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    CHAPTER ONE




    Bob­by Jack Billings had gone to bed de­cid­ing that the next day he would change his

    drink­ing habits. Not that drink­ing was a prob­lem. Beer drinkers nev­er had re­al drink­ing

    prob­lems. He had read that in the Hills Gazette or some­place. Beer drinkers nev­er got

    falling-​down drunk, run­ning their cars over school kids, steal­ing and cheat­ing to get

    enough mon­ey to sup­port their habit. No. That was whiskey drinkers. Bob­by Jack was a beer

    drinker and didn’t have that kind of prob­lem.




    That thought gave him enough so­lace to fall asleep, so he drained the last few drops from

    his can of beer and dropped the emp­ty on the floor next to the bed. As he was nod­ding off, he

    care­ful­ly de­vised his drink­ing sched­ule for the next day. He would not have a beer be­fore

    break­fast. In fact, he would not have any beer be­fore lunchtime. Maybe af­ter work in the

    af­ter­noon he might have a cou­ple, and maybe one or two with sup­per, and per­haps one, late

    at night, just to re­lieve the day’s ten­sions. But that was all.




    When he woke up he had a throb­bing headache.




    His mouth tast­ed like a test­ing cen­ter for Q Tips. The back of his throat burned hot

    enough to ig­nite the cot­ton. He had trou­ble find­ing his eye­glass­es.




    He splashed wa­ter on his face and then tried to open his eyes wide. It made the day seem a

    lit­tle more bear­able, but the headache per­sist­ed. He re­mem­bered hav­ing lain in bed the

    night be­fore, mak­ing some ma­jor de­ci­sion, but in the iron light of morn­ing he couldn’t

    re­mem­ber what the de­ci­sion was. Per­haps he could re­mem­ber it af­ter he had a beer.




    He padded bare­foot out to the kitchen, a soft-​bod­ied man with a soft face, and pulled a

    can from the re­frig­er­ator. The can be­gan to sweat in his hand im­me­di­ate­ly, be­cause of

    the great dif­fer­ence in tem­per­ature be­tween the kitchen in the hot Amer­ican South and the

    re­frig­er­ator, which he kept turned to its low­est cool­ing lev­eL This was mur­der­ous on

    ice­berg let­tuce, fill­ing its wa­tery bulk with ice crys­tals that turned the let­tuce to

    mush when it thawed, but he liked his beer cold and he didn’t eat all that much let­tuce

    any­way, so it was a small price to pay.




    He popped off the easy-​open top and cut his right in­dex fin­ger. He poured beer over it.

    An­oth­er good thing about beer. It was a nat­ural an­ti­sep­tic.




    He drank the can in two large rol­lick­ing swal­lows. He still could not re­mem­ber what he

    had been think­ing about the night be­fore but, praise be heav­en, the headache was go­ing

    away, and maybe just an­oth­er dose of the same medicine. . . .




    He drank the sec­ond can more slow­ly and halfway through the pains in his head van­ished,

    and he re­mem­bered he had been think­ing about cut­tingdown on his beer drink­ing. It

    seemed like a very good idea, but it was too late to wor­ry about to­day. He would start his

    new pro­gram of re­straint to­mor­row.




    He fin­ished the sec­ond can and went to the bath­room. His eyes worked bet­ter now and he

    ex­am­ined his face and de­cid­ed there re­al­ly wasn’t any need to shave. He had shaved

    yes­ter­day and any­way ev­ery­body in the fam­ily was blessed with light beards. You could

    hard­ly no­tice any stub­ble. His fa­ther had some­times gone three or four days with­out

    shav­ing and no one ev­er com­plained. He used his fin­gers as a comb to push his sandy hair

    back from his round face. He bent his head down to­ward his right armpit and when he sur­vived

    the ten­ta­tive in­hala­tion, he de­cid­ed he could get through the day with­out a show­er. Or

    at least the morn­ing. He would prob­ably take a show­er in the af­ter­noon, but that was

    some­thing to think about lat­er.




    He emp­tied his blad­der. He re­mem­bered telling re­porters once that no­body buys beer,

    they on­ly rent it, and they had all print­ed it and no one had seemed to no­tice that he had

    stolen the Une from Archie Bunker on tele­vi­sion. That was a long time ago, though, when the

    re­porters weren’t al­ways get­ting on him about some­thing. But what could you ex­pect from a

    lib­er­al Jew­ish con­spir­acy? Thou­sands of re­porters, all lib­er­als, all Jews, and not one

    of them drank beer. They drank brandy, for cry­ing out loud. Or cream sher­ry. Fag drinkers. A

    fag, lib­er­al, Jew­ish con­spir­acy.




    Back in the kitchen, he took out an­oth­er beerand, on a whim, looked to see if there

    was any food.




    There was a Slim Jim smoked sausage in a cel­lo­phane wrap­per and there was an egg on the

    rack. Good. A hard-​boiled egg and a sausage. A man’s break­fast




    He cracked the egg on the edge of the counter. The gooey yolk and slimy white ran on­to the

    counter.




    “Craps,” he hissed. Bob­by Jack jumped back so that the egg didn’t drip on his bare feet. He

    thought it had been hard-​boiled. He re­mem­bered boil­ing some eggs just a day or so ago. Or

    maybe it was a week.




    He held the Slim Jim in hisjrther hand. Well, to­mor­row he would eat that be­cause you

    couldn’t eat a sa­loon sausage with­out an egg and there were no more eggs in the house.




    He took out an­oth­er beer and count­ed the re­main­ing cans. On­ly a dozen. He’d have more

    de­liv­ered. He slammed the re­frig­er­ator door shut. He opened the can and took a swal­low.

    As he leaned for­ward to toss the pop-​top to­ward the garbage can, he stepped in­to the raw

    egg which had slimed its way to the floor.




    “Craps,” he said. He could see it was go­ing to be an­oth­er one of those days.




    He walked to­ward the front door with the beer can in his hand. The New York Times was just

    in­side the front door. He should read it, he knew. At least glance at its ed­ito­ri­al page.

    But who cared? He knew what it would say. It would crit­icize him, crit­icize the Arabs,

    crit­icize his broth­er-​in-​law, praise the Jews and come out for abor­tion andagainst

    cap­ital pun­ish­ment, and frankly the New York Times was get­ting to be a pain in the ass.

    What could you ex­pect from a news­pa­per that was a tool of the in­ter­na­tion­al Zion­ist

    con­spir­acy?




    He kicked the pa­per aside, then wiped his eggy foot on it. He opened the door and walked

    out on­to the front porch. The two reg­ular Se­cret Ser­vice men were sit­ting there.




    “Hi, boys,” he said. “Want a beer?” He waved the can at the two men in busi­ness suits. They

    shook their heads. ,




    On the dirt walk­way lead­ing up to the porch were three peo­ple car­ry­ing pads and

    ball-​point pens. One of them yelled to him.




    “Mr. Billings, last night, the Na­tion­al Jew­ish Al­liance vot­ed to cen­sure you for your

    state­ments. What do you think of that?”




    “They can kiss my ass,” he yelled back. Who the hell was the Na­tion­al Jew­ish Al­liance?

    He would have said more but the two Se­cret Ser­vice men had risen from their wood­en chairs

    and were stand­ing in front of him.




    “What’s the mat­ter?” he said.




    “Bob­by Jack,” said the old­er of the two. “You’d bet­ter go put on your pants be­fore you

    hold a press con­fer­ence.”




    Bob­by Jack Billings looked down. He was wear­ing on­ly his skivvies and a stained tee

    shirt. He chuck­led and took a sip of his beer.




    “Guess you’re right, boy,” he said. “Wouldn’t do for the First Broth­er-​in-​law to pa­rade

    around the streets in his BVDs, would it?”




    “No, sir,” the man said. He wasn’t smil­ing. They nev­er smiled. That’s what Bob­by Jack

    hat­ed most




    about the Se­cret Ser­vice. They nev­er smiled. And they wouldn’t have a beer with him,

    which was strange, be­cause they didn’t look like mem­bers of the in­ter­na­tion­al fag,

    lib­er­al, Jew­ish con­spir­acy.




    He sat on his bed with a sigh, pulled a pair of blue jeans from the floor and start­ed to

    put them on.




    What the hell had that re­porter said about him and the Na­tion­al Jew­ish Al­liance?

    Cen­sured him? For what? He hadn’t done a god­damn thing. He knew what it was. They were just

    try­ing to get at the pres­ident through him. If Bob­by Jack had been pres­ident in­stead of

    be­ing the pres­ident’s broth­er-​in-​law, he would do some­thing about the Na­tion­al Jew­ish

    Al­liance and that New York Times and that guy on the ed­ito­ri­al page who had it in for

    Bob­by Jack. He wouldn’t take it ly­ing down. That’s why he knew he’d nev­er be any good in

    pol­itics. He wasn’t about to kiss any­one’s ass just be­cause they con­trolled banks and

    ra­dio and tele­vi­sion and news­pa­pers and half the Unit­ed States Sen­ate. Some­day he’d

    tell them that. Tell them just what he thought.




    He got his jeans on but couldn’t find a belt, but it didn’t mat­ter, he de­cid­ed, be­cause

    he wasn’t in­to belts. They kind of con­strict­ed the free flow of his bel­ly. He put on

    loafers with­out socks. He didn’t need a shirt; his tee shirt was good for an­oth­er day at

    least.




    He stopped by the kitchen on his way out. He dropped his emp­ty beer can in­to the open

    met­al garbage can. The flies quick­ly rose to make room for it, then dropped to

    in­ves­ti­gate. He took an­oth­er can from the re­frig­er­ator, then grabbed a sec­ondcan

    and put it in­to his back pock­et. You nev­er could tell when you might run out.




    The re­porters were still wait­ing for him. The Se­cret Ser­vice men seemed to want to get

    Bob­by Jack in­to a car and drive off, but Bob­by Jack want­ed to talk to the re­porters. He

    could han­dle them. He had, back when his broth­er-​in-​law was run­ning for pres­ident. The

    re­porters had treat­ed him as a charm­ing rus­tic then. He hadn’t changed a bit, so why should

    they change the way they wrote about him?




    The re­porters want­ed to talk about the Na­tion­al Jew­ish Al­liance.




    “What is this here cen­sure?” Bob­by Jack asked one of them, a lean brunette with a big

    chest. “I thought cen­sure was when you cut the good parts out of movies.” He winked at her and

    sipped at his beer. He felt the two Se­cret Ser­vice men stand­ing at his side on the dusty

    path. The re­porters stood in front of him.




    “The NJA said that you’re a dis­grace to Amer­ica with your racist at­ti­tudes. They called

    you a vi­cious an­ti-​Semite and asked the pres­ident to dis­avow your re­marks. What’s your

    re­ac­tion to that?”




    “Well,” Bob­by Jack drawled ca­su­al­ly, “Jews are al­ways com­plain­ing about some­thing.

    Why don’t we for­get that shit? I ev­er tell you the joke about the two nig­gers at the Unit­ed

    Na­tions?”




    He wait­ed for an an­swer. That joke nev­er failed. In the cam­paign, it had al­ways been

    good for a chuck­le from the news­pa­per­men and they nev­er wrote sto­ries about it ei­ther.

    These re­porters didn’t seem to want to hear it. Billings tossed his emp­ty beer can out

    to­ward theun­paved street. His blad­der hurt. He should have gone to the bath­room

    again.




    A neigh­bor passed and waved at him.




    “Hiya, Bob­by Jack.”




    ” ‘Lo, Luke. How’s it hang­ing?”




    “Straight, Bob­by Jack.”




    “Keep it that way, Luke.”




    He smiled as the oth­er man walked away. He re­al­ized though that his blad­der was so full

    that even smil­ing hurt.




    “Wait here a minute,” he told the re­porters.




    A Se­cret Ser­vice man turned to walk with him.




    “You stay here,” Bob­by Jack said. “No­body goes with me when I pee.”




    Rather than go all the way in­side, he walked along­side his house. He uri­nat­ed against

    the wall of the build­ing. He was zip­ping up his fly as he walked back to the re­porters. The

    thin brunette looked as if she had just swal­lowed a lemon, peel and all.




    Her tough luck, thought Bob­by Jack. Did she think that men didn’t have to pee once in a

    while? Maybe the men she went out with didn’t.




    He took the can of beer from his back pock­et and snapped it open. The bounc­ing it had

    un­der­gone caused the beer to spray up in the air. Quick­ly, he put his thumb over the hole

    and aimed the spray at the re­porters. He caught the big-​chest­ed wom­an with a frothy spray

    that land­ed atop her curly sprayed hair­do, where it set­tled like droplets of dew on a

    spi­der web.




    She slapped at her hair with her hand. Her face was con­tort­ed with an­noy­ance.




    “Jerk,” she said.




    “Lib­er­al,” Bob­by Jack said.




    “Ass­hole,” she said.




    “Jew,” he said.




    “Cretin,” she said.




    “Nig­ger lover,” he said.




    She turned and walked away from him. He looked af­ter her ap­pre­cia­tive­ly, then turned to

    the oth­er two re­porters who still stood there, wip­ing beer from their faces.




    “Nice ass,” Bob­by Jack said, ges­tur­ing to­ward the wom­an. “You get­ting any of

    that?”




    The two re­porters looked at each oth­er, then walked away, fol­low­ing the brunette.




    Bob­by Jack watched them go, then turned to the Se­cret Ser­vice men.




    “Glad those creeps are gone,” he said. “Got things to do.”




    There were no re­porters at the dusty dry train sta­tion when Bob­by Jack and the two

    Se­cret Ser­vice men ar­rived there in his black Chevro­let sta­tion wag­on. The car an­noyed

    Bob­by Jack. Ev­ery­body in Wash­ing­ton had Cadil­lacs. Why did he have to set­tle for a black

    Chevro­let sta­tion wag­on? He had men­tioned it to his broth­er-​in-​law, who had told him

    what kind of car to buy, and had de­mand­ed an an­swer.




    “Im­age,” the pres­ident had said. “An im­age of econ­omy.”




    “How come ev­ery time I want some­thing you talk about econ­omy?” Bob­by Jack had

    de­mand­ed. “I nev­er hear econ­omy about nig­gers.”




    “Stop us­ing that word,” the pres­ident said.




    “All right. Col­oreds,” Bob­by Jack replied. “Why just me for econ­omy?”




    “Be­cause you don’t know how to act,” the pres­ident told him. “The last thing you want­ed

    was Air Force One to use to go duck hunt­ing on week­ends. They’d fry me for that. Then you

    want­ed the pres­iden­tial he­li­copter to go in­to the woods for a nud­ist beer bash with your

    bud­dies. I’m not God. I’m just the pres­ident.”




    “Yeah, ’cause I helped make you the pres­ident and you don’t seem to re­mem­ber that most of

    the time, and it’s a hel­lu­va way to treat kin.”




    “By mar­riage,” the pres­ident had said.




    Bob­by Jack sat on the edge of the back train � plat­form and looked at his watch. It was 10

    A.M. He fin­ished his last can of beer and de­cid­ed he would give these god­damn Arabs

    ex­act­ly five min­utes be­fore he left to get a re­fill.




    He didn’t need Arabs and he didn’t like the way they looked or talked or dressed or smelled.

    And he didn’t need their mon­ey. He had mon­ey of his own. He had the old shoe fac­to­ry where

    busi­ness was nev­er bet­ter and he had a lot of oth­er mon­ey be­sides.




    At 10:04 A.M., just as he was ris­ing to his feet, he heard the rum­ble of a train far down

    the track. He looked to­ward the north and saw the en­gine, pulling a sin­gle car, come over

    the slight rise and down the long in­cline that led in­to the bu­col­ic town of Hills, its

    brakes squeak­ing and hiss­ing air as it slowed down. In­side the build­ing that dou­bled as

    pas­sen­ger ter­mi­nal and con­trol cen­ter, an en­gi­neer pressed an au­to­mat­ic switch that

    turned a sec­tion




    of track so it would de­flect the train off on­to a sid­ing. The train pulled in­to the

    sid­ing and shiv­ered to a halt.




    Bob­by Jack con­tin­ued to sit on the train plat­form. Af­ter a few min­utes, three men in

    Arab robes stepped out on­to the rear of the rail­road car, saw him, and came down the

    steps.




    They care­ful­ly crossed the dou­ble sets of tracks and came up to him.




    “I am Mustafa Kaf­fir,” one man said. He was a big man with dark skin and the nose of an

    ea­gle. “And these are-“




    “Don’t both­er,” Bob­by Jack said. He re­mained sit­ting. “I’m aw­ful with names and

    be­sides all Ay-​rab names sound alike.”




    Kaf­fir coughed slight­ly and said, “They too are rep­re­sen­ta­tives of the Free Peo­ple’s

    Gov­ern­ment of Libya.”




    “Sure, swell,” said Bob­by Jack. “Where may we talk?” Kaf­fir asked. His deepset eyes

    glanced left and right. His thin lips were closed tight­ly as if he found the small South­ern

    vil­lage of Hills some­how dis­taste­ful.




    “Right here’s fine by me,” Bob­by Jack said. He fol­lowed Kaf­fir’s eyes as they glanced

    to­ward the two Se­cret Ser­vice men who leaned against the wall of the rail­road sta­tion.




    “Hey,” Bßlings called. “You two get lost a while. I got to talk a spell here with my good

    Ay-​rab friends.”




    “We’ll be in front,” the taller agent said. “Yeah, good. Wait out in front. When I’m done

    here, we’ll go get a drink some­where.”




    His eyes fol­lowed them as they left, then he




    glanced back at Kaf­fir. The Libyan was sweat­ing, even though it was on­ly in the low 90s,

    a rel­ative­ly cool sum­mer day in Hüls. Fun­ny, he hadn’t thought Arabs sweat­ed. If they

    sweat­ed in Amer­ica, they must re­al­ly sweat in Ara­bia or wher­ev­er the hell they came

    from. That must be some place to smell.




    “All right,” Bob­by Jack said. “They’re gone. What’s on your mind?”




    “You know what we seek?” Kaf­fir said. The two men stood be­hind him. They seemed to be

    try­ing to hunch up their shoul­ders to keep the bot­toms of their long flow­ing robes out of

    the dust of the train plat­form.




    “I think so, but sup­pose you tell me,” Bob­by Jack




    said.




    “The Free Peo­ple’s Gov­ern­ment of Libya wish­es to pur­chase plu­to­ni­um from your

    gov­ern­ment.”




    “What do you want me for?”




    “Be­cause your gov­ern­ment’s pol­icy is to refuse to sell plu­to­ni­um to Libya. We thought

    per­haps your in­flu­ence could change that pol­icy, par­tic­ular­ly since we want it to build

    on­ly peace­ful nu­cle­ar pow­er plants that will en­able us to in­crease the stan­dard of

    liv­ing for mil­lions of peo­ple in the Arab world. It is on­ly a lie that we would at­tempt to

    make nu­cle­ar weapons to at­tack Is­rael. We would nev­er at­tack Is­rael. We would on­ly

    de­fend our­selves.” ,




    Billings nod­ded. “Wouldn’t hurt my feel­ings if you did at­tack them.”




    “No?” said Kaf­fir.




    “Not at all. And when you wipe them out in Tel Aviv, I wish you’d get rid of them in New

    York.”




    Mustafa Kaf­fir smiled gen­tly and sad­ly, as if he




    had of­ten dreamed such dreams. The two men be­hind him nod­ded vig­or­ous­ly.




    “Well, that is a mat­ter for oth­ers,” said Kaf­fir. “I, sir, am here on­ly to pur­chase

    plu­to­ni­um for peace­ful pur­pos­es.”




    “And you want me to talk to my broth­er-​in-​law to get him to al­low that sale,” Bob­by

    Jack said.




    “That is cor­rect, be­cause we know you have much in­flu­ence with the pres­ident.”




    “Right,” said Billings. “Me and my sis­ter. On­ly peo­ple he lis­tens to.” He paused. “And

    what do I get out of it?”




    “In such in­ter­na­tion­al ar­range­ments, a find­er’s fee is of­ten paid the one who makes

    it all pos­si­ble,” Kaf­fir said.




    “How much?”




    “This fee is a per­fect­ly le­git­imate item,” Kaf­fir said.




    “How much?”




    “Of course, it would have to be-“




    “How much!” Billings in­sist­ed.




    “One mil­lion dol­lars,” Kaf­fir said.




    “All right,” said Bob­by Jack. “Two hun­dred thou down.”




    “I beg your par­don.”




    “Two hun­dred thou­sand down. In ad­vance. Non-​re­fund­able. Whether I suc­ceed or not.

    I’ve got to have some­thing to re­im­burse me for my time, even if I can’t get the okay.”




    Kaf­fir thought for a mo­ment, his dark eyes scru­ti­niz­ing the open face of Bob­by Jack

    Billings.




    Billings stood up from his seat on the plat­form edge.




    “You talk it over with the oth­er Ay-​rabs,” he said. “I got­ta go tap a kid­ney.”




    He walked away from the three Libyans to­ward the far end of the plat­form. They’d go for

    it, he knew. It was on­ly two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars, tax-​free and un­record­ed. He had

    made ex­act­ly the same deal four oth­er times be­fore. He had promised the Rhode­sian

    Com­mu­nists that he would make sure of their recog­ni­tion by the U.S. He had promised a Red

    Chi­nese del­ega­tion that Amer­ica would hand over Tai­wan. He had promised Ira­ni­an rebels

    that he could pre­vent the Unit­ed States from step­ping in to keep the shah in pow­er. The

    on­ly thing he had failed on was a promise to get the pres­ident to send in troops to help bail

    out Idi Amin’s im­per­iled regime in Ugan­da.




    But three out of four wasn’t bad for no work, he thought. His prac­tice on all such

    con­tracts was the same. He took the mon­ey and then for­got about the con­tract. Most of the

    time it turned out all right, be­cause his broth­er-​in-​law’s for­eign pol­icy of­ten seemed

    to have been drawn up in the back seat of Fi­del Cas­tro’s car.




    Of course, the peo­ple he dealt with nev­er knew that, and prob­ably would not have

    be­lieved it even if Bob­by Jack had told them. They were sure the on­ly rea­son they had

    suc­ceed­ed was be­cause they had a friend at the high­est lev­el-​Bob­by Jack-​whis­per­ing in

    the pres­ident’s ear.




    As he reached the cor­ner of the plat­form, Billings looked back to see the three Libyans

    star­ing at him. He un­zipped his fly and point­ed at his groin.




    “Just got to make a lit­tle tin­kle against the wall here,” he said. “Be right back.”




    Mustafa Kaf­fir nod­ded. When Billings jumped down from the plat­form to the dirt along­side

    the build­ing, Kaf­fir broke in­to an­imat­ed con­ver­sa­tion with his two com­pan­ions,

    speak­ing Ara­bic.




    They had all de­cid­ed to go for the deal. Af­ter all, two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars was a

    small down pay­ment for the in­gre­di­ents nec­es­sary to build atom­ic bombs to de­stroy

    Is­rael. But they agreed to seem re­luc­tant to pay such a large amount. If they looked too

    will­ing, Billings might ask for more. But they knew the price was right. Af­ter all, hadn’t

    Billings man­aged to make the pres­ident with­hold Amer­ican recog­ni­tion of a free

    gov­ern­ment in Rhode­sia, in­stead throw­ing its lot in with Com­mu­nist-​backed rebels? Had

    Billings not con­vinced> the pres­ident to dis­re­gard the treaties Amer­ica had with

    Tai­wan? Had Billings not kept the pres­ident im­mo­bile when Amer­ica’s staunch­est friend in

    the Mid­dle East, the shah of Iran, was be­ing over­thrown by an Amer­ican-​hat­ing rebel band?

    The man might be a sweat-​smelling ig­no­rant clod, Mustafa Kaf­fir thought, but he knew how to

    move the Amer­ican gov­ern­ment. His record of suc­cess was un­touched. At two hun­dred

    thou­sand dol­lars down pay­ment, he was a bar­gain.




    Kaf­fir and his two com­pan­ions wait­ed for Bob­by Jack to re­turn. Af­ter five min­utes,

    one of the men want­ed to look for him.




    “He was go­ing to uri­nate. He should be back by now,” the man said. He was the Libyan

    min­is­ter of fi­nance. � “Not yet,” the oth­er man said. He was the mi­nis-




    ter of cul­ture. “Maybe he had to make num­ber two.”




    The fi­nance min­is­ter gig­gled.




    “Si­lence,” said Kaf­fir in Ara­bic.




    They wait­ed ten more min­utes.




    “Per­haps he has for­got­ten,” said the min­is­ter of cul­ture.




    “Who for­gets two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars who wears such clothes and uri­nates against

    walls?” asked Kaf­fir. “Wait here.”




    He walked to the far end of the plat­form. He stopped just be­fore the cor­ner of the

    build­ing.




    “Mr. Billings. Are you there?”




    There was no an­swer and Mustafa Kaf­fir leaned around the cor­ner and looked along the

    red-​paint­ed wood­en wall of the old frame build­ing.




    Bob­by Jack Billings was not there.




    There was a wet stain in the sandy soil show­ing where he had stood a few min­utes be­fore,

    but the man him­self was gone. Mustafa Kaf­fir looked around. He saw rail­road tracks, open

    fields, and oc­ca­sion­al hous­es sev­er­al hun­dred yards away, but no sign of Bob­by Jack

    Billings.




    Kaf­fir sig­naled his two men to fol­low him and they walked to­geth­er to the front of the

    rail­road sta­tion. The on­ly per­sons in sight were the two Se­cret Ser­vice agents sit­ting

    in­side a black Chevro­let sta­tion wag­on with the air con­di­tion­er run­ning.




    As the three Libyans ap­proached them, the agents stepped out of the car.




    “Yes, sir,” said the old­er one.




    “Where is Mr. Billings?”




    The agent looked star­tled.




    “I left him with you,” he said.




    “Yes. But he walked away and did not come back,” Kaf­fir said.




    “Oh, shit,” the agent said.




    The sec­ond agent had opened the car door and was reach­ing for a ra­dio phone. “Should I

    call in?” he asked.




    “Not yet,” the first agent said. “Let’s take a look around. Maybe he just went to take a

    piss or steal a beer some­where.”




    Mustafa Kaf­fir showed the agents where Bob­by Jack Billings had stood to umi­ate against

    the wall of the sta­tion build­ing.




    The tall agent knelt down to look clos­er at the ground. The dusty soil was packed hard

    where Bob­by Jack’s feet would have been. The agent stuck a fin­ger in­to the dirt and felt

    met­al. He brushed dirt away.




    He found two pieces of met­al: a small gold­en Star of David and a small iron swasti­ka.




    “What the hell does that mean?” he said aloud to him­self. He lift­ed the two pieces of

    met­al in a hand­ker­chief and dropped them in­to his pock­et.




    He looked up as the sec­ond Se­cret Ser­vice man ap­proached, shak­ing his head.




    “They just took me all over the train,” the agent said. “He’s not in there.”




    “Shit,” said the old­er agent. “Bet­ter call in for help.”




    “You know he’s gonna turn up in some sa­loon, don’t you?”




    “Sure I do, but we’ve got­ta call in any­way. You make sure those Arabs wait here and I’ll

    call head­quar­ters.”




    The ra­dio phone was an­swered im­me­di­ate­ly in




    the Se­cret Ser­vice field of­fice in At­lanta, Geor­gia.




    “This is Gavone,” the old­er agent said with the dry, bored, la­con­ic voice usu­al­ly

    af­fect­ed by air­line pi­lots whose planes were plung­ing nose-​first in­to an ocean. “Got a

    lit­tle prob­lem.”




    “What’s that?” re­spond­ed an­oth­er dry voice.




    “We think the Link is miss­ing.”




    “Look un­der a porch some­place. He’s prob­ably sleep­ing one off.”




    “We looked,” Gavone said. “He’s gone. Bet­ter send help.”




    “You’re se­ri­ous, aren’t you?”




    “Dead­ly se­ri­ous. Hur­ry up, will you?”




    “Shit,” said the voice in At­lanta. “The Miss­ing Link. Just what we need.”


  




  

    CHAPTER TWO




    His name was Re­mo and he was go­ing to do some­thing about pol­lu­tion in Amer­ica.




    He stood on a hill look­ing down at three tall smokestacks that jut­ted up in­to the sky,

    puff­ing out wisps of thin white smoke. It was coal smoke, Re­mo knew, but it had been washed

    and fil­tered and pro­cessed un­til it was clean­er than the smoke from oil fur­naces. The

    cleans­ing pro­cess had raised the price of us­ing coal un­til it was high­er than that of

    us­ing oil bought from the Arabs. But it was all Amer­ica had-​high-​priced oil or equal­ly

    high-​priced coal. Nu­cle­ar pow­er was dead in the wa­ter. A small ac­ci­dent in which not one

    per­son was in­jured-​no per­son had ev­er been in­jured in a nu­cle­ar ac­ci­dent in

    Amer­ica-​had been turned in­to the scare sto­ry of the cen­tu­ry by the me­dia, and by the

    time it was over, the drive to­ward nu­cle­ar pow­er was scut­tled. Re­mo thought it was sad

    that the coun­try that had de­vel­oped and pi­oneered nu­cle­ar pow­er some­day prob­ably would

    be the on­ly coun­try in the in­dus­tri­al world not to use it. The marchers had won again.




    They were the same marchers who had wel­comed the Vi­et­cong vic­to­ry in Viet­nam and so

    weak­ened Amer­ica’s will that the Unit­ed States pulled out of the Far East and let it be

    over­run by the com­mu­nists. A long night of ter­ror had de­scend­ed over that part of the

    world. In Cam­bo­dia the il­lit­er­acy rate had reached 99 per­cent be­cause ev­ery­body who

    could read or write had been mur­dered. It was a coun­try with six doc­tors for six mil­lion

    peo­ple. Some­how, the marchers had noth­ing to say about that.




    Re­mo had de­cid­ed a long time be­fore that Amer­ica had lost more than face when it quit

    the war in Viet­nam. It had lost Amer­ica; it had lost its spir­it. For­mosa was giv­en up,

    Iran was lost. In south­ern Africa, Amer­ica had made it clear that the on­ly gov­ern­ment it

    would rec­og­nize would be a gov­ern­ment made up of Com­mu­nist ter­ror­ists-​no mat­ter how

    the peo­ple of that re­gion vot­ed. A col­lege pro­fes­sor whose pri­ma­ry qual­ifi­ca­tion was

    that she hat­ed Amer­ica had gone to Rus­sia to re­ceive an award from the Com­mu­nists and

    said that all the talk about So­vi­et per­se­cu­tion of dis­si­dents was a smoke­screen to

    cov­er up Amer­ica’s per­se­cu­tion of dis­si­dents. And then she had gone back to her

    pub­licly paid po­si­tion on the fac­ul­ty of a state-​sup­port­ed col­lege.




    So much pol­lu­tion, Re­mo thought, as he looked down in­to the small val­ley at the five

    thou­sand peo­ple who were camped out­side the fences of the small coal-​burn­ing elec­tri­cal

    gen­er­ation plant. He turned to the small Ori­en­tal next to him and said sad­ly, “Chi­un,

    it’s all over.” “What is?” the Ori­en­tal said. He was on­ly five




    feet tall, al­most a foot short­er than Re­mo. He con­tin­ued to look down at the crowd, the

    thin wisps of white beard and hair around his ears puff­ing oc­ca­sion­al­ly in a stray breeze.

    “Amer­ica,” Re­mo said. “We’re done.” “Does this mean we are fi­nal­ly leav­ing to find work

    else­where?” Chi­um asked. He looked to­ward Re­mo who was still star­ing down at the crowd. “I

    have told you many times there is no short­age of coun­tries that would be glad to have two

    pre­mier as­sas­sins per­form­ing for them.” Chi­un’s voice was high-​pitched but strong, a

    voice that seemed too strong to come from a man who ap­peared to be eighty years old and frail.

    The old Ori­en­tal wore a bright white bro­cade ki­mono and de­spite the sum­mer heat of

    Penn­syl­va­nia, he did not sweat.




    “No,” Re­mo said. “It does not mean that we are go­ing to look for work else­where. It’s

    just kind of sad that no mat­ter what we do, Amer­ica is shot.”




    “I have nev­er un­der­stood this,” Chi­um said. “You act as if Amer­ica were some­thing

    spe­cial, but it is not spe­cial. It is just an­oth­er coun­try. Think of the grandeur that was

    Greece, the glo­ry that was Rome, gone in the mists of time. All that is left is men who dance

    with each oth­er and wom­en who cook spaghet­ti. Think of the pharaohs and then-​em­pires.

    Think of the blond Mace­do­nian. All gone. Should Amer­ica be dif­fer­ent?” “Yes,” Re­mo said

    stub­born­ly. “You can ex­plain why?”




    “Be­cause this coun­try is free. All those oth­er places you men­tioned, there was no

    free­dom. But here peo­ple are free. And we’re be­ing con­quered from in­side. We’re be­ing

    torn up by Amer­icans.”




    “That is the way it is with free­dom,” Chi­um said. “Give peo­ple free­dom and many of them

    will use it to fight you.”




    “So what’s the an­swer?” Re­mo asked. “Take away free­dom?”




    The wiz­ened old man looked up at the sky be­fore re­ply­ing. A lone chick­en hawk

    pa­trolled the bright white skies. “The House of Sinan­ju has been in many na­tions for many

    cen­turies,” he said.




    “I know,” said Re­mo. “Please, no his­to­ry lec­tures.”




    “All I wish to say was that this was the first coun­try I had ev­er learned of which seemed

    to be run by caprice and whim­sy. It is as if the tini­est mi­nor­ity runs this na­tion, and it

    is al­ways that mi­nor­ity which hates the coun­try most.”




    “I know that,” Re­mo said. “So re­move the free­dom? That’s the an­swer?




    “No,” Chi­un said. “Re­move the free­dom and you will be con­quered from out­side. Keep the

    free­dom and you will be de­stroyed from in­side.”




    “So there’s no hope,” Re­mo said.




    “None at all,” Chi­un said, “All na­tions die. The on­ly tiling wrong with your na­tion’s

    death is that it will be in­glo­ri­ous. Bet­ter to die be­fore the sword than be­fore the

    germ.” He looked down again at the five thou­sand peo­ple loung­ing around be­fore the

    elec­tric com­pa­ny gates, a few of them shout­ing slo­gans and singing. “Take heart with one

    thing, though,” he said.




    “What’s that?” Re­mo asked.




    “Those germs down there. When this coun­try gives way to what­ev­er will fol­low it, be

    as­sured that they will be the first to go.”




    Re­mo shook his head. “It all makes you feel hope­less.”




    “No, no,” Chi­un said quick­ly. “We have our art The full­ness of our lives comes from

    with­in. It re­quires noth­ing else.” “Ex­cept tar­gets,” Re­mo said. “That is true,” Chi­un

    said. “I stand cor­rect­ed. As­sas­sins need tar­gets.”




    Sud­den­ly Re­mo was an­gry and he waved his hand at the marchers milling around be­low and

    said, “There should be enough tar­gets there to sat­is­fy any­one.”




    “I will wait for you here,” Chi­un said. “En­joy your­self. But re­strain your anger.”




    “I will,” Re­mo said as he moved quick­ly down the hill. This was the fifth day the

    elec­tric plant had been shut down by the pick­ets who sur­round­ed it. The demon­stra­tors had

    al­so made a dai­ly run at the fence sur­round­ing the plant and each day had been held off by

    the be­lea­guered town and plant po­lice. But this day was dif­fer­ent, Re­mo had heard. He had

    got­ten word from up­stairs that guns and ex­plo­sives had been shipped in to the

    demon­stra­tors.




    With the plant closed down, one hun­dred thou­sand fam­ilies had been with­out elec­tric­ity

    for five days. No re­frig­er­ation, no elec­tric lights, no tele­vi­sion and no ra­dio.

    Hos­pi­tals were us­ing emer­gen­cy gen­er­ators to per­form ma­jor surgery and if any of those

    gen­er­ators failed, peo­ple would die be­cause there were no more back­up sys­tems.




    The crowd around the elec­tric plant was like a small de­cliv­ity in marsh­land. When the

    tide came in, it filled, and when the tide went out, it emp­tied.




    Ex­cept that the tele­vi­sion cam­eras were the wa­ter pres­sure that filled and emp­tied

    this pool of peo­ple. When the TV cam­eras were on, they charged the fence and surged and

    chant­ed, and when the cam­er­amen had gone, the pick­ets pulled back away from the fence,

    leav­ing be­hind a land­scape lit­tered with bro­ken fris­bees, sand­wich wrap­pers, plas­tic

    Big Mac con­tain­ers, the stubs of hand-​rolled cigarettes, and the rem­nants of their signs

    op­pos­ing dirty air and “the pol­lut­ing coal in­ter­ests.”




    This was a low tide time. Re­mo moved through the large crowd, which hung out in lethar­gic

    groups, many of them ly­ing on their backs work­ing on their sun­tans. Oth­ers shared beer.

    Ven­dors were sell­ing sun­flow­er seeds. A hun­dred feet away, a half-​dozen uni­formed

    po­lice­men guard­ed the plant gates, but even they stood re­laxed, know­ing that the ab­sence

    of TV cam­eras had lulled ev­ery­thing in­to a kind of truce.




    Re­mo did not ex­pect to find the per­son he was look­ing for. No one looked at him as he

    walked around through the small clus­ters of peo­ple.




    “Hey, man, got a smoke?” some­body asked him.




    “No,” Re­mo said.




    “Come on, gimme a smoke,” the man said. He grabbed Re­mo’s shoul­der. Re­mo turned to look

    at him. He was a thin man in his mid-​for­ties*wear­ing a pow­der-​blue polyester leisure suit

    and white patent leather shoes. Re­mo won­dered what he was do­ing there. Weren’t

    rev­olu­tion­ar­ies sup­posed to stop re­volt­ing when they got old­er? They weren’t sup­posed

    to switch from jeans to leisure suits and keep do­ing the same old thing in dif­fer­ent

    clothes.




    “Aren’t you a lit­tle old for this?” Re­mo asked. He




    dis­en­gaged the man’s hand from his shoul­der. The man felt his hand go numb. But it did

    not hurt; that would come lat­er.




    “Yeah, I sup­pose so, but what the hell, this is where the chick­ies are.”




    Re­mo shrugged.




    “But you need grass to score,” the man said. ‘Tou re­al­ly do. Come on. I got­ta make some

    grass.”




    “I’d like to see you all mak­ing grass,” Re­mo said. “From un­der­neath.”




    “Owwww, my hand hurts. What’d you do to it?”




    “En­joy it,” Re­mo said. “It’s or­gan­ic pain. The re­al thing.”




    “You’re not fun­ny,” the man said. He wore a va-​sec­to­my pin in his lapel. “What are you

    do­ing here any­way?”




    “I’m look­ing for Janie Ba­by,” Re­mo said. She was an in­ter­na­tion­al­ly known folk

    singer who had made a for­tune in Amer­ica, then moved to Lon­don where she un­leashed a

    con­tin­uing se­ries of broad­sides at racist, im­pe­ri­al­ist, war-​mon­ger­ing Amer­ica. She

    had stayed in Lon­don five years, un­til the British had raised their tax rate in­to the

    nine­ty per­cent range, where­upon she had moved back to Amer­ica and mar­ried an at­tor­ney

    who had gained no­to­ri­ety by de­fend­ing protest lead­ers in the Six­ties. He was called the

    in­tel­lec­tu­al force be­hind the protest move­ment, which was not all that dif­fi­cult,

    con­sid­er­ing that most of the protesters re­gard­ed log­ic as a mid­dle-​class white

    Amer­ican trick to en­slave the blacks and the poor.




    “She said she’s com­ing back lat­er. She’s prob­ably in her room in town,” the man said. He

    tried to rub




    his hand, but when he touched it, it hurt and he made a gri­mace of pain.




    “Thanks,” Re­mo said. “Watch out for that hand.” In her room in town? Re­mo doubt­ed it. The

    shut­down of elec­tric­ity would have shut down the air con­di­tion­ing in her suite and in the

    ex­treme sum­mer heat, she was not go­ing to be in any un­cooled room if she didn’t have to

    be.




    Re­mo trot­ted back up the hill and col­lect­ed Chi­un who seem­ing­ly had not moved a

    mus­cle since Re­mo had left. They drove back in­to the ‘ small town of Clair­burg and Re­mo

    stopped along­side a po­lice­man do­ing traf­fic du­ty.




    “Of­fi­cer,” he called.




    The po­lice­man flinched as if ex­pect­ed to be at­tacked. His hand crept to­ward his

    hol­ster. Then he saw Re­mo and re­laxed at the sight of an adult.




    “Yes,” he said.




    “With all the pow­er off,” Re­mo said, “where’s the near­est mo­tel with air

    con­di­tion­ing?”




    “Let’s see,” the cop said. He thought for a mo­ment. Re­mo could see the man’s lips mov­ing.

    “The near­est one’d be the Makeshift Mo­tel, four miles out­side town. On Route 90. Go

    straight, this turns right in­to it. You a re­porter?”




    “No,” Re­mo said.




    “Good. I hate re­porters.”




    “Don’t weak­en and don’t fal­ter,” Re­mo said as he drove off.




    The Makeshift Mo­tel was on­ly five min­utes away, spread out along­side the road like four

    ranch homes that had de­cid­ed to go through Ufe to­geth­er. Re­mo parked in the over­sized

    lot, and Chi­un




    wait­ed in the car while the younger man went in­to the of­fice.




    There was a blonde young wom­an in the of­fice, flanked by two plas­tic ferns. She wore a

    pink sweater and white slacks and she smiled warm­ly when her eyes met Re­mo’s eyes, which were

    so dark that they might be black. Re­mo was al­most six feet tall and slim, with thick wrists

    that pro­trud­ed from his rolled-​up shirt sleeves.




    “Where is she?” Re­mo said.




    “Where’s who?”




    “C’mon, I don’t have a lot of time. My crew’s wait­ing out­side and we’ve got to hur­ry to

    get this on the sev­en o’clock net­work news. Where is she?”




    He drummed his fin­gers on the coun­ter­top.




    “I’ll take you to her,” the girl said.




    Re­mo shook his head.




    “No. Just let me get this in­ter­view done and then I’ll have some time to come back to talk

    to you.”




    “Promise?”




    “Cross my heart and hope to die,” Re­mo said.




    “Room 27. End of the wing,” the girl said, point­ing to­ward a win­dow.




    “Any­body in the rooms around them?” Re­mo asked.




    The girl threw Re­mo a ner­vous lit­tle glance. He ex­plained quick­ly, “Noth­ing ru­ins an

    in­ter­view faster than some­body talk­ing in the next room. You’ll find that out when you’re

    on tele­vi­sion your­self.”




    The girl nod­ded. “No. No­body on ei­ther side. They want­ed it that way.”




    “Thanks. I’ll be back.”




    Back at the car, Re­mo told Chi­un, “111 be a few min­utes.”




    “Take your time. Just don’t be un­tidy.” Re­mo heard voic­es in­side Room 27 and went back

    to Room 26. The door was locked but he vi­brat­ed the knob quick­ly in his hand, back and

    forth, un­til the met­al parts slipped and the knob turned eas­ily. He locked the door quick­ly

    be­hind him.




    Lis­ten­ing at the con­nect­ing doors be­tween the rooms, Re­mo heard and rec­og­nized two

    of the voic­es.




    There was Janie Ba­by, with her well-​bred nasal whine that some­how changed in­to a smooth

    liq­uid so­pra­no when, she be­gan to sing. There was the lan­guid voice of her con­sort, the

    rev­olu­tion­ary lawyer-​the­oreti­cian who lived with her in Mal­ibu. Re­mo did not

    rec­og­nize any of the oth­er voic­es.




    Janie Ba­by: “Tony, run over the plan one more time so we all know what we’re do­ing.” Tony:

    “I’ve gone over it three times al­ready.” Janie Ba­by: “Then this time should be easy for you.

    Once more.”




    � Cheer up, Re­mo thought. That’s the price you have to pay for be­ing the roy­al stud. It

    could have been worse. One of the oth­er well-​known protest lead­ers was want­ed for sell­ing

    drugs; an­oth­er had mar­ried a Hol­ly­wood star and joined the mid­dle class; an­oth­er one

    was shilling for a gu­ru.




    Tony: “We bring the guns in un­der the box­es of food and hand them out. Janie, at 8:30, you

    call the press to a meet­ing at the rear of the crowd. That way, they won’t be able to see

    any­thing. When you get start­ed, we’ll get the crowd to surge to­ward the




    gates. Our peo­ple will fire a cou­ple of shots. The cops will fire back. By the time the

    press gets back there, it’ll be a full-​scale ri­ot. Of course, we’ll have wit­ness­es who say

    the cops fired first. When the mob push­es through the gate, well have the ex­plo­sives stashed

    next to the gen­er­ator sta­tion in a box that looks bice a reel of elec­tric ca­ble. Well be

    long gone ’cause there’s no point in tak­ing a chance on get­ting hurt. Then af­ter they put

    down the ri­ot, prob­ably dur­ing the night well trig­ger the ex­plo­sives by ra­dio and blow

    up the whole frig­ging plant.”




    Un­known voice: “Peo­ple might get hurt.”




    Janie Ba­by: “You can’t make an omelet with­out break­ing some eggs.”




    Tony: “Right. That’s not our prob­lem. Any­way, to­mor­row Janie’11 hold a press

    con­fer­ence and blame the shoot­ing on the cops. Well pho­ny up some wit­ness­es who saw them

    fire first.”




    Un­known voice: “What about the ex­plo­sion?^




    Janie Ba­by: “Leave that to me. It just proves what a shod­dy un­safe op­er­ation this

    coal-​burn­ing mon­ster is. Where’s the ra­dio trans­mit­ter to set off the charge?”




    Tony: TVs un­der my mat­tress. Well leave it there un­til we want it. So there’s no

    ac­ci­dent.”




    Un­known voice: ‘I’ve put the guns at the bot­tom of the box of chick­en sal­ad

    sand­wich­es. It’s marked on top.”




    Janie Ba­by: “Good. And the ex­plo­sives?”




    Voice: “Al­ready in the trunk of the car.”




    Pause.




    Janie Ba­by: “Okay. It’s al­most sev­en o’clock. We bet­ter get mov­ing.”




    Re­mo wait­ed while peo­ple shuf­fled around in the next room, then heard the front door

    open and close. He glanced out the edge of the drape at the front win­dow and saw the singer,

    her hus­band and two oth­er men walk­ing to­ward a white Lin­coln sedan, drip­ping with chrome

    and doo­dads. Pre­sum­ably, Re­mo thought, their grass-​fu­eled Volk­swa­gen was at the florist

    for re­pairs.




    There was no knob on Re­mo’s side of the con­nect­ing doors, just a round smooth lock plate.

    Re­mo brought his right hand back to his hip and punched with his hard fin­ger­tips in­to the

    wood next to the round brass plate. The wood splin­tered as Re­mo’s fin­gers drove in­to the

    core of the door. His fin­ger­tips nicked the lock mech­anism, turned it and the door pushed

    open.




    The sin­gle room looked like an il­le­gal dump. Nei­ther bed was made. A wastepa­per bas­ket

    was filled with beer cans and wine bot­tles and when it had over­flowed, the room’s oc­cu­pants

    had made do by throw­ing cans and bot­tles any­where. Butch­er pa­per from sand­wich­es

    lit­tered the floor. Half-​eat­en heroes were dropped on the dress­er.




    Re­mo peeked in­to the bath­room, cu­ri­ous to see how the well-​bred who want­ed to bring

    Amer­ica to a new and brighter to­mor­row of free­dom and per­son­al re­spon­si­bil­ity lived.

    The sink was pocked with beard stub­ble, but the free mo­tel soap had not been opened. The bath

    tow­els had not been touched and the show­er and tub were dry and un­used. There were four beer

    cans on the van­ity shelf next to the sink. There was a half^emp­ty jar of no-​flu­oro­car­bon

    an­ti-​per­spi­rant next to the sink, along




    with a dozen cylin­dri­cal plas­tic bot­tles of mul­ti­col­ored pills.




    “Bet­ter liv­ing through chem­istry,” Re­mo said aloud. He went back in­to the main room and

    flipped the mat­tress from one bed on­to the floor. There was no ra­dio trans­mit­ter un­der

    it.




    Re­mo lift­ed up the sec­ond mat­tress and saw the trans­mit­ter, a square black box with

    di­als, a chrome but­ton and a pull-​up an­ten­na. Be­hind him, he heard the front door

    open.




    “Well, well, well, what have we here?” a voice asked.




    Re­mo looked over his shoul­der and said, “Maid ser­vice. This room was due for a clean­ing

    in 1946 and some­how we missed it.”




    The man stand­ing in the door­way was a large blond with a slick brown tan. He wore white

    jeans. His bi­ceps bulged from un­der his short-​sleeved tan shirt and his lat mus­cles

    rip­pled as he fold­ed his arms and looked at the ra­dio trans­mit­ter on the bed.




    “What’s that?” he asked.




    “A new or­gan­ic mi­ni-​vac­uum clean­er,” Re­mo said. “It gets rid of all kinds of dirt

    Want to see how it works?”




    “No, wiseass. I just want to see you in the slam­mer for bur­glary.”




    He came in­to the room and closed the door be­hind him. Re­mo picked up the ra­dio

    trans­mit­ter and let the mat­tress col­lapse back on­to the bed. The blond man reached for the

    tele­phone on the end ta­ble near the door.




    “Can’t let you do that, friend,” Re­mo said.




    “Try and stop me,” the burly blond said.




    “What­ev­er makes you hap­py,” Re­mo said.




    He walked ca­su­al­ly to­ward the blond who now had the phone in his hand. Re­mo reached out

    a fin­ger and de­pressed the cut­off but­ton.




    The blond, with a nasty sneer on his face, tried to do two things at once. He slammed the

    re­ceiv­er back down, hop­ing to smash it on­to Re­mo’s fin­ger, and with the heel of his left

    hand he pushed at Re­mo’s chest to try to shove him back in­to the room.




    The re­ceiv­er hit the phone base but missed Re­mo’s fin­ger. The blond felt bis right hand

    be­ing re^ moved from the in­stru­ment by Re­mo’s left hand. The heel of the big man’s left

    hand slammed square­ly against Re­mo’s chest To the blond, it felt like butting his hand-

    against a brick wall. The shock wave raced back through his wrist, up his fore­arm and up­per

    arm and made his shoul­der shud­der.




    He swung wild­ly at Re­mo’s head with his right hand. The punch missed.




    “Isn’t there any way you’re go­ing to be­have your­self?” Re­mo asked.




    “I’m gonna take your head off, suck­er,” the blond said.




    Re­mo sighed. The blond threw an­oth­er left hand and right hand at the slim man stand­ing

    in front of him. Re­mo did not move, but some­how both punch­es missed. It was as if the

    small­er man had kept his feet root­ed but had just swayed left and right out of the reach of

    the punch­es. The blond felt his long back mus­cles stretch­ing painful­ly when the punch­es

    missed. He grabbed at the tele­phone and slapped it to­wards Re­mo’s tem­ple, but the

    in­stru­ment went over the top of Re­mo’s head as




    he ducked. Then, as Re­mo came up, the blond felt him­self lift­ed high in­to the air, and

    his 240 pounds were be­ing thrown to­ward the back of the mo­tel room. He wasn’t spiy enough or

    quick-​wit­ted enough to cush­ion his head be­fore he but­ted skull first in­to the wall. The

    crunch of his head hit­ting the wall punched a foot-​wide soft spot in­to the sheetrock of the

    wall, be­neath the cheap metal­lic vinyl wall­cov­er­ing. The blond groaned and fell in­to a

    lump.




    Re­mo walked out the front door with­out look­ing back. If the man wasn’t dead, that was all

    right. And if he was dead, that was all right too. What mat­tered was the big ug­ly Lin­coln

    and mak­ing sure it did not get too far away.




    He put the ra­dio trans­mit­ter on the seat be­tween him­self and Chuin as he got in­to the

    rent­ed car and drove quick­ly from the mo­tel park­ing lot.




    When he reached Clair­burg four miles away, he saw the white Lin­coln four cars ahead of

    him. With luck, he would get close on the open stretch of high­way lead­ing from the town to

    the elec­tri­cal sta­tion.




    They were just pass­ing out of the town and mov­ing back on­to the main high­way when Chi­un

    said, “You are not go­ing to tell me, are you?”




    “Tell you what?”




    “What is this black box?”




    Re­mo watched ahead. The oth­er cars had moved away from be­tween bis car and the white

    Lin­coln. There was on­ly three hun­dred yards now be­tween the cars and Re­mo was steadi­ly

    clos­ing the gap.




    “It’s a toy,” Re­mo said.




    “How does it work?” Chi­un asked. His long-




    fin­ger­nailed hands moved over to pick up the black box.




    “I’ll ex­plain,” Re­mo said. “First pull up the an­ten­na.”




    Chi­un’s long fin­gers nipped at the round ball at the top of the re­tractible an­ten­na and

    pulled it up to its full 15-inch height




    “What now?” he asked.




    “There’s a switch there that says on-​off. Turn it to on,” Re­mo said.




    With­out look­ing, he heard Chi­un click the switch. He was on­ly a hun­dred yards now

    be­hind the Lin­coln. There were no oth­er cars vis­ible on the road.




    “What next?” Chi­un said. “Must I al­ways drag ev­ery­thing out of you?”




    “There is a bat­tery/in­di­ca­tor light next to the on-​off switch,” Re­mo said. “Tell me

    when it comes on.”




    “I like this,” Chi­un said. “I re­al­ly like this.”




    “Just watch for the light,” Re­mo said.




    “It’s on,” Chi­un said. “It’s on. An or­ange light It just came on.”




    Sev­en­ty-​five yards.




    “Now you see that but­ton on top?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yes.”




    “Do you know what­Tl hap­pen if you press it?”




    “What?” asked Chi­un.




    Fifty yards.




    “Try it and find out”




    “I want to know first,” Chi­un said. “What will hap­pen if I press it?” But even as he spoke

    his in­dex fin­ger reached to­ward the chrome but­ton.




    “Watch that car up there,” Re­mo said. Chi­un looked up as he pressed the but­ton.




    � 37




    There was a muf­fled thump in the Lin­coln ahead of them and then a large ex­plo­sion that

    lift­ed the car six feet up in­to the air. Sheets of white met­al ripped from the car while it

    was air­borne and flew even high­er in­to the air. While the car was still off the ground, the

    gas tank ex­plod­ed and turned the car in­to an ob­long ball of flame, which hit back on­to the

    road­way and ca­reened for­ward un­til it slammed against a met­al and con­crete re­tain­ing

    wall.




    It burned. There would be no gun­fights tonight at the elec­tri­cal sta­tion. No bombs

    plant­ed. No se­mi-​in­no­cent peo­ple killed. Re­mo felt good about it.




    With­out slow­ing down, he skid­ded a U-​turn in the high­way, jumped the low con­crete

    cen­ter di­vider and drove baek to­ward the town.




    “A boom,” Chi­un said.




    “Bomb,” said Re­mo. “And re­mem­ber, no com­plaints about bombs ru­in­ing the per­fec­tion

    of an as­sas­si­na­tion. You did it your­self.”




    “You mean ev­ery time I press this but­ton, a car will blow up?”




    “No,” said Re­mo.




    It has to be a white car?”




    “No.”




    “An ug­ly white car?”




    “No,” said Re­mo. “It’ll nev­er work again.”




    Chi­un rolled down his win­dow and tossed the black trans­mit­ter far out in­to the weeds

    lin­ing the road.




    “Junk,” he said. “What good is a piece of junk that on­ly works once?”




    “Just what I was think­ing,” Re­mo said.




    There was a mes­sage for them when they re­turned to their mo­tel room! Re­mo was to call

    his Aunt Lor­raine right away. That meant Harold W. Smith, di­rec­tor of the se­cret agen­cy

    CURE for which Re­mo worked as an as­sas­sin. This week it was Aunt Lor­raine. Last week, it

    had been Un­cle Howard and the week be­fore that, Cousin Doreen. Re­mo won­dered if the

    re­pub­lic’s se­crets would re­al­ly all go down the tube if the CURE di­rec­tor sim­ply left a

    mes­sage for Re­mo to call Smith.




    When the clerk told him that he should call Aunt Lor­raine, Re­mo de­cid­ed to test his

    the­ory.




    “I don’t have an Aunt Lor­raine,” he said.




    “But that’s what the mes­sage was,” the clerk said. “Re­al­ly. I took the call my­self.”




    “Yes, but that’s just a code,” Re­mo said. “That’s from a man named Smith who wants me to

    call him.”




    There was a pause. The clerk said, “Then why didn’t he just say to call Mr. Smith?”




    “Be­cause he’s afraid you’ll tell the Rus­sians. Worse yet, the Congress.”




    “Oh, I see,” the clerk said. “Well, I have oth­er things to do, sir, so I’d bet­ter get off

    this line.”




    “You’re not call­ing the Rus­sians, are you?” Re­mo asked.




    “No, sir.”




    “All right. You’d bet­ter not be­cause Smit­ty gets up­set about things like that,” Re­mo

    said.




    The clerk gave him an open line and Re­mo di­aled an 800 area code num­ber which went

    through two switch­ing de­vices be­fore it fi­nal­ly rang in­side a san­itar­ium in Rye, New

    York, where




    CURE’s head­quar­ters main­tained its cov­er op­er­ation.




    “Re­mo here,” said Re­mo.




    Smith’s dry voice start­ed out with­out any iden­ti­fi­ca­tion, but there was no mis­tak­ing

    the acid tones.




    “Re­mo, do you know who Bob­by Jack Billings is?”




    Re­mo thought a mo­ment be­fore a pic­ture of a fat face with a beer can im­plant­ed came

    in­to his mind.




    “Yeah. He’s the pres­ident’s un­cle or some­thing.”




    “Broth­er-​in-​law,” Smith said. “He’s been kid­napped.”




    “Sounds good to me,” Re­mo said as he hung up the tele­phone and dis­con­nect­ed it from the

    wall.


  




  

    CHAPTER THREE




    “This is one fine dumb place to meet,” Re­mo said.




    “Think of that the next time you’re dis­con­nect­ing your tele­phone,” Smith said.




    It was 2 A.M. Re­mo had just stepped in­to the New York City sub­way car at 56th Street and

    Sixth Av­enue. Dr. Harold W. Smith, wear­ing a gray suit and car­ry­ing a brief­case, al­ready

    sat on one of the mold­ed fiber­glass seats. The rest of the car was emp­ty, but bore

    un­mis­tak­able ev­idence of hav­ing been in­fest­ed by Ho­mo New Yorkis in the re­cent past.

    Vile graf­fi­ti were spray-​paint­ed on the walls. Ob­scene sug­ges­tions were

    Mag­ic-​Mark­ered on­to the met­al pan­els. Most of the sub­way ad­ver­tis­ing signs had been

    ripped down but the few that re­mained had been turned in­to hand-​drawn dis­plays of im­mense

    gen­italia. The car reeked of the resid­ual acrid smell of mar­ijua­na smoke.




    Re­mo looked around in dis­gust. He re­mem­bered a book he had seen a few years be­fore in

    which the au­thor had tried to jus­ti­fy these depre­da­tions by call­ing them a new kind of

    ur­ban folk art. Re­mo had dis­count­ed it then be­cause the au­thor was a




    vi­olence junkie whose weak­ness was find­ing truth, beau­ty and the eter­nal ver­ities in

    prize­fight­ing, war, ri­ots, rape and rob­bery.




    “We could have met in a restau­rant,” Re­mo said as he slid next to Smith on the seat. “It

    didn’t have to be here.”




    “Congress is act­ing up again. We can’t be too care­ful,” Smith said.




    “The chain still stops at the pres­ident,” Re­mo said. “No­body gets to us un­til he

    cracks.”




    “That’s true,’ Smith said non­com­mit­tal­ly. His voice was dry and pinched as if

    ex­pres­sive­ness cost mon­ey and he was not in­clined to waste any.




    The train lurched around a tun­nel cor­ner, its met­al wheels scream­ing at an in­tense

    pitch that Re­mo found painful to his ears.




    “At any rate,” Smith said, “it ap­pears that Bob­by Jack Billings has been kid­napped.”




    “Who’d want him?” Re­mo said.




    “I don’t know. There has been no ran­som de­mand.”




    “He’s prob­ably off on a bat some­where,” Re­mo said.




    Smith shook his head. He ad­just­ed his brief­case on his lap as if points might be tak­en

    off his fi­nal mark in Life for lack of neat­ness. “He’s too well known,” he said. “He would

    have been spot­ted some­where, but in­stead he has van­ished.” Smith quick­ly sketched the

    facts of Bob­by Jack Billings’s dis­ap­pear­ance.




    As the car rolled to a stop at 51st Street, Re­mo shook his head.




    “A Star of David and a swasti­ka at the scene?”




    “Cor­rect,” Smith said. “Of course we checked it




    but it was just cos­tume junk jew­el­ry and could have been pur­chased any­where.”




    “And the last peo­ple who saw him were Arabs?” Re­mo asked.




    “Libyans,” Smith said. Tes.” “I don’t know what you think but I think it’s all a crock.”




    “You 6nd it a lit­tle un­be­liev­able?” Smith said. “A lot un­be­liev­able.” “So do I.”




    - Smith lurched back in his seat as the train jerked away from the plat­form where it had

    stopped. “How­ev­er,” he said, “it’s pos­si­ble that some group with over­seas ties kid­napped

    Billings. The pres­ident is in­or­di­nate­ly fond of him, and might be black­mailed in­to

    do­ing some­thing or oth­er. That’s not the pos­si­bil­ity that wor­ries me, though.” “What

    is?”




    “That the pres­ident or­dered the kid­nap­ping him­self,” Smith said.




    Re­mo shook his head. “I can’t see that,” he said. “Re­mem­ber, you’re talk­ing about

    Wash­ing­ton. The pres­ident and his whole staff would be lucky to find a restau­rant that

    serves eggs. They couldn’t pull off a kid­nap­ping. And even if they did, what for?”




    “Per­haps to put Billings on ice un­til af­ter the elec­tion cam­paign. He is a con­stant

    em­bar­rass­ment to them.”




    “If they did that, why did the pres­ident ask us to look in­to it?” Re­mo asked.




    “He didn’t,” Smith said. “We came on­to it through our oth­er sources.” He sat qui­et­ly. He

    did not name the sources, nor did he need to. Re­mo




    knew that CURE was hooked in by com­put­er and tele­phone and in­for­mant to ev­ery law

    en­force­ment agen­cy in the coun­try. No mon­ey moved, no crimes were in­ves­ti­gat­ed, very

    lit­tle hap­pened in the na­tion with­out its be­ing fed through in­ter­lock­ing net­works

    in­to the mas­sive CURE mem­ory banks in Rye, New York.




    “I give up,” Re­mo said. “What do you want me to do?”




    “Check out the Se­cret Ser­vice agents who were as­signed to pro­tect Billings. It’s just

    pos­si­ble they know some­thing. If not, per­haps the Libyans who were meet­ing with him that

    day. I have all their names here,” Smith said. As he drew a pa­per from his brief­case, the

    train lurched to a noisy scream­ing stop. Re­mo took the pa­per, fold­ed it and put it in­to

    his pock­et.




    The au­to­mat­ic door opened and three young men came on­to the train, sur­round­ed by din.

    One had a portable ra­dio blar­ing dis­co at full vol­ume. The sec­ond car­ried a pa­per bag

    and the third car­ried a portable lad­der.




    From the pa­per bag, one of the youths pulled a bot­tle of wine which they passed around and

    slurped nois­ily. The youth with the ra­dio put it on a seat where it con­tin­ued to blare. He

    wore a den­im Eisen­how­er jack­et with an em­broi­dered drag­on on the back. The oth­er two

    opened up the met­al steplad­der in the mid­dle of the aisle.




    Re­mo watched them ás he told Smith, “Okay, we’ll check it out. Do the Libyans know he’s

    gone?”




    “They might have guessed,” Smith said. “The day af­ter the in­ci­dent, they re­ceived

    apolo­gies from the pres­ident who told them his broth­er-​in-​law had just




    had too much to drink and had wan­dered off to a friend’s house and fall­en asleep. Maybe

    they bought it; I don’t know. Then the White House re­leased a pic­ture of Billings play­ing

    vol­ley­ball near his home. It was an old pho­to from their files, tak­en last sum­mer, but no

    one knows that and it might have sat­is­fied the Libyans that Bob­by Jack’s still around.” He

    looked at the three youths. TDon’t they have guards on these trains?”




    “Sure,” Re­mo said, “but they’re all hid­ing in the front car with the con­duc­tor.”




    A voice from the front of the car roared out over the vol­ume of the ra­dio.




    “I don’t know that I Like all these peo­ple rid­ing on our train.”




    Re­mo looked up. The young man with the ra­dio was glar­ing at him. Re­mo stuck his tongue

    out at him.




    “Hey, what you do­ing, man?” the youth bel­lowed. He turned down the ra­dio.




    “Try­ing to show the to­tal re­vul­sion I feel when I look at you,” Re­mo said.




    “You hear that? You hear that?” the youth de­mand­ed of his two friends who were pulling

    cans of spray paint from the large pa­per bag. “He in­sult us, man. I think re­vul­sion is an

    in­sult.”




    “Your life is an in­sult,” Re­mo said. “Shut up and keep that ra­dio turned off.”




    “Yeah?” the young man said. He turned the ra­dio back up to full vol­ume.




    Smith said to Re­mo, “Please.”




    “Please, my ass,” Re­mo said.




    The man with the ra­dio had risen to his feet and looked men­ac­ing­ly at Re­mo who al­so

    stood up. He




    was short­er and thin­ner than the man with the ra­dio.




    “See that,” the youth de­mand­ed of his friends. “He chal­lenges us. He wants to fight.”




    One of his com­pan­ions was stand­ing halfway up the lad­der, spray­ing white paint over the

    ceil­ing of the sub­way car. The oth­er youth stood at the bot­tom, steady­ing the lad­der, and

    hold­ing in his arms two more cans of spray paint. They were very well or­ga­nized, Re­mo

    con­ced­ed. Ap­par­ent­ly they were go­ing to paint over some of the graf­fi­ti on the ceil­ing

    and then re­paint it with mes­sages of their own choos­ing. The two youths ig­nored their

    friend who kept shout­ing, “He want to fight, he want to fight.”




    “How come you can’t talk right?” Re­mo asked. He walked to­ward the three, brush­ing past

    the youth who was steady­ing the lad­der. He plucked the large ra­dio from the sub­way seat,

    dropped it on­to the floor of the car and drove the heel of his shoe in­to it. The ra­dio died

    with a suf­fer­ing growl.




    The sud­den si­lence in the car at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of the two young men at the

    lad­der. They looked to­ward Re­mo who stood in front of the youth wear­ing the Eisen­how­er

    jack­et. The youth on the lad­der dropped his can of spray paint on the seat and hopped down to

    the floor.




    Re­mo re­al­ized all three were drunk. He re­mem­bered a time long ago, be­fore he had come

    to work for CURE. He had been a po­lice­man in New Jer­sey, sent to an elec­tric chair that

    didn’t work for a crime he didn’t com­mit, and then he had joined CURE as its as­sas­si­na­tion

    arm an­der the ruüage of Chi­un, the Ko­re­an as­sas­sin. In those old days in New Jer­sey,

    Re­mo had got­ten drunk many a night.




    But when he had been drunk, he hadn’t tried to beat up on peo­ple or shove his ra­dio noise

    down their ears. He had been a pleas­ant drunk who mind­ed his own busi­ness, didn’t speak

    un­less spo­ken to and smiled a lot. What­ev­er hap­pened to hap­py drunks, Re­mo

    won­dered.




    Still, be­cause he re­mem­bered the long ago, it saved the three young men’s lives. They

    charged Re­mo. He backed up to the bench seat, where he grabbed the spray can of white paint.

    As they flailed their arms about, try­ing to punch him, Re­mo moved in and out among them,

    de­press­ing the red plas­tic but­ton atop the can, and spray­ing white paint over their

    faces.




    The train ca­reened to an all-​brake stop at Four­teenth Street. The doors opened and, one

    by one, Re­mo threw the three young men out on­to the plat­form, eas­ily dodg­ing their wild

    swings. Just be­fore the door closed, he tossed their lad­der out on top of them.




    “From now on, walk,” he growled at them.




    The train doors closed and he turned back to Smith with a smile.




    “See? Nice and neat”




    “You’re get­ting mel­low in your old age,” Smith said.




    “No,” Re­mo said. “Just old­er.”


  




  

    CHAPTER FOUR




    The Se­cret Ser­vice man in the town of Hills was not im­pressed by Re­mo’s spe­cial State

    De­part­ment iden­ti­fi­ca­tion. Re­mo won­dered if he would pre­fer his Agri­cul­ture

    De­part­ment ID, his CIA card, his FBI cre­den­tials or his Unit­ed Na­tions diplo­mat­ic

    iden­ti­fi­ca­tion, all of which Re­mo car­ried be­cause Smith was al­ways giv­ing him

    cre­den­tials that might pos­si­bly meet some spe­cial set of cir­cum­stances, and Re­mo lost

    them al­most as fast as he was giv­en them.




    The old­er agent took the iden­ti­fi­ca­tion card from Re­mo’s hands and fon­dled it as if

    he ab­sorbed in­for­ma­tion by feel in­stead of sight.




    “Okay, I guess,” he said as he hand­ed the card back. “But we al­ready talked to your

    peo­ple to­day.”




    “Then you should have your sto­ry straight and there shouldn’t be any prob­lem in

    re­mem­ber­ing just what hap­pened.” He did not like this Agent Der­le.




    “What hap­pened is easy,” Der­le said. “We were sit­ting in our car in front of the train

    sta­tion and Bob­by Jack was in the back. Then the Arabs came




    around the front and said he was gone. We couldn’t find him so I guess he,was gone.”




    “You didn’t see him go off any­where?” Re­mo asked.




    “I just said we didn’t. You want a beer?”




    “No,” Re­mo said. ‘Td take some wa­ter.”




    “This house doesn’t have wa­ter,” Der­le said. “It’s on­ly got beer.”




    “Ill pass.” Re­mo looked around the liv­ing room of Bob­by Jack Billings’s home. All the

    fur­ni­ture was cov­ered with some kind of thick flow­ered cloth that smelled musty, as if it

    had been left wet in the bot­tom of a wash­ing ma­chine for a week.




    “What’s Billings been like late­ly?” Re­mo asked.




    Agent Der­le sprawled out on one of the couch­es, across a cof­fee ta­ble from Re­mo. He

    shrugged.




    “What”s he ev­er like? Up late. Smashed be­fore break­fast. Smashed all day. Smashed at

    night. Goes to bed.”




    “He can’t be that bad,” Re­mo said.




    That bad? Link’s worse than that”




    “Why do you call him Link?” Re­mo asked.




    Agent Der­le chuck­led. “We tell him it’s short for Lin­coln. He likes that. So does the

    pres­ident”




    “It’s not short for Lin­coln?” Re­mo asked.




    “It’s not short for any­thing. It stands for Link as in Miss­ing Link. That’s how he acts.

    Like some sub-​species with a still-​evolv­ing blad­der.”




    “He didn’t talk about get­ting lost? Go­ing away? He didn’t seem wor­ried about

    any­thing?”




    “Link doesn’t talk about any­thing ex­cept hav­ing to go to the bath­room. And the on­ly

    thing he wor­ries about is run­ning out of beer.”




    “Where do you think he is?” Re­mo asked.




    Der­le shrugged again. “Who knows? It’s like you walk down the same street ev­ery day and

    you al­ways see an old gum wrap­per on the side­walk. And then one day the gum wrap­per’s gone

    and you say to your­self, what hap­pened to that gum wrap­per? But you don’t re­al­ly care.

    Any­thing can hap­pen to a gum wrap­per.”




    “You don’t sound like you like him much,” Re­mo said. “I thought you guys were sup­posed to

    de­vel­op emo­tion­al at­tach­ments to the peo­ple you guard.”




    “Not to Bob­by Jack Billings,” said Der­le.




    “All right.” Re­mo stood up. “Where’s your part­ner?”




    “He went up to At­lanta for a cou­ple of days to do some work out of the of­fice there. Is

    that all the ques­tions you have?”




    “Yeah.”




    “You guys are get­ting eas­ier. The chick to­day had a lot of ques­tions.”




    “What chick to­day?” Re­mo asked.




    “From the State De­part­ment too. You must know her. A big six-​foot blonde with pig­tails

    and vi­olet eyes. Miss … er, Miss Lester.”




    “Oh, yeah,” Re­mo said. “Her.”




    “You must have peo­ple falling all over your­self,” Der­le said.




    Re­mo shrugged. “You know how it is,” he said.




    “Yeah.”




    “I guess they’ll fig­ure maybe 111 find out some­thing she didn’t. Two heads are bet­ter

    than one, you know,” Re­mo said.




    “Even if one of them’s yours?” Der­le asked.




    “Es­pe­cial­ly if one of them’s mine,” Re­mo said.




    He looked at Der­le, and his dark eyes burned in­to the Se­cret Ser­vice agent’s, and the

    agent seemed about to say some­thing, but then he saw deep in­to the eyes, and what he saw

    there was some­thing he couldn’t put his fin­ger on, so he said noth­ing, and it was on­ly

    lat­er that he re­al­ized what he had seen. In Re­mo’s eyes, he had had a glimpse of death.




    Agent Gavone in At­lanta was no more help to Re­mo than Der­le had been. He didn’t think

    any­thing was wrong with Billings, had no idea where he might have gone, but he didn’t mind

    talk­ing about Miss Lester who was a lot bet­ter look­ing than Re­mo.




    “Big blonde,” he said. “Came up here and asked me a lot of ques­tions. Bet­ter ques­tions

    than you ask.”




    “Lis­ten,” Re­mo said. He was get­ting an­noyed with com­ments about his in­ad­equa­cy. “She

    just does all my easy ad­vance work. Then I come in to ask about the re­al­ly im­por­tant

    stuff.”




    “Like what?” Gavone said. “Ask me a re­al­ly im­por­tant ques­tion.”




    Re­mo couldn’t think of one. Fi­nal­ly he said, “What kind of beer does Bob­by Jack

    drink?”




    “That’s im­por­tant?” Gavone asked.




    “You bet it is. It’s the key to this whole case,” Re­mo said. “What kind?”




    “Any kind.”




    “He must have a fa­vorite.”




    “Sure. What­ev­er’s cold­est.”




    “You’re not much help,” Re­mo said.




    “Ask bet­ter ques­tions,” said Gavone.




    Mustafa Kaf­fir was in an up­stairs of­fice of the Libyan mis­sion, lo­cat­ed in an old

    man­sion in the East Six­ties of Man­hat­tan. He lis­tened to a voice com­ing over a tele­phone

    and nod­ded a lot, but the look on his face was sour and bit­ter.




    He glanced through the sec­ond floor win­dow at the New York City po­lice in the street

    be­low. It was with wry amuse­ment that he of­ten con­sid­ered that Libya, whose for­eign

    pol­icy con­sist­ed pri­mar­ily of the slo­gan “Death to Jews,” should have its mis­sion

    guard­ed around the clock by po­lice paid for by tax­pay­ers of New York, the city with the

    largest Jew­ish pop­ula­tion of any city in the world.




    He hung up the tele­phone with a soft­ly mut­tered “Yes, Colonel,” and looked across the

    of­fice at his as­sis­tant. Like Kaf­fir, he wore tra­di­tion­al Arab robes.




    “Trou­ble, Ex­cel­len­cy?” he asked. He was a slim man and he spoke with the ca­su­al

    in­ti­ma­cy com­mon to close friends or lovers, both of which he and Kaf­fir were.




    “It is the lu­natic,” Kaf­fir said. “He wish­es to mount an armed in­va­sion of Ugan­da to

    re­in­stall Amin on the throne there. Ap­par­ent­ly, he has been con­vinced that the Ugan­dan

    peo­ple will rise up as one to greet the re­turn of the clown.”




    His as­sis­tant shook his head and pursed his lips.




    Kaf­fir chuck­led. “It would be com­ical if it were not trag­ic. Can you not see the

    buf­foon now, mass­ing his sol­dier on the bor­ders of Ugan­da?” He laughed. “Mass­ing his

    sol­dier. Get it?”




    “Very fun­ny, Ex­cel­len­cy,” his as­sis­tant said. He




    had dark eyes and long oiled eye­lash­es. His skin was light and he looked like an

    over­paint­ed plas­ter doll.




    “Yeah, very fun­ny,” came a voice from the door­way. Kaf­fir spun in his chair, and saw an

    Amer­ican, wear­ing black trousers and a tee shirt, stand­ing in the door.




    “Who … ?”




    “My name’s Re­mo. I won’t need but a cou­ple of min­utes of your time. Is it all right to

    talk in front of this wimp?” He nod­ded to Kaf­fir’s as­sis­tant.




    “Who let you up here?” Kaf­fir said. His as­sis­tant reached for the tele­phone. Re­mo’s

    hand closed on his, be­fore his hand could close on the phone. The as­sis­tant yanked his hand

    away and mas­saged it to re­lieve the pain. It felt as if he had pressed it against a red-​hot

    stove.




    “Don’t hurt him,” Kaf­fir barked. Re­mo looked at Kaf­fir, then at the del­icate young man.

    He un­der­stood and nod­ded.




    “I won’t hurt him if you co­op­er­ate. This will be very quick.”




    Kaf­fir hes­itat­ed and Re­mo took a step to­ward the young as­sis­tant, who sank down in

    his chair, cow­er­ing be­fore the Amer­ican.




    “What do you wish to know?” Kaf­fir said hasti­ly. “Who are you?”




    “Who I am isn’t im­por­tant,” Re­mo said. He spoke slow­ly, choos­ing his words care­ful­ly.

    “When Rob­by Jack Rul­ings wan­dered away from you the oth­er day, it showed my gov­ern­ment

    that se­cu­ri­ty around the pres­ident’s fam­ily wasn’t as good as it could be. Even though we

    found Rob­by Jack and ev­ery-




    thing’s all right, he could just as eas­ily have been kid­napped or harmed. You

    un­der­stand?^’




    Kaf­fir nod­ded. Re­mo looked to the young as­sis­tant who nod­ded too.




    “It’s my job to make sure that the se­cu­ri­ty ar­range­ments are im­proved. So I need your

    help on that,” Re­mo said. “I have just a few ques­tions.”




    The ques­tions took on­ly a cou­ple of min­utes. Kaf­fir had seen no one loi­ter­ing around

    the train sta­tion. He had seen no one drop the medals in the dirt where Bob­by Jack Billings

    had been stand­ing. He had not no­ticed any un­usu­al be­hav­ior on the part of the Se­cret

    Ser­vice agents.




    He fin­ished by say­ing, “If some­one wants to wan­der off by him­self, I guess there is

    very lit­tle way to stop him.” He wished, to him­self, that Libya’s pres­ident would wan­der

    off by him­self. It was cer­tain that no one would stop him.




    “All right,” Re­mo said. “That’s all I need­ed.” He turned back to­ward the door, but

    stopped be­fore leav­ing. “One thing more. Have you been in­ter­viewed by an Amer­ican girl?

    Tall blonde, hair in braids? Miss Lester?”




    “No. I have seen no such wom­an,” Kaf­fir said.




    “You?” Re­mo asked the as­sis­tant.




    The young man shook his head.




    “Good­bye,” Re­mo said.




    They wait­ed long sec­onds af­ter the door had closed be­hind Re­mo be­fore they spoke.




    Kaf­fir said, “They have not yet found the pres­ident’s broth­er.”




    “Ap­par­ent­ly not,” his as­sis­tant said.




    “Good,” said Kaf­fir. He reached for the tele­phone.




    “Who are you call­ing?” his as­sis­tant asked. “Our agent. A warn­ing must be is­sued,”

    saidKaf­fir


  




  

    CHAPTER FIVE




    The pres­ident of the Unit­ed States sat in the Oval Of­fice. He glanced first at his watch,

    then at his press sec­re­tary, who had ar­rived to brief him for the af­ter­noon press

    con­fer­ence that was to be­gin in fif­teen min­utes. So that it would not ap­pear wrin­kled on

    tele­vi­sion, the suit jack­et the pres­ident would wear at the con­fer­ence was hang­ing on a

    coat rack, along with­the fresh, light-​blue shirt and dark tie he would put on at the last

    mo­ment.




    The press sec­re­tary was wor­ried. The world had gone from bad to worse. War was ready to

    break out in the Mid­dle East. Iran, ful­ly an­ti-​Amer­ican now, had pro­hib­it­ed all

    ship­ments of oil to the Unit­ed States. Gas prices were at an all time high. In­fla­tion was

    churn­ing along in dou­ble fig­ures, while the econ­omy was turn­ing down and job­less­ness was

    soar­ing. In south­ern Africa, na­tion­al­ist guer­ril­las of lib­er­ation, who were

    sup­port­ed by the Unit­ed States against a legal­ly elect­ed gov­ern­ment, had just killed and

    mu­ti­lat­ed a bus load of mis­sion­ar­ies and chil­dren.




    “Yeah, I know all that,” the pres­ident said, ab-




    rupt­ly in­ter­rupt­ing his as­sis­tant. “Is there any­thing bad hap­pen­ing that they’re

    go­ing to ask me about?” “Prob­ably noth­ing but those things,” the aide said, his stom­ach

    sink­ing as he spoke. He knew what had hap­pened. Dis­as­ter and fail­ure had be­come so

    or­di­nary and com­mon­place that the pres­ident was tak­ing them for grant­ed. It took

    some­thing more than that to con­cern the pres­ident now. “Bob­by Jack done any­thing stupid?”

    the pres­ident asked his press sec­re­tary. The young man thought the pres­ident was watch­ing

    him a tri­fle sus­pi­cious­ly.




    “No, sir,” he said. “Noth­ing I’ve heard about any­way.”




    “The kid ain’t done noth­in’ stupid in school? Wife’s be­hav­ing her­self?” “Yes, sir.’




    “Okay, then, let’s get ready to go,” the pres­ident said. He seemed sat­is­fied, the aide

    thought, and he on­ly wished that he him­self felt that sat­is­fied. The pres­ident some­times

    seemed to for­get that he was in a cam­paign for re­elec­tion, and a fal­ter­ing econ­omy,

    stam­ped­ing in­fla­tion, Mid­dle East war and em­bar­rass­ments to the gov­ern­ment caused by

    groups the U.S. sup­port­ed could all make re­elec­tion dif­fi­cult if the press ev­er

    de­cid­ed to write about them.




    The pres­ident put on his fresh shirt, then slipped the same tie he had been wear­ing over

    his head and un­der the col­lar of the shirt. He al­ways had trou­ble ty­ing tie knots, so he

    tend­ed to use one al­ready-​knot­ted tie as long as he could. He checked his watch one more

    time, wish­ing that it would stop and nev­er reach 4 P.M. He hat­ed press con­fer-




    enees. He re­gard­ed news­men as Churchill had once re­gard­ed Nazis-​al­ways ei­ther at

    your throat or at your feet. If they weren’t suck­ing up to him, try­ing to get on his good

    side so they could get ex­clu­sive sto­ries, they were try­ing to trip him up and get him

    im­peached.




    He rat­tled things off in his mind as he slipped on his jack­et, ad­just­ed his tie, then

    walked down the hall­way to­ward the meet­ing room. In­fla­tion, re­ces­sion, un­em­ploy­ment,

    no gas, Iran, ter­ror­ists … he could han­dle all that. He had been han­dling all that ev­ery

    day for the last four years. No sur­pris­es there.




    He made his open­ing state­ment that things were good and get­ting bet­ter and was re­lieved

    when none of the re­porters laughed. He couldn’t re­mem­ber which re­porter had been fed the

    ques­tion to ask about the na­tion’s au­to ac­ci­dent fa­tal­ity rate drop­ping one

    one-​hun­dredth of a per­cent­age point, so he just point­ed to the first re­porter he

    no­ticed, a tight-​lipped WASP from Chica­go who spoke as if his lips were sewn to­geth­er with

    sur­gi­cal thread.




    “Thank you, Mr. Pres­ident,” the re­porter said when he stood up. “What we’d like to know,

    sir, is what hap­pened to your hair?” “I beg your par­don,” the pres­ident said. “Your hair.

    You used to part it on the right side. Now you part it on the left side. Why is that?”




    “I al­ways move to the left when a cam­paign starts,” the pres­ident said. “Next.” He was

    seething. Of all the stupid ques­tions. With ev­ery­thing hap­pen­ing in the world, that

    dip­py-​do want­ed to know about his hair? You weren’t al­lowed to change your hairstyle to

    cov­er up a re­ced­ing hair­line?




    The next re­porter want­ed to know if the pres­ident dyed his hair. No. Was the pres­ident

    go­ing to dye his hair? No. The next re­porter want­ed to know if the pres­ident had ev­er

    con­sid­ered cos­met­ic surgery. No. Had the First La­dy ev­er con­sid­ered cos­met­ic surgery?

    No.




    The next re­porter said that two Demo­crat­ic can­di­dates for some ob­scure po­si­tion in

    Ox­nard, Cal­ifor­nia, had called on the par­ty to re­ject the pres­ident and sup­port Bel­la

    Abzug for pres­ident. The pres­ident had no com­ment. The next ques­tion­er want­ed to know how

    many miles a day the pres­ident jogged. Five miles. How many miles did the First La­dy jog

    ev­ery day? None. She didn’t like to jog.




    An­oth­er re­porter stood up, shout­ing to try to get his ques­tion heard over the oth­er

    re­porters shout­ing ques­tions. When the pres­ident looked at him, the oth­er re­porters let

    their ques­tions drib­ble away in­to si­lence.




    “Bob­by Jack Billings has been no­tice­able in the last week by his si­lence, Mr.

    Pres­ident,” the re­porter asked. “Have you muz­zled him for the elec­tion cam­paign?”




    “No­body muz­zles Bob­by Jack,” the pres­identsaid.




    He turned to go. Be­hind him, the oblig­atory “Thank you, Mr. Pres­ident” rang out. He

    walked from the room. Not one ques­tion about the econ­omy, tax­es, over­seas chaos and war in

    the Mid­dle East. A typ­ical per­for­mance, the pres­ident thought.




    As he stepped in­to his of­fice, his per­son­al se­cre– tary hand­ed him an en­ve­lope.




    “This just came, sir,” she said. “I rec­og­nized the hand­writ­ing.”




    So did the pres­ident. It was a sprawl­ing scrawl that start­ed some­where in the top

    thir­ty per­cent of the left hand side of the en­ve­lope and drib­bled off down to the far

    right cor­ner. It bore the pres­ident’s name. The word “Pres­ident” was mis­spelled with two

    i’s.




    The pres­ident thanked his sec­re­tary and wait­ed un­til the door had closed be­hind her to

    open the en­ve­lope.




    The note was from Bob­by Jack. There was no mis­tak­ing ei­ther the se­mi-​lit­er­ate

    half-​print­ing that he used in place of hand­writ­ing or his use of the pres­ident’s

    child­hood nick­name.




    The note read:




    Dear Bub. I am held pris­on­er by some group called PLOTZ. Some­thing about Zion­ist

    Ter­ror­ists. Won’t that be a kick in the ass to all those Jews that hate me? I don’t know what

    they want but they said to tell you I’ll be in touch with you lat­er on and don’t you go

    call­ing the FBI or noth­ing like that. I am al­right.




    It was signed “B.J.”




    The pres­ident’s press sec­re­tary breezed in­to the of­fice.




    “How’d it go, do you think?” the pres­ident asked.




    “All right,” the aide said. “I mean, the ass­holes want to talk about how you comb your

    hair.” He no­ticed the pres­ident star­ing at the a piece of pa­per he held in his hands. “Is

    ev­ery­thing all right, sir?” he asked.




    “Yeah. Fine. Say, did you ev­er hear of an or­ga­ni­za­tion called PLOTZ?”




    “PLOTZ with a Z or an S?”




    “Z, I guess,” the pres­ident said. “Some­thing about Zion­ism.”




    “Nev­er heard of it,” the press sec­re­tary said. “Should I check around?”




    The pres­ident looked at him sharply. “No, no, that won’t be nec­es­sary.” He crum­pled up

    the pa­per and stuck it in­to his jack­et pock­et. “I’m go­ing up­stairs to lie down for a

    while.”




    “All right, sir.”




    In his bed­room, the pres­ident dou­ble-​locked the door, then went to the dress­er in the

    far cor­ner of the room. From the back of a bot­tom draw­er, he pulled a red tele­phone

    with­out a di­al. He stared at it for twen­ty sec­onds, then lift­ed the re­ceiv­er.




    He knew the tele­phone would flash in Smith’s of­fice. He knew the of­fice was in Rye, New

    York. But he knew noth­ing more about it. Was it a lux­uri­ous of­fice, or was it as spare and

    as harsh as Smith him­self was over the tele­phone? He won­dered if Smith liked his job. He had

    worked now for five pres­idents, and maybe that was proof that Smith liked the work he was

    do­ing. For some rea­son, it seemed im­por­tant to the pres­ident to find that out.




    The phone had not com­plet­ed one buzz when Smith’s voice came on the line.




    “Yes sir?” he said.




    “We’ve got a lit­tle trou­ble,” the pres­ident said. “Bob­by Jack Bi-“




    “I know sir. We’re on it,” Smith said. “I’m just sur­prised you took this long to alert

    us.”




    “I thought he might just be off drunk some­where,” the pres­ident said. “And now you know

    he’s not?”




    The pres­ident nod­ded, then re­al­ized that Smith could not see a nod over the tele­phone.

    “Yes,” he said. “I just got a note from him.”




    “All right,” Smith said. “Read it to me.”




    Af­ter the pres­ident had read the note, Smith said, “Thank you. We’ll con­tin­ue our

    in­ves­ti­ga­tion.” The next thing he would hear would be the click of the tele­phone in his

    ear as Smith hung up, the pres­ident knew.




    “Hold on,” he said rapid­ly. “Just a minute.”




    There was si­lence on the oth­er end of the phone. Then Smith said, “Yes, sir?”




    “Tell me. Do you like your job?” the pres­ident asked.




    “Like it?” Smith re­peat­ed.




    “That’s right. Do you like it? Do you like your work?”




    There was an­oth­er brief si­lence be­fore Smith said, “I have nev­er giv­en it any thought,

    sir. I don’t know.” And this time the pres­ident had no chance to say any more be­fore the

    tele­phone cut off in hisear.




    Re­mo tele­phoned Smith from a side­walk tele­phone booth near Cen­tral Park in New York.

    Chi­un re­mained be­hind in the car which was il­le­gal­ly parked at the curb on Fifth

    Av­enue.




    ‘The Libyans don’t know any­thing,” Re­mo re­port­ed.




    Smith said, “The pres­ident has got­ten a note from Bob­by Jack.”




    “What’s it say?”




    “It says that he’s be­ing held pris­on­er by some group called PLOTZ. Some­thing about

    Zion­ists.”




    “PLOTZ?” Re­mo said. “You’re kid­ding.”




    “No. PLOTZ.”




    “Who are they?” Re­mo asked.




    “I don’t know. There’s noth­ing in the tapes. I’m try­ing to find out who they might

    be.”




    “You think this PLOTZ has any­thing to do with the Star of David and the swasti­ka that were

    found?” Re­mo asked.




    He could sense Smith’s shrug of “who knows” over the tele­phone. Fi­nal­ly Smith said, “At

    least it clears up one thing. The pres­ident didn’t have any­thing to do with Billings be­ing

    stolen away. Oth­er­wise he would have just tried to keep us in the dark.”




    “Good,” Re­mo said. “I’ve got a ques­tion. Who is a Miss Lester from the State De­part­ment?

    I keep trip­ping over her.”




    “Hold on,” Smith said. Re­mo rest­ed the tele­phone on his shoul­der. He knew Smith was

    punch­ing up the tele­vi­sion con­sole on his desk and feed­ing the Lester name in­to it. Re­mo

    looked out over Cen­tral Park. It had once been a glo­ri­ous ur­ban park, but now it was

    gen­er­al­ly safe to use the park on­ly be­tween noon and three P.M., if you were trav­el­ing

    with an armed es­cort.




    Smith’s voice crack­led over the phone.




    “Do you have a phys­ical de­scrip­tion of this wom­an?”




    “Tall. Al­most six feet. Blonde, hair in braids. Vi­olet eyes,” Re­mo said.




    “Hold on.” Re­mo looked to­ward the car parked at the curb. Churn’s eyes were closed in

    re­pose.




    “Neg­ative,” said Smith. “No­body like that in our




    State De­part­ment, and no­body jby that name or de­scrip­tion in our file of U.S.

    agents.”




    “Good,” Re­mo said.




    “Why good?”




    “Be­cause she’s the on­ly lead we’ve got.”




    “Not much of a lead,” Smith said. “She seems to be look­ing for him too.”




    “De­tails,” Re­mo said air­ily. “Just de­tails. At least she knows he’s miss­ing. She found

    that out some­where, and that’s some­thing for us to work on. Let me know when you find out

    some­thing about PLOTZ. PLOTZ .’. . hah.”


  




  

    CHAPTER SIX




    As Re­mo came in­to their ho­tel room over­look­ing Cen­tral Park in New York, Chi­un was

    turn­ing off the tele­vi­sion set. He turned to­ward Re­mo, his face alight with

    ex­cite­ment.




    “I have de­cid­ed,” he said, “what I am go­ing to do next.”




    “Good,” said Re­mo. He flopped down on a so­fa. He lay with the top of his head to­ward

    Chi­un. Per­haps if Chi­un could not see his eyes, Chi­un would not talk to him.




    Chi­un walked down to­ward Re­mo’s feet and stared in­to Re­mo’s eyes.




    “Do you not wish to know what I am go­ing to do?” he asked. He care­ful­ly scru­ti­nized

    Re­mo’s face for re­ac­tion.




    “Of course I do,” Re­mo said. He won­dered what Chi­un had seen on tele­vi­sion this time

    that had set him off.




    “I am go­ing to the Olympic Games,” Chi­un said. “I’m go­ing for trie gold.”




    “That’s fine,” Re­mo said, “ex­cept they don’t have an event for as­sas­sins.”




    “Fool­ish child,” Chi­un said. “I will not go as an as­sas­sin.”




    “What will you go as?”




    “Ev­ery­thing else,” Chi­un said.




    “I beg your par­don,” Re­mo said.




    “You’re ex­cused. I will go as ev­ery­thing else. I have been watch­ing this tele­vi­sion

    all day, and I have watched these peo­ple run­ning around and jump­ing and us­ing poles and

    lift­ing weights and throw­ing spears and lumps of iron and I can do those things bet­ter than

    these peo­ple. So I am go­ing. That is that.”




    Re­mo sat up on the couch. Chi­un sat on the floor in front of him.




    “Why?” Re­mo said. “You know you can do those things and I know you can do those things, so

    why go?”




    “I want ev­ery­body to know I can do those things.”




    “I thought you told me once that know­ing your own virtue is enough recog­ni­tion for the

    think­ing man,” Re­mo said.




    “For­get I said that,” Chi­un replied. He fold­ed his arms across the chest. His

    long-​fin­ger­nailed hands dis­ap­peared in the vo­lu­mi­nous sleeves of his white silk

    ki­mono. “I am go­ing.”




    Re­mo looked at him. He had no doubt, not even for an in­stant, that in any event Chi­un

    would eat the Olympic medal­ists alive. But why all of a sud­den this urge for pub­lic

    recog­ni­tion?




    “What do you get out of it?” Re­mo asked. “En­dorse­ments,” Chi­un said. “Eat Wheato

    ce­re­al, the break­fast of Chi­un, the cham­pi­on. Chi­un, the cham­pi­on, runs on Tigeq^aw

    sneak­ers. Chi­un, the




    cham­pi­on, stays well dressed in shirts by San­ford. I have seen this, Re­mo. Even peo­ple

    who do noth­ing but swim get these en­dorse­ments and they go on tele­vi­sion, look­ing sil­ly,

    and get great amounts of mon­ey to say such things.”




    “But you don’t eat Wheato Ce­re­al, and you don’t even wear sneak­ers, much less Tiger­paw

    sneak­ers. Shirts by San­ford? I’ve nev­er seen you wear any­thing but a ki­mono.”




    “So I’ll lie a lit­tle. Ev­ery­body does. You know very well that no one ev­er made it to

    the Olympics by eat­ing Wheato Ce­re­al. Any­one eat­ing that would . be lucky to sur­vive,

    much less run a race.”




    “You don’t need the mon­ey,” Re­mo said.




    “On.e nev­er knows,” Chi­un said. “I’m not get­ting any younger. The mon­ey from

    en­dorse­ments might help in­sure my old age.”




    “Back in Sinan­ju, you’ve got a house­ful of gold and jew­els. You don’t need the mon­ey,”

    Re­mo in­sist­ed stub­born­ly.




    “And sup­pose I get sick and all my life’s sav­ings are eat­en away by doc­tor bills,”

    Chi­un said.




    “You’ve nev­er been sick a day in your life,” Re­mo an­swered.




    Chi­un raised his right in­dex fin­ger and shook it at Re­mo. “Aaaah,” he said, “that’s just

    the point. I am over­due.”




    Re­mo lay back on the so­fa. It was all Smith need­ed to make him ab­so­lute­ly ba­nanas.

    Chi­un go­ing to the Olympic games. Chi­un be­ing in­ter­viewed in the press tent af­ter each

    win­ning event. Cred­it­ing his vic­to­ries to clean liv­ing, good eat­ing, and the sup­port he

    had re­ceived from Dr. Harold




    W. Smith, head of the se­cret agen­cy CURE, for which Chi­un helped kill Amer­ica’s

    en­emies. Re­mo rolled on his side to look at Chi­un. ‘ “Who will you rep­re­sent?” “What do

    you mean?”




    “Ev­ery ath­lete comes from some­where. They rep­re­sent some­body or some­thing. Some

    coun­try. You come from North Ko­rea. You want to rep­re­sent them?”




    “No,” Chi­un said. “No tele­vi­sion in North Ko­rea. No en­dorse­ment mon­ey. I will

    rep­re­sent the Unit­ed States.”




    “Oh,” Re­mo said. He rolled over again on­to his back and stared at the ceil­ing. Chi­un

    be­gan to hum the Olympic an­them, which he must have heard on tele­vi­sion that

    af­ter­noon.




    “I think you have to be a cit­izen of the coun­try you rep­re­sent,” Re­mo fi­nal­ly

    said.




    “I don’t think so,” Chi­un said, “but if you do, I’ll lie.”




    “Oh,” Re­mo said. Back to star­ing at the ceil­ing. Chi­un re­sumed hum­ming. Re­mo glanced

    at him out of the cor­ner of his eye. He was prac­tic­ing bow­ing his head, so that the Olympic

    gold medals could be slipped around his neck.




    Re­mo lay in si­lence for a long time. Then he thought of it. He sat up on the so­fa. Chi­un

    stopped hum­ming and looked at him.




    “Yon can’t do it, Chi­un.”




    “Why not?”




    “Be­cause of the Olympic uni­forms.”




    “What does that mean?”




    “You have to wear shorts and tights and bare legs




    to com­pete in the Olympics,” Re­mo said. He point­ed to­ward the tele­vi­sion. “Like

    ev­ery­body you see. You don’t see any­body com­pet­ing in a ki­mono.”




    Chi­un’s face cloud­ed over. “Is this true?” he asked. There was hurt in his voice, and

    Re­mo knew why. Chi­un had an an­cient Ori­en­tal dis­taste for ex­pos­ing his body. He bathed

    in pri­vate be­hind dou­ble-​locked doors. When he changed from one ki­mono to an­oth­er, he

    did it in such a way that his body was nev­er vis­ible. He rep­re­sent­ed cen­turies of

    mod­esty.




    “I’m afraid it is, ” Re­mo said. “You know how it is. In some events, they have to judge you

    on style, and that means how you hold your legs, and how cor­rect­ly point­ed your toes are and

    like that. They just couldn’t judge you wear­ing a ki­mono.”




    The tele­phone rang. Re­mo got up to an­swer it.




    Chi­un re­strained him with a hand on Re­mo’s shoul­der.




    “You are not just say­ing this?”




    “Think about it,” Re­mo said. “On tele­vi­sion, all those ath­letes are wear­ing shorts.” He

    shrugged. “Sor­ry, Chi­un, looks like you’ve been scratched.”




    Chi­un’s face twist­ed in anger. The tele­phone rang again. “That is a supid rule you have,”

    Chi­un snarled. He moved from the room like a puff of smoke through an ex­haust fan. The door

    shiv­ered on its hinges as it slammed be­hind him.




    Re­mo picked up the tele­phone. It was Smith.




    “I’ve found PLOTZ,” Smith said.




    “Good,” Re­mo said. “Where?”




    “You’re not go­ing to be­lieve this/ Smith said.




    “Be­lieve what?”




    “The}’ just bought a loft build­ing in Hobo­ken, New Jer­sey.”




    “How’d you find that out?” Re­mo asked. “They bought it un­der their own name,” Smith said.

    “It turned up on the records in the coun­ty reg­is­trar’s of­fice. Build­ing pur­chased by the

    Pan-​Latin Or­ga­ni­za­tion against Ter­ror­ist Zion­ism.”




    “That’s not ex­act­ly be­ing se­cre­tive, is it?” Re­mo asked.




    “They’ve al­so ap­plied for a fed­er­al tax ex­emp­tion as a non-​prof­it cor­po­ra­tion,”

    Smith said. “You’re right. I don’t be­lieve it,” Re­mo said. “And try this. They’ve sent out a

    press re­lease to an­nounce their for­ma­tion and their sched­ule of ac­tiv­ities for the next

    month.”




    “Wait a minute now,” Re­mo said. “A ter­ror­ist group that kid­naps the pres­ident’s

    broth­er-​in-​law is go­ing pub­lic?”




    “That’s what it looks like,” Smith said. “They ain’t wrapped too tight.” Chi­un came back

    in­to the room as Smith said, “I have all the in­for­ma­tion here. Write it down.’ Re­mo looked

    on the end ta­ble for a pen­cil. “Hold on, Smit­ty,” he said. He looked over at Chi­un who

    stood near the desk of the ho­tel room. “Chi­un,” he said.




    The old man slow­ly turned his head to look at Re­mo.




    “Give me a pen out of that draw­er, will you?” Chi­un fold­ed his arms. “C’mon, Chi­un, stop

    fool­ing around.” “Look for your own pen.” “I need to write down a num­ber.” “What is the

    num­ber?” Chi­un asked.




    “Smit­ty, what’s the ad­dress?”




    “One-​eleven Wa­ter Street, Hobo­ken,” Smith said.




    “One-​eleven Wa­ter Street, Hobo­ken,” Re­mo told Chi­un.




    “Now you no longer have any need to write it down,” Chi­un said. “You will re­mem­ber it

    for­ev­er.”




    “No, I won’t. I’ll for­get it.”




    “You will re­mem­ber it. I guar­an­tee it,” Chi­un said.




    “All right,” Re­mo growled. “I’ll fix you. One-​eleven Wa­ter Street and I’m go­ing to

    for­get it as soon as I hang up.”




    “Re­mo,” Smith’s voice crack­led in­to the phone.




    “Yeah, Smit­ty.”




    “What are you do­ing?”




    “Nev­er mind. What’s the name of the per­son with this or­ga­ni­za­tion?”




    “Fred­dy Zentz,” Smith said.




    “Chi­un,” Re­mo called. “Re­mem­ber Fred­dy Zentz.”




    “Nev­er,” Chi­un said. “Re­mem­ber it your­self.” Re­mo saw Chi­un’s hands busy in the

    draw­er of the desk.




    “I’ve got it, Smit­ty,” Re­mo said. “Fred­dy Zentz, PLOTZ, One-​eleven Wa­ter Street,

    Hobo­ken.”




    “Get right on it,” Smith said. “Good­bye.”




    Re­mo hung up and went to the desk draw­er. Chi­un moved aside to make room for him.




    In­side the draw­er, Re­mo found the ho­tel’s com­pli­men­ta­ry pen. It had been snapped in

    half.




    “You’re re­al­ly not a nice per­son, Chi­un,” said Re­mo.




    “When I win the Olympic gold, then I will have




    time to be a nice per­son,” Chi­un said. “If peo­ple stop putting road­blocks in my

    way.”




    “Aaaaah,” Re­mo snarled. “Try this. Fred­dy Zentz, PLOTZ, One-​eleven Wa­ter Street,

    Hobo­ken. How do you like that?”




    “Con­grat­ula­tions,” said Chi­un. “The joy of vic­to­ry in­stead of the agony of

    de­feat.”




    Re­mo hummed the Olympic an­them, and Chi­un left the room.




    Re­mo re­mem­bered Hobo­ken. It was a tight lit­tle town, on­ly about a mile square, and

    when he had been with the Newark Po­lice De­part­ment he had of­ten gone to a restau­rant on

    Riv­er Street, where he had stood at the bar with a lot of oth­er men eat­ing raw clams and

    throw­ing the shells on the floor. It was a fa­mous men’s bar and this was a cus­tom that

    dat­ed back to the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry. Then some wom­en had sued, claim­ing an all-​man’s

    bar was a vi­ola­tion of their civ­il rights. The bar own­ers had fought in court but they had

    lost. The wom­en came to the bar like aveng­ing Valkyries. With­in two days, they were

    com­plain­ing about the clam shells on the floor be­cause they kept los­ing their bal­ance when

    they stepped on shells in their high heels. Re­mo stopped go­ing.




    When he drove in­to Hobo­ken and turned on Riv­er Street, he felt a pinch of nos­tal­gia as

    he passed the bar and restau­rant. Life had been sim­pler in those days, but so had he. His

    body had been just a nor­mal man’s body, some­how man­ag­ing to strug­gle through life. That

    was be­fore Chi­un had taught him that the av­er­age per­son used less than




    ten per­cent of his body’s po­ten­tial, and had shown Re­mo how to move up his

    per­cent­ages. The num­ber for Re­mo now was fifty per­cent and climb­ing. Chi­un told him that

    the on­ly ac­cept­able fig­ure was 100 per­cent. The on­ly 100 per­center in the world was

    frail, aged Chi­un. That was one thing that Chi­un had taught him. An­oth­er was that raw clams

    were mu­cus and no man should eat mu­cus and Re­mo re­al­ized with re­gret that he would nev­er

    again eat an­oth­er raw clam.




    He turned to­ward the Hud­son Riv­er. He had no trou­ble find­ing the loft build­ing at

    One-​eleven Wa­ter Street, be­cause there was a crowd of young chil­dren milling around

    out­side. As Re­mo parked the car, he saw a sign strung be­tween the sec­ond-. floor win­dows

    of the build­ing: PAN-​LATIN OR­GA­NI­ZA­TION AGAINST TER­ROR­IST ZION­ISM.




    A small­er sign im­part­ed the in­for­ma­tion that the chil­dren had come to PLOTZ

    head­quar­ters for a Meet-​Your-​Ter­ror­ist open house, at which they had been promised free

    hot dogs. The chil­dren were chew­ing on hot dogs wrapped in yel­low nap­kins with print­ing on

    them.




    Chi­un asked Re­mo as they ap­proached the build­ing, “Are all these chil­dren poor and

    starv­ing? Is this the seamy un­der­side of Amer­ica?” “No,” Re­mo said. “Kids’11 eat

    any­thing.” As he walked up the steps, he filched one of the nap­kins from un­der a child’s

    frank­furter.




    “How to make your own Molo­tov cock­tail,” the nap­kin said, and showed with draw­ings and

    sim­ple text how to make a gaso­line bot­tle bomb. “Nice folks,” Re­mo mum­bled.




    They were met at the top of the steps by a tall wom­an hand­ing out hot dogs from a large

    black met­al pot. She wore a ban­dan­na around her head, and large, cir­cu­lar-​lensed

    eye­glass­es, tint­ed vi­olet. The glass­es were so large that Re­mo thought they made her look

    like a pray­ing man­tis. A beau­ti­ful pray­ing man­tis, but a pray­ing man­tis

    nev­er­the­less. She wore blue jeans and a plaid shirt and her face was light­ly tanned, but it

    was still smooth with none of the lines and wrin­kles wom­en get when they in­sist up­on

    con­vert­ing fa­cial skin in­to leather. She placed a hot dog in Re­mo’s hand. He turned and

    hand­ed it to a child.




    “No thanks,” he said. “I al­ready know how to make a bomb.”




    The young wom­an shrugged. “You nev­er know, your mem­ory might fail you.” With a small

    smile, she reached out to place a hot dog in Chi­un’s hand. The old Ori­en­tal looked at her in

    dis­gust and fold­ed his hands to­geth­er in­side the sleeves of his or­ange ki­mono.




    “The frank­furters are re­al­ly quite good,” she said. “Even if you don’t like the

    com­mer­cial that comes with it, the food is whole­some.” Her ac­cent was not quite Amer­ican,

    Re­mo thought, but then nei­ther was a Hobo­ken ac­cent. Still, this wasn’t a Hobo­ken ac­cent.

    Peo­ple of­ten con­fused a New Jer­sey ac­cent with a Brook­lyn ac­cent, but there was re­al­ly

    lit­tle com­par­ison. Brook­lyn mis­pro­nounced cer­tain syl­la­bles; New Jer­sey just ig­nored

    them. “Whole­some?” said, Chi­un. “Pork?” “All beef,” the wom­an said. “We have to an­swer to a

    high­er au­thor­ity.”




    “That is worse,” said Chi­un, “for if there is any­thing more dis­gust­ing than eat­ing pig,

    it is eat­ingcow.




    “Well, if you’re not here for the food, why are you here?” the wom­an asked.




    “We’re look­ing for . . .” Re­mo paused. “What’s his name, Chi­un?”




    “Think of it your­self,” Chi­un said.




    “Fred­dy Zentz?” the wom­an asked Re­mo.




    “That’s it,” he said. “But you didn’t have to say it. I would have thought of it. Fred­dy

    Zentz. We want to sign up for the rev­olu­tion.”




    The wom­an kept spear­ing hot dogs from the black pot and slap­ping them on­to rolls as she

    spoke with Re­mo.




    “And what po­lice agen­cy are you with?” she asked.




    “My, my, aren’t we sus­pi­cious?” Re­mo said. “Do we look like cops?”




    “He doesn’t,” the wom­an told Re­mo. “You might.”




    “Hon­est,” Re­mo said. “Not me. My friend here is one of the world’s great blow­er-​ups of

    au­to­mo­biles. Me, I’m just a tal­ent­ed am­ateur but I learn fast.”




    “My name’s Jes­si­ca,” the wom­an said. She nod­ded to a girl, a twelve-​year-​old with

    braces and pig­tails, and the girl moved in­to place be­hind the black pot to start hand­ing

    out food.




    “Come on in­side,” the wom­an told Re­mo. “Well see if Fred­dy’s around.”




    The in­te­ri­or of the loft build­ing was a blessed re­lief from the din and clam­or of the

    chil­dren on the steps. Re­mo and Chi­un stood with Jes­si­ca in a large room. Its walls were

    cov­ered with posters.




    Re­mo was hap­py to see that clenched fists had re­tained their draw­ing pow­er. There were

    al­so a string of posters done in the tra­di­tion­al Com­mu­nist art style in which a man and a

    wom­an, side by side, looked brave­ly off in­to a fu­ture which re­sum­ably was go­ing to

    pro­vide them all with necks, a fea­ture the)’ did not now have.




    Oth­er posters showed large Stars of David with black X’s drawn through them, and sev­er­al

    were ac­tu­al­ly blow-​ups of print­ed in­struc­tions on mak­ing var­ious kinds of bombs.




    “I’ll find Fred­dy,” Jes­si­ca said. She stood close to Re­mo and met him eye to eye. “Wait

    here.” She padded off silent­ly and Re­mo no­ticed that she was bare­foot.


  




  

    CHAPTER SEVEN




    The new note to the pres­ident came at four o’clock in the af­ter­noon: ‘




    Dear Bub. These peo­ple treat­ing me just fine. No dan­ger. I’ll let you know what they want

    soon’s they makes up they minds. Don’t tell no­body I’m gone. B.J.




    It had come as the first note had-​in­side an­oth­er en­ve­lope which was ad­dressed

    “per­son­al” to the pres­ident’s sec­re­tary. This time the out­er en­ve­lope had been

    post­marked Chica­go. The last had been post­marked Nor­folk, Vir­ginia. The kid­nap­pers were

    mov­ing around the coun­try, the pres­ident thought, and that should make them more

    vul­ner­able to ap­pre­hen­sion than if they had had Bob­by Jack holed up some­where where no

    one could see him.




    Still, there had been no word from Smith and CURE. The pres­ident thought about it. He had

    bet­ter check with Smith.




    Be­fore he could move from be­hind his desk, the tele­phone rang.




    “Hel­lo,” he said. He rec­og­nized the voice im­me­di­ate­ly. He lis­tened for a mo­ment,

    then said, “So they’ve in­tro­duced a res­olu­tion that all NA­TO coun­tries should dis­arm.

    What about it?”




    He lis­tened for a mo­ment, then sput­tered, “What do you mean, you’re think­ing of vot­ing

    for it?”




    Pause.




    “No, Andy. You’ve got it wrong again. Now think about it this way. We’re the good guys.

    They’re the bad guys … I know they’re not all bad guys . . . but think about it that way.”




    Pause.




    “No, no. The Com­mu­nists . . . they’re against us. What do you want to take their side

    for?”




    Pause.




    “No, no. Let’s go slow. See, let me try to ex­plain it to you, re­al sim­ple like. There’s

    two forces in the world, see. Us and them. We are for free­dom. They are for Com­mu­nism.”




    Pause.




    “No, Andy. We don’t want to at­tack free­dom. We are for Com­mu­nism.”




    Pause.




    “I don’t care if they’re nice peo­ple to talk to. They’re try­ing to de­stroy our

    coun­try.”




    Pause.




    “No, it wouldn’t be a good thing if they de­stroyed our coun­try, even if you do think we’re

    all racists. It’s not go­ing to get any bet­ter if they con­quer the world.”




    Pause.




    “I know they say it’ll be bet­ter if they con­quer the world-, but do you be­lieve

    them?”




    Pause.




    “Oh, you do.”




    Pause.




    “I know you nev­er hear about peo­ple be­ing op­pressed in those coun­tries. That’s be­cause

    they send peo­ple who. op­pose them away to slave camps or in­sane asy­lums and no­body hears

    from them again.”




    Pause.




    “Hon­est, Andy, that’s true. No, it’s not just cap­ital­ist pro­pa­gan­da. It’s re­al­ly

    true.”




    Pause.




    “I know be­cause our in­tel­li­gence peo­ple tell us.”




    Pause.




    “In this case, you re­al­ly can be­lieve them be­cause they’re telling the truth. Now, you

    got it right?”




    Pause.




    “Let’s hear it.”




    “No, no. You got it wrong again. See, it’s like a cow­boy movie. The good guys and the bad

    guys. We wear the white hats and they wear the black hats.”




    Pause.




    “I know you don’t wear hats. It’s just a fig­ure of speech. Dammit, just vote no.”




    The pres­ident slammed the tele­phone re­ceiv­er down. Again be­fore he could leave his

    desk, it rang again and when he heard the voice, his eyes rolled up­ward in his head.




    “That’s right. I said, vote no. N-O. No. That’s right. I don’t care if it does make the

    Third World mad at us.”




    This time, he hung up, then quick­ly laid the




    phone on its side on the desk. Any­body call­ing now would get just a busy sig­nal.




    He told his sec­re­tary that he was go­ing up­stairs to lie down. The sec­re­tary wel­comed

    the idea; the pres­ident seemed to be un­der a lot of strain late­ly. In his bed­room, the

    pres­ident re­moved the red CURE tele­phone from the dress­er draw­er. Smith an­swered

    im­me­di­ate­ly. “Yes, Mr. Pres­ident.”




    The pres­ident out­lined the newest note and Smith said, “I should have the orig­inals of

    both notes.” He told the pres­ident to have the mes­sages he­li­coptered in­to Westch­ester

    Coun­ty Air­port in White Plains. Smith would have them picked up there. ,




    “How are you do­ing so far?” the pres­ident asked. “Noth­ing to re­port yet, sir,” Smith

    said. “I’ve de­cid­ed if some­thing doesn’t hap­pen soon, I’m go­ing to an­nounce that Bob­by

    Jack’s miss­ing.” “I think that would be a mis­take,” Smith said. “Right now, you are get­ting

    mes­sages from him and he is pre­sum­ably alive. If you up­set the bal­ance, he may wind up

    dead. I think it would be a mis­take. Al­so, you may well have ev­ery lu­natic in the coun­try

    claim­ing cred­it for the kid­nap­ping.”




    “Cred­it isn’t ex­act­ly the word I would have used,” the pres­ident said.




    “Re­spon­si­bil­ity, then,” Smith said. “All our re­sources would be strained try­ing to

    check out the false leads.”




    “I’ll think about it,” the pres­ident said. “Please keep me ad­vised. The he­li­copter will

    be there in two hours.”




    He re­placed the tele­phone in the back of the dress­er draw­er and lay down up­on the

    bed.




    There were a lot of judg­ments to be made, judg­ments on which course of ac­tion would be

    safer for Bob­by Jack’s life. But there was al­so a po­lit­ical judg­ment. Would an­nounc­ing

    Bob­by Jack’s kid­nap­ping be po­lit­ical­ly good or bad? Maybe a griev­ing friend might be

    worth some­thing in the pop­ular­ity polls. But, on the oth­er hand, peo­ple might say that the

    . pres­ident was so in­ept he couldn’t even pro­tect his own fam­ily from kid­nap­pers; how was

    he go­ing to pro­tect Amer­ica?




    He tried to put it out of his mind and fell asleep hop­ing that Andy would re­mem­ber to

    vote no.


  




  

    CHAPTER EIGHT




    Re­mo and Chi­un sat with six oth­er men in the liv­ing room at One-​eleven Wa­ter Street,

    wait­ing for Fred­dy Zentz, the tit­ular head of PLOTZ, to make his ap­pear­ance. Jes­si­ca,

    the tall girl from the hot dog pot, was in and out of the room.




    Re­mo looked at the oth­er six men. They were wear­ing shorts or tie-​dyed jeans or chi­nos,

    and tee shirts with mar­ijua­na draw­ings on them, and sweat­shirts that read “Prop­er­ty of

    Al­ca­traz-​Un­list­ed Num­ber.” But they didn’t ring true; some­thing didn’t fit the

    ter­ror­ist mold. Per­haps it was their age. The youngest of the men was thir­ty, the old­est

    push­ing fifty.




    Fred­dy Zentz ar­rived just af­ter 8 P.M. Re­mo thought he looked like the head clerk at a

    Philadel­phia race track. He wore a pow­der-​blue polyester leisure suit and white plas­tic

    patent leather shoes. Re­mo won­dered if ev­ery man in Amer­ica owned a blue leisure suit.

    Zentz was a small, slight man. Sur­pris­ing­ly, he had a closed-​cropped hair­cut. He wore

    thick horn-​rimmed eye­glass­es and was miss­ing his two ca­nine teeth, so that when he smiled,

    as he did




    in greet­ing, he looked like a beaver ap­proach­ing a suc­cu­lent birch tree. He was about

    thir­ty.




    “Hel­lo, hel­lo, hel­lo,” he said. Solemn­ly he walked around the room shak­ing hands with

    each of them in turn. Jes­si­ca stayed be­hind in the door­way to the room, smil­ing

    ma­ter­nal­ly, as if this were her son with whom she was well pleased.




    “Wel­come to the won­der­ful world of the Pan-​Latin Or­ga­ni­za­tion against Ter­ror­ist

    Zion­ism,” Fred­dy said to each of them in turn, as his thin bony hand shot from his sleeve

    like an un­leashed pis­ton. Re­mo shook his hand and re­strained his im­pulse to crush his

    bones. Chi­un lis­tened to Zentz’s greet­ing with­out ex­pres­sion on his face. But he kept his

    hands in­side his ki­mono sleeves, and when it ap­peared that Zentz might stand in front of him

    all night wait­ing for Chi­un to shake his hand, Chi­un closed his eyes, sig­nal­ing clear­ly

    that the au­di­ence was end­ed.




    When he was done mak­ing the rounds of the room, Zentz pulled a chair to the front wall,

    near the old un­work­able fire­place.




    “I’m glad you all came,” he said. “I was hop­ing for more, but this is a pret­ty good

    nu­cle­us.” He pro­nounced the word “nook-​a-​luss.” Jes­si­ca sat down on the floor in the

    door­way at the oth­er end of the room. She looked at Re­mo, who smiled at her. She smiled

    back.




    Re­mo want­ed to ask what the or­ga­ni­za­tion was all about.




    A man across the room from Re­mo with a face that was cragged and riv­en said to Zentz,

    “What’s this or­ga­ni­za­tion all about?”




    Zentz’s eyes twin­kled with sat­is­fac­tion. “What




    you have the priv­ilege of be­ing in on is the first wave of the new wave of

    rev­olu­tion­ary ac­tion.” He paused as if that had an­swered the ques­tion.




    Re­mo was go­ing to ask what that meant when an­oth­er man at the end of the room near Zentz

    asked, “What does that mean?”




    “It means that the Pan-​Latin Or­ga­ni­za­tion against Ter­ror­ist Zion­ism is a new kind of

    in­for­ma­tion house for groups that un­der­stand the ba­sic cor­rup­tion of the Unit­ed States

    and all its al­lies around the world, prey­ing as they do on the poor and the weak, so that the

    big mon­ey in­dus­tri­al­ists and the rob­ber baron oil com­pa­nies and all those who par­take

    of Amer­ica’s racist fare can grow sleek and fat.”




    Re­mo no­ticed the ex­pres­sions around the room ranged from dis­taste to dis­gust. Ex­cept

    Chi­un, whose eyes were still closed and his face im­pas­sive, and Jes­si­ca who seemed

    en­rap­tured by all the truth and beau­ty that Zentz was re­veal­ing.




    Re­mo was go­ing to press the ques­tion again, but some­one beat him to it.




    “Yeah,” the man asked from his seat next to Re­mo. “But what does that mean? Against

    Ter­ror­ist Zion­ism. Does that mean we’re against the Jews and for the Arabs or what? What

    does that mean?”




    “We are against ev­ery­body who is against free­dom for the mass­es,” Fred­dy Zentz said.

    Jes­si­ca squealed a lit­tle and clapped her hands to­geth­er in ap­pre­ci­ation. A dip, Re­mo

    thought. An ab­so­lute dip. Zentz fa­vored her with a slight nod of ap­pre­ci­ation for her

    ap­plause.




    Re­mo was go­ing to ask who de­cid­ed what coun­tries were against free­dom for the mass­es,

    when afat man across the room, ob­scene­ly dressed in an In­di­an style pull-​over shirt

    and blue and white blotched, bleached jeans, asked that same ques­tion.




    “As your lead­er, I do,” said Fred­dy Zentz.




    The fat man per­sist­ed. “Okay, then what do we do about it all?”




    Ev­ery­body’s at­ten­tion riv­et­ed sharply on Zentz.




    And then it hit Re­mo. There was some­thing un­usu­al about the oth­er men in the room: they

    were all cops. He hadn’t no­ticed it be­fore, but like cops ev­ery­where, no mat­ter what their

    dis­guis­es, they were wear­ing heavy thick-​soled shoes. And they all wore wrist­watch­es, and

    all the watch­es had leather bands. All cops and all sit­ting there, on as­sign­ment from

    what­ev­er de­part­ments they rep­re­sent­ed, wait­ing for Zentz to say enough to hang

    him­self.




    Zentz had cleared his throat. “You ask what we do about it all,” he said.




    “That’s right. That’s what I asked,” the fat man said. Now that he knew they were all cops,

    Re­mo won­dered where this man came from. The fat man prob­ably was a Hobo­ken cop. No one else

    would try to dress a 250-pound man with a bald spot in jeans and pass him off as a hip­pie.

    Maybe a Hell’s An­gel, but not a hip­pie. Par­tic­ular­ly since Re­mo could see the bot­tom of

    a tat­tooed ship’s an­chor peek­ing out from un­der the cuff of his open sleeve.




    “Too of­ten in the past,” Zentz said, “ter­ror­ist groups have tried to take the law in­to

    their own hands. They’ve gone to the street with bombs and guns, as if that way they could

    con­vince peo­ple of the Tight­ness of their cause. And all they did was to get the pub­lic mad

    at them. They gave ter­ror­ism a bad name. We’re do­ing some­thing new.” He looked




    around the room as if ex­pect­ing a stand­ing ova­tion. In­stead he got six men who asked

    si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly: “What?”




    ‘We’re not go­ing to be a field or­ga­ni­za­tion,” said Zentz. “That way we’re go­ing to

    stay le­gal, ’cause the last thing in the world we need is a lot of dim-​wit­ted cops stomp­ing

    around here with their big feet try­ing to ar­rest us on trumped-​up charges.” Re­mo no­ticed

    the six oth­er men in the room pull their heav­ily clad feet back far­ther un­der their chairs.

    He saw six pairs of tight­ly set lips and re­al­ized that if Zentz were ev­er booked for

    any­thing, he had just clev­er­ly ar­ranged for the charge to be up­grad­ed to a cap­ital

    of­fense. Zentz, how­ev­er, re­al­ized no such thing. He was still pour­ing it on.




    “We’re go­ing to be a clear­ing house for in­for­ma­tion,” he said. “In­stead of go­ing out

    on the street and set­ting off bombs, which al­ways gets the pub­lic pissed at you, we’re

    go­ing to con­vince oth­er peo­ple to set the bombs off.”




    “That’s still a crime,” one of the men said. “In­cit­ing to vi­olence or ri­ot or

    some­thing.”




    “Bull­shit,” said Zentz. “That’s free speech. No­body ain’t gonna tell me what to say.” He

    had got­ten ag­itat­ed as he an­swered the ques­tion and with his two soli­tary front teeth

    dip­ping up and down, he looked like a mouse work­ing over a wedge of im­port­ed Swiss

    cheese.




    His next sen­tence was over­pow­ered by a loud thump out in the street. The oth­er men in

    the room looked star­tled, but Zentz smiled.




    “There,” he said. “The first fruits of our labors. All chil­dren need is some­one to guide

    them.” Re­mo thought back to the af­ter­noon and the in­struc­tion




    sheets for mak­ing Molo­tov cock­tails which were print­ed on the hot dog nap­kins PLOTZ had

    dis­tribut­ed to the chil­dren.




    There was an­oth­er thump out in the street and an­oth­er. Re­mo no­ticed Chi­un had opened

    his eyes. His cold hazel eyes were star­ing at Zentz now.




    “Should we all go see what’s go­ing on?” Zentz said. He rose to his feet. Chi­un was up

    al­so.




    “Yes,” Chi­un said. “We must see just what you are re­spon­si­ble for.”




    Re­mo stood up along­side Chi­un. He knew the age-​old pro­hi­bi­tion of the House of

    Sinan­ju against in­volv­ing chil­dren in the the­ater of death.




    The men trailed out on­to the steps of the build­ing be­hind Zentz. As they stood on the

    side­walk, there was a roar and a flash of heat en­veloped them. A car had been burn­ing half a

    block away, ig­nit­ed by a Molo­tov cock­tail, and the flames had fi­nal­ly reached its gas

    tank, which ex­plod­ed.




    Drops of gaso­line had splat­tered in­to the air and dropped down on oth­er cars, ig­nit­ing

    the paint. Some of the gaso­line had set afire sum­mer-​dried bush­es in front of a few of the

    old frame hous­es. The sound of on­com­ing fire en­gines could be heard, their klax­on horns

    whoop­ing in the evening still­ness. A group of young chil­dren, none more than 12 years old,

    stood across from the fire scene, shout­ing ex­ul­tant­ly.




    “Dy­na­mite,” said Zentz. “Great. Mar­velous.” He turned around and looked at the oth­er

    men’s faces. “Ain’t that some­thing?” he said. Re­mo looked around at the men whose faces were

    set tight in anger. He no­ticed that Jes­si­ca had not joined them.




    “Let’s go look for some more,” Zentz said. He marched off with the men trail­ing him. Chi­un

    walked at his side.




    “You like this?” Chi­un asked.




    “Great. First we train the kids, and they’ll bring this gov­ern­ment down.”




    “With fires and death?” Chi­un asked.




    “What­ev­er it takes,” Zentz said.




    Re­mo moved up along­side the two oth­er men. “This is all good,” Jbe said, “but we ought to

    maybe do some­thing more dra­mat­ic.” He spoke soft­ly so he was not over­heard by the six

    po­lice­men who were fol­low­ing them. “Like kid­nap some­body. Say, like Bob­by Jack

    Billings.” He looked at Zentz’s face for some re­ac­tion.




    The re­ac­tion was a scowl. “Naaah,” said Zentz. “That kind of stuff gets you in­to

    trou­ble. Feds and all that bull­shit, break­ing laws. I like what we’re do­ing.”




    “Is there any­body else in this or­ga­ni­za­tion but you?” Re­mo asked. “I like to know who

    I’m join­ing.”




    “Not yet, maybe,” Zentz said. “But some­day we’ll have an army. You can see what these kids

    can do. Wait un­til we have thou­sands.”




    “It will nev­er hap­pen for you,” Chi­un said grim­ly.




    They turned the cor­ner and looked up Fourth Street to­ward Wash­ing­ton Street, the city’s

    main thor­ough­fare. Four cars had been ig­nit­ed and were burn­ing. Sparks had start­ed a fire

    in the dry wood sid­ing of a four-​sto­ry frame house near the cars.




    “Swell,” said Zentz. “Mar­velous. Great.”




    “Sick,” said Chi­un.




    “Who puts up the mon­ey for this or­ga­ni­za­tion?” Re­mo asked Zentz.




    “Pub­lic do­na­tions,” the young man said. He was rub­bing his hands to­geth­er in glee­ful

    sat­is­fac­tion as he looked at the fires. “I love fires,” he said. “There’s some­thing pure

    about them. Clean.”




    “You think so?” Chi­un said. He saw an­oth­er group of chil­dren stand­ing across the street

    from the fire scene. They were twen­ty feet ahead now of the oth­er six men.




    “Yeah. Don’t you think so?” Zentz said. “Just look at those flames.”




    “If you en­joy them so much . . .” Chi­un said.




    Be­fore Re­mo could reach out a hand to stop him, Chi­un had grasped Zentz’s right wrist. He

    twirled the man around in front of him like a stone on a string, then let him go. Feet first,

    Zentz went through the brit­tle back win­dow of a burn­ing car. His body van­ished in­side the

    car. His screams filled the night. He tried to climb up through the same bro­ken win­dow. Just

    as he did, the flames reached the car’s gas tank.




    It ex­plod­ed. The roar muf­fled Zentz’s screams, and when the first flash of flame had

    less­ened, there was no longer any sign of the PLOTZ di­rec­tor in the win­dow.




    Re­mo sighed. “You’re get­ting pret­ty god­damn dan­ger­ous around cars,” he said.




    “Some­body who loves fire that much should not be de­prived of his en­joy­ment,” Chi­un

    said.




    “I was still ques­tion­ing him about PLOTZ,” Re­mo said.




    “The fool knew noth­ing. Ques­tions were a waste of time.”




    The six men came run­ning up be­hind them.




    “Was that him in the car?” the fat man with the bald­ing head said.




    “Yeah,” Re­mo said. “What de­part­ment you with?”




    “Hobo­ken po­lice,” the man said. He looked at the burn­ing car. “Good rid­dance to bad

    rub­bish.”




    The oth­er five men stood around.




    “It looked like he jumped in­to that car,” one of them said.




    “He did,” Re­mo said. “My friend here tried to stop him, but he just shook him off.”




    “Shit,” an­oth­er man said. “I’ll be up all night writ­ing re­ports on this.”




    They turned out to be from the Hobo­ken po­lice, the New Jer­sey po­lice, the FBI, the

    coun­ty pros­ecu­tor’s of­fice, the coun­ty sher­iff’s of­fice, and the U.S. At­tor­ney

    Gen­er­al’s of­fice.




    Re­mo and Chi­un left them on the cor­ner by the car, con­coct­ing a plan where­by on­ly one

    of them would have to write a re­port, and the oth­ers could all file du­pli­cates. Since

    po­lice­men hat­ed writ­ing re­ports worse than they hat­ed crime, this idea ap­pealed to all

    of them.




    “C’mon,” Re­mo said. “We’ll get back and see what’s in Zentz’s of­fice.”




    As they ran to the front of the loft build­ing, a yel­low cab was pulling away from the

    curb. They hur­ried in­side the build­ing. Zentz’s of­fice door was open; so was his safe and

    his fil­ing cab­inets. Pa­pers had been rif­fled, and files had been yanked.




    “That wom­an,” Re­mo said.




    “Cor­rect,” said Chi­un.




    “She’s tak­en the files.”




    “Cor­rect and ob­vi­ous,” Chi­un an­swered.




    “We’ve got to get her,” Re­mo said.




    “What­ev­er makes you hap­py,” Chi­un replied.




    They ran back out of the build­ing to­ward their rent­ed car, parked a block away.




    As Re­mo un­locked the door and start­ed in­side, Chi­un said, “You are go­ing to drive this

    car?”




    “Of course,” Re­mo said. “I drove it here, didn’t I?” He reached across and un­locked the

    door for Chi­un who slid in on­to the front seat next to Re­mo.




    Re­mo start­ed the en­gine which caught with a smooth purr.




    “Where are we go­ing?” Chi­un asked.




    “I hadn’t thought of that,” Re­mo said.




    “Think of it,” Chi­un said.




    Re­mo thought of it. “Newark Air­port. It’s right near here. If that chick is split­ting by

    cab, that’s prob­ably where she went.” He nod­ded his head, agree­ing with him­self.




    Re­mo dropped the gear shift in­to drive and pulled away from the curb.




    Kerthunk. Kerthunk. Kerthunk.




    “What the hell is that?” asked Re­mo.




    “Four tires that are no longer round,” Chi­un said.




    “Four flats?” Re­mo said.




    Chi­un nod­ded.




    “She flat­tened our tires so we couldn’t fol­low her,” Re­mo said.




    “Don’t whine,” Chi­un said. “It is not be­com­ing t.o you.”




    Re­mo nosed the car in­to a park­ing spot and turned off the en­gine. With Chi­un be­hind

    him, he ran up the block. At the cor­ner of First Street, they saw a yel­low cab and jumped

    in­to the back seat.




    The cab was ob­vi­ous­ly the pride of the Hobo­ken




    fleet in that it had one wheel on each cor­ner and still had all its fend­ers. This was no

    mean feat in a city in which the po­lice reg­ular­ly an­nounced crack­downs on triple park­ing

    along Wash­ing­ton Street, the city’s main thor­ough­fare, a street that was a hun­dred feet

    wide but so snarled by parked cars that get­ting through it on any­thing wider than a bi­cy­cle

    test­ed the en­durance of man and the per­ma­nence of steel.




    The driv­er looked at them.




    “I’m sup­posed to be go­ing home now,” he said.




    “Newark Air­port. Then you go home,” Re­mo said.




    “Naah,” the driv­er said. “Got­ta go home now.”




    Re­mo put his hand on the vinyl seat cov­er of the seat next to the driv­er. He closed his

    fin­gers and ripped out a large chunk of vinyl and foam rub­ber, ex­pos­ing the seat’s steel

    springs.




    The driv­er looked at Re­mo, the ripped seat, and then at Re­mo again.




    He shook his head and screeched from the curb.




    “Newark Air­port com­ing up.”


  




  

    CHAPTER NINE




    When the cost of build­ing the Lin­coln and Hol­land Tun­nels un­der the Hud­son Riv­er was

    re­paid, the Port Au­thor­ity of New York and New Jer­sey was sup­posed to make the two

    con­duits toll-​free. How­ev­er, the Port Au­thor­ity al­ways man­aged to find a way to avoid

    such dis­plays of pub­lic largesse. It built the tun­nels and kept the fares in­tact. Then it

    built some more, and raised the tun­nel fares for mo­torists-​even though the cost of the

    tun­nels had been paid by tolls five times over.




    One of its projects was the re­build­ing of Newark Air­port. The Port Au­thor­ity had built

    the air­port four times as large as it had to be. This sur­plus of space and net­work of on­ly

    par­tial­ly used roads made the air­port the most ef­fi­cient, the eas­iest to get in­to and

    out of, of any air­port in the con­ti­nen­tal Unit­ed States.




    Re­mo and Chi­un’s taxi fare from Hobo­ken was four­teen dol­lars and fifty cents. Re­mo

    paid with a twen­ty and told the driv­er to keep the change.




    Chi­un said this was waste­ful. “If he is sup­posed to get twen­ty dol­lars, that lit­tle

    box there should




    say twen­ty dol­lars. Why do you give him twen­ty dol­lars when the lit­tle box says

    four­teen dol­lars?”




    “That’s a tip. It’s an Amer­ican cus­tom,” Re­mo said.




    “What is?”




    “To pay some­body ex­tra for good ser­vice.”




    “Do you pay less for bad ser­vice?” Chi­un asked.




    “No.”




    “Then you are an id­iot. Get your change.”




    This con­ver­sa­tion took place in the back seat of the cab. The driv­er, who did not have

    the lat­est New York City in­ven­tions-​bul­let-​proof elec­tri­fied glass par­ti­tions that

    sep­arat­ed him from his pas­sen­gers, and alarm lights and bells on top of the cab that could

    be seen from four miles away and heard from halfway around the world-​leaned over his back seat

    and paid at­ten­tion. He was root­ing for Re­mo.




    He nod­ded ap­prov­ing­ly as Re­mo told Chi­un, “No, I don’t want the change.”




    “I do,” said Chi­un. He looked at the driv­er. “Change, please.”




    The driv­er shook his head. “It’s an Amer­ican cus­tom, fel­la. Lis­ten to your friend

    there. He’s telling you right Good drivers like me al­ways get a tip. A lit­tle some­thing

    ex­tra.”




    “You want some­thing ex­tra?” Chi­un said.




    The driv­er nod­ded.




    Chi­un grabbed the back of the front seat, his hands on each side of the gouge Re­mo had

    tak­en from the vinyl and foam. The old Ori­en­tal wrenched with his hands, gen­tly. Two more

    big rips of ma­te­ri­al came from the seat. Chi­un opened the door and stepped out­side on­to

    the side­walk.




    Be­hind him, Re­mo gave the driv­er two more twen­ties. “Fix your seat,” he said.




    On the side­walk, he said to Chi­un, “You’re in a fine mood.”




    “It is your fault for mak­ing me meet that crea­ture who makes chil­dren in­to crim­inals.

    It spoiled my night.”




    “It didn’t do much for his ei­ther,” Re­mo said.




    As they walked to the au­to­mat­ic ter­mi­nal doors, a black car pulled up at curb­side

    be­hind their taxi cab. Two men in dark blue busi­ness suits got out.




    As they passed through the doors, Chi­un asked Re­mo, “Are you aware?”




    With­out turn­ing, Re­mo said, “Yeah. Two of them. This might be a break.”




    Chi­un nod­ded. He and Re­mo walked off to­ward the south end of the ter­mi­nal, mov­ing

    slow­ly, wait­ing un­til they were sure the two men from the black car had not lost view of

    them.




    “I know what you’re so ticked about,” Re­mo said. Chi­un was silent. “You’re just up­set

    “cause I won’t ask Smit­ty to send you to the Olympic games.”




    “It is all right,” Chi­un said. “I am work­ing on an al­ter­na­tive.”




    They went up an es­ca­la­tor. As they were step­ping off, Re­mo felt un­der his feet the

    weight of two men step­ping on the es­ca­la­tor be­low them.




    They turned to the left. Ahead, Re­mo saw a door marked “no ad­mit­tance.” He and Chi­un

    moved quick­ly in­side. Re­mo saw it was a room used for record-​keep­ing by the bag­gage

    han­dling staff. It was emp­ty of work­ers.




    Re­mo held the door open long enough for their two pur­suers to get off the es­ca­la­tor and

    fol­low




    them. Then he let the door swing closed. He moved against the far wall of the room and told

    Chi­un, “Now be­have your­self.”




    “I will not lift a fin­ger,” Chi­un said. He looked out the win­dow and fold­ed his

    arms.




    The two men came in­to the room, their hands in their pock­ets, ob­vi­ous­ly hold­ing

    guns.




    They were star­tled when they saw Chi­un with his back to them and Re­mo lean­ing against a

    wall ca­su­al­ly, as if wait­ing for them.




    “Come on in,” Re­mo said. “Plen­ty of room for you too. Don’t be shy.”




    The two men were swarthy with dark hair and thin mus­tach­es. One smiled as the door closed

    tight­ly be­hind them. Both men with­drew their hands from their pock­ets. Heavy au­to­mat­ics

    were cra­dled in their fists.




    “All right,” Re­mo said. “Now who are you? You bet­ter talk, be­fore I un­leash my friend

    here.”




    The two men smiled. Chi­un re­mained with his back to the room.




    “It is not who we are,” one said with a thick ac­cent that Re­mo had heard very re­cent­ly.

    “It is who you are.”




    “Oh, us,” Re­mo said. “I’m Re­mo. This is Chi­un. We’re se­cret agents for the Unit­ed

    States gov­ern­ment. Now who are you?”




    “We are rep­re­sen­ta­tives of-” one man be­gun. “Ah­mir,” the oth­er spoke sharply,

    in­ter­rupt­ing him and cau­tion­ing him to si­lence.




    “That’s your last word on the sub­ject?” Re­mo said.




    “The last word you will ev­er hear,” the man said. He lev­eled his au­to­mat­ic at Re­mo’s

    chest. The




    oth­er man aimed his weapon at Chain’s un­mov­ing back.




    “Chi­un, are you go­ing to stop fool­ing around?” Re­mo said.




    Chi­un raised his arms over his head in a mo­tion that sug­gest­ed Re­mo get lost. Re­mo

    shook his head. He watched the men’s hands. He was nine feet away from them. The one aimed at

    Chi­un showed ten­sion in his trig­ger fin­ger. The oth­er’s in­dex fin­ger was still loose­ly

    held in­side the trig­ger guard. As Re­mo watched, the trig­ger fin­ger on the weapon aimed at

    Chi­un tight­ened.




    Re­mo made a move­ment to the right, a sud­den curl of his body that forced his man to swing

    his gun to the side, and squeeze off a shot at him. But even be­fore the shot had been fired,

    Re­mo was mov­ing back left, div­ing through the air, his body par­al­lel to the floor. His

    hand closed on the weapon aimed at Chi­un just as the trig­ger was de­pressed, but the bul­let

    fired harm­less­ly in­to the floor. The sec­ond man had swung around, again aim­ing at Re­mo,

    but this time, be­fore he could get off a shot, Re­mo’s right foot lashed out. The tip of his

    right toe caught the un­der­side of the weapon and drove it around and up­ward so that it

    plunged bar­rel-​first in­to the gun­man’s throat. The man’s eyes opened saucer wide, and then,

    as Re­mo watched, they seemed to cloud over and the man slumped to the floor.




    The man whose gun hand Re­mo was grip­ping pulled free. He tried to club down on Re­mo’s

    skull with the heavy au­to­mat­ic. It was a sim­ple re­flex at­tack, to lash out with the

    clos­est weapon at hand, and Re­mo’s re­sponse was equal­ly re­flex. With­out




    think­ing, he pushed his right hand up deep un­der the man’s ster­num, un­til he felt ribs

    and or­gans crack and crush, and the man fell to the floor dead. Both dead. Re­mo stood up and

    looked at both of them in dis­gust.




    “I hope you’re sat­is­fied now,” he told Chi­un. “I am, I am,” said Chi­un. “I nev­er saw

    this be­fore. Did you know the bag­gage for peo­ple on the plane comes down a long chute and

    then goes around and around in a cir­cle on a spe­cial car­ri­er? Look, Re­mo, this is re­al­ly

    in­ter­est­ing.” He was stand­ing on tip­toe, cran­ing to get a bet­ter look at the bag­gage

    re­turn, point­ing be­low, and sig­nal­ing for Re­mo to come look.




    Re­mo ig­nored him. He quick­ly frisked the men’s pock­ets and found the iden­ti­fi­ca­tion

    he had been look­ing for.




    “Look at this, Re­mo,” Chi­un called again. “This is re­al­ly good. The bags come down and

    then go all around and peo­ple take them off and if they miss, they come around again. Why is

    it that I have nev­er seen this be­fore?”




    “Be­cause you’re too lazy to han­dle your own bags,” Re­mo said.




    “That is un­kind,” Chi­un said. He turned back to­ward the win­dow.




    “Like that, huh?” Re­mo mum­bled un­der his breath. “Like watch­ing the bag­gage carousel,

    huh? Watch this.”




    He lift­ed the two bod­ies un­der his arms and pushed through a con­nect­ing door in­to the

    car­go stag­ing area, where he tossed the two men on­to a con­vey­or belt. A mo­ment lat­er,

    eyes wide open in death, their bod­ies con­tort­ed in the throes of their




    last mo­ments, the two mus­ta­chioed men pitched head­first down the bag­gage chute and hit

    the carousel. The bod­ies piled up for a mo­ment in a lump, and then one at a time be­gan

    ro­tat­ing around the bag­gage pick­up area. Wom­en screamed. Chil­dren ran for­ward to get a

    clos­er look. Men looked at each oth­er, puz­zled, then looked around for ‘a po­liceman.




    Back in­side the car­go of­fice, Chi­un watched, then turned from the win­dow and glared at

    Re­mo when he reen­tered.




    “Re­al­ly, Re­mo. You find a way to cheap­en ev­ery­thing,” he said.




    “Come on,” Re­mo said. “We’ve got places to go.”




    When Mustafa Kaf­fir had turned out the light in his room at the Libyan mis­sion, he had

    looked out the win­dow in­to the street, as he al­ways did, to make sure the New York City

    po­lice guard was there, as it al­ways was.




    A half-​hour lat­er there was a faint tap­ping on his door, and then the door swung open,

    and in the brief light from the hall­way, he saw the thin girl­ish fig­ure of his per­son­al

    as­sis­tant, who came across the car­pet­ed floor noise­less­ly, peeled off his long robe, and

    slid in­to bed be­side Kaf­fir.




    They were asleep in each oth­er’s arms in min­utes, and they slept sound­ly, un­til an hour

    lat­er when Kaf­fir was awak­ened by one hand touch­ing his shoul­der, and pre­vent­ed from

    cry­ing out by an­oth­er hand clapped over his mouth.




    In the dim moon­light through the win­dow, he rec­og­nized the hard face of the young

    Amer­ican who had been to the mis­sion to talk to him about




    Bob­by Jack Bülings. Stand­ing be­hind the Amer­ican at the door was an­oth­er fig­ure.

    Kaf­fir could not see clear­ly in the dim­ness but it was a small per­son in a long robe, and

    then some re­flect­ed au­to lights bounced in­to the room, and he saw the man by the door was

    an aged Ori­en­tal.




    The Amer­ican was whis­per­ing in his ear now.




    “I think we should just let your lit­tle friend sleep,” he told Kaf­fir. “But if that’s what

    you want, this time you co­op­er­ate. You un­der­stand?”




    Kaf­fir was slow in re­spond­ing and he felt a bite of pain in his shoul­der, a stab that

    felt in­flict­ed by a knife, but as quick­ly as it came, it passed, and he nod­ded his head

    vig­or­ous­ly.




    “The girl, the big blonde, when I asked you about her, you said you didn’t know her,” Re­mo

    said.




    Kaf­fir shook his head. “You asked if she had come to ques­tion me,” he said. “She

    hadn’t.”




    “Don’t split hairs,” Re­mo said. “Where is she now?




    “She has gone to Boston.’




    “Why?”




    Kaf­fir hes­itat­ed. He felt the bite of pain again in his shoul­der. Quick­ly, he said,

    “You know her mis­sion?”




    “Tell me,” Re­mo said.




    “She looks for that miss­ing per­son.”




    “For Bob­by Jack?” Re­mo said.




    Kaf­fir nod­ded in the dark. Next to him, his young lover stirred, and he whis­pered at

    Re­mo, “She said she had a lead in Boston.”




    “What lead?” asked Re­mo.




    “She didn’t say. She called ear­li­er and said shewould be go­ing to Boston. She asked

    for two men to pro­tect her on her way to the air­port.”




    “Yeah,” Re­mo said. “We met them.”




    “Oh?” said Kaf­fir.




    “Yeah. Don’t hold sup­per for them. She didn’t say where she was go­ing in Boston or who she

    was go­ing to see?”




    “No,” Kaf­fir said. “She didn’t. I swear it.”




    “Is she work­ing for you?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yes. That is, for my coun­try.”




    “Why do you want to find Bob­by Jack so much?” asked Re­mo.




    “It was our hope that if we find him and re­turn him safe to his broth­er-​in-​law, he might

    show his ap­pre­ci­ation in tan­gi­ble ways,” Kaf­fir said.




    Re­mo­Tiod­ded. “If you’re ly­ing to me . . .” he said. “Well, I just hope you’re not ly­ing

    to me.”




    “I’m not,” Kaf­fir said. “I’m not.” He heard the re­as­sur­ing deep breath­ing of his lover

    next to him. It gave him a sense of con­fi­dence and pow­er. “I am telling the truth,” he

    said.




    “If you’re not,” said Re­mo, “I’ll be back.”




    And then, as quick­ly and qui­et­ly as he had ap­peared ,the Amer­ican was gone, and so was

    the old Ori­en­tal who had stood by the door. In­vol­un­tar­ily, Kaf­fir’s hand reached for the

    tele­phone. He should tell some­one. Who? The se­cu­ri­ty guard. His su­pe­ri­ors. Some­one. He

    let his hand set­tle down slow­ly on the tele­phone.




    Why both­er, he thought. So far, the Amer­ican, who­ev­er he was, had learned very lit­tle.

    If the Amer­ican gov­ern­ment had known more, Wash­ing­ton would have been burn­ing up the

    Libyan mis­sion with vis­itors and protests. This Amer­ican and




    his Ori­en­tal com­pan­ion might be noth­ing more than free­lancers, and they might-​very

    well meet fa­tal ac­ci­dents in the nor­mal course of their free­lance du­ties. He took his

    hand from the tele­phone. There was noth­ing to be gained by say­ing any­thing to any­one. Not

    just now. He be­gan to roll over in the bed, and then paused. Per­haps he should no­ti­fy

    Jes­si­ca Lester. Warn her? He shook his head to him­self in the dark. There was no need for

    that. She could take care of her­self.




    He wrapped his brawny arms around his lover who purred warm­ly, and Mustafa Kaf­fir closed

    his eyes and went to sleep.


  




  

    CHAPTER TEN




    Aboard the DC-9 to Boston, Re­mo ex­plained his the­ory of the case to Chi­un, who was

    fol­low­ing his usu­al pro­ce­dure of star­ing at the wing to make sure it stayed on.




    “Jes­si­ca kid­napped Bob­by Jack,” Re­mo said. “And she’s got him stashed some­where up in

    Boston. The Libyan, he was telling the truth. Prob­ably, she’s try­ing to sell them Bob­by

    Jack.” Re­mo was an­noyed at Chi­un’s lack of re­sponse. “Any­way, that’s the way I’ve got it

    fig­ured.”




    Chi­un slow­ly turned from the win­dow. Be­low them, the sparse bright lights of the

    metropoli­tan area dimmed in the dis­tance.




    “Did I ev­er tell you,” Chi­un asked, “how the great mas­ter Tang-​Si made soup with a

    nail?”




    “No,” said Re­mo, “and I don’t think I want to hear about it.”




    “It was many of your cen­turies ago,” Chi­un said. “Tang-​Si was one of the first great

    mas­ters, even though he was not as great as the great Wang, but he was quite good. On an

    over­all scale, I would place him-“




    “C’mon, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo. “If you’re go­ing to do it any­way, can’t you get on

    with it?”




    “This was one of the pe­ri­ods of time when the vil­lage of Sinan­ju faced star­va­tion.

    Times were hard and the peo­ple were poor. Tang-​Si was gone from the vil­lage for many months,

    and the poor peo­ple were on the verge of star­va­tion. Even worse, they were ready to send the

    chil­dren home to the sea.”




    Re­mo groaned soft­ly. “I know, Chi­un, I know. Very poor . . . bad times . . . noth­ing to

    feed kids . . . vil­lagers throw them in the North Ko­rea Sea . . . call it send­ing the

    chil­dren home to the sea … I know all about it.”




    “You are very grace­less,” Chi­un said. “But when the mas­ter Tang-​Si came back from his

    jour­ney, the peo­ple were des­per­ate and they said, ‘You must feed us, Mas­ter, even if it

    takes a mir­acle.’ And the mas­ter, who had looked around the vil­lage and seen that the

    fish­ing nets were torn and that the sparse land had no seed in it, was an­gry, but he did not

    show it. In­stead, he said, ‘If you would see a mir­acle, I will show you how to make soup with

    a nail.’




    “And he heat­ed a large met­al pot of wa­ter, and in­to it he threw an iron nail. When the

    wa­ter boiled, the vil­lagers looked in­to the pot, but they saw no soup; they saw on­ly wa­ter

    with a nail in the bot­tom of the pot.




    “Then the great Tang-​Si reached in­to his bag and pulled out caiTOts which he threw in­to

    the pot, and a spe­cial green radish which we grew, and chest­nuts, and pieces of a rab­bit he

    had caught, and soon a de­li­cious soup was bub­bling over the fire. And that, the great

    mas­ter told them, is how you make soup with a nail. A lot of wa­ter, a nail, a

    fewcar­rots, a spe­cial green radish, chest­nuts and rab­bit.”




    Chi­un stopped talk­ing and turned back to the win­dow.




    Re­mo tapped him on the shoul­der.




    “I don’t get it,” he said. “That’s not mak­ing soup with a nail.”




    Chi­un shook his head as he turned back. “What the mas­ter was say­ing to the vil­lagers was

    that it was one thing to wish for mir­acles, but it would have been bet­ter in his ab­sence, if

    they had fixed their nets and fished, and if they had sown seed in their fields. This is what

    the great mas­ter Tang-​Si was telling our peo­ple.”




    He turned back to the win­dow.




    Re­mo thought about the sto­ry al­most to Boston, then tapped Chi­un on the shoul­der again.

    The old man, sat­is­fied that the wing seemed com­mit­ted to its present po­si­tion, turned to

    him again.




    “This has got to mean some­thing,” Re­mo said. “What are you telling me about this

    case?”




    “That you are try­ing to make soup with a nail. And in your case, you do not have car­rots,

    the spe­cial green radish­es we like, chest­nuts or pieces of rab­bit. You have noth­ing but

    the nail of a fool­ish idea.”




    Re­mo fold­ed his arms stub­born­ly. “I think it’s just the way I said it is.” He looked

    hard to­ward the front of the plane. The stew­ardess caught him glar­ing at her and turned away

    in fright




    “You may think that,” Chi­un said. “That does not make it true.”




    “You’re just an­gry about the Olympics,” Re­mo said. “That’s why you keep com­ing down on

    me.”




    “No,” Chi­un said. “I have re­solved that prom-​blem.”




    “Yeah?”




    “Yes. Since I can­not bring my­self to wear lit­tle shorts and shirts in the run for the

    Gold, you will do it for me since you do not mind look­ing ridicu­lous.”




    “Me?” said Re­mo.




    “Yes. You will go and run around and jump and win a lot of medals, and then I will be your

    man­ag­er when you come home and I will make you rich be­yond your wildest dreams.”




    “If I say yes, you will stop be­ing nasty to me?”




    “There is that pos­si­bil­ity,” Chi­un said.




    “I’ll think about it,” Re­mo said. “If I did it, I’d want a nine­ty-​ten split on all mon­ey

    we made.”




    Chi­un shook his head. “Do you think I am grasp­ing?” he said. “I could not do that to you,

    Re­mo. You can keep fif­teen per­cent.”




    “Me? Fif­teen per­cent?”




    “All right. Ten per­cent,” Chi­un said. “Let’s not bick­er. It is un­seem­ly.”




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said.




    “Yes, my son?”




    “Go make soup with a nail.”




    Al­though it was well af­ter mid­night, Re­mo called Smith from Lo­gan Air­port in

    Boston.




    Cast­ing a know­ing eye at Chi­un, he told Smith his the­ory that the blonde wom­an had

    kid­napped Bob­by Jack Billings.




    “Re­mo, that’s ridicu­lous,” Smith said.




    “Yeah? Well, if you and Chi­un are so smart, you tell me what’s go­ing down.”




    “The wom­an’s name is Jes­si­ca Lester?” Smith asked.




    “I think so.”




    “All right,” Smith said. “Try this. Jes­si­ca Lester is look­ing for Billings, just as you

    are. She traced him to PLOTZ, and then she found out some­thing that’s send­ing her to

    Boston.”




    “And what about the Libyans?” Re­mo asked.




    “They were the first ones to know that Billings was gone,” Smith said. “Maybe Wash­ing­ton’s

    cov­er sto­ry that he was off on a drunk­en tear didn’t fool them. Wait just a mo­ment.”




    Re­mo could hear Smith fum­bling with some pa­per on his desk.




    “Here it is, Re­mo,” Smith said. “Jes­si­ca Lester. Age 32. British pass­port. South African

    na­tion­al. Worked for M1-5 for sev­en years. Ex­cep­tion­al skills as a field agent.

    Out­stand­ing marks­man, hand-​to-​hand com­bat. Re­signed four years ago. Re­port­ed to be

    work­ing pri­vate­ly for gov­ern­ments of var­ious coun­tries.” Smith stopped read­ing. “That’s

    it. She was prob­ably hired by the Libyans to run down Billings.”




    “Well, maybe,” Re­mo said grudg­ing­ly.




    “It makes more sense than your idea,” Smith said.




    “Smit­ty,” Re­mo said.




    “Yes?”




    “Go make soup with a nail.”


  




  

    CHAPTER ELEVEN




    There was a long line of yel­low cabs wait­ing out­side the Lo­gan Air­port in Boston. Re­mo

    looked up and down the line un­til he found the neat­est, clean­est, least-​dent­ed cab. For

    what he had to do, he need­ed the smartest cab­bie he could find, and while a rea­son­ably

    de­cent-​look­ing cab was no guar­an­tee of what its driv­er was, it was the best thing Re­mo

    could think of.




    He picked the sixth cab in line and he and Chi­un got in­to the back seat.




    The cab driv­er was slight, with red hair and a beard. His name, ac­cord­ing to the ID

    stick­er next to the me­ter, was Isaac Casey. As the two men got in­to his cab, Casey turned

    and said, “Sor­ry, but you have to take the first cab in line.”




    Re­mo reached in­to his pock­et and pulled out a small wad of bills. He shoved them in­to

    Casey’s hand.




    “Here,” he said. “You square it with the oth­er drivers. We want this cab.”




    Casey left the cab and walked down the line of cabs in front of him. He was back in two

    min­utes.




    “Okay, sir. Where to?”




    Re­mo reached in­to the front seat and pushed a hun­dred-​dol­lar bill in­to his hand.




    “What I re­al­ly need is in­for­ma­tion,” he said. “I’m look­ing for a wom­an who ar­rived

    here, prob­ably a cou­ple of hours ago. A tall blonde wom­an, ver)’ tall. She was prob­ably

    wear­ing jeans. Her name is Jes­si­ca Lester. A knock­out. She might have been wear­ing those

    big round eye­glass­es. I want to know what ho­tel she’s at.”




    “That’s a big or­der.”




    “I know. But I’m will­ing to pay. That hun­dred’s just a down pay­ment. Two hun­dred more if

    you find her for me.”




    “All right,” Casey said. “It’s go­ing to take some mov­ing around. You want to ride with

    me?”




    “No. We’ll wait in­side at the cof­fee shop. When you find out some­thing, you come in and

    get us.” Re­mo had opened the rear door and was get­ting out. Chi­un fol­lowed him.




    “Do my best, Mis­ter,” Casey said.




    “Do,” said Re­mo. As he and Chi­un walked back to the ter­mi­nal, Chi­un said, “I do not

    like this.”




    “Like what?”




    “Sit­ting in a cof­fee shop, wait­ing.”




    “You have a bet­ter idea?”




    “You should be train­ing,” Chi­un said. “Prac­tic­ing your run­ning and jump­ing, so you’re

    ready for the Quest of the Gold.”




    They sat at a ta­ble in the cof­fee shop for two hours, drink­ing wa­ter, and tip­ping the

    wait­ress sub­stan­tial­ly so she would not both­er them. Then Isaac Casey came back.




    “I found her,” he told Re­mo. “She’s at the Boston Bilt­more. Name she’s un­der is Denise

    East­wood.”




    Re­mo stood up. He found two more hun­dred-​dol­lar bills in his pock­et and gave them to

    Casey.




    “C’mon,” he said. “Take us there.”


  




  

    CHAPTER TWELVE




    Jes­si­ca Lester straight­ened the shoul­der straps of her white ny­lon night­gown, pulled

    down the cov­ers of her bed and, as she did ev­ery night, trans­ferred a small .25 cal­iber

    pis­tol from her overnight bag to a spot un­der her pil­low.




    To­mor­row. To­mor­row, she was sure, she would run down Bob­by Jack Billings. And then? And

    then she didn’t care. Her job would be fin­ished.




    Like a child with an un­wor­ried mind, she fell asleep al­most as soon as her head touched

    the pil­low, sleep­ing on her back in the queen­ly un­pro­tect­ed po­si­tion that in­di­cates

    faith in and con­tent­ment with the world.




    She did not know how long she slept be­fore she felt a hand touch her left shoul­der and a

    voice whis­per in her ear, “All right, Jes­si­ca, where is he?”




    She pulled away from the hand as she sat bolt up­right in the bed. She turned her eyes to

    her left. In the dim moon­light that sift­ed in through her twen­ti­eth-​floor win­dows, she

    saw the face of Re­mo, the man she had met at PLOTZ head­quar­ters, the




    man she had sus­pect­ed as dan­ger­ous and had left or­ders to in­ter­cept.




    He was ly­ing in her bed, look­ing at her. She turned her body around to face him, so her

    left hand rest­ed on the mat­tress near her pil­low. She sneaked her fin­gers in un­der the

    pil­low un­til she could feel the cold met­al of the pis­tol. It gave her a sense of

    re­as­sur­ance.




    “What are you do­ing here?” She looked to­ward the door. The portable lock she al­ways

    car­ried in her bag was stül in place. So was the chair which was jammed un­der the

    door­knob.




    “Look­ing for Bob­by Jack Billings,” Re­mo said.




    “How’d you get in here?” she asked.




    Td tell you the truth that I walked up the out­side wall, but you wouldn’t be­lieve it

    any­way, so why not just let it slide. Let’s stay with my ques­tion. Where is he?”




    “Who is Bob­by what­ev­er-​his-​name-​is?” she asked.




    “Sor­ry, hon­ey, that won’t wash. It’s Bob­by Jack, he’s the pres­ident’s broth­er-​in-​law,

    and I’ve been look­ing for him just like you’ve been. So where is he?”




    “Who are you work­ing for?” she asked.




    ‘The gov­ern­ment,” Re­mo an­swered ca­su­al­ly, “and I’ve been one step be­hind you ev­er

    since I start­ed.”




    “I don’t know what you mean but you’ve got a lot of nerve barg­ing in here and-“




    “I didn’t barge. I climbed.”




    “Com­ing in here and crawl­ing in­to my bed. I’ve got a good mind to call the

    man­ag­er.”




    “Why not?” Re­mo said. “While you’re at it, call




    the FBI so we can have you hauled off for spy­ing.”




    Her left hand was now com­fort­ably curled around the grip of the re­volver and the feel­ing

    of the cold met­al in the palm of her hand gave her a re­newed sense of con­fi­dence. It

    wouldn’t hurt, she re­al­ized, to talk to this Re­mo and find out what he knew. If he alone

    knew about her, that was one thing; but if there were a mas­sive num­ber of U.S. agents on her

    trail, that might re­quire re­think­ing her po­si­tion.




    “I don’t usu­al­ly con­duct in­ter­views in my bed,” she said.




    “Break a rule just this once,” Re­mo said. He stretched out his right hand and touched her

    neck just un­der the jaw­line. Her flesh tin­gled where he touched it and she pulled her head

    back away from him.




    “No hands,” she said.




    “What­ev­er you like,” Re­mo said. He pulled his hand away and fold­ed both his arms across

    his stom­ach. He was un­armed, Jes­si­ca saw.




    She lay back down on her pil­low, mov­ing her gun hand un­der Re­mo’s pil­low. Her pis­tol

    bar­rel was now on­ly sev­er­al inch­es from his skull. An er­ror and he was a dead man.




    “How much do you know about me?” she asked.




    “Enough,” Re­mo said. “Your name’s Jes­si­ca Lester and you used to be with British Se­cret

    Ser­vice be­fore you went pri­vate. You’re work­ing for the Libyans. You’re look­ing for Bob­by

    Jack but I don’t re­al­ly know why. Why?”




    “How’d you know I was work­ing for the Libyans?” she asked.




    “I should have known right away be­cause you




    didn’t in­ter­view them like you did the Se­cret Ser­vice men. That should have been a tip,

    but it didn’t reg­is­ter. If you hadn’t spo­ken to them, it had to mean that you had al­ready

    got­ten all the in­for­ma­tion they had and that could on­ly come if you were work­ing for

    them.”




    “I should have re­mem­bered to tell them to say I had in­ter­viewed them,” she said.




    She saw Re­mo shake his head in the dark­ened room. “It wouldn’t have mat­tered. I would

    have known if they lied to me. Any­way, I went back there tonight and they ‘fessed up that you

    were one of theirs. What are they pay­ing you?”




    “A hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars if I find Bob­by Jack be­fore you peo­ple do. An­oth­er

    hun­dred thou­sand if I can de­liv­er him to them.”




    “Why the hell would any­body want him?” Re­mo asked.




    “I don’t know. I didn’t ask, but I guess that they fig­ure if they have him, they can use

    him to get some con­ces­sions from the pres­ident. I know they’re try­ing to buy

    plu­to­ni­um.”




    “Could be,” Re­mo said. “You know, you’re very good.”




    “Thank you. I think I am.”




    “You fooled me when I met you at PLOTZ,” Re­mo said. “The ban­dan­na around your head broke

    the train of my thought. I was look­ing for a tall blonde with long braid­ed hair and you

    didn’t reg­is­ter.”




    “That’s what I fig­ured. I wasn’t tak­ing any chances.” She no­ticed that Re­mo’s right hand

    had moved out now and was touch­ing her knee. It felt good and she no longer felt threat­ened

    be­cause she




    had the gun un­der his pil­low. He touched the in­side of her left knee and she fought an

    im­pulse to squirm.




    “How’d you find out about PLOTZ?” he asked. “How’d you learn about the note from Bob­by

    Jack?”




    “The pres­ident must have men­tioned it to his press sec­re­tary. And the sec­re­tary was in

    a cock­tail lounge that night, drink­ing more than was good for him, and he hap­pened to

    men­tion it to a per­son I know who passed it along to me.”




    “That sim­ple?”




    “This kind of work usu­al­ly is,” Jes­si­ca said. Re­mo did not agree. He found the work

    un­bear­ably com­pli­cat­ed and hard but he did not want to let her know that.




    The feel­ing along her left leg was plea­sure and pain com­min­gled, the feel­ing of a limb

    that had fall­en asleep and was now tin­gling back to Me, a sen­sa­tion of to­tal aware­ness of

    that part of her body. Jes­si­ca Lester had al­ready made up her mind to kill him but there was

    no point in hur­ry­ing, she de­cid­ed. If he had some­thing else on his mind, his death could

    be post­poned for a few mo­ments.




    “It wasn’t just any wom­an in any cock­tail lounge,” Jes­si­ca said. “The wom­an works for

    me. She makes it a habit to stay close to ev­ery­body in Wash­ing­ton who’s got a big mouth and

    who drinks too much.”




    “I see,” Re­mo said.




    “And who are you?” Jes­si­ca asked.




    “Not yet,” Re­mo said. “So where’d it lead af­ter PLOTZ?”




    She stretched her leg slight­ly as if to en­cour­age




    Re­mo’s hand to move more along the length of her leg. Re­mo lay back and changed from his

    left hand to his right hand.




    “I pil­fered the files while you were out with that dip Zentz,” she said. “I found out the

    mon­ey source was Earl Slimone and so I came up here to go to his head­quar­ters.”




    “Earl who?” Re­mo asked.




    “Earl Slimone. He’s a banker. I was go­ing to see him in the morn­ing.”




    “What’s he got to do with any­thing?”




    “I don’t know. I know he put up the mon­ey for PLOTZ. And he gave them word that they should

    be as pub­lic as they could be. What hap­pened to that Zentz, by the way?”




    “He died in a fire.”




    “Too bad.”




    “Yes, wasn’t it?” Re­mo’s hand was now on her up­per thigh.




    “So what do you want from me?” she asked.




    “What do you think?” Re­mo said.




    Jes­si­ca rolled over and on­to Re­mo. She pressed her body tight to his. Her hands,

    be­tween them, bus­ied them­selves with his cloth­ing, and then there was a mag­ical, moist

    time dur­ing which Jes­si­ca mo­men­tar­ily lost hold of the pis­tol un­der the pil­low and

    Re­mo said, “What I want is for you to leave town.”




    Jes­si­ca rolled back to her side of the bed. The French called or­gasm “le pe­tit mort”-the

    lit­tle death-​and she lay limply for a mo­ment in the throes of the lit­tle death, and then

    re­mem­bered an­oth­er kind of death. The large death.




    She closed her hand around the pis­tol, and brought the weapon out from un­der Re­mo’s

    pil­low.




    Tm sor­ry,” she said.




    “Are yout" Re­mo asked. He lift­ed his body up on his arms to look in­to her face. “Sor­ry

    for what?”




    “For hav­ing to kill you.”




    “Oh, that,” Re­mo said.




    She put tibe muz­zle of the gun to Re­mo’s tem­ple.




    “Good­bye,” she said.




    “So long,” Re­mo replied.




    She squeezed the trig­ger. The click was loud and metal­lic in the silent bed­room, but

    there was no ex­plo­sion. Fran­ti­cal­ly, she squeezed the trig­ger again. An­oth­er click.




    “Don’t both­er,” Re­mo said. “Do you think I’d leave a gun with bul­lets in it un­der your

    pil­low?”




    Anger surged in Jes­si­ca.




    “There’s more than one way to use a gun,” she hissed. She pulled her gun hand away from

    Re­mo’s tem­ple, then swung the pis­tol back to smash it in­to his skull.




    “And more than one way to pro­tect against it,” Re­mo said. She felt his hand close over the

    gun which stopped as if she had slammed it against a wall. She felt the pis­tol re­moved from

    her hand. She felt cold met­al drop on­to her bare stom­ach: one piece, then an­oth­er. She

    looked down and saw the gun bro­ken in­to pieces.




    Re­mo hopped up out of bed. “Well,” he said air­ily, “if I spend any more time here, I’m

    go­ing to be late for the rest of my calls.”




    He walked to­ward the win­dow that looked out over Cop­ley Square. He opened the win­dow

    high and then turned to her again.




    “Jes­si­ca,” he said, “I’m se­ri­ous. You’re done with this case. Pack up and leave. The

    next time, I might have to do some­thing I don’t want to do.”




    “All right,” she said. “I un­der­stand.” She re­al­ized that Re­mo was se­ri­ous about

    go­ing out the win­dow, and she looked again at the two halves of the gun on her stom­ach and

    sud­den­ly be­lieved that he could do it.




    “I’ve got one ques­tion,” she said.




    “Shoot.”




    “Why’d you come in through the win­dow in­stead of the door?”




    “My man­ag­er,” Re­mo said. “He wants me to start get­ting in shape for the Olympics.”




    Be­fore she could ask an­oth­er ques­tion, Re­mo had jumped feet first through the open

    win­dow. She ex­pect­ed to hear the scream of a falling man, but there was no scream, on­ly

    si­lence. And some­thing pre­vent­ed her from go­ing to the win­dow to look out.




    In­stead, she got up out of the bed quick­ly, turned on a light and be­gan to toss her few

    clothes in­to her overnight bag. She had giv­en up the name of Earl Slimone, but she was still

    far ahead of Re­mo. She could clean the as­sign­ment up and be gone, be­fore he ev­er caught up

    to her again.




    She stopped for a mo­ment in the mid­dle of her pack­ing. There was some­thing else she

    could do that would buy time too.




    She looked up a num­ber in the Boston tele­phone di­rec­to­ry and di­aled it.




    “Hel­lo, is this Mr. Slimone’s home? You don’t know me, but I just want you to know that

    some-




    one is plan­ning to at­tack Mr. Slimone tonight at his home.”




    She paused and lis­tened.




    “That’s right,” she said. “His home in Boston. The man will be there soon. His name is

    Re­mo.”


  




  

    CHAPTER THIRTEEN




    Re­mo called Smith from an out­side phone booth in Cop­ley Square.




    “Have you found the wom­an?” Smith asked.




    “Yes,” Re­mo said. “Don’t wor­ry about her. Who is Earl Slimone?”




    There was a pause on the oth­er end of the line. “What about Earl Slimone?” Smith asked.




    “That’s who she was on her way up here to see,” Re­mo said.




    Chi­un ap­peared out­side the booth. He mo­tioned to Re­mo that he should jog up and down

    while talk­ing to Smith. Re­mo shook his head. Chi­un jogged up and down in place, to

    demon­strate.




    “I’m damned if I’m go­ing to be hop­ping up and down in a tele­phone booth,” Re­mo said.

    Chi­un shrugged. Smith said, “Who asked you to hop up and down in a phone booth?”




    “For­get it,” Re­mo said. “What about Slimone?”




    ‘That com­pli­cates ev­ery­thing,” Smith said. “Slimone is a banker with mob con­nec­tions.

    A fed­er­al grand ju­ry was get­ting ready to in­ves­ti­gate his role




    in fi­nanc­ing the last pres­iden­tial cam­paign. And . . . oh, no.”




    “What?” Re­mo asked.




    “An­oth­er grand ju­ry was look­ing in­to Billings and what he might have had to do with

    fi­nanc­ing his broth­er-​in-​law’s cam­paign.”




    “Then there’s our con­nec­tion,” Re­mo said.




    “It’s worse than that,” Smith said.




    “Why?”




    “Sup­pose that Billings was the con­duit for mob mon­ey in­to the pres­iden­tial cam­paign.

    And now Billings turns up miss­ing. You see what it might mean?”




    “No,” Re­mo said.




    “It might be the thing we feared. Maybe the pres­ident him­self is be­hind the

    dis­ap­pear­ance. Maybe Slimone didn’t just kid­nap Billings so he wouldn’t talk-​maybe the

    pres­ident or­dered the kid­nap­ping.”




    “Well, you wor­ry about things hice that,” Re­mo said. “All I want to do is track the guy

    down. Where’s Slimone’s place up here?”




    He wait­ed while Smith con­sult­ed CURE’s com­put­ers, and then the agen­cy head was back on

    the tele­phone with an ad­dress in the Back Bay sec­tion of Boston.




    “Thanks, Smit­ty. I’ll keep you post­ed.”




    Re­mo hung up and stepped out­side the booth. Chi­un said, “You will nev­er amount to

    any­thing if you do not prac­tice.”




    “Can it, Chi­un. I’ve got oth­er things on my mind.”




    “This Bob­by Job­by Billings?” Chi­un asked.




    “Bob­by Jack. Yeah.”




    “Does he pay us our wages? Does he pay the small trib­ute that goes to my vil­lage?”




    “No.”




    “Then who cares about him?” Chi­un asked. “Re­al­ly, Re­mo, you have to talk to Smith about

    the as­sign­ments he gives you. Us­ing you to gal­li­vant around the coun­try­side look­ing for

    some noisy fat per­son is like us­ing a sur­geon’s scalpel to cut fire­wood.”




    “A job’s a job,” Re­mo said. “It keeps me busy.”




    “And so does cut­ting fire­wood keep a scalpel busy. But when you need the scalpel for

    surgery, it does not per­form well any­more.”




    “Are you say­ing I could be los­ing my edge?”




    “You might be,” Chi­un said. “Now if you were to un­der­go a vig­or­ous pro­gram of

    train­ing and ex­er­cise, I could prob­ably keep you in some kind of rea­son­able con­di­tion.

    It would be an ef­fort, but I might be able to.”




    “For­get it.”




    “You could start with run­ning in place,” Chi­un said.




    “Nev­er.”




    “Think about run­ning in place,” Chi­un said.


  




  

    CHAPTER FOURTEEN




    “Where is his apart­ment?” Chi­un asked as they stood across the street from the

    four­teen-​sto­ry apart­ment build­ing that housed Earl Slimone.




    “Top floor, of course,” Re­mo said.




    “Of course,” Chi­un said. It was an odd­ity, he thought, that peo­ple be­lieved that height

    gave them se­cu­ri­ty. “We should go in through the top.”




    “I’ve been up and down a build­ing al­ready tonight,” Re­mo said. “You’re not go­ing to wear

    down my tired body just so you can get your hands on my gold medals. Well go in the front

    door.”




    In­side the front door, they were met by a door­man. Re­mo no­ticed that he had a scar over

    his right eye and that he need­ed a shave.




    “Can I help youse guys?” he said.




    “Yes. We’re call­ing on Earl Slimone,” Re­mo said.




    “At this hour?” the door­man said. He rubbed his bristly face with his hand.




    “Well, ob­vi­ous­ly at this hour,” Re­mo said. “Who do you think you’re talk­ing to? The

    ghosts of Christ­mas Past?”




    “They ex­pect­ing you?”




    “No, but I’m sure you’ll straight­en all that out,” Re­mo said. .




    The door­man seemed to think for a mo­ment. “All right. You can go up. Use the cen­ter

    el­eva­tor.” He point­ed to a bank of el­eva­tors twen­ty feet down the hall.




    Re­mo pressed the up but­ton. The right el­eva­tor door opened. He and Chi­un start­ed to

    step in­side but were halt­ed by a shout from the door­man.




    “I said use the mid­dle one. That one don’t go all the way up­stairs.”




    “Okay,” Re­mo said. He and Chi­un wait­ed, with the door­man stand­ing be­hind them, for a

    full minute be­fore the cen­ter el­eva­tor ar­rived.




    The door opened and the door­man pushed them from be­hind. They al­lowed them­selves to

    stum­ble in­to the el­eva­tor where they were faced by two more men, need­ing shaves but not

    need­ing guns. Each man car­ried a heavy .45 au­to­mat­ic in his hand.




    “You Re­mo?” one of them asked.




    “That’s right.”




    “Good. We been wait­ing for you.(tm)




    Re­mo was sur­prised. Then he re­al­ized. Jes­si­ca Lester had blown the whis­tle on them.

    That was one he owed her.




    “You go­ing to kill us here?” Re­mo asked.




    “No. We gonna talk to you up­stairs and then kill you,” one of the men said.




    “Is Slimone here?” Re­mo asked.




    “Naah, he ain’t here.”




    “Where is he?”




    “Hey, you ain’t ask­ing no ques­tions around here. You’re gonna be an­swer­ing ques­tions.

    You just




    don’t come in here and start ask­ing ques­tions like that.”




    “Do you know where he is?” Re­mo said.




    “No. No­body tells us noth­ing.”




    Then we don’t need you,” Re­mo said. The el­eva­tor had risen” smooth­ly and qui­et­ly. It

    was slow­ing now as it reached the four­teenth floor pent­house. With­out turn­ing, Re­mo waved

    his hand be­hind him and the two au­to­mat­ics were knocked from the .men’s hands and dropped

    on­to the car­pet­ed el­eva­tor floor. As the men scram­bled down to pick them up, the

    el­eva­tor door opened. Chi­un stepped out­side and Re­mo hit the down but­ton. He stepped out

    quick­ly. The two men had their guns in then-​hands again and were rais­ing them to­ward Re­mo.

    He kicked in­to the el­eva­tor with his right foot. Tap, tap. The guns were knocked loose

    again. Re­mo stepped out­side and the el­eva­tor door closed be­hind him. The el­eva­tor

    start­ed down.




    He and Chi­un wait­ed a mo­ment for the el­eva­tor to clear the floor. Us­ing his fin­gers

    as chis­els, Re­mo drove his hands in­to the open­ing be­tween the two doors. He pulled the

    doors apart and held them open.




    Chi­un moved in along­side Re­mo and flashed out his left foot at the inch-​thick steel

    ca­ble on which the el­eva­tor rode. The ca­ble shud­dered, then thread­ed and snapped. Re­mo

    looked down at the roof of the el­eva­tor car as it be­gan to plunge down the shaft. He heard

    the shouts of the men. He took his hands from the door and let them close qui­et­ly be­hind

    him.




    A few sec­onds lat­er, there was a loud thumpdown be­low, in the el­eva­tor shaft. The

    screams sud­den­ly stopped, and all was si­lence.




    “All right,” Re­mo said. “Lef s find out where Slimone is.”




    They were in an an­te­room that faced two doors. The cen­ter door was un­locked and they

    stepped in­to a large posh leather and wood liv­ing room.




    A young man sat on a so­fa. He looked up at the door ex­pec­tant­ly. His face cloud­ed over

    when he saw Re­mo and Chi­un en­ter, alone. The young man dove for a small ta­ble. His hand

    fished in­side the draw­er be­fore Re­mo kicked the draw­er shut, with the man’s hand in­side.

    He held the draw­er closed with his foot.




    “We ask once,” Re­mo said. “Where is he?”




    “His es­tate. New­port, Rhode Is­land.”




    “How long’s he been there?”




    “Al­most a week. He’s rest­ing.”




    “Who’s there with him?”




    “No­body.”




    Re­mo pressed hard­er on the draw­er.




    “Hon­est. Just usu­al se­cu­ri­ty peo­ple is all.”




    “Thank you,” Re­mo said.




    He re­leased the pres­sure of his foot on the draw­er. The man came out with a gun, aimed at

    Re­mo. Be­fore he could squeeze the trig­ger, Re­mo’s heel was plant­ed un­der his ¡aw,

    lift­ing, the pres­sure in­creas­ing, un­til the man’s skull sep­arat­ed from his spinal

    col­umn.




    “And thanks again,” Re­mo said as the man fell in­to a heap. He looked at Chi­un and

    shrugged. “I was won­der­ing what I was go­ing to do with him so he didn’t call New­port.”




    Chi­un looked at the body.1 “You seem to have found a so­lu­tion,” he said.




    At the air­port, Re­mo went in­to the pri­vate pi­lot’s lounge and found a pi­lot who would

    fly them im­me­di­ate­ly to New­port for four hun­dred dol­lars. As they were walk­ing to the

    twin-​en­gined Cess­na, the pi­lot said, “Too bad.”




    “What’s too bad?” Re­mo asked.




    “If you were an hour ear­li­er, you could’ve shared the ride. I had an­oth­er

    pas­sen­ger.”




    “Blonde? Tall, good look­ing?” Re­mo asked.




    “That’s her. Said she was run­ning away from her hus­band. Hey, you’re not her hus­band, are

    you?”




    “Would it mat­ter?”




    “Not if you pay me in ad­vance,’ the pi­lot said.


  




  

    CHAPTER FIFTEEN




    Two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars.




    The amount re­ver­ber­at­ed through Jes­si­ca Lester’s mind all through the short flight

    from Boston to New­port. And she kept mouthing the words to her­self when she locked her­self

    in­to a toi­let booth in the small pri­vate air­port and be­gan to change her clothes.




    Two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars.




    In the bot­tom of her small overnight bag she found a black shirt, black slacks and black

    walk­ing shoes.




    As she dressed, she thought that Re­mo had told her very lit­tle but he had told her enough.

    He was from the Unit­ed States gov­ern­ment and was go­ing to try to get back Bob­by Jack

    Billings. In sim­plest terms, that meant Re­mo was try­ing to steal two hun­dred thou­sand

    dol­lars from her, the amount she had been promised by the Libyans if she could pro­duce Bob­by

    Jack for them.




    “No way,” she said aloud. Two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars added to her al­ready

    sub­stan­tial bank ac-




    counts in Eu­rope and Jes­si­ca could neat­ly re­tire from the busi­ness.




    It had been many years since she had first come from South Africa to be­come a field agent

    in Britain’s MI-5. It had quick­ly be­come ap­par­ent to her that there was no room for a

    wom­an to move up in the British sys­tem, to take a po­si­tion of promi­nence, no mat­ter how

    much she might have de­served it. There was just too much male dom­ina­tion, too many old

    school ties, too much re­liance on how many hy­phens you had in your name, to per­mit a young

    and beau­ti­ful South African to reach her lev­el. The Pe­ter Prin­ci­ple, she had once

    ob­served to a friend, seemed to work on­ly for those who had pe­ters.




    She bid­ed her time. She of­ten re­quest­ed trans­fers so she could get field du­ty in as

    much of Eu­rope as pos­si­ble, where she went out of her way to meet as many agents of oth­er

    gov­ern­ments as she could. Then one day, af­ter five years in the field, she typed out a neat

    res­ig­na­tion and dropped it on the desk of her sta­tion chief. That same day, she let all her

    ac­quain­tances from oth­er gov­ern­ments know that she was avail­able for con­tract jobs.




    They were not long in com­ing. Things had to be de­liv­ered, peo­ple had to be con­tact­ed,

    items had to be stolen-​and the jobs were al­ways risky enough that the gov­ern­ment which

    want­ed them done could not risk as­sign­ing one of their own agents, lest he be caught and the

    coun­try em­bar­rassed or worse. Jes­si­ca could do the jobs and, if she were caught, quite

    hon­est­ly say that she did not know for whom she was work­ing, since most of her assign­ments

    came through an in­ter­lock of agents, with the ac­tu­al as­sign­ment be­ing out­lined to her

    by an agent she had nev­er met be­fore, an agent who was just do­ing a fa­vor for an­oth­er

    agent of an­oth­er gov­ern­ment and who might some­day ask for just the same kind of a fa­vor

    in re­turn. Even with her iden­ti­ty ex­posed, the cap­tur­ing gov­ern­ment could do no more

    than rail that she was a British agent, and in her mind that would be what Great Britain

    de­served for driv­ing her out in­to pri­vate en­ter­prise. The jobs and the mon­ey rolled in.

    Jes­si­ca Lester was a well-​trained agent, as were most British spies since, with the

    pos­si­ble ex­cep­tion of the Is­raelis, the British ran the best cloak and dag­ger op­er­ation

    in the world.




    She had been at it now for three years, work­ing both sides against the mid­dle, the mid­dle

    against both ends, and she knew it was time to get out be­cause late­ly she had be­gun to be

    ner­vous on mis­sions. She had been told about that in her ear­li­est days of spy train­ing.

    Her in­struc­tor, a whiskered old man with rheumy blue eyes, had said that there would come a

    time when she would feel she want­ed to quit the busi­ness. When it hap­pened, he said, that

    was the time to quit be­cause there was a sub­tle psy­cho­log­ical change in the agent that

    made him less sure of him­self, less will­ing to take a chance, and in the pro­cess, made him

    less like­ly to sur­vive.




    “It’s re­al­ly a func­tion of the back of the head, girl,” he had said. “Of your

    sub­con­scious mind. One day, it just totes up all the columns and says you’ve stayed too long,

    best take your leave. When it hap­pens, take your leave be­fore it’s too late.”




    “What hap­pens if you don’t?” she had asked.




    “Two things can hap­pen. You can get caught or you can get lolled, and in this busi­ness,

    they’re of­ten the same thing, don’t you know. And if you’re lucky enough not to be caught or

    killed, you wind up do­ing what I’m do­ing-​train­ing oth­er fools to go in­to the field.”




    “Did it hap­pen to you?” she asked.




    “The sec­ond day I was on the job,” he said with a chuck­le. “For­tu­nate­ly, my un­cle was

    in the min­istry and I was able to get as­signed to train­ing du­ty im­me­di­ate­ly. Thank

    heav­ens. I would have been a ter­ri­ble field hand. And be­sides I hate dy­ing.”




    She had been in­clined to dis­miss it as the ram­bling of an old cow­ard­ly in­com­pe­tent

    and had put it far­ther and far­ther out of her mind, un­til one evening, she was stand­ing on

    a street cor­ner in Copen­hagen, wait­ing for some­one to de­liv­er a pack­age to her, when the

    ques­tion hit her sharply í “What am I do­ing here? For God’s sake, I might be killed.”




    At that mo­ment, she re­mem­bered the old in­struc­tor’s words and she did a quick re­cap of

    her life. She was al­most 32 years old. She was beau­ti­ful and in­tel­li­gent and she had a

    sub­stan­tial amount of mon­ey in the bank.




    But not quite enough. Not quite enough to re­tire the way she want­ed to re­tire. She kept

    tak­ing pri­vate mis­sions, but she knew her ca­reer, to all in­tents and pur­pos­es, was over.

    And then the Libyans sought her out and told her about the dis­ap­pear­ance of Bob­by Jack

    Billings and that they would pay two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars to get their hands on him, so

    she took the job. It met all the




    qual­ifi­ca­tions. It was the one large score she need­ed to have enough to re­tire on her

    own terms. The chances for dan­ger were slight, and, best of all, if she were cap­tured it

    would be by the Unit­ed States which made it a prac­tice, al­most unique in the world, of not

    killing spies found work­ing in­side its bor­ders.




    She fin­ished dress­ing and thought of Re­mo and her groin tin­gled. She won­dered if he

    might be near the point of re­sign­ing him­self, and then she thought sad­ly of the re­cep­tion

    she had ar­ranged for him back at Earl Slimone’s Boston apart­ment and she put him out of her

    head. He was dead by now. Dead, be­cause he had the look and feel of a zealot, a pa­tri­ot, who

    could be de­flect­ed on­ly by bul­lets from what he con­sid­ered his mis­sion in Ufe.




    She pulled up the leg of her black jeans and strapped a leather hol­ster to the in­side of

    her calf. In­to it, she put a small .22 cal­iber pis­tol. In an­oth­er hol­ster, hung from her

    belt at the small of her back, she hung a .32 cal­iber snub-​nosed re­volver.




    She took a black ker­chief from the bot­tom of her overnight bag and stuffed it in­to the

    pock­et of her trench coat. The trench coat was oys­ter white and she wore it to elim­inate the

    pos­si­ble no­tion in peo­ple’s mind that they had seen a six-​foot-​tall wom­an dressed all in

    black. The trench coat changed that vi­sion of her and when she got to her job, she would

    sim­ply take oft the coat and leave it by the side of the road.




    She would nev­er need it again.




    Af­ter they ar­rived at the New­port air­field, Re­mo told Chi­un: “I think we’ve got the

    beat on her.




    She’ll prob­ably wait till day­light to case the Sli-​mone place.”




    Chi­un shook his head. “Ev­ery path is a high­way for one whose feet are sure.”




    “Which means?”




    “It means that this is an in­tel­li­gent and tal­ent­ed wom­an. I am sure she can work at

    night. Af­ter all, I taught you to work at night, picked it of many pos­si­ble things to try to

    teach you, be­cause even cats learn it quick­ly and you are at least as smart as a cat, they

    be­ing the most stupid crea­tures in God’s uni­verse.”




    “All right, we’ll go now. But it’s not like you to want to hur­ry,” Re­mo said.




    “Who knows?” Chi­un said. “If we are suc­cess­ful, we shall earn the pres­ident’s

    ev­er­last­ing grat­itude. Who knows what good things that might pro­vide in the fu­ture?”




    “Like nam­ing me to the Olympic team?” Re­mo said.




    “You re­al­ly are a most dis­trust­ing per­son,” Chi­un said.




    It was 4:15 A.M.


  




  

    CHAPTER SIXTEEN




    It was called The Springs and it had once been a sum­mer re­treat for the en­tire

    Lip­pin­cott fam­ily, which was to mon­ey in Amer­ica what the Ford fam­ily was to

    au­to­mo­biles.




    But some­where along the Une, the prac­tice of en­tire fam­ilies all va­ca­tion­ing

    to­geth­er in what was ba­si­cal­ly a large com­pound had gone out of style and fi­nal­ly even

    the Lip­pin­cotts had sur­ren­dered to eco­nom­ic re­al­ity and sold the un­used place with its

    main man­sion and its dozen small­er build­ings on the edge of the ocean in New­port.




    The next own­er had de­cid­ed to make a re­sort of the place. An­tic­ipat­ing a swarm of

    rich guests, he had run an elec­tric rail spur in­to the com­pound. He had carved up the main

    house in­to a lux­ury ho­tel and the small­er build­ings in­to apart­ments for fam­ily groups.

    On the rolling grounds, he had built a nine-​hole golf course. He put in new docks with

    plea­sure boats of­fer­ing sight­see­ing cruis­es, and a small air strip for pri­vate

    planes.




    He had ev­ery­thing ex­cept guests. The Springs was too high-​priced for New Eng­lan­ders

    and notfar enough away for New York­ers whose va­ca­tion tastes be­gan to run more and

    more to Flori­da.




    The own­er had held it as long as he could. Just when he was fear­ful that he might have to

    de­clare bankrupt­cy and drop the whole idea, World War II be­gan and he was able to sell The

    Springs to the fed­er­al gov­ern­ment, which want­ed the se­clud­ed es­tate as a train­ing base

    for spies go­ing over­seas.




    Af­ter the war, the Unit­ed States kept the prop­er­ty as a re­ha­bil­ita­tion and rest

    cen­ter for re­turn­ing staff of­fi­cers suf­fer­ing from fa­tigue. What this ac­tu­al­ly meant

    was that it was a hos­pi­tal for gen­er­als who had got­ten a dose of over­seas clap.




    Af­ter that the prop­er­ty lan­guished. For a time, there was a pos­si­bil­ity of its be­ing

    de­vel­oped as a pres­iden­tial re­treat, but dur­ing the war Pres­ident Roo­sevelt had

    fa­vored Shangri-​La and Pres­ident Eisen­how­er had ex­pand­ed that area and rechris-​tened it

    as Camp David and so the old Lip­pin­cott es­tate was left to lie fal­low, un­til one day a

    Con­gres­sion­al bud­get com­mit­tee found it on tie books and or­dered it sold at

    auc­tion.




    It was ex­act­ly what Earl Slimone had want­ed and he glad­ly played the $2.4 mil­lion price

    tag. Slimone had got­ten rich in the black mar­ket dur­ing World War II, sell­ing coun­ter­feit

    ra­tion coupons for gas and meat.




    He had vi­sion. He fore­saw that while the war had been a good time for mak­ing mon­ey, it

    would be noth­ing com­pared to the post-​war pe­ri­od. He saw the Unit­ed States mak­ing moves

    around the world to bol­ster up al­lies, to cre­ate al­liances, to strength­en its po­si­tion,

    and he saw no rea­son why or­ga­nized crime could not do the same thing. Soon




    The Springs be­came the meet­ing place for shad­owy peo­ple from France, Italy,

    Scan­di­navia, and the Far East.




    Here were made the agree­ments that di­vid­ed the world in­to crime zones. The time zones of

    the world be­gan at the Green­wich Merid­ian in Eng­land, but the crime zones be­gan in

    New­port, Rhode Is­land.




    Slimone’s em­pire blos­somed and as it did and as he grew old­er, Slimone be­gan to think

    more and more about gar­ner­ing pub­lic re­spect. He col­lect­ed com­mit­tee chair­man­ships as

    some men col­lect­ed stamps or hon­orary de­grees or wom­en. He be­came the founder of this,

    the bene­fac­tor of that, the spon­sor of some­thing else. Sev­en uni­ver­si­ties in the

    Unit­ed States had chairs of phi­los­ophy en­dowed by him, al­though the on­ly phi­los­ophy

    Earl Slimone had ev­er de­vised was an im­prove­ment on the Amer­ican mer­can­tile idea of “buy

    cheap and sell dear.” Slimone’s phi­los­ophy had im­proved it to “steal for free and make them

    pay their lungs to buy it.”




    In the fifties, Slimone be­gan to tin­ker in po­lit­ical cam­paigns when he saw a grow­ing

    ten­den­cy in the gov­ern­ment to look in­to the peo­ple and the busi­ness­es of or­ga­nized

    crime. He guar­an­teed him­self that he would be on the win­ning side by sup­port­ing both

    sides. And as crime in the world be­came a more sta­ble in­stru­ment, which re­quired few­er

    sum­mit meet­ings and in which the Un­es of com­mu­ni­ca­tion and sup­ply were in­creas­ing­ly

    sim­ple, the old es­tate slow­ly be­came Slimone’s main home where he en­ter­tained the rich

    and the pow­er­ful from around the world. And when he took them to play golf on his pri­vate

    nine-​hole course, he some­times had tore­mind him­self not to laugh when he re­al­ized

    that this for­eign min­is­ter or that am­bas­sador were putting on greens that were

    un­usu­al­ly lush and rich be­cause they were fer­til­ized by un­usu­al­ly lush and rich

    or­gan­ic waste-​the bod­ies of peo­ple who had dis­agreed with Slimone and quite sim­ply

    dis­ap­peared to be­come for­ev­er a part of the Rhode Is­land land­scape.




    In the late moon­light, Re­mo could see the twelve-​foot-​high elec­tri­fied fence

    sur­round­ing the es­tate. Around the top of the fence was par­tic­ular­ly brutish-​look­ing

    barbed wire, cho­sen per­son­al­ly by Slimone be­cause each wrap had six barbs in­stead of the

    usu­al’four.




    “It’s a big place,” Re­mo said as he looked through the fence to­ward the ocean be­hind. The

    sil­hou­ettes of half a dozen build­ings loomed in front of them. “He could be any­where.”




    “The big house,” Chi­un said. “Up and over.”




    Re­mo looked at the high fence, the height of two tall men. He grabbed Chi­un about the

    waist and slung him up­ward to a tree. Chi­un land­ed light­ly on his feet on the first limb,

    then ran along it to­ward the fence. When he ran out of tree, he dove through the air, over the

    fence, land­ing light­ly on his feet on the grass on the oth­er side of the chain mesh.




    He looked back at Re­mo.




    “Why are you wait­ing there?” he hissed.




    Re­mo leaped up to the tree branch, catch­ing it with his fin­ger­tips. He swung him­self up

    on­to the limb, and then fol­lowed Chi­un’s route to the end of the limb, div­ing over on­to

    the lush grass just in­side the fence. For good mea­sure, he did a dou­ble somersault be­fore

    land­ing. When he stopped on his feet, he threw his arms out to his sides at shoul­der

    height.




    “Al­ways play­ing games,” Chi­un said.




    “Just prac­tic­ing for the Olympics,” Re­mo said. “Any­way, noth­ing wror­jg with show­ing a

    lit­tle class.”




    “Econ­omy is ev­ery­thing” Chi­un said. “If one turn is need­ed, do one turn. Any­thing more

    is for show, mere show.”




    “You’re just jeal­ous.”




    “As the sun en­vies the can­dle,” Chi­un replied. “This way.”




    Jes­si­ca Lester had parked her car and sat in the front seat while she black­ened her face

    with wa­ter-​sol­uble make­up. Or­di­nar­ily, the high fence would have giv­en her a mo­ment’s

    wor­ry. But she had asked the pi­lot who flew her in­to New­port to go low over the es­tate and

    she had seen the rail lines glint­ing in the moon­light. There had to be an open­ing in the

    fence for a rail­road car to get through.




    She fol­lowed the fence to the far west­ern edge of the prop­er­ty where it turned north,

    then fol­lowed the fence for five hun­dred yards in that di­rec­tion. She had left her white

    trench coat in her au­to­mo­bile, park­ing in the shrubs, back off the main road, out of sight.

    Her light blonde hair was wrapped now and hid­den in her black ban­dan­na.




    In the deep­est part of the night be­fore the on­set of dawn, she moved quick­ly and sure­ly

    to­ward a spot in the fence fifty yards away where she saw the twin lines of rail­road track

    glis­ten­ing in the moon­light.




    Clos­er up, she could see the gap in the fence. As she ex­pect­ed, there was a guard on

    du­ty in a small shack next to the fence open­ing.




    She moved away from the fence, trav­el­ing a large se­mi-​cir­cle in the black­ness, which

    fi­nal­ly brought her back to the fence be­hind the guard’s shack. Cau­tious­ly, she peered in

    through a win­dow.




    The guard was sit­ting on a stool, doz­ing. She reached be­hind her for her pis­tol and

    moved to the front of the shack where the door was ajar. Then she changed her mind. If she

    killed him and he was re­quired to make cer­tain check-​in calls, it might trig­ger an alarm

    and alert the camp. She did not need to kill him. She moved away from the shack, through the

    open­ing in the elec­tri­fied fence and van­ished quick­ly in some shrub­bery which bor­dered

    the rail line. The guard be­ing alive might make it more dif­fi­cult for her to get out with

    Bob­by Jack Billings in tow, she re­al­ized, but she would blow up that lit­tle bridge when she

    came to it.




    Still she felt a tinge of ner­vous­ness. Thank God, she thought, that this is the last

    mis­sion. When the nerves went, a spy had noth­ing left, ex­cept per­haps guile and

    in­tel­li­gence and ex­pe­ri­ence. But with­out nerve, those things count­ed for less than

    noth­ing. Nerve was the key-​and she was ner­vous and didn’t like the feel­ing.




    She wished it were all over be­fore she made a mis­take.




    In a small room in an un­der­ground cham­ber far­ther down the rail­road track, two men sat

    look­ing at a pan­el on which Jes­si­ca Lester’s mis­take was clear­ly vis­ible.She had

    cor­rect­ly fig­ured that the weak­ness of the com­pound was the train en­trance. But the

    de­sign­ers of the se­cu­ri­ty pro­ce­dures at The Spring had re­al­ized that hu­man guards had

    hu­man fail­ings, like falling asleep at night. They had in­stalled a back­up sys­tem of

    in­vis­ible elec­tric eyes, be­gin­ning twen­ty feet from the guard’s shack. The sys­tem was

    in­stalled on bush­es two feet off the ground so it would not be trig­gered ac­ci­den­tal­ly by

    a rab­bit or a rac­coon. So when the red warn­ing light flashed on in the con­trol room, the

    two men who sat in the room drink­ing cof­fee and watch­ing the in­stru­ment pan­el were

    in­stant­ly alert. They knew some­one had bro­ken in­to the camp.




    The two men wore mil­itary type kha­ki uni­forms, with hol­stered sidearms on their hips.

    One of the men pressed a but­ton which flashed small warn­ing sig­nals in one of the build­ings

    in which the se­cu­ri­ty staff of the com­pound slept. The small beep­ing sound in­stant­ly

    woke one of the men, who slept in his clothes. He got up from his bed and shook awake four

    oth­er men who quick­ly dressed, strapped on guns and ran from the build­ing.




    Back at the un­der­ground con­trol cen­ter, an­oth­er red light flashed as Jes­si­ca Lester

    trig­gered an­oth­er elec­tric eye.




    “Head­ed this way,” the man said.




    “I won­der if he killed Coo­ley,” the sec­ond man said.




    “Serves him right if he’s sleep­ing again. Where are those guards?”




    “Don’t wor­ry. They’re com­ing. I won­der who this guy is.”




    “Don’t know,” the sec­ond man said. He was




    short, with a build like a top-​load­ing wash­er. “There’s some fun­ny stuff go­ing on up at

    the big house. The maids tell me they’re not al­lowed in­to the west wing. The old man brings

    in food him­self. Most of it comes out not even touched. But they keep ship­ping in two cas­es

    of beer a day.”




    He stopped speak­ing as a third light lit on the pan­el. The lights were ar­ranged in

    con­cen­tric rings. The new light lit on the third in­ner ring.




    “Def­inite­ly head­ing for the big house,” the man said. “I guess it’s time.”




    The two men went out­side the guard’s con­trol room and met five oth­er men. They spoke

    qui­et­ly.




    “He’s head­ing up to­ward the big house,” the husky short man said. “Well cut him off up

    there.”




    He opened a door that led down a dark flight of steps. The men ran down the steps, clos­ing

    the door be­hind them. At the bot­tom of the steps was a tun­nel cut un­der the ground to the

    main build­ing. The tun­nel was light­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed by low-​wattage bulbs but the men were

    able to see well enough to run at full speed.




    The tun­nel ex­it­ed at ground lev­el from a shed­like struc­ture at­tached to the rear of

    the main man­sion. Next to the shed was a pri­vate rail­road car sit­ting on a sid­ing

    di­rect­ly be­hind the rear pa­tio en­trance to the man­sion. The men took up pre­de­ter­mined

    posts around the build­ing and wait­ed.




    Jes­si­ca Lester took her pis­tol from be­hind her waist. From her pock­et, she took a

    si­lencer and screwed it on­to the bar­rel. As she moved near the big house now, she could see

    the first fin­gers of light­ness grow­ing in the pre-​dawn sky. She wouldhave to move

    quick­ly or the same cos­tume that pro­vid­ed pro­tec­tion in dark­ness would make her stand

    out like a bea­con light.




    She was sur­prised that there were no sig­nif­icant signs of se­cu­ri­ty. It made no sense

    to shel­ter a kid­nap vic­tim and have no se­cu­ri­ty but a fence with a hole in it. She put

    the thought out of her mind. So the mis­sion was a piece of cake. Af­ter all these years, she

    de­served an easy one for her vale­dic­tion.




    Just a few min­utes more, she hoped.




    “There are elec­tron­ic de­vices,” Chi­un said to Re­mo as they moved swift­ly to­ward the

    big house. “Do you feel them?”




    “No,” Re­mo said. “But I fig­ured there were ’cause we didn’t see any guards.”




    “There are,” said Chi­un flat­ly. Re­mo did not need to ask Chi­un how he knew there were

    elec­tron­ic sen­sors. Re­mo knew how Chi­un knew. It re­quired ex­ert­ing a force around one’s

    body so that any­thing in­trud­ing on that force was reg­is­tered by di­rec­tion and strength.

    Re­mo could do it most of the time, but it took a con­scious ef­fort of will for him. With

    Chi­un, it was an in­stinc­tive and con­tin­uous pro­cess.




    They were on­ly a hun­dred yards from the big house.




    Jes­si­ca paused at the edge of the trees lead­ing to the clear­ing on which the house sat.

    She looked around care­ful­ly. She could see no lights and no guards. To the rear of the house,

    to her left, was a pri­vate rail­road car. The twin steel track led awayfrom the house

    through the big en­camp­ment. In­stinc­tive­ly, she went to­ward the rear of the build­ing.

    En­try would prob­ably be sim­pler there. She stepped cau­tious­ly over the rail­road tracks.

    She didn’t un­der­stand third rails and elec­tric­ity but she had come too far to blun­der

    now.




    She saw that that rail­road car sat next to a large pa­tio with glass doors that led in­to

    the rear of the build­ing. She straight­ened up and ran to­ward the doors. Just as she reached

    the flag­stone pa­tio, she felt arms tack­ling her about the an­kles. She tried to aim the gun

    at her tack­ier, but the pis­tol was snatched from her hand.




    She felt her­self tossed over, rough­ly, on­to her back. When she looked up, two men stood

    over her. One had a hand­gun point­ed at her. Five more men ran up be­hind them. They all wore

    kha­ki uni­forms, and had their weapons out of their hol­sters.




    The man near­est her reached down and ripped her ban­dan­na rough­ly from her head. Her long

    blonde braids fell out in stark con­trast to her black­ened face.




    “Well, well, well. What have we here?” he said. “It’s a wom­an, I do be­lieve.” He placed

    the open palm of his hand on her chest. “Yes, in­deed. A wom­an.”




    He grabbed her hair and yanked her head around as he knelt down along­side her. “Some

    an­swers to some ques­tions,” he said. “And fast.”




    ‘Tou’re hurt­ing me,” Jes­si­ca said. Her mind was work­ing quick­ly. She twist­ed her body

    as if in pain, try­ing to work up the pants on her left leg. She want­ed to get the gun in her

    hand. She knew shestood no chance against sev­en armed men but with the pis­tol in her

    hand, the crowd might thin out and she might have a chance of es­cape.




    In the mean­time, she had to take what they gave un­til they tired of their sport and took

    her to their boss. These six men in mil­itary uni­forms were not re­spon­si­ble for the

    kid­nap­ping of Bob­by Jack Billings. Uni­forms car­ried out plans; they didn’t de­vise

    them.




    Her long braids were caught in the husky man’s hand, and as he rose to his feet he yanked

    her up to a stand­ing po­si­tion. Her hand pulled away from the gun strapped to her leg.




    “Who are you?” he asked.




    “The Avon La­dy. I like to get an ear­ly start.”




    He back­hand­ed a slap across her face and pressed his right arm up be­hind her back.




    “Last chance,” he said. “Who are you?”




    “She’s with us,” came Re­mo’s voice.


  




  

    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




    The sev­en uni­formed guards turned to­ward the end of the flag­stone pa­tio as Re­mo and

    Chi­un came around the cor­ner of the house and moved to­ward them.




    Jes­si­ca Lester’s heart surged again as she saw them. She had been sure that Re­mo was

    dead; she had nev­er felt hap­pi­er to see any­one be­fore.




    The guard hold­ing Jes­si­ca’s arm said, “What the hell is this, a con­ven­tion?”




    “Just let her go,” Re­mo said, “be­fore I peel youreye­balls.”




    “Why, sure,” the guard said. “Itll be my plea­sure. I pre­fer work­ing on men any­way.”




    He re­leased Jes­si­ca’s arm and then, with a loop­ing swing of his right arm, tried to bury

    the butt of his heavy au­to­mat­ic be­tween Re­mo’s eyes.




    He missed, al­though Re­mo had not seemed to move. His ac­tion trig­gered the oth­er guards

    in­to move­ment. The quar­ters were too close to con­sid­er fir­ing their weapons, so they

    leaped for­ward on Re­mo and Chi­un, swing­ing their guns, pum­mel­ingwith their fists, a

    surg­ing pile of hu­man­ity that seemed to swell and throb with a life of its own.




    Jes­si­ca, for­got­ten for the mo­ment, watched on­ly a split sec­ond of the bat­tle, then

    turned, opened the large French doors at the end of the pa­tio and ran in­to the house. She was

    close to mis­sion’s end, she thought. It was worth a try. Per­haps if the di­ver­sion last­ed

    long enough, she could find Bob­by Jack Billings and spir­it him off be­fore any­body thought

    of her.




    Buried un­der a pile of bod­ies, Re­mo and Chi­un re­mained mo­tion­less for a mo­ment,

    giv­ing the surg­ing guards a chance to cre­ate their own uni­form rhythm of move­ment. They

    ab­sorbed the rhythm as their own and then, slow­ly at first, but in­creas­ing­ly faster, they

    be­gan to move, at first in time with the move­ment, but then more and more in coun­ter­point

    to it. Re­mo flicked a weapon from a hand, and Chi­un flicked a hand from a wrist. Mov­ing in

    cir­cu­lar forms now against the straight line force of their at­tack­ers, they sliced through

    them as if they were work­ing in a dif­fer­ent di­men­sion of time and space. One guard raised

    the butt of his weapon over his head and smashed it down to­ward Re­mo’s skull. But Re­mo had

    been in his zone of pow­er on­ly for a fleet­ing in­stant and when the gun butt struck skull,

    it was the skull of one of the oth­er guards who dropped to the flag­stone with­out a

    sound.




    Re­mo cir­cled, be­neath and with­in the oth­er men, but cu­ri­ous­ly un­touched by them. He

    felt the spa­tial pow­er of Chi­un be­hind him, work­ing the Gold­en Cir­cle of Sinan­ju. Re­mo

    reached out a hand and found a guard’s bel­ly at the end of it. Theguard whooshed out an

    ex­plo­sion of air and found death be­fore he dropped.




    The on­ly sounds on the pa­tio were the muf­fled curs­es and grunts of the guards and the

    heavy metal­lic tinging as their steel weapons were knocked from their hands and hit the

    stone.




    There were on­ly three guards still stand­ing. All were with­out weapons and in that brief

    in­stant of lu­cid­ity that some­times comes in the mid­dle of great stress, they saw that they

    were be­ing sys­tem­at­ical­ly slaugh­tered. The three turned and ran. Two of them nev­er made

    it from the pa­tio be­fore they were clipped from be­hind, at neck lev­el, by Re­mo and

    Chi­un’s feet. The last sound each heard was the crack­ing of their spinal columns.




    The last sur­vivor, the burly square-​built guard, was run­ning away down the rail­road

    tracks. Re­mo and Chi­un looked around and Re­mo saw a pow­er switch on a pan­el next to the

    en­trance of the house. He pushed it up in­to the “on” po­si­tion. Be­neath his feet, he could

    hear the start-​up whirring of a pow­er­ful gen­er­ator.




    Chi­un bent down and picked up one of the heavy au­to­mat­ics. He held it by the bar­rel

    end, then with a back­hand flip, let it fly. Like a boomerang it soared from his fin­ger­tips,

    out on a line par­al­lel to the rail­road tracks. Quick­ly, it was out in front of the flee­ing

    guard, then slow­ly, it de­scribed a ba­nana-​shaped arc in the air, turned back, and swooped

    down on the guard like an ea­gle div­ing from the sky on a hap­less rab­bit. The spin­ning gun

    buried it­self deep in the guard’s throat. The force of the im­pact stopped his run­ning and

    lift­ed himoff his feet, dump­ing him on­to his back. In his fi­nal throes, his body

    re­volved. His hand, flung out over his head, touched the third rail from which the rail cars

    got their elec­tric pow­er. The man’s body sparked and siz­zled. It twitched along the ground

    un­til one in­vol­un­tary move­ment broke it free from its elec­tri­cal con­nec­tion and it lay

    still and in­cin­er­at­ed be­tween the two lines of tracks. “Good shot,” Re­mo said.




    “Thank you,” Chi­un said. “Where is the wom­an?” They saw the open pa­tio doors and raced

    to­ward them.




    Jes­si­ca Lester found Bob­by Jack Billings in a sec­ond-​floor room.




    She had heard voic­es while stand­ing in the hall and she with­drew her .22 cal­iber pis­tol

    from the hol­ster on her calf. She paused out­side a heavy door for a mo­ment, took a deep

    breath, then pushed the door open and stepped in­side.




    “Hiya, lit­tle black girl. Have a beer.”




    Bob­by Jack Billings looked at her and smiled. He was sit­ting in his skivvy shorts and a

    ragged tee shirt on an an­tique up­hol­stered arm­chair. The chair was dark­ened by beer

    stains. The Ori­en­tal car­pet around the chair was lit­tered with emp­ty cans. Billings had a

    small in­sipid smile on his face as he waved his beer can at the wom­an.




    There was an­oth­er man in the room. He wore a bro­cade bathrobe over silk pa­ja­mas. The

    man’s hair was jet black and his skin bore the signs of mas­sage and ex­pen­sive care. He could

    have been any age from forty to six­ty. He was sit­ting in achair fac­ing Bob­by Jack’s.

    On the del­icate hand-​carved end ta­ble by his right side was a small flut­ed glass of

    sher­ry.




    He looked up at Jes­si­ca and said, “Just who are you and what do you want here?”




    “Mr. Slimone, I pre­sume.”




    “You pre­sumes right, girl,” Bob­by Jack said. “My old bud­dy, Earl Slimone. I’d in­tro­duce

    you right but I don’t know your name.”




    “Name’s not im­por­tant,” Jes­si­ca said. “I’ve come to res­cue you.”




    Billings laughed. Slimone sup­pressed a slight smile. “Res­cue him from what, my dear?”




    “Don’t play dumb,” Jes­si­ca said. “It’s not be­coming.”




    “But I mean it. Res­cue him from what? Mr. Billings has been my house guest for a week.”




    “Thass right,” Billings said. “Me and my good old bud­dy, Earl here, we been hang­ing out

    to­geth­er.”




    Through her black make­up, Jes­si­ca’s face showed mo­men­tary con­fu­sion. Just then Re­mo

    and Chi­un moved sound­less­ly past her in­to the room. Re­mo looked around.




    Chi­un said, “Which one is this Billings?”




    “The one with the beer can,” Re­mo said. “Come on, Bob­by Jack. You’re go­ing home.” He

    turned to Jes­si­ca. “Well take over from here.”




    “Not quite so fast,” Jes­si­ca said, ‘Tve got a fee in­volved here.”




    I don’t think you ought to be greedy,” Re­mo said. “We pulled your ba­con off the stove once

    tonight. Why don’t you count your­self lucky and gohome?”




    “Yeah. Go home,” Billings said thick­ly. “Don’t




    want a beer, you can go home. Don’t like nig­gers vis­it­ing any­way.” His face bright­ened

    as he fo­cused his eyes on Re­mo and Chi­un. “You’uns want a beer?”




    “Shut up,” Re­mo said. He told Jes­si­ca, “Put that gun away be­fore some­body gets

    hurt.”




    “Per­haps I can make some sense with you,” Slimone told Re­mo. “Just who is this wom­an? And

    why is she point­ing that gun at us?”




    “She’s just your friend­ly neigh­bor­hood spy,” Re­mo said. “Don’t pay her any mind.”




    Jes­si­ca leaned close to Re­mo’s ear. “Re­mo,” she said. ‘There hasn’t been any

    kid­nap­ping here. Look at him. Does he look like a pris­on­er?^




    “Then what the hell’s he do­ing here?” Even as he asked the ques­tion, he had the an­swer in

    his mind.




    “You two put this to­geth­er to dodge the grand ju­ry that’s look­ing in­to cam­paign

    fi­nanc­ing, didn’t you?” he said.




    “Right. Right. Right,” said Bob­by Jack. “Damn grand ju­ries . . . make you crazy . . .

    get­ting so no­body can make a buck any­more with­out some­body butting in.”




    “And PLOTZ? And those medals at the train sta­tion? Just tricks to mud­dy up the trail?”

    Re­mo asked.




    Slimone said sharply, “Bob­by Jack, hold your tongue.”




    Re­mo shook his head. He would let Smith sort all this out. What he want­ed to do now was

    get out of here with Billings in tow. He de­cid­ed to take Slimone for good mea­sure.




    “All right, you two, on your feet.” He looked at Jes­si­ca again. “I told you to put that

    gun away.”




    She nod­ded but kept the pis­tol in her hand.




    Slimone stood up. He was a tall thin man and he car­ried him­self straight, with his

    shoul­ders back. Bob­by Jack tried to crawl up from his seat. On the third try he made it.

    Re­mo walked be­hind them and hus­tled them to­ward the door. As he was leav­ing the room,

    Bob­by Jack made a swipe to­ward a can of beer which stood on a leather-​topped ta­ble and

    chor­tled when he caught it on the first try. As they were walk­ing down the steps, Slimone and

    Bob­by Jack in front, fol­lowed by Jes­si­ca, Re­mo and Chi­un, Billings popped the top of the

    can open and halt­ed the car­avan for a mo­ment while he took a long swig of beer.




    “Good,” he said. “Noth­ing like a beer when you’re dry.”




    The pro­ces­sion halt­ed mo­men­tar­ily as Slimone stopped in shock when he saw the bod­ies

    of his guards on the flag­stone pa­tio out­side the rear of the house.




    “C’mon, let’s go,” Re­mo growled. He turned to Jes­si­ca who still held her small .22 in her

    hand. “I told you to put that away.”




    Just as he spoke, Slimone dove for­ward on­to the pa­tio. His hand reached out and caught

    one of the fall­en guard’s .45 au­to­mat­ics. He rolled over and came up with the weapon

    point­ing at the four oth­ers. Jes­si­ca saw him and jumped out in front of Re­mo, rais­ing her

    gun to shoul­der height.




    She and Slimone fired to­geth­er. Her bul­let caught him full in the face. The slug from his

    weapon ripped in­to her heart. Both of them fell.




    Re­mo knelt along­side Jes­si­ca but Chi­un tapped him on the shoul­der and raised him to

    his feet.




    “There is no hope, my son,” Chi­un said. As Re­mo looked down at her, then over at Slimone,

    he saw that both were dead.




    So did Bob­by Jack Billings. He took an­oth­er sip of his beer. “Hot damn,” he said. “That’s

    good. Now what you say we get out of here?”




    “Your friend just got killed and that’s all you have to say?” Re­mo asked.




    “Hell with him,” Billings said. “Dead’s dead. Noth­ing I can do about that. And any­way,

    with him dead, I can go back. No grand ju­ry can find out noth­ing I did wrong with­out him

    around. And I don’t even know her. Hell with her. Serves the nig­ger right.”




    He drank some more from his beer. “I got­ta tap a kid­ney,” he said.




    “One thing,” Re­mo said. “Did the pres­ident know where you were?”




    “That peck­er­head? I don’t tell him noth­ing. None of his busi­ness what I do.” “He was

    wor­ried about you,” Re­mo said. Bob­by Jack Billings blinked his eyes as if it took an act of

    will to fo­cus them. “That’s his prob­lem,” he said. “Now I got­ta make wee-​wee.”




    He start­ed off for the side of the house. Re­mo looked at Chi­un, who shrugged.




    “You’re not go­ing over there, are you?” Re­mo asked.




    “Why not?” Bob­by Jack said. He turned as he talked to Re­mo and swayed from left foot to

    right foot as if he were a flamin­go try­ing to de­cide be­tween them. His legs were thin and

    paste-​col­ored. “C’mon,” Re­mo said, his face wrin­kling in disgust. “Not against the house.

    Go some­where else.” He waved to­ward the rail­road tracks. “Go over there.”




    “Make up your mind or Fil go in my skivvies,” Billings said. He start­ed to walk off down

    the rail­road tracks. Thir­ty feet from the house, he stopped be­tween the twin sil­ver rails

    and yelled back sar­cas­ti­cal­ly, “Is this all right?”




    “Fine,” Re­mo said.




    “Well, thank you very much,” Bob­by Jack said.




    Re­mo watched as Bob­by Jack strug­gled with the front of his box­er shorts. He turned his

    back to Re­mo and aimed him­self to­ward the third rail. Re­mo turned to Chi­un, about to say

    some­thing, when he heard a crack­ling sound be­hind him and spun back.




    Bob­by Jack had suc­cumbed to his last call of na­ture. The elec­tric cur­rent from the

    third rail had raced its way up the stream of wa­ter from his body and poured in­to his body.

    The can of beer in his hand was giv­ing off blue sparks. Billings fell for­ward across the

    third rail, where he sput­tered once more.




    Back on the pa­tio, Re­mo tossed the switch, cut­ting off the elec­tric pow­er to the third

    rail.




    I for­got it was on,” he mum­bled.




    Chi­un snick­ered.




    As Re­mo turned and looked at Bob­by Jack’s body, he fold­ed his arms stolid­ly.




    “A lot of peo­ple got killed be­cause of that nit,” Re­mo said to Chi­un.




    “That’s Me,” Chi­un said


  




  

    CHAPTER EIGHTEEN




    Dr. Harold W. Smith took care of the de­tails. The bod­ies were re­moved and it was

    fi­nal­ly an­nounced to the press that Bob­by Jack Billings and his good friend, Earl Slimone,

    had been ac­ci­den­tal­ly elec­tro­cut­ed on Slimone’s New­port es­tate, where Billings had

    been vis­it­ing for the past week.




    Mustafa Kaf­fir was ad­vised that he was per­sona non gra­ta in the Unit­ed States and

    re­quest­ed to leave with­in a week.




    Smith thanked Re­mo for his work and said that he felt much bet­ter know­ing that the

    pres­ident had not or­dered the kid­nap­ping of Bob­by Jack Billings in an ef­fort to pro­tect

    him­self from an in­ves­ti­ga­tion of cam­paign fi­nanc­ing. And, he said, un­der no

    cir­cum­stances could ei­ther Re­mo or Chi­un have per­mis­sion to com­pete in the 1980 Olympic

    games. Un­der no cir­cum­stances.




    When he hung up the tele­phone and re­layed Smith’s mes­sage to Chi­un, Re­mo said, “You

    know, an­noy­ing Smit­ty is the on­ly thing that makes the idea worth­while.”




    Chi­un said, “Keep think­ing that way.”
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