said.




    “One thing,” said Re­mo. “These two weapons you’re af­ter. What are they?”




    “You don’t know, do you?” asked Spesk af­ter a pause.




    “No,” said Re­mo.




    “The old man knows though. Don’t you?”




    Re­mo looked over to see Chi­un nod.




    “Well, if you know so much, Chi­un, why didn’t you tell me?” Re­mo asked.




    “Some­times it is eas­ier to talk to Ty­rone,” Chi­un said.




    “Tell me now. What two weapons?” Re­mo said.




    “You,” said Chi­un. “And me.”




    “Us?” Rerno said.




    “We,” Chi­un said.




    “Sheeit. All this for that.”




    “Enough,” said Spesk. “We can­not deal and that is that. You may leave and lat­er I will

    leave. And per­haps we will meet again some­day.”




    “We’re the weapons you want­ed?” Re­mo asked again.




    Spesk nod­ded, his thin blond hair splash­ing about his face as he did.




    “You’re a jerk,” Re­mo said.




    “Time now for you to leave,” Spesk said.




    “Not yet,” Re­mo said. “You un­der­stand it’s noth­ing per­son­al but, well, Chi­un and I

    don’t like too many peo­ple to know about what work we do and who we work for. And you know a

    lit­tle too much.”




    “Re­mem­ber the elec­tric eyes,” Spesk said con­fi­dent­ly.




    “Re­mem­ber the Alamo,” said Re­mo. He rocked back on­to his left foot, then moved for­ward

    to­ward the in­vis­ible strings of light reach­ing from left wall to right wall. Three feet

    be­fore reach­ing the beams, he turned to­ward -the wall, reached up high with his right foot,

    fol­lowed with his left foot and launched his body up­ward. His stom­ach came with­in an eighth

    of an inch of hit­ting the ceil­ing as he turned on­to his back, float­ing over the top­most

    beam as if it were the bam­boo pole at a high-​jump event. Then Re­mo was over the lights,

    on­to Spesk’s side of the room. He land­ed on his feet sound­less­ly.




    The Rus­sian colonel’s eyes opened wide in shock and hor­ror. He got heav­ily to his feet

    be­hind the desk, his left knee still de­fec­tive where Re­mo had dam­aged it.




    He moved away from Re­mo.




    “Lis­ten,” he said. His Chica­go mid­dle-​Amer­ica ac­cent had van­ished. He spoke now with

    the thick gut­tural rasp of a na­tive Rus­sian. “You don’t want to kill me. I’m the on­ly one

    who can get you out of here alive. It’s a trap.”




    “We know that,” Re­mo said. “We’ll take our chances.”




    He moved to­ward Spesk and Spesk dove for the desk draw­er. His hand was in­to the draw­er

    clos­ing around a gun, when Re­mo snatched up the goose­neck lamp from the desk and looped it

    over Spesk’s head, around his throat, and yanked him back from the re­volver. He tied the

    goose­neck in one large knot and dropped Spesk’s body to the floor. So much for the Rus­sian

    spies; so much for the se­cret weapons.




    As Re­mo was vault­ing back over the elec­tric eyes, now vis­ible in the pitch-​black room,

    he said, “Why didn’t you tell me, Chi­un? About the weapons?”




    “Who can ex­plain any­thing to a white man?” Chi­unsaid. He was al­ready at the door

    and go­ing down the steps.




    Ex­cept for the suck­ing of air by peo­ple who didn’t know how to breathe cor­rect­ly, the

    street out­side the Iron Dukes’ was silent when Re­mo and Chi­un came through the door and

    stood on the side­walk.




    “Still say thir­ty?” Re­mo asked.




    Chi­un cocked his head to lis­ten. “Thir­ty-​four,” he said.




    “That’s not bad. I hope one of them is the one I want. Where the hell is Ty­rone?” Re­mo

    said.




    “One of the thir­ty-​four,” Chi­un said, just as they heard a roar. Ty­rone’s roar.




    “There they are. Get dem. Get dem. Dey kid­nap me and ev­eryf­ing.”




    Like preda­to­ry an­imals whose coats blend­ed in with the grass, the black youths of the

    Sax­on Lords rose up out of their pro­tec­tive col­oration of night and with a full-​throat­ed

    roar charged across the street to­ward Re­mo and Chi­un.




    “When I get that Ty­rone,” Re­mo said, “I’m go­ing to fix him good.”




    “Back on that, are you?” Chi­un said, just as the first wave of at­tack­ers reached them,

    bran­dish­ing clubs and chains, knives and tire irons.




    Chi­un blend­ed a four-​armed lug wrench in­to the tho­racic cav­ity of one bruis­er and

    drift­ed to the left, his black robe swirling about him, as Re­mo went to­ward the right.




    “Damned right,” Re­mo called. “He needs a good les­son. Where are you, Ty­rone?”




    The air was filled with rocks be­ing thrown by the Sax­on Lords, hit­ting on­ly oth­er

    Sax­on Lords. One thought he saw Re­mo drift­ing by him and slashed outwild­ly with his

    sev­en-​inch blad­ed hunt­ing knife, neat­ly sev­er­ing the carotid artei-​y of his cousin.




    “Where the hell is he?” Re­mo’s voice rang out. “Now I know how Stan­ley felt look­ing for

    Liv­ing­stone.”




    Re­mo ducked un­der one flail­ing tire iron and came up with thfc tips of his fin­gers in­to

    a throat.




    He went around two more of the gang who had start­ed to fight with each oth­er be­cause one

    had stepped on the oth­er’s new plat­forms and scuffed the leather.




    “Tell me if you see Ty­rone,” Re­mo said.




    “Ty­rone, he back dere,” said one of the young men, just be­fore his head was laid open by a

    chain swung by his com­rade-​in-​arms.




    “Thank you,” Re­mo said. To the oth­er he said, “Good form.”




    He was in the heart of the gang now, mov­ing away from the Iron Dukes’ build­ing, work­ing

    slow­ly across the street.




    And on the side­walk across the street, Big-​Big Pick­ens saw the Sax­on Lords

    dis­or­ga­nized and drop­ping. He craned his neck to look over the crowd but could see no sign

    of the white man or the old Ori­en­tal. But ev­ery few sec­onds, two more Sax­on Lords would

    drop and he could tell where they had been.




    He de­cid­ed that Newark was re­al­ly nice this time of year and stuck his icepick back

    in­to the pro­tec­tive cork and put it in­to his rear pock­et, then turned and walked away.




    “There you are, Ty­rone,” Re­mo said. Ty­rone was stand­ing alone at the fringe of the

    crowd. “You’ve got one hel­lu­va nerve.”




    Ty­rone put his hands up to pro­tect him­self, just as Chi­un ar­rived.




    “Here I thought we were friends and all,” Re­mo said.




    “We is. I just find­in’ Big-​Big for you. Dere he goes.”Ty­rone point­ed to a huge

    black fig­ure run­ning down the street.




    “Thanks, Ty­rone. Chi­un, you keep an eye on him.”




    Re­mo was off then, run­ning af­ter Big-​Big Pick­ens.




    The big man heard the roar of the street fight be­hind him and glanced over his shoul­der.

    He felt a tin­gle of fear in his shoul­ders as he saw the thin white man, wear­ing the black

    slacks and tee shirt, run­ning af­ter him, gain­ing on him. Then he stopped.




    He noth­ing but some skin­ny hon­key, he thought. He ducked in­to an al­ley, mov­ing back

    in­to the shad­ows, wait­ing for Re­mo to en­ter. He took his pick from his pock­et and held it

    over his head, ready to bring it down in­to the base of Re­mo’s skull when he en­tered the

    al­ley.




    He heard Re­mo’s foot­steps ap­proach­ing on the run. Big-​Big coughed, with a smile on his

    face, just to let the white man know where he was. In case he hadn’t seen Pick­ens en­ter the

    al­ley.




    The run­ning stopped. And then there was no sound.




    Pick­ens pressed his back against the brick wall of the build­ing, wait­ing for Re­mo to be

    sil­hou­et­ted in the dim light at the al­ley’s en­trance. But he saw noth­ing.




    He wait­ed a few long sec­onds that seemed like min­utes, and then took a step away from the

    wall. Re­mo must be lurk­ing out­side the al­ley wait­ing for him to come out. Well, they would

    see who would out­wait the oth­er, he thought.




    Big-​Big Pick­ens felt a small touch on his shoul­der. He won­dered what it was. It turned

    in­to a tap.




    Pick­ens wheeled around. Re­mo was stand­ing there, a broad smile on his face.




    “Look­ing for me?” he asked.




    Big-​Big re­coiled in shock, then slashed down with the icepick he re­mem­bered hold­ing

    over his head. Re­mo moved back slight­ly, seem­ing­ly no more than an inch or two, but the

    pick missed.




    “You’re Pick­ens?” Re­mo said.




    “Yeah, mu­fu.”




    “You’re the one who did in the old la­dy? Mrs. Mueller?”




    “Yeah. Ah did it.”




    “Tell me. Was it fun? Did you en­joy it?”




    “Nots much fun as giv­ing you dis,” said Pick­ens, run­ning for­ward like a bull, the pick

    held close to his stom­ach, wait­ing to close on Re­mo so he could bring one heavy hand up and

    bury the point deep in­to Re­mo’s bel­ly.




    He looked up and stopped. He could not see the white man. Where was he? He turned. The man

    was be­hind him.




    “You’re re­al­ly garbage, you know that?” Re­mo said.




    “Ah garbages yo”, said Big-​Big, charg­ing again.




    Re­mo moved out of his way and tripped the huge man. Pick­ens sprawled across the al­ley.

    The rough con­crete sur­face scratched his cheek.




    “You know,” Re­mo said, stand­ing over Pick­ens. “I don’t think I re­al­ly like you. On your

    feet.”




    Big-​Big got to his knees and put a hand down to steady him­self and lift him­self to his

    feet.




    Then he felt a foot smash in­to his broad nose. He could hear the bones crack and a whoosh

    of blood come pour­ing down through his nos­trils.




    His head snapped back­ward but he re­cov­ered and got to his feet.




    “You’re the big pick man on the block, huh?” Re­mo said. “Is your pick as sharp as

    this?”




    And Pick­ens felt what seemed to be a knifeblade in the left side of his stom­ach. He looked

    down for the blood, but he saw noth­ing. On­ly the white man’s hand slow­ly pulling away. But

    the pain. The pain. It felt like a hot pok­er was ly­ing on his skin, and he knew that hurt,

    be­cause he had done it to some­one one night.




    “As sharp as that?” Re­mo taunt­ed.




    Hold­ing his icepick, Pick­ens turned, flail­ing about with his right arm, try­ing to find

    his tor­men­tor.




    But Re­mo was be­hind him. And Pick­ens heard the voice again, mock­ing him. “As hard as

    this?”




    And there was a blow in­to Pick­ens’s back. He could feel it stow­ing in his ribs on the

    right. And then it was re­peat­ed on the left side and more ribs went.




    “Did the old la­dy scream when you killed her, Pig-​Pig?” Re­mo asked. “Did she scream like

    this?”




    He tried not to but the pain in his neck de­mand­ed noth­ing but a scream. There were

    fin­gers on his neck and they felt as if they were tear­ing through his skin and flesh to get

    to his adam’s ap­ple, Pick­ens screamed. And screamed again.




    “Do you think it hurt this bad, Pig-​Pig? When you killed her?”




    He wheeled around, his hands clutch­ing out in front of him, but they grabbed noth­ing. His

    arms closed on emp­ty air. He felt him­self be­ing pro­pelled back­wards and he crashed in­to

    the brick wall like an over­ripe toma­to and slith­ered to the con­crete. His icepick fell from

    his hand and clat­tered on­to the ground.




    There was a ter­ri­ble pain where his right leg used to be. He tried to move it, but the leg

    no longer re­spond­ed. And there was more pain as his left leg gave way with a snap. And then

    his stom­ach felt as if it were be­ing torn apart by rats; he could feel what seemed like

    gi­ant pieces of it be­ing torn away, and he screamed, a long, long, lin­ger­ing scream that

    cel­ebrat­ed agony and wel­comed death.




    And then there was a white face right in front of him and it was lean­ing close to him, and

    it said, “You killed her with the pick, an­imal, and now you’re go­ing to learn what it was

    like.”




    And then there was a ring­ing black starshine of pain at his left eye where the icepick was

    stuck. He could not see left any­more. And then the pain stopped and the big black man fell

    for­ward, his head smash­ing on­to the con­crete of the al­ley with a dull emp­ty thud. The

    last thing he’d seen was that the white man had clean fin­ger­nails.




    Re­mo spat down at the body and stepped out of the al­ley, back on­to the side­walk as a car

    came roar­ing down the street past him. It was fol­lowed by two more cars.




    Re­mo looked down the street where the Sax­on Lords were in­volved in a mas­sive

    free-​for-​all, as it was sud­den­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the on­rush­ing head­lights. Com­ing

    down the block the oth­er way were three more au­to­mo­biles.




    The cars screeched to a stop and men jumped out. Re­mo could see they were car­ry­ing

    weapons. And then he heard a fa­mil­iar voice. It was Sergeant Pleskoff.




    “All right. Shoot ‘em. Shoot the bas­tards. Shoot ‘em right in the whites of their god­dam

    eyes. We’ll show ‘em. Amer­ica’s had enough of this god­dam vi­olence. Kill ‘em all. No

    sur­vivors.”




    Re­mo was able to pick Pleskoff out. He was wav­ing his arm over his head in a pass­able

    im­ita­tion of Er­rol Fly­nn’s pass­able im­ita­tion of Gen­er­al Custer. He was wear­ing

    civil­ian clothes. So were the oth­er dozen men who be­gan fir­ing in­to the mob with Po­lice

    Spe­cials and, shot­guns.




    Then Chi­un was at Re­mo’s side, with Ty­rone in tow. Ty­rone was look­ing back over his

    shoul­der as the streets be­gan to fill up with fall­en bod­ies.




    “Did you want him?” Chi­un asked Re­mo.




    “No. Not any more,” said Re­mo.




    Ty­rone turned to­ward Re­mo, his eyes wide with fright.




    “Ah doan wan’ go back there.”




    “Why not?”




    “It get­tin’ dan­ger­ous on de streets aroun’ here,” Ty­rone said. “Can ah hang out wif

    you?”




    Re­mo shrugged. Down the street the or­gy of bul­let­ing was slow­ing down. The screams were

    dy­ing away. Few peo­ple were left stand­ing. Pleskoff’s voice kept roar­ing: “Shoot ‘em all.

    We’ll straight­en this town out.”




    Chi­un turned to­ward the voice al­so.




    “I’ve cre­at­ed a god­dam Wy­att Earp,” Re­mo said.




    “It is al­ways the way ‘when a man deals in vengeance,” Chi­un said. “Al­ways the way.”




    “Al­ways the way,” Re­mo re­peat­ed.




    “Al­lus de way,” Ty­rone said.




    “Shut up,” Re­mo said.




    “Shut up,” Chi­un said.




    Back at the Plaza, Chi­un fished in­to one of his large lac­quered trunks for a scroll of

    parch­ment and a bot­tle of ink and a large quill pen.




    “What are you do­ing?” Re­mo asked.




    “Writ­ing for the his­to­ry of Sinan­ju,” Chi­un said.




    “About what?”




    “About how the Mas­ter brought wis­dom to his dis­ci­ple by teach­ing him that vengeance is

    de­struc­tive.”




    “Be sure to write that it feels good too,” Re­mo said.




    He watched as Ty­rone peered over Chi­un’s shoul­der and then, be­hind Chi­un’s back, looked

    in­to the open trunk.




    Chi­un be­gan writ­ing. “You must see, Re­mo, that it would have done noth­ing to act

    venge­ful­ly against Ty­rone. He is not re­spon­si­ble. There is noth­ing he can do about what

    he is.”




    Ty­rone at that mo­ment was slip­ping out the front door of the apart­ment.




    “I’m glad you feel that way,” Chi­un,” Re­mo said.




    “Um­mmm,” the old man said, writ­ing. “Why?”




    “Be­cause Ty­rone just beat it with one of your di­amond rings.”




    The quill pen flew up­wards and stuck in the plas­ter ceil­ing. The bot­tle of ink flew off

    in an­oth­er di­rec­tion. Chi­un dropped the the parch­ment scroll and moved quick­ly to his

    feet to the trunk. He bent for­ward, bury­ing his head in­side it, then stood up. His face was

    pale as he turned to Re­mo.




    “He did. He did.”




    “He went that­away,” Re­mo said, point­ing to the door. But be­fore he fin­ished the

    sen­tence, Chi­un was al­ready out in­to the hall.




    It was 11:30 P.M. Time to call Smith at the spe­cial 800 area code num­ber that was open

    on­ly twice a day.




    “Hel­lo,” said Smith’s acid-​soaked voice.




    “Hi, Smit­ty. How’s it go­ing?”




    “I pre­sume you have a re­port to make,” Smith said.




    “Just a minute.” Re­mo cov­ered the mouth­piece of the tele­phone. Out­side the door, down

    the hall­way near the el­eva­tor, he could hear thump­ing. And groans. And some­body weep­ing.

    Re­mo nod­ded.




    “Yeah,” Re­mo said. “Well, Spesk is dead. The guy who killed Mrs. Mueller is dead. There are

    at least a dozen New York City cops who are be­gin­ning to do some­thing about crim­inals. All

    in all, I’d say a fair day’s work.”




    “What about…”




    “Just a minute,” Re­mo said as the door to the suite opened. In walked Chi­un, pol­ish­ing

    his di­amond ring on the black sleeve of his ki­mono, blow­ing on it, then pol­ish­ing.




    “You got it back,” Re­mo said.




    “Ob­vi­ous­ly.”




    “No vengeance, I hope,” Re­mo said.




    Chi­un shook his head. “I suit­ed the pun­ish­ment tothe crime. He stole my di­amond;

    I stole his abil­ity to steal again for a long time?’




    “What’d you do?”




    “I re­duced his fin­ger bones to put­ty. And warned him that if I ev­er saw him again, I

    would not treat him so kind­ly.”




    “I’m glad you weren’t venge­ful, Lit­tle Fa­ther. Be sure to put that in your

    his­to­ry.”




    Chi­un scooped up the parch­ment scroll and dumped it in­to the lac­quered chest. “I don’t

    feel like writ­ing any­more tonight.”




    “There’s al­ways to­mor­row.” Re­mo turned his at­ten­tion back to the tele­phone. “You were

    say­ing, Smit­ty?”




    “I was ask­ing. What about Spesk’s two dead­ly weapons? Did you find them?”




    “Of course. You asked me to, didn’t you?”




    “Well?”




    “Well what?” asked Re­mo.




    “What are they?” Smith asked.




    “You can’t have them,” Re­mo said.




    “Why not?” Smith said.




    “Some things just aren’t for sale,” Re­mo said. He pulled the tele­phone cord from the wall

    and col­lapsed back on the couch. Laugh­ing.
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