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    Chapter 1




    The bod­ies were still there, pre­served by the cold and dark of the sea, just as he said

    they would be. And they were right where he said they’d find them: two hun­dred feet down, off

    the coast of Spain, in the bel­ly of a Span­ish man-​of-​war. Ma­neu­ver­ing in the slow

    dreamwalk of the deep, the div­er moved around the open hatch, watch­ing the pan­taloons of the

    dead quiver in the cur­rents cre­at­ed with his heavy lead­ed feet. They were Span­ish

    sol­diers of the king, he had been told, guard­ing the ship for eter­ni­ty. They would not harm

    him, he had been told. He had an­swered that he wasn’t afraid of the dead; he was afraid of the

    old div­ing suit he had to wear. If they did find the wreck, and he had to en­ter it, an air

    hose go­ing up to the moth­er ship could get caught in one of the old tim­bers.




    “You’re not get­ting paid to test mod­ern equip­ment, you’re get­ting paid to find a damned

    ship and get me some­thing,” Mr. Har­ri­son Cald­well had told him from be­hind a desk in a

    very mod­ern sal­vage of­fice in Barcelona. Mr. Cald­well was an Amer­ican, but strange­ly he

    could speak Span­ish as though born a grandee. The div­er, Je­sus Gomez, had been warned of

    that, warned not to make lit­tle snide re­marks about the gringo in Span­ish.




    “Mr. Cald­well, sir. There is no amount of mon­ey that is worth my life, sir,” Je­sus Gomez

    had an­swered. He made his protest about the old air hose in prac­ticed En­glish. Je­sus was

    the son and grand­son of divers, men who had gone un­der the wa­ter for sponges with­out any

    equip­ment and end­ed up crip­pled from the bends, walk­ing in­to old age stooped like ships

    heel­ing to one side. He knew that if he wished to walk up­right for the rest of his life he

    would have to dive with equip­ment. Get­ting equip­ment meant not div­ing for sponges but

    things un­der the sea im­por­tant peo­ple want­ed. And im­por­tant peo­ple meant

    En­glish-​speak­ing peo­ple. So Je­sus, the div­er, learned En­glish ear­ly on. The first word

    Je­sus Gomez learned was “mis­ter.” The sec­ond was “sir.”




    “Mr. Cald­well, sir. If I lose my life, what good is mon­ey? There is not enough mon­ey,

    sir, to pay for my life,” Je­sus Gomez had told Mr. Cald­well.




    “Oh, there most cer­tain­ly is,” Har­ri­son Cald­well had said, brush­ing some­thing

    imag­inary off his dark im­mac­ulate suit. “Let’s not waste time in this in­fer­nal Latin

    bar­gain­ing. Ev­ery­thing has a price; peo­ple are just too stupid to know it. Now, we are not

    talk­ing about your def­inite death. We are talk­ing about a risk of death.”




    “Yessir,” said Je­sus Gomez. He sat a bit more stiffly than nor­mal, be­cause his mouth had

    learned the words, but not his soul.




    “You risk your life ev­ery­time you go down, so we are not even ne­go­ti­at­ing the risk of

    your life, but how much of a risk.”




    “That is cor­rect, Mr. Cald­well.”




    “There­fore, what is your price for the greater risk?”




    “Sir, may I ask why you in­sist on the old air line con­nect­ed to a heavy steel hel­met and

    a div­ing suit? Air lines get tan­gled in wrecks. Suits are heavy. Wrecks are dan­ger­ous

    enough with­out en­ter­ing them on the end of a thin air line.”




    “I wish to have con­tact all the time. I wish to have tele­phone con­tact all the time.”




    “Sir, may I sug­gest the new scu­ba equip­ment for me, with a tele­phone line for you. I

    will be safe. You will have your div­ing ser­vice, and we will both be hap­py.”




    “My way, fif­teen thou­sand dol­lars for the week,” said Har­ri­son Cald­well. He had a

    sharp long face with a high­bridged nose, and an im­pe­ri­ous dark-​eyed stare that al­ways

    re­mind­ed oth­ers of what, ex­act­ly, Har­ri­son Cald­well thought they were-​ser­vants.




    “Sir, I will do it for ten thou­sand, but let me use my own gear.”




    “Thir­ty thou­sand. We use mine,” said Har­ri­son Cald­well.




    “Sir…”




    “Forty,” said Mr. Cald­well.




    “Fifty,” said Je­sus Gomez, and when the Amer­ican agreed so read­ily, Je­sus Gomez cursed

    him­self for not de­mand­ing more. But still, fifty thou­sand Amer­ican dol­lars, for one week

    of div­ing, was more than his fa­ther had made in a life­time. Though Je­sus was a man of

    twen­ty-​eight, he al­most did not tell his fa­ther of his good for­tune; Je­sus feared his

    fa­ther might re­gret his hav­ing giv­en up his life for so lit­tle.




    “Je­sus,” said his fa­ther, “fifty thou­sand dol­lars Amer­ican is far too much for a week

    of div­ing. It is too much.”




    “There is no such thing as too much.”




    “There is al­ways a thing that is too much, ” said the fa­ther. “I am afraid I will nev­er

    see you again.”




    “You will see me rich, Fa­ther. You will see a new home, and the good wine bought in

    bot­tles, and Amer­ican cigarettes, and the French cheeses you once had on your trip to the big

    city. And Ma­ma will have lace for her hair.”




    “Too much for one week,” his fa­ther had said. But his fa­ther was an old man who was

    crip­pled at forty from div­ing with­out any gear for the sponges that be­came far­ther and

    far­ther out, deep­er and deep­er down. An old man who had spent his strong days earn­ing in

    his en­tire life the equiv­alent of twelve thou­sand Amer­ican dol­lars.




    And so Je­sus Gomez had tak­en the dive, and as Mr. Cald­well had said, the ship was

    wait­ing for him, in­clud­ing the dead men.




    “Yes, Mr. Cald­well,” said Je­sus Gomez, ac­ti­vat­ing the tele­phone line with a switch. “I

    see the bod­ies where you said they would be.”




    “Good,” said Mr. Cald­well. “Are they wear­ing pan­taloons?”




    “Yessir, Mr. Cald­well.”




    “That is the front hatch, then. Go to the stern. I will wait. “




    Slow­ly Je­sus Gomez made his way along the dark plank­ing of the ship, shin­ing the

    spe­cial deep light ahead of his steps, care­ful not to put his full weight on any plank lest

    he fall in­to the hull. Small fish dart­ed in the bright beam, a hole of light in the great

    dark­ness of the silent deep. The wood was in­tact but not strong, not af­ter more than four

    hun­dred years. When he reached the stern hatch, his light picked up white skulls, piled like

    can­non­balls in a pyra­mid.




    “San­ta Maria,” gasped Je­sus Gomez.




    “You’re there,” came down Har­ri­son Cald­well’s voice. “Wait for the cam­era.” Even two

    hun­dred feet down, Je­sus could see the strong lights break the sur­face above. By the time

    the lights were with­in the reach of his hands, they were blind­ing. He had to shut his eyes

    and grope. Once he had them point­ed away, he saw they were mount­ed on a still cam­era, a very

    large still cam­era, strange­ly large con­sid­er­ing that a movie cam­era would have been half

    the size.




    “Leave the skulls where they are,” came Mr. Cald­well’s voice. “Let your­self and the

    cam­era down, care­ful­ly down, on the prow side of the skulls. You will be walk­ing to­ward

    the cen­ter.”




    “I am afraid of my air.”




    “You have twen­ty more min­utes of work to do to col­lect the rest of your fifty thou­sand.

    Come, come. You are not re­al­ly in a ne­go­ti­at­ing po­si­tion.”




    When Je­sus Gomez shone the light in­to the dark hull with rib­bing torn from the

    cap­siz­ing that took place cen­turies be­fore, the words “sir” and “mis­ter” came very slow

    from his throat. But they came nev­er­the­less. Al­ways mind­ful of his air line, he called for

    more, and pulled it in a loose coil to his side, care­ful to avoid a crimp. He would know when

    he had a crimp. He sim­ply wouldn’t be able to breathe.




    With the coil care­ful­ly at his side, he al­lowed him­self to fall slow­ly in­to the hull,

    prayers on his lips all the way.




    It was an in­sane way to dive, he knew. The cam­era came with him, its lights mak­ing

    sun­shine on wood turned coal black by cen­turies of the At­lantic. His weight­ed div­ing boots

    kicked a bar and the bar did not move. Heav­ier than lead. He shone the light down, and it was

    what he sus­pect­ed. Gold. A bar of gold. No, tons of gold, piled along the en­tire length and

    width of the hull stacked like cord­wood in some peas­ant’s hut. No won­der Mr. Cald­well so

    eas­ily agreed to fifty thou­sand dol­lars.




    “Do you want me to pho­to­graph your gold now, Mr. Cald­well, sir?” said Je­sus Gomez, the

    words now a joy be­cause he knew why the mon­ey could be so plen­ti­ful. He was no longer

    ob­sessed with the dan­ger of the dive, but with the rich­ness of it.




    “No, No. For­get the gold. Far­ther to­ward the prow you will find it.”




    “A man who does not val­ue gold, a ship guard­ed by skulls.”




    “Gomez, I val­ue gold more than any­thing. As for guard­ing by skulls, that was an old

    prac­tice for trea­sure. One skull per for­tune.”




    “But there is a stack of skulls back there.”




    “Yes,” said Mr. Cald­well.




    “What should I pho­to­graph?”




    “You will see it. You can­not miss it. It is made of stone, sim­ple black basalt. And it is

    round.”




    “Just that, sir?”




    “That’s what you are be­ing paid for,” came back the voice of Mr. Cald­well.




    At that mo­ment the air be­came just a bit more dif­fi­cult to breathe, and not be­cause of

    the line. Je­sus was very care­ful about that line, jig­gling it free from above and be­hind

    him ev­ery few feet, care­ful of the in­sur­ance coil of slack. At the first re­sis­tance of

    the line, he pulled no more and used the coil. He would not, he vowed, go one step be­yond that

    coil.




    If there was gold in the stern, stacks of it, then there has to be more of it for bal­last,

    he thought. Un­less, of course, the stone is the bal­last. The big stone in the mid­dle of the

    ship is the bal­last.




    And then he thought some more, step­ping care­ful­ly over the float­ing hand of a man whose

    sword had been use­less to de­fend his life un­der the wa­ter.




    No, he thought. If I am to pho­to­graph the stone, then the gold is the bal­last. The stone

    had to be the many trea­sures, the rea­son for the many skulls. Such was the stun­ning

    rev­ela­tion that came to Je­sus Gomez as he stum­bled on­to the stone. It hit his feet. It was

    round, al­most a per­fect cir­cle the di­am­eter of a short man.




    “I have found it.”




    “Turn on the cam­era. There is a rub­ber plunger switch at the rear … good. That’s it. Don’t

    kick up the mud.” This from Mr. Cald­well, who could ob­vi­ous­ly see through this cam­era. But

    that did not ex­plain why it was so large. Tele­vi­sion cam­eras could be made as small as a

    loaf of bread.




    “There are four quad­rants,” said Mr. Cald­well. “Do you see them?”




    “Oh, yes,” said Gomez. The stone was di­vid­ed in­to four parts. In the days of the

    Span­ish, gold coins were di­vid­ed in­to pieces of eight, and quar­ters, where the mod­ern

    Amer­icans got the name of their sil­ver pieces from, not from quar­ters of dol­lars as they

    liked to be­lieve.




    “Stand on the edge of the clos­est quad­rant.”




    “Yes, Mr. Cald­well.”




    “Point the cam­era di­rect­ly at your feet, and hold the cam­era steady.”




    “I am, Mr. Cald­well.”




    “Press the but­ton on your left.”




    “I am do­ing that, Mr. Cald­well.” Je­sus felt the cam­era whir and felt lit­tle clicks.

    Je­sus did that two times min­imum for ev­ery sec­tion of the quad­rant, some­times do­ing it

    as many as five times. And by this he re­al­ized ev­ery pic­ture he took was seen and record­ed

    on the sur­face ship, be­cause oth­er­wise Mr. Cald­well would not know to ask for an­oth­er

    pic­ture un­less he could see some­thing he didn’t like in the first ones.




    Je­sus thought he rec­og­nized some of the let­ters but could read no lan­guage. There were

    Ara­bic let­ters, he thought. Span­ish let­ters, he thought. But the words were not Span­ish,

    even though he thought he rec­og­nized one or two.




    Per­haps, he thought while wait­ing for the cam­era to do its job, one lan­guage is Latin. I

    have seen words like this chis­eled in­to church walls. Per­haps the Ara­bic is old, too, he

    thought. Oth­er let­ters he could not even re­mote­ly rec­og­nize.




    As he checked his watch he re­al­ized that if he had tak­en down tanks he would not have

    been able to stay so long. This made him feel bet­ter. There was some log­ic now to the risky

    suit. Mr. Cald­well want­ed his pho­tographs done in one dive. It would be fifty thou­sand

    dol­lars for a day. He had done all four quad­rants. There was noth­ing left to do. He wait­ed

    for Mr. Cald­well to call him up to the sur­face. Fi­nal­ly, he could wait no longer. “Are we

    done, Mr. Cald­well?” said Je­sus Gomez.




    There was no an­swer from above. He felt his ears ring. Some­thing was push­ing in on his

    skull. The breath­ing was hard, like his lungs were be­ing pushed out in­to his rib cage. It

    was hot, very hot for this deep. Then he re­al­ized the air pres­sure in the suit was

    in­creas­ing. Be­com­ing enor­mous. He tried to move across the plank­ing but his weight­ed

    feet were ris­ing. He was ris­ing. And he couldn’t stop it.




    “Mr. Cald­well, Mr. Cald­well. Low­er the pres­sure. Low­er the pres­sure,” cried Je­sus

    Gomez. He felt him­self lift from the base of the hull, ris­ing to­ward the up­per decks. The

    un­der­side of the deck felt strange­ly soft. Very soft. It was as though the ceil­ing was as

    springy and as pli­able as a bal­loon. Then he saw it-​a gloved hand in a bloat­ed arm. The

    pres­sure had pushed him in­to an­oth­er div­er, a div­er who was al­so pinned to the roof.

    Dan­gling from the div­er’s hand was a cam­era sim­ilar to the one Mr. Cald­well had giv­en

    Je­sus, ex­cept it had a sin­gle light. Je­sus had been sent a strong bat­tery of lights. Did

    they try the first time and find out there were not enough lights to pho­to­graph the stone?

    But why did they strand the div­er? At that mo­ment, pinned in­side the wreck of a ship two

    hun­dred feet and four cen­turies be­neath the sur­face, Je­sus Gomez knew ex­act­ly why Mr.

    Cald­well was will­ing to pay fifty thou­sand dol­lars for a week. He would have paid fifty

    mil­lion for a week. Be­cause Mr. Cald­well nev­er in­tend­ed to pay him at all. Mr. Cald­well

    paid on­ly in air pres­sure.




    Je­sus saw the air line and the cam­era line float away. Ap­par­ent­ly they could

    dis­as­sem­ble them from above, plug­ging the air line at Je­sus’ end. He knew it was from his

    end be­cause bub­bles came from the re­treat­ing end like a snake, like a snake of life say­ing

    good-​bye to Je­sus Gomez pinned to the ceil­ing of an old ship, an­oth­er skull to guard the

    many trea­sures. He won­dered if he should cut open his suit, just to get free of the ceil­ing.

    Of course he would drown, but maybe he could some­how get to that bub­bling hose go­ing away,

    taunt­ing him with the air he need­ed. But the arms of Je­sus Gomez, trapped in a taut bal­loon

    of a suit, could not move. And be­sides, the pres­sure was turn­ing ev­ery­thing black any­how.

    Or was it the bat­ter­ies go­ing out in the lights? Could they turn those out from above? he

    won­dered. His fa­ther had been right. It was too much mon­ey. And his last dim thoughts as his

    body gave up its quest for air, in the warm com­fort­ing nar­cot­ic of death, was that his

    fa­ther, the poor sponge div­er, was right. Too much mon­ey. Too much.




    Pro­fes­sor Au­gus­tine Cryx of Brus­sels had to laugh. Not on­ly was it too much mon­ey,

    but any­one will­ing to pay mon­ey at all for his ser­vices had to be sus­pect.




    “What? Call­ing from Amer­ica? Is there some­thing wrong with the postal ser­vice? Eh? I

    can’t hear you.”




    “Pro­fes­sor Cryx, this is a per­fect tele­phone con­nec­tion. And you’re hear­ing well. I

    want you to look at sev­er­al pho­tographs to­mor­row. I will pay what­ev­er you ask, just see

    me to­mor­row.”




    Pro­fes­sor Cryx laughed. Even the laugh­ter was old, al­most a crack­le com­ing from a dry

    throat. He was eighty-​sev­en years old, lived a life of vir­tu­al ob­scu­ri­ty, pen­sioned off

    by the uni­ver­si­ty in qui­et em­bar­rass­ment af­ter the Sec­ond World War, and now some­one

    was of­fer­ing him four times what his year­ly salary had been just to look at some

    pic­tures.




    “Mr. Cald­well,” said Pro­fes­sor Cryx. “What would I do with the mon­ey? I have no need of

    mon­ey. How many years do you think I have left?”




    “What do you want?” said Har­ri­son Cald­well. “Name it.”




    “I wish to en­joy the feast of St. Vin­cense D’Ors. And that is to­mor­row. And I have my

    wine, and I make li­ba­tions in all four cor­ners of the world, and chant the words so dear to

    his heart.”




    “I can build a stat­ue for him or of him, Pro­fes­sor Cryx. I’ll make a do­na­tion to the

    church in St. Vin­cense D’Ors’ name.”




    “Wouldn’t do any good, Mr. Cald­well. The Ro­man Catholic Church cleared poor Vin­cense out

    with St. Christo­pher and Philom­ena and so many oth­ers, years ago. We all no longer be­long,

    in­clud­ing me. We are all fin­ished and done with. Good day, Mr. Cald­well.”




    “Wait. I can make a do­na­tion to the Catholic Church. They serve the liv­ing. I’ll build

    them hos­pi­tals in St. Vin­cense’s name. That’s what you can do for St. Vin­cense D’Ors if you

    see me to­mor­row. The Church won’t turn down help­ing the poor.”




    Again there was laugh­ter over the transat­lantic line. “Mr. Cald­well. Good old St.

    Vin­cense needs his li­ba­tions and holy words. He needs them here in Brus­sels where he was

    born. Now why are you of­fer­ing me so much mon­ey for a dis­cred­it­ed sci­ence, so

    dis­cred­it­ed that even in my youth I was forced to teach it as the his­to­ry of the me­dieval

    ages? Why?”




    “Let me ask you then, sir. Why are you so in­sis­tent on per­form­ing those cer­emonies

    to­mor­row? Why not let oth­ers do it?”




    “Be­cause, Mr. Cald­well, I am the on­ly one to pour li­ba­tions on St. Vin­cense’s

    birth­day. I am the last.”




    “I will car­ry it on.”




    “You lie. What do you care about the pa­tron saint of alche­my? The sci­ence has been

    dis­cred­it­ed for over a cen­tu­ry. But I tell you, the al­chemists were the be­gin­ning of

    West­ern sci­ence, no mat­ter what you or any­one else says. No mat­ter what the uni­ver­si­ty

    feels. Oth­er sci­ences have flaws. Do they call physics su­per­sti­tion be­cause a the­ory

    doesn’t work? Do they call psy­cho­anal­ysis su­per­sti­tion be­cause some­one comes up with a

    new def­ini­tion of the id? No. But alche­my, the source of West­ern chem­istry and sci­ence,

    was dis­card­ed en­tire­ly as a su­per­sti­tion just be­cause a few the­ories did not prove

    out.”




    “Why are you yelling, pro­fes­sor? If I didn’t be­lieve, would I be of­fer­ing to pay you so

    much mon­ey for one day?”




    Har­ri­son Cald­well heard heavy breath­ing at the oth­er end of the line. The man might be

    hav­ing a stroke. He had to gen­tle him down, not an­tag­onize him.




    “I am tired of be­ing ridiculed. Leave me alone.”




    “I have some­thing that you must be­lieve in,” said Cald­well.




    “I don’t have to be­lieve in any­thing. I don’t have to be­lieve the world isn’t com­posed

    of the four pure el­ements of fire, wa­ter, earth, and air. I don’t have to. And I will tell

    you some­thing else, you … you mock­er of our sci­ence. I nev­er will.”




    “I have the philoso­pher’s stone,” said Har­ri­son Cald­well.




    “If I were to be­lieve you, I would be even more of­fend­ed. That stone. Al­ways, al­ways

    the prob­lem. They said that be­cause we claimed as al­chemists to be able to turn lead to

    gold, we were a pseu­do­science, the court jesters of sci­ence, the em­bar­rass­ment of

    sci­ence, like an old grand­fa­ther born bas­tard in­stead of le­gal. But this bas­tard made

    your chemists of to­day, son.”




    “The stone is in four quad­rants. Two of the lan­guages I rec­og­nize. They are Latin and

    Ara­bic. The third might be a form of Greek, but I am not sure, and, Pro­fes­sor Cryx, I

    dread­ful­ly hate talk­ing about this on a tele­phone line. What sort of wine do we pour to St.

    Vin­cense D’ Ors?”




    There was a pause on the tele­phone line. Fi­nal­ly Pro­fes­sor Cryx spoke.




    “It’s a long cer­emo­ny. I have been us­ing a cheap port, but you do have funds, you

    say?”




    “What sort of wine would our blessed St. Vin­cense like?”




    The voice from Brus­sels was timid, al­most like a child un­able to be­lieve it was worth

    such a gift.




    “Laf­fite Roth­schild … if it isn’t too ex­pen­sive.”




    “We will have two cas­es for Blessed St. Vin­cense. A hun­dred if you wish.”




    “Too much, too much. But yes, of course. Wine is one of the few plea­sures of the old. A

    hun­dred cas­es would al­low me to drink ev­ery day for the rest of my life. Oh this is too

    good, too good to be true. You will be here to­mor­row then. Ser­vices start at sun­rise.”




    The next day, Har­ri­son Cald­well saw clear­ly why the Church nev­er rec­og­nized good old

    St. Vin­cense. Half the prayers were pa­gan, and the oth­er half were pa­gan-​based, call­ing

    up­on the el­ements as though they were gods them­selves. The rit­ual was anath­ema to the

    first of the Ten Com­mand­ments, which called for rev­er­ence to one God who made

    ev­ery­thing.




    Pro­fes­sor Cryx was a Wal­loon, one of the two groups that made up Bel­gium, and the one

    that usu­al­ly ran things. The oth­er group, the Flem­ish, on­ly felt it should run things.

    Pro­fes­sor Cryx wore a gray jack­et stained by all the meals he’d eat­en since mid­dle age.

    They stood in an old square near an old foun­tain, while Pro­fes­sor Cryx chant­ed a lan­guage

    Har­ri­son Cald­well had nev­er heard but sus­pect­ed might be on one of the four quad­rants of

    the stone. The old man was spar­ing with the wine, com­ment­ing to his St. Vin­cense that when

    the oth­er hun­dred cas­es ar­rived there would be more wine. The wine was poured in­to the

    foun­tain. Some of the prayers were in En­glish for Cald­well’s ben­efit. Har­ri­son Cald­well

    did not both­er to men­tion that he spoke both Dutch and French, which would have en­abled him

    to con­verse with any­one in Bel­gium. Nor did he men­tion that he spoke Span­ish, an­cient

    Greek, Latin, Rus­sian, Chi­nese, Ara­bic, He­brew, and Dan­ish.




    Nor did he even men­tion that he spoke all of these lan­guages flu­ent­ly, like some­one who

    used them dai­ly. Har­ri­son Cald­well stood with the grace and tremen­dous re­serve of

    some­one who was sure that in a very short time he was go­ing to re­al­ize a dream of

    gen­er­ations.




    With ca­su­al ease, Har­ri­son Cald­well al­lowed an arm to gen­tly rest on a hip. Odd­ly,

    this small ges­ture at­tract­ed a crowd. The sight of a ragged old man pour­ing wine in­to a

    foun­tain and mum­bling things in one lan­guage af­ter an­oth­er aroused on­ly pity, mak­ing

    peo­ple turn away. But to see some­one so el­egant stand there with the old man, as though

    about to re­ceive a crown of a king­dom, was some­thing to make peo­ple stop and look. And when

    Pro­fes­sor Cryx bowed four times to the four cor­ners of the world, prais­ing the four

    el­ements for their gifts as St. Vin­cense D’Ors had taught, peo­ple came over to ask what the

    cer­emo­ny was about.




    “We’re get­ting fol­low­ers,” gasped Pro­fes­sor Cryx.




    “Move on,” said Cald­well. And they did. Not just be­cause the el­egant man ig­nored all

    re­quests as though he had nev­er heard them, but be­cause when Har­ri­son Cald­well did not

    re­spond to peo­ple he made them feel ashamed that they had ev­er spo­ken. He had that abil­ity

    with em­ploy­ees, even from his ear­li­est days when he had to work for a liv­ing. But those

    days would soon be over.




    The pro­fes­sor’s apart­ment was small, dim, and smelled like an un­opened trash bar­rel.

    But the old pro­fes­sor was gid­dy with joy; a sec­ond life had be­gun even as his days

    dwin­dled. He was talk­ing of plans, some­thing he hadn’t in­dulged in since the 1960s when

    alche­my made a very brief come­back on the coat­tails of the as­tron­omy craze. Har­ri­son

    Cald­well en­dured the smell and the con­ver­sa­tion­al dis­com­fort. Then, from a very thin

    brief­case, he brought forth four pic­tures. Each showed a quad­rant of the stone in harsh

    clar­ity. Har­ri­son Cald­well cleared a ta­ble for Pro­fes­sor Cryx and poured a glass of

    wine.




    Cryx trem­bled the glass to his lips, let­ting the pure sharp wine plea­sure his tongue for

    a de­li­cious mo­ment, fi­nal­ly swal­low­ing al­most with re­gret. Then a full sip, and then a

    swal­low, and then he of­fered the glass for more.




    “You did say we’re get­ting a hun­dred cas­es, didn’t you?”




    “For the rest of your life. The pic­tures.”




    “Yes, the pic­tures. Just a touch there, thank you,” said Cryx, mak­ing sure the bot­tle

    filled the glass. “I guess I can get used to this.” His glass full, he re­turned to the

    pic­tures. He held the glass up for an­oth­er sip while he read the Ara­bic. The Latin was

    clear. The Ara­bic was not, and then the an­cient He­brew, the one even be­fore the lan­guage

    of the Old Tes­ta­ment. And of course San­skrit. Good old San­skrit. The Baby­lo­ni­an

    vari­ation. The glass stayed where he had placed it. He didn’t even no­tice Mr. Cald­well, the

    nice Mr. Cald­well, take it out of his hands.




    “Yes. Yes. Of course. Yes. This is it. The old dev­il him­self. Where did you find it?”




    “It was sunk.”




    “Leave it there. This has caused us al­chemists the trou­ble, all the trou­ble, from day

    one. This one stone has been the defama­tion of us all. Leave it. If you be­lieve in alche­my,

    leave this stone.”




    “The one that shows how to turn lead in­to gold.”




    “The one that led us to be called frauds and hoax­ers. If it weren’t for this stone, our

    cures for the blains and rheumy would have been giv­en the promi­nence they de­serve. Our

    for­mu­las and be­liefs would have sur­vived most re­spect­ed. In­stead our work was stolen

    from us, giv­en the name of chem­istry, and cred­it­ed to the thieves. Leave the stone be.

    Al­chemists are not mere gold­mak­ers, and nev­er were.”




    “But what if the stone is true? What if the great lie were shown to be the great truth?”




    “I have asked my­self many times that same ques­tion, Mr. Cald­well, and the sad an­swer is

    that the stone was our one lie. And we paid for it dear­ly. For you, sir, are look­ing at the

    last al­chemist. And that stone is the rea­son.”




    “But it is true.”




    “No. If it were true, would we not have been rich?”




    “Not nec­es­sar­ily.”




    “Why not? Don’t tease me like this. Please, tell me. Why not?”




    “Be­cause you don’t know gold,” said Har­ri­son Cald­well. “I left what would be

    cal­cu­lat­ed to­day at per­haps twelve mil­lion Amer­ican dol­lars at the bot­tom of the sea

    be­cause I know gold. I know what it does. I know what it feels like. I know you think it is

    the no­ble met­al. The most no­ble met­al.”




    “Yes. I do. Al­chemists have al­ways called it the no­ble met­al.”




    “I left twelve mil­lion dol­lars of it on the bot­tom of the sea, be­cause it is like a

    speck, a pa­thet­ic speck com­pared to this stone.”




    “Go back and get your gold, Mr. Cald­well,” said Pro­fes­sor Cryx, look­ing for his glass

    again, the one with the exquisite wine. He found it and took a hard gulp of it, shak­ing his

    head. “If we could have turned lead to gold, then we would have. We would have saved our lives,

    I tell you. How many of us were be­head­ed or burned to death when a king placed a pile of lead

    in front of us and then or­dered us at the pain of our lives to pro­duce gold from it? Do you

    think we would have rather died than do it? Leave the stone. It has been our curse through­out

    the ages.”




    “What if I told you I am sure some­one did change the lead to gold?”




    “You mean the gold you left on the bot­tom of the sea?” asked Pro­fes­sor Cryx. Who was this

    man who seemed so much like a stranger and yet knew so much about alche­my? One would have

    thought he would have known the lan­guages.




    “As I told you,” said Har­ri­son Cald­well, “I know gold. I doubt that gold was made through

    the for­mu­la of the stone. Maybe no more than a few ounces were made in all his­to­ry by the

    stone. But if you know gold, and I do know gold, Pro­fes­sor Cryx, you would know why.”




    “You must tell me. Tell me.”




    “The an­swer lies in this stone it­self and what I know you-​an al­chemist-​can tell me. You

    see, gold is re­al­ly a very plen­ti­ful met­al. Quite plen­ti­ful. In ev­ery lit­tle cu­bic

    mile of sea­wa­ter there is at least nine­ty thou­sand dol­lars’ worth. Did you know that?”




    “No. I didn’t.”




    “But it would cost four mil­lion dol­lars to ex­tract it. You see it is un­eco­nom­ical.

    There is an econ­omy to gold.”




    “So it might have tak­en di­amonds to make gold. Some­thing even pur­er in the fire of the

    earth,” said Pro­fes­sor Cryx.




    “No,” said Cald­well. “Noth­ing is pur­er than gold, or more ser­vice­able, or serv­ing. Or

    more trad­able.”




    “Then what is it?”




    “Ob­vi­ous­ly some­thing they did not have ac­cess to eas­ily.”




    “What?”




    “That is why I am here. Who else can read the old al­chemic sym­bols but you?”




    “Of course,” said Pro­fes­sor Cryx, putting down the wine again. Mr. Cald­well brought him a

    pad and pen­cil, and kept pour­ing drinks. There was the old sym­bol for lead, Pro­fes­sor Cryx

    saw. It was like an old friend. And there was red sul­fur. And mer­cury. A great el­ement was

    mer­cury. Hard to come by, but not un­avail­able in his­to­ry. On­ly in the old San­skrit did

    the de­scrip­tions start to fit. Then Mr. Cald­well was writ­ing fu­ri­ous­ly on his own piece

    of pa­per. He seemed a bit lax with the prop­er chants. But when the San­skrit yield­ed the

    miss­ing el­ement, Har­ri­son Cald­well said:




    “Of course. It would have been very scarce then.”




    It may have been the amount Pro­fes­sor Cryx was hap­pi­ly drink­ing, but the wine

    sud­den­ly had a gid­dy sting to it. Rather nice, but dark­en­ing.




    “Per­haps I have had enough,” said Pro­fes­sor Cryx, think­ing that it might be a nice time

    to per­form a lit­tle prayer of grat­itude to the gold it­self, ask­ing its pow­er and spir­it

    to bless their ven­ture, thank­ing it for the re­birth of the one true sci­ence, soon to be

    res­ur­rect­ed in the world, like as­tron­omy and plant wor­ship.




    “I’ll have a mil­lion cas­es here by your doorstep,” said the won­der­ful Mr. Cald­well.




    A mil­lion cas­es? Was there that much of this fine wine in the world? It was, af­ter all,

    just one vine­yard. Pro­fes­sor Cryx thought he was telling this to the nice Mr. Cald­well, but

    his tongue was not mov­ing. It was numb. So were his lips, and so was his body. But it wasn’t

    un­til he felt the burn­ing in his stom­ach that he rec­og­nized the old al­chemist’s for­mu­la

    for cyanide at work in its most bit­ing and painful form. When the pain end­ed, the old

    pro­fes­sor was not quite there to feel it ful­ly. His body was stiff, and on­ly the fin­gers

    moved briefly when the pho­tographs were yanked from un­der his hand.




    What luck, thought Har­ri­son Cald­well. As his fam­ily had al­ways said, “Spill enough

    bow­els on­to the pave­ment and the whole city will love you.” Which, of course, was an­oth­er

    way of say­ing he who dared, won. He left the apart­ment through the rear and walked out the

    al­ley whistling, whistling a song whose rhythms had not been heard in these city streets for

    cen­turies. Har­ri­son Cald­well not on­ly knew gold, he al­so knew he would have more of it

    now than any king since Croe­sus. And, come to think of it, even more than Croe­sus ev­er had.

    More than any­one, ev­er. Be­cause Har­ri­son Cald­well knew that nowa­days, what the old

    al­chemists lacked was more plen­ti­ful than at any oth­er time in his­to­ry. All one had to do

    was steal it.


  




  

    Chapter 2




    His name was Re­mo and he was sup­posed to let the lit­tle girl drown. The moth­er was

    hys­ter­ical. As by­standers lined the shores, one young man at­tempt­ed to get out to her;

    when he went un­der he had to be dragged out him­self.




    It was ear­ly spring in Michi­gan and the ponds were bare­ly cov­ered with

    cel­lo­phane-​thin coats of ice. A young girl who had through­out the win­ter played safe­ly on

    that ice had fall­en through now. It was a pond for sum­mer folk main­ly, and the boats,

    some­how, were all cart­ed away to win­ter homes. So there she was with no one able to reach

    her, and a lo­cal tele­vi­sion cam­era whirring away. And Re­mo was sup­posed to turn and walk

    away be­cause his pic­ture would be seen on tele­vi­sion if he swam through thin ice to save

    the girl. That would be big news be­cause peo­ple could not or­di­nar­ily swim through ice.




    The tele­vi­sion news­wom­an pushed the mi­cro­phone in­to the moth­er’s face.




    “How does it feel to watch your daugh­ter drown? Is this your first daugh­ter to drown?”

    asked the news­wom­an. Her make­up was cam­era-​per­fect. Her hair blew dra­mat­ical­ly in the

    breeze. Re­mo had seen her on tele­vi­sion a few times. They an­nounced she had won an award

    for re­port­ing. Re­mo nev­er saw her do any­thing but read dra­mat­ical­ly. He had seen

    sim­ilar sit­ua­tions around the coun­try, in the places he stayed that would nev­er be home.

    Pret­ty peo­ple would read things in­to the cam­era, and then they would col­lect re­wards and

    be called re­porters. Some­times they thought of things to read all by them­selves. Those

    in­stances were ob­vi­ous be­cause a look of des­per­ation crossed their faces, as if it were a

    strug­gle to think of an en­tire word. A com­plete sen­tence seemed in­sur­mount­able.




    The moth­er’s an­swer was a scream.




    “My ba­by. My ba­by. Save my ba­by girl. Save my ba­by. Some­one.”




    “We are here at the trag­ic drown­ing of young Beat­rice Ben­det­sen, age five, at Co­moy­ga

    Pond. This is Nathalie Wat­son, Dy­nam­ic News, Chan­nel Four­teen.”




    Nathalie smiled to the cam­era. The cam­era panned out to the pond. The lit­tle girl had

    come up again. The cam­era panned back to the moth­er. Then the girl. A pro­duc­er be­hind the

    cam­era­man whis­pered:




    “Stay on the girl go­ing down. The moth­er’s scream­ing is go­ing to go on far half an hour.

    Plen­ty of footage there.”




    Nathalie Wat­son, her hand­some, strong wom­an’s face with fash­ion­able swept hair­do,

    steamed over to the cam­era­man.




    The pro­duc­er was whis­per­ing fu­ri­ous­ly in­to some form of head­set.




    Nathalie ripped it off him.




    “I will not do a voice-​over. I have been do­ing voiceovers all day. I want live.”




    “Nathalie, pre­cious, we love you but this is good footage,” said the pro­duc­er.




    “There’s al­ways good footage. That’s why I am do­ing voice-​overs all day.”




    “It’s the first drown­ing of the year, live,” said the pro­duc­er.




    “Some­one. Please. My girl,” cried the moth­er, and then she looked at Re­mo, Re­mo who was

    turn­ing away, Re­mo whose years of train­ing served an or­ga­ni­za­tion that dared not be

    known to ex­ist. Re­mo who, in the ab­so­lute best in­ter­ests of his coun­try, was a lone

    as­sas­sin, a man who didn’t ex­ist. And there­fore could not be on a tele­vi­sion cam­era, or

    pho­tographed. He was a man whose fin­ger­prints were no longer checked against files, be­cause

    he was dead. Had been for well over a decade, the vic­tim of a well-​planned, care­ful­ly

    ex­ecut­ed fake death. The man who didn’t ex­ist for the or­ga­ni­za­tion which didn’t

    ex­ist.




    He had been trained to dis­ci­pline his feel­ings. Thoughts, af­ter all, were the re­al

    pow­er of the hu­man body, not the crude, weak mus­cles. Even his dreams at times were as

    con­trol­lable as fin­ger­tips. So he told him­self he should not be both­ered by this.




    And then he saw the moth­er’s eyes lock with his, and heard the word “please.”




    And all of it went. The years of it went. The train­ing of it went. The anal­ysis of the

    sit­ua­tion went. And Re­mo was mov­ing, the legs fol­low­ing the force of the body, the

    ab­so­lute per­fec­tion of move­ment. Smooth, as though the legs were like feath­ers, and the

    air, not a bar­ri­er, but a mov­ing part of a uni­verse. He heard the pads of his shoes tap the

    thin ice like the soft pop of a cel­lo­phane cake wrap­per. His feet did not pound the ice but

    moved with the mass of wa­ter be­neath it, his thin body feel­ing the prick­ly cool of the

    still-​chill Michi­gan spring. Pine trees, green and fra­grant, rimmed the lake, and he could

    sense the weak rays of the sun on his body that float­ed as it moved, quick with the light

    feet. And then he was at the girl and with his left hand he scooped her up out of the wa­ter as

    though field­ing a base­ball and con­tin­ued the open fifty yards to the rest of the ice on the

    oth­er side of the lake.




    It was that fifty yards that caused the cam­era­man to check his fo­cus, the pro­duc­er to

    let out a shriek, and even Nathalie Wat­son to stop com­plain­ing about her lack of cam­era

    time.




    “Did you see that?” said the pro­duc­er.




    “Did I see what I saw?” said Nathalie. “The guy ran on wa­ter.”




    “To hell with the drown­ing. We don’t have it any­way un­less the kid goes back in the

    wa­ter, which I don’t think she will.”




    “I don’t think she will ei­ther,” said Nathalie. “That moth­er won’t let her. I’ll do a live

    with the man who runs on wa­ter.”




    “Okay,” said the pro­duc­er.




    “What hap­pened?” cried the moth­er, try­ing to brush the tears away to see her daugh­ter

    bet­ter, her daugh­ter now com­ing very quick­ly to her in the arms of that man who had gone

    out to save her. He was run­ning with her along the lake shore. The moth­er hadn’t seen what he

    had done. All she saw was that her daugh­ter was go­ing to live. The crowd be­hind her

    cheered.




    Nathalie Wat­son moved through the crowd to­ward the moth­er. That was where the man who ran

    on wa­ter would be. With any luck, pro­vid­ed no one shot the Pres­ident or some­thing-​and

    that could hap­pen with bad luck-​Nathalie Wat­son and her strong hand­some wom­an’s face were

    go­ing to be on cam­era this evening not on­ly Michi­gan north, but net­work na­tion­al. She

    was head­ing to­ward thir­ty sec­onds of na­tion­al ex­po­sure.




    “What hap­pened? What hap­pened?” asked the moth­er.




    “We’re go­ing to do an in­ter­view,” said Nathalie.




    “My ba­by,” said the moth­er, and reached out her hands. Re­mo saw the hands, saw the pain

    and joy, and put the child back in her moth­er’s arms.




    And then he smiled. He was feel­ing very good again. Good as when he was sev­en­teen in a

    New Jer­sey city drink­ing beer from a bot­tle, feel­ing very much grown-​up the night be­fore

    he was to en­ter the Marines. No. Bet­ter than that. Then he felt grown-​up. Now he felt like a

    hu­man be­ing.




    And there was the cam­era look­ing at him with the big glass eye that was not on­ly go­ing

    to spread his face all over the coun­try but show those spe­cial things he could do, so that

    from now on ev­ery­one would be look­ing for him if he dis­ap­peared. As the tele­vi­sion

    news­wom­an ap­proved, point­ing the mi­cro­phone to­ward his face, he sud­den­ly won­dered if

    he should wave to the folks up­stairs and say hel­lo. He could see Smit­ty, the head of the

    or­ga­ni­za­tion, chok­ing on air if he said hel­lo. Maybe he should say:




    “Hi, Amer­ica. I’m Re­mo Williams, and I can do these won­der­ful things be­cause I have had

    train­ing no white man has ev­er had be­fore-​and damned few Ko­re­ans, too, maybe one ev­ery

    half-​cen­tu­ry or so. Maybe you’ve seen me be­fore. I kill a lot. So here I am, Re­mo

    Williams, say­ing your gov­ern­ment couldn’t sur­vive with­in the Con­sti­tu­tion, so they have

    me break it high, wide, and hand­some just so we can all sur­vive from week to week, from one

    dis­as­ter to the next.”




    He thought of that as the moth­er was hug­ging the lit­tle girl, kiss­ing the cheeks,

    laugh­ing and cry­ing and thank­ing Re­mo, and re­al­ly on­ly hap­py she had the child back. He

    thought it while Nathalie Wat­son was ask­ing him if he re­al­ized what he did. He thought of

    it, and then he thought of lemon-​faced Harold W. Smith, chief of the or­ga­ni­za­tion,

    chok­ing at the tele­vised proof that the se­cre­cy so many had died for had been de­stroyed on

    an im­pulse. Whoopee. And Re­mo Wi­il­iams be­gan to laugh. And the laugh­ter seized him.




    “Sir, sir. Are you over­joyed? Is that why you are laugh­ing?”




    “No,” laughed Re­mo.




    “Why are you laugh­ing?”




    “Get the mi­cro­phone out of my face,” said Re­mo. There was mois­ture in his eyes.




    The mi­cro­phone came up clos­er to his lips.




    “Get the mi­cro­phone away from my face,” said Re­mo. He was still laugh­ing.




    But Nathalie Wat­son, award-​win­ning news­cast­er, was not go­ing to be moved by some­thing

    as in­signif­icant as a per­son­al re­quest. Nathalie Wat­son, her good side to­ward the

    cam­era, moved the mi­cro­phone a touch clos­er. Nathalie Wat­son saw the laugh­ing man’s

    hands. They seemed so slow. But some­how her hands were slow­er. Nathalie Wat­son was

    sud­den­ly look­ing at the cam­era with a cord com­ing out of the cen­ter of her mouth.

    Some­thing was lodged in her throat. It felt cold. It was met­al. The mi­cro­phone had a

    def­inite alu­minum taste. She won­dered what she looked like with a mi­cro­phone cord com­ing

    out of her mouth. She looked at the cam­era and smiled. If the lu­natic hadn’t dam­aged her

    mag­nif­icent teeth, no harm would be done. She saw the laugh­ing lu­natic go up to the

    cam­era­man. He took the cam­era. The cam­era­man had been a lineback­er at a Big Ten school.

    He had al­so got­ten a de­gree in com­mu­ni­ca­tions. This pre­pared him per­fect­ly for

    car­ry­ing some­thing heavy and point­ing it. He did not take kind­ly to peo­ple grab­bing his

    cam­era.




    His play­ing weight had been 244 pounds of lean mus­cle. He had put on a bit more beef since

    then and now weighed 285. For the sake of beau­ti­ful Nathalie and his cam­era the lu­natic was

    reach­ing for, the cam­era­man took a foot­ball-​sized fist and pound­ed it down in­to his

    head. He was sure they would have to dig this guy out of the ground.




    His fist felt quite fun­ny as it struck. Was the guy’s head met­al? No. The truck was

    met­al. The Chan­nel 14 truck was all met­al. It made a very loud sound. It made the sound

    be­cause he was be­ing thrown in­to it. It shiv­ered and he col­lapsed.




    Re­mo had the cam­era. He rec­og­nized it as the kind cam­er­amen changed film with in one

    mo­tion. One on­ly had to slide it back­ward. It did not slide back­ward. Was it

    right-​side-​up? Re­mo slid the film mag­azine up. It did not slide up. Nor did it slide down

    or for­ward.




    “It’s a sim­ple one-​piece move,” said the pro­duc­er, who knew his film was go­ing to be

    lost; now all he want­ed was to save the cam­era.




    “I did that,” said Re­mo. This time he slid hard­er. He slid in all di­rec­tions. A flaky

    gray cloud ap­peared in his hands, along with the film that smol­dered with a bit­ter smell of

    burn­ing tires. The cam­era had dis­in­te­grat­ed from the fric­tion. The film had been set on

    fire. He gave it back to the pro­duc­er.




    “Any id­iot could have opened the damn thing,” said the pro­duc­er.




    “Wrong id­iot,” said Re­mo pleas­ant­ly. One of these days he was go­ing to have to learn

    how to work gad­gets. He jumped up on the truck. There were about twen­ty peo­ple in the

    crowd.




    “Look. I want a fa­vor. I want you to say this nev­er hap­pened. I have per­son­al rea­sons.

    Any re­porters, in­clud­ing these peo­ple here, come to you and ask you about this, just say

    the girl fell in on the shore and her moth­er picked her out.”




    “You don’t want cred­it for it?” called out a man from the crowd.




    “I want you to say it nev­er hap­pened. Say the cam­era crew is on coke or some­thing.”




    “Any­thing,” cried the moth­er. The crowd closed around her, point­ing at the crew.




    “I saw them sniff­ing,” said a wom­an, “didn’t you?”




    “Ab­so­lute­ly,” said an­oth­er.




    One man in the crowd very qui­et­ly slipped away. He was a grain in­spec­tor for the

    gov­ern­ment. He worked for the De­part­ment of Agri­cul­ture. He filed his re­ports on a

    com­put­er ter­mi­nal in his of­fice in near­by Kalka­ska, Michi­gan. About twen­ty years

    be­fore, he had got­ten a di­rec­tive. The gov­ern­ment, con­cerned with price fix­ing, want­ed

    him to file re­ports on any­thing un­usu­al. The re­quest was gen­er­al, and he wasn’t sure

    what they want­ed, but they did want him not to talk about it. He knew a cou­ple of oth­er

    grain in­spec­tors in the Kalka­ska of­fice had got­ten the same re­quest, knew it be­cause

    they men­tioned how un­usu­al it was. He said noth­ing be­cause he was un­der the im­pres­sion

    he wasn’t sup­posed to talk about it. Short­ly there­after the oth­er men were talk­ing about

    how the pro­gram had been dropped. Just like the gov­ern­ment, not know­ing what it was

    do­ing.




    But it wasn’t dropped for him, and he re­al­ized he had just passed a weed­ing-​out

    pro­cess. Ear­ly on, he used to phone in his re­ports to a spe­cial num­ber. They were

    in­ter­est­ed main­ly in crim­inal ac­tiv­ities. He nev­er knew what good it did, but a cou­ple

    of times, pros­ecu­tors nailed the peo­ple he had sus­pect­ed, nev­er know­ing it might have

    been him who turned them on­to it. One time a gang­land fig­ure no­to­ri­ous for elim­inat­ing

    wit­ness­es turned up crushed like a grape in a room that on­ly had an en­trance through the

    twen­ti­eth floor. No one could fig­ure out how they got a ma­chine in­to that room to do that

    sort of dam­age. But the gang that had been prey­ing on grain deal­ers dis­ap­peared with

    him.




    When com­put­ers came in he was giv­en a com­put­er ac­cess num­ber spe­cial to him. And he

    would punch in his code, punch in his in­for­ma­tion. There were two strange things about this.

    One, they want­ed in­for­ma­tion on any­thing strange or dif­fer­ent nowa­days, not just

    Agri­cul­ture de­part­men­tal busi­ness, and two, he nev­er got an an­swer back ex­cept to

    con­firm that it was sent. Each month he got a check from his de­part­ment mailed to his home,

    sort of a bonus, noth­ing ex­cep­tion­al, but he knew he was the on­ly one get­ting it.




    Now as he drove through the Michi­gan coun­try­side and its spring-​sod­den fields, he

    won­dered about that. Won­dered if he shouldn’t pass up the in­ci­dent at the pond. It wasn’t

    il­le­gal ex­cept pos­si­bly for the as­sault on the tele­vi­sion peo­ple, and that the lo­cal

    po­lice could han­dle if they ev­er could get a wit­ness against the as­saulter.




    What the man had done was strange. Was it the sort of thing they would be in­ter­est­ed in?

    He won­dered again as he sat down to his ter­mi­nal. He de­cid­ed to make it brief. He was

    al­most em­bar­rassed to even re­port it.




    “Saw man on pond run across wa­ter. Fifty yards. Did it to save a kid, then asked ev­ery­one

    to say they didn’t see it. De­stroyed tele­vi­sion cam­era. Man seemed to have in­cred­ible

    force. Thought it might be of in­ter­est. Sor­ry if it isn’t. It wowed me.”




    And then he punched in his code sign-​off.




    And for the first time in twen­ty years, he got an an­swer that was more than just an

    ac­knowl­edg­ment of a re­ceived mes­sage.




    “Ran on wa­ter? How far?”




    The Agri­cul­ture in­spec­tor’s fin­gers sud­den­ly felt numb. He punched the keys, hit

    sev­er­al wrong char­ac­ters, and had to re­punch. Fi­nal­ly he got out the mes­sage.




    “Fifty yards.”




    “De­scribe man.”




    “Thin, sort of. Dark hair. High cheek­bones. Wore light jack­et and loafers. Didn’t seem to

    mind the cold.”




    “Did he have thick wrists?”




    “Af­fir­ma­tive. They were thick.”




    “Did the tele­vi­sion cam­eras get pic­tures of him?”




    “Yes.”




    “Where is the film? Who has it? Is it sched­uled for this evening? An­swer if you know. Do

    not at­tempt to find out.”




    “Film burned up. Crew as­sault­ed by man.”




    “Are they dead? Wit­ness­es?”




    “Not dead. Man got up on truck and told ev­ery­one to de­ny what they saw. Ev­ery­one

    will­ing be­cause man saved lit­tle girl. I think no one mind­ed tele­vi­sion crew get­ting

    punched out.”




    “Punched out? Ex­plain.”




    “Cam­era­man put up a fight.”




    “You said no one dead?”




    “Cor­rect.”




    “And film de­stroyed?”




    “Cor­rect.”




    The grain in­spec­tor saw the sign-​off on the screen, and nev­er heard from who­ev­er was

    at the oth­er end again. He wasn’t even sure what con­ti­nent the oth­er ter­mi­nal was on.




    At the oth­er ter­mi­nal, Harold W. Smith looked out of the one-​way win­dows of Foicroft

    San­itar­ium on Long Is­land Sound and said one sim­ple swear word. It had to do with hu­man

    waste and be­gan with an S. It re­ferred to the an­tics of Re­mo. Re­mo was now per­form­ing in

    front of tele­vi­sion cam­eras. He won­dered whether he should even use him any­more.

    Un­for­tu­nate­ly, he had to.




    Chi­un, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, glo­ry of the name of Sinan­ju, teach­er of the youth from

    out­side Sinan­ju named Re­mo, pre­pared to en­ter in­to the his­to­ry of Sinan­ju the bald

    fact that Re­mo was white, pos­si­bly with­out even a trace of nat­ural yel­low blood. He did

    this in a ho­tel room with a scroll laid out be­fore him.




    The ug­ly gray light of the Amer­ican city named Dear­born, in the province of Michi­gan,

    filled the room that was crowd­ed with heavy Amer­ican fur­ni­ture. Big wood chunks sup­port­ed

    heavy bro­cad­ed pil­lows. Chi­un sat on his mat, an is­land of dig­ni­ty sur­round­ed by the

    ac­cou­trements of the new world. The tele­vi­sion set, the one mag­nif­icent thing in the

    cesspool of this cul­ture, was off.




    His topaz writ­ing ki­mono was still. His del­icate hand with the grace­ful long

    fin­ger­nails care­ful­ly dipped the quill in­to the dark inkbowl. He had been lead­ing up to

    this mo­ment for years, first hint­ing that Re­mo, who would be the next Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,

    had come from out­side the vil­lage of Sinan­ju, then out­side Ko­rea it­self, then even to the

    point of re­fer­ring to where Re­mo was born as be­ing be­yond the Ori­ent. Now he would say

    it: Chi­un had giv­en Sinan­ju, the sun source of all the mar­tial arts, to a white. The House

    of Sinan­ju would one day be in­her­it­ed by a white. He felt the ages of these great­est

    as­sas­sins look­ing down on him. The great Wang, who had done so much to el­evate the Mas­ters

    of Sinan­ju, tak­ing them from po­si­tions of servi­tude in the courts of the Chi­nese

    dy­nas­ties to leg­endary sta­tus. Mas­ter Tok­sa, who had taught the les­son to the pharaohs.

    The Less­er Wang. And there was lit­tle Gi, who had de­ter­mined that the rea­son Sinan­ju had

    un­locked the full pow­er of the hu­man an­imal was that it was the most per­fect prod­uct of

    the most per­fect race. Lit­tle Gi was nev­er a great as­sas­sin, but he was the most loved

    his­to­ri­an of all the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju. Lit­tle Gi looked down on Chi­un the hard­est. It

    was lit­tle Gi who once be­lieved that pow­er to be a great as­sas­sin was in the col­or of the

    skin.




    It was Gi who had con­vinced Kublai Khan to rise above Mon­gol bar­barism, to stop do­ing

    their own slop­py as­sas­si­na­tions and to let pro­fes­sion­als like Sinan­ju serve a great

    court.




    To this Kublai Khan agreed, and asked that lit­tle Gi teach his son such body con­trol. Now,

    un­der­stand­ing the minds of em­per­ors, Gi knew he would not refuse. Nor could he fail. But

    the boy was clum­sy, stupid, and un­able to fol­low di­rec­tions de­spite an agree­able

    na­ture. He had the in­tel­li­gence and nat­ural agili­ty of a clod of mud. It had been a

    tri­umph to get the boy across a room on both feet.




    “Great em­per­or,” Gi told his fa­ther, the Khan, Kublai, “your seed shows an in­fi­nite

    abil­ity to ex­cel, to ex­cel to such an ex­tent that he must com­mand as­sas­sins, not dirty

    his hand like some horse­man.”




    Now Kublai’s fa­ther was Tamer­lane, son of Genghis, the Khan. And they were Mon­gols, horse

    Mon­gols, rid­ing Mon­gols, killing Mon­gols, who took great pride in their hors­es and swords

    and bloody mas­sacres. Their method of rule was sim­ple ter­ror, and they left the great­est of

    the cities of the world, like Bagh­dad, in cin­ders. They were as fit to rule as a child

    throw­ing a tantrum for a toy. Tamer­lane’s Mon­gols, be­ing bar­bar­ians, of course had no

    need of an as­sas­sin. They did not un­der­stand that if one had an as­sas­sin one could kill

    few in­stead of many, one could rule cities in­stead of pil­lage them.




    Kublai un­der­stood, but still liked to pride him­self on be­ing Mon­gol, a horse Mon­gol.

    So when Gi re­ferred to the Khan’s son as more than a horse rid­er, Kublai be­came fu­ri­ous.

    He said his son was Mon­gol, as Mon­gol as Genghis and Tamer­lane, as Mon­gol as the plains

    from which they came. Now this was said in the im­pe­ri­al city of Cathay amid the splen­dor of

    silks and cush­ions and pools of per­fume, lily pads of gold flake and wom­en of such beau­ty

    as to turn the eyes of stat­ues.




    “No, great em­per­or. You are greater than your fa­ther, and your son, greater than you. And

    his son shall be greater still, be­cause you are the ones meant to rule the world. Men ride

    hors­es from sad­dles, but they ride men from thrones. Now which I ask you is greater?”




    And Kublai Khan had to agree rul­ing men was greater than rul­ing hors­es. And lit­tle Gi

    then point­ed out that when a roy­al at­tempt­ed to do the work of an as­sas­sin, a roy­al was

    not as great as he could be by rul­ing as­sas­sins.




    For if the Khan gave up the idea of his son learn­ing Sinan­ju, then the son would be yet

    greater still be­cause he would rule as­sas­sins. Lit­tle Gi not on­ly got rid of a hope­less

    dolt, for Mon­gols nev­er could move like Ko­re­ans, but he al­so earned more trib­utes from

    the great Khan at the same time.




    Lat­er gen­er­ations, bereft of suit­able can­di­dates in the vil­lage and the penin­su­la,

    would at­tempt to teach a Thai, even an ar­ro­gant Japanese, who lat­er took the mea­ger scraps

    of Sinan­ju and turned them in­to Nin­ja. But none but Sinan­ju were suc­cess­ful, in

    thou­sands of years.




    Now the most un-​Sinan­ju per­son in imag­ina­tion, an Amer­ican white of du­bi­ous

    parent­age, had be­come in all man­ner and thought, but for re­gres­sive white habits, a full

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. And Chi­un had to ex­plain how, and most im­por­tant­ly why, he had

    cho­sen such an un­like­ly stu­dent.




    The sub­ject had been in­tro­duced in pre­vi­ous chap­ters of Chi­un’s his­to­ries by

    im­pli­ca­tion: the Mas­ter hint­ed strong­ly that Amer­ica was a form of an ex­ten­sion of the

    Ko­re­an penin­su­la, stress­ing that the In­di­ans who crossed over from the Bering Strait

    were Ori­en­tal in ori­gin. In a few thou­sand years on­ly a hand­ful of schol­ars would know

    the dif­fer­ence any­how. And be­sides, there was al­ways that good Ko­re­an girl who would

    take Re­mo’s seed and be­gin the breed­ing-​out pro­cess. A sim­ple six­teen gen­er­ations

    should pu­ri­fy the line ad­equate­ly.




    And then no one would know. But Chi­un had come to the part where the parent­age of Re­mo

    had to be writ­ten and he cer­tain­ly could not en­ter Re­mo’s ori­gin in­to the his­to­ry of

    Sinan­ju as “not ex­act­ly in the cen­ter of the vil­lage of Sinan­ju prop­er,” or even “the

    far sub­urbs.” Amer­ica was Amer­ica was Amer­ica and not, in truth, an ex­ten­sion of the

    Ko­re­an penin­su­la. Fu­ture mas­ters would have maps, and Chi­un did not wish to be

    re­mem­bered as one who told un­truths. He had been work­ing on Re­mo many years now, first to

    get him to write a his­to­ry, which he wouldn’t, and sec­ond to re­fer to Chi­un as the “Great

    Chi­un.” A great Mas­ter was es­tab­lished by fu­ture gen­er­ations.




    So Chi­un now was poised with ink-​heavy quill over the lamb­skin parch­ment, the Ko­re­an

    sym­bol for white in his mind, ready to see it on the scroll.




    And then Re­mo en­tered the ho­tel room. Chi­un knew it was Re­mo be­cause the door did not

    open with grind­ing of met­al on hinge but rather bal­anced and silent, rest­ing nat­ural­ly on

    the han­dle and the hinge. Al­so, there was not the cold thump of weight falling on the balls

    of the feet, or the odor of meat-​laden breath­ing used by those who breathed the way they were

    born.




    The per­son en­tered the room with the grace of the wind, and the on­ly oth­er who would do

    that now was Re­mo.




    Chi­un im­me­di­ate­ly put the quill back in the well and asked if Re­mo would like to

    be­gin train­ing in record­ing events of his­to­ry.




    “Any­thing you wish to say,” said Chi­un, his white wisps of hair trem­bling with joy.




    “Why are you hap­py to see me, lit­tle fa­ther?” said Re­mo.




    “I am al­ways hap­py to see you.”




    “Not that hap­py. What’s wrong?”




    “Noth­ing is wrong.”




    “Is that the same scroll I left you with this morn­ing?” said Re­mo. He glanced at the

    let­ter sym­bols of grace and pow­er, an el­egant writ­ing. Not on­ly hadn’t Chi­un ad­vanced

    much since the morn­ing, he was stuck on that same word.




    Re­mo turned on the tele­vi­sion to Chan­nel 14 Dy­nam­ic News. There was a lot of

    ac­tive-​au­thor­ita­tive mu­sic, then a graph­ic that fad­ed in­to a shot of peo­ple sit­ting

    around talk­ing. Then the peo­ple sit­ting around talk­ing were shown talk­ing to peo­ple who

    were not em­ployed by Chan­nel 14. These were politi­cians. There was a fire. Chan­nel 14

    peo­ple talked to fire­men. At ev­ery change there was the mu­sic. Armies could have marched to

    that mu­sic. Chan­nel 14 could have run ex­cerpts from the fall of Berlin to that mu­sic.




    Nathalie Wat­son was not there. An an­chor­man talked about it. He talked about the hor­ror

    of as­saults on news­men at­tempt­ing to keep Amer­ica free. He talked about a re­porter’s word

    be­ing the most trust­wor­thy el­ement in any sto­ry.




    “Bold­ly and proud­ly we at Chan­nel Four­teen Dy­nam­ic News de­clare forthright­ly that

    con­cern­ing the sit­ua­tion in the lake dis­trict, we will not com­ment. And we might add that

    at Chan­nel Four­teen, we lead the fight against drugs. Ms. Wat­son will re­turn just as soon

    as sur­geons ex­tri­cate a Chan­nel Four­teen Dy­nam­ic News mi­cro­phone from her

    esoph­agus.”




    The mar­tial mu­sic went on again.




    Safe, thought Re­mo. He had got­ten away with it. And he was feel­ing good. He looked to

    Chi­un. Chi­un was smil­ing. He was not even an­gry that Re­mo had turned to some­thing else,

    not fo­cus­ing im­me­di­ate­ly on what Chi­un had brought up.




    “What is it?” said Re­mo.




    “Noth­ing,” said Chi­un. “I am look­ing for just the right word for the his­to­ry that you

    will take over some­day. I thought per­haps you might help with the word.”




    “What word do you want me to help with?”




    “Per­haps you can write some­thing about your not telling me your parent­age and that your

    move­ments have al­ways been Sinan­ju up­on be­ing shown them so well by, say, the Great

    Chi­un.”




    “Do you want me to call you Great?”




    “Do you want to call me Great?” said Chi­un. “If you want to, that is your right. As you

    be­come a full Mas­ter of Sinan­ju when I am no longer here, I know you will want to re­mem­ber

    me with ac­cu­ra­cy and hon­or.”




    “I don’t know what Great is. I don’t know any oth­er Mas­ters.”




    “If you read the his­to­ries you would know what Great is.”




    “I read them. They’re dis­tort­ed. Ivan the Ter­ri­ble is Ivan the Good be­cause he paid on

    time. The whole world re­volves around what is good for Sinan­ju and what is not. The

    his­to­ries are most­ly non­sense. I know that now. I’m not a trainee any­more.”




    “Sac­ri­lege,” said Chi­un. The head rose in righ­teous um­brage.




    “Truth,” said Re­mo. “They’re fairy tales.”




    “The his­to­ries of Sinan­ju are what make you and me what we are. They are our past, and

    our fu­ture. They are our strength.”




    “Then if they are so ac­cu­rate, why do you want me to lie?”




    “Put in your own words, then, what you call truth.” Re­mo glanced at the scroll.




    “White. The word you want is ‘white.’ Do you want me to write it? My char­ac­ters are not as

    fine as yours but I will write it. I’m white.”




    “That’s so crude,” said Chi­un. “Per­haps you can say it with grace. Say, per­haps, that

    strangers would get a white im­pres­sion from you but be­cause of the way you have been taught

    to move and ex­cel you are Ko­re­an in essence.”




    “I’m white,” said Re­mo. “The char­ac­ter sign is ‘white.’ You know, the pale lake

    sur­round­ed by the bleach­ing sticks. Do you want me to write it?”




    “I want­ed help,” said Chi­un, “and I got you.” He cleaned the quill in pure vine­gar and

    wax-​sealed the spe­cial ink blend­ed to last mil­len­nia for fu­ture Mas­ters of Sinan­ju. He

    would write no more un­til the foul­ness of this be­tray­al left his spir­its. “I can write no

    more for years. “




    “You didn’t want to say I was white,” said Re­mo. “Your prob­lem is you have nev­er worked

    for a re­al em­per­or. “




    The phone rang and a com­put­er was talk­ing to him.




    Re­mo knew who was be­hind it. But Smit­ty, Harold W. Smith, head of the or­ga­ni­za­tion,

    hadn’t reached out for him like that in years, part­ly be­cause Re­mo had dif­fi­cul­ty in

    work­ing the codes, but al­so be­cause as­sign­ments of­ten re­quired ques­tions and an­swers.

    This was an old and cum­ber­some rou­tine. Re­mo got the first code right in an­swer­ing the

    com­put­er. It was to hit the num­ber one on the touch-​tone phone con­tin­uous­ly un­til what

    at first ap­peared to be a sales pitch from a com­put­er turned in­to a re­spond­ing voice,

    still not Smith. It in­struct­ed him to make sure no one was fol­low­ing him and to pro­ceed to

    a phone booth in near­by Lans­ing, Michi­gan. The code to punch in that phone booth was a

    con­tin­uous two.




    It was down­town Lans­ing and Re­mo ar­rived there at night. And af­ter he put in his

    quar­ter and punched two con­tin­uous­ly, he fi­nal­ly got Smith’s voice.




    “What’s wrong? What’s up?”




    “You went run­ning across wa­ter in front of a tele­vi­sion cam­era to­day.”




    “Yes. I did,” said Re­mo.




    “There­fore, you threat­ened to com­pro­mise the en­tire or­ga­ni­za­tion.”




    “I saved a lit­tle girl.”




    “And we’re try­ing to save a coun­try, Re­mo.”




    “Right then,” said Re­mo, “I felt the lit­tle girl was more im­por­tant. And do you want to

    know some­thing? I still do.”




    “Are you in the mood to help your civ­iliza­tion?”




    “What do you mean by that?”




    “Ura­ni­um is be­ing stolen con­tin­uous­ly from fac­to­ries and we can­not stop it. So far,

    enough ura­ni­um to make four­teen atom­ic bombs is miss­ing. We don’t know how they are do­ing

    it. All oth­er in­tel­lli­gence agen­cies are help­less. We’re down to you, Re­mo.”




    “I nev­er thought I was down, Smit­ty,” said Re­mo.




    “We are a last re­sort,” said Smith. “We have to get you in­to one of the fac­to­ries.”




    “Smit­ty . . . “




    “Yeah.”




    “If I had it to do over again, I would still save that girl.”




    “I know,” said Smith.




    “You know me.”




    “That’s why I said it. Watch your­self.”




    “What’s to watch? I’m al­ways okay.”




    Across the safe line Re­mo heard Harold W. Smith clear his throat. Re­mo did not men­tion

    that he would have loved to see Smith’s face if the pic­tures did ap­pear on net­work TV. Then

    he would have loved it. Now he felt sort of bad. He felt he had be­trayed a trust, a trust to

    this man and a trust giv­en by a na­tion.




    “I’ll watch it,” said Re­mo fi­nal­ly. He said it with anger. He hung up by em­bed­ding the

    plas­tic re­ceiv­er in­to the phone and shat­ter­ing the booth door as he walked out through it

    in a show­er of wire-​re­in­forced glass.




    From across the street it looked as though the tele­phone booth had ex­plod­ed the man out

    of it. It looked that way to the po­lice­man who saw the sus­pi­cious-​look­ing stranger who

    did it. But the longer the cop watched the stranger, the more un­sus­pi­cious he be­came,

    es­pe­cial­ly when, just as an an­gry boy might kick a can, he took a car door off and skimmed

    it down the street. The po­lice­man then re­mem­bered a sud­den park­ing prob­lem in the

    op­po­site di­rec­tion and ran there to write the tick­ets.


  




  

    Chapter 3




    Har­ri­son Cald­well knew gold. Any­one who trust­ed any­thing else was a fool. In times of

    cri­sis, peo­ple bought gold with their pa­per and their land and their pos­ses­sions. And when

    the price of gold went up, then Cald­well and Sons, est. 1402, gold­bro­kers to the world,

    bul­lion­ists supreme, would sell gold. It was a ner­vous time. The pa­per was called mon­ey,

    but it was based on­ly on peo­ple’s faith. Even­tu­al­ly all pa­per came to be worth its weight

    in wood pulp. When that hap­pened slow­ly, it was called in­fla­tion. When it hap­pened

    quick­ly, it was called a col­lapse.




    Sell­ing gold for pa­per al­ways made the Cald­wells ner­vous. They on­ly held the pa­per as

    long as the price of gold was high, wait­ing for the gold to mod­er­ate. That was the kind of

    pa­tience that brought a man two things he could not have too much of. One was gold; the oth­er

    was heads on the wall.




    “He who hangs his en­emy’s head on his palace wall may rest his eas­ily for an­oth­er

    night.”




    The Cald­wells had op­er­at­ed in the Amer­ic­as since the six­teenth cen­tu­ry, and in New

    York City since 1701, oc­cu­py­ing the same fam­ily-​owned land near the port for over two

    hun­dred years. Lat­er that lit­tle street just off Wall Street in the com­mer­cial dis­trict

    would be worth mil­lions. But the Cald­wells knew that land, too, had flaws. Land was on­ly

    worth what peo­ple said it was worth; there­fore, it was near­ly as weak an in­vest­ment as

    pa­per. And as for own­er­ship, armies de­cid­ed who owned what land. No­body ev­er stopped an

    in­va­sion with a sil­ly lit­tle piece of pa­per called a deed.




    On­ly gold was of val­ue for­ev­er. When the Cald­wells had lost ev­ery­thing once in

    Eu­rope, they es­caped with on­ly the knowl­edge that gold en­dured, and tales of a great stone

    that some­day one of their de­scen­dants might dis­cov­er again. “Gold,” they had told ev­ery

    first­born son, “be­gins and ends ev­ery hope of man. With enough gold, any­thing you want will

    be yours.”




    And now Har­ri­son Cald­well was go­ing to own more of it than any­one. The pic­tures of the

    stone and the trans­la­tion from the old al­chemist’s sym­bols were safe­ly locked in the

    Cald­well de­pos­ito­ry in a ma­jor New York City bank. The dead, of course, were dead, and

    there­fore com­plete­ly safe. While their heads didn’t hang on palace walls to give warn­ing,

    they would keep their si­lence more cer­tain­ly than a promise from a saint’s lip.




    It was Har­ri­son Cald­well’s own per­son­al won­der­ful day. He left the se­date of­fices

    of Cald­well and Sons, bul­lion­ists, hap­py, re­ceiv­ing awestruck recog­ni­tion from the line

    of sec­re­taries lead­ing to the front door.




    “Mr. Cald­well,” each would say, and Har­ri­son Cald­well would nod. Some­times he would see

    a flow­er on a desk out of place, or a fin­ger­nail bit­ten. Though he would not say any­thing

    to the of­fend­ing sec­re­tary her­self, he would men­tion it lat­er to an as­sis­tant. The

    sec­re­tary would then be re­mind­ed to mend her ways.




    The wages were rel­ative­ly low, the de­mands pre­cise and un­mov­able, and de­spite what

    ev­ery la­bor-​re­la­tions coun­selor would call a throw­back to the Stone Age, Cald­well and

    Sons had a turnover rate of vir­tu­al­ly nil, while those cor­po­ra­tions with “en­rich­ment

    pro­grams” and “em­ploy­ee feed­back fo­rums” and psy­cho­log­ical tests had the pass-​through

    rate of a sub­way turn­stile.




    Cald­well and Sons did not have em­ploy­ee feed­back fo­rums and the em­ploy­ees knew why:

    they were not the chums of the Cald­wells, nor were they part­ners in an en­ter­prise. They

    were em­ploy­ees. In that re­spect they would be paid on time, giv­en clear work, not

    over­worked one day or idled the next. They could ad­vance in pay as their skills ad­vanced.

    There was some­thing about work­ing at Cald­well and Sons that was re­as­sur­ing.




    “I don’t know what it is. You just al­ways know where you stand. It’s weird. You just have

    to be in Mr. Cald­well’s pres­ence to know where you are in re­la­tion to where he is.” This,

    in­vari­ably, came from each new em­ploy­ee.




    And where they stood, where ev­ery­one who worked for Har­ri­son Cald­well stood, was

    be­neath him. And the great se­cret he knew was that most of the peo­ple in the world liked

    that. The Cald­wells knew how to rule.




    So, on this day as he left, all the sec­re­taries were sur­prised to see him lay his hand on

    an as­sis­tant’s shoul­der. They would have been more sur­prised if they heard what he had

    said. But all they heard was the as­sis­tant’s rather loud re­ply:




    “Are you sure? Are you sure, Mr. Cald­well?”




    Then they saw Har­ri­son Cald­well nod ev­er so slight­ly. If they didn’t know him, they

    would not even have known it was a nod. But that was the Cald­well nod. Three times the

    as­sis­tant asked the same ques­tion, and three times there was the nod.




    Af­ter the as­sis­tant bowed his good-​bye, he stum­bled back to his own of­fice. There he

    sat down, cleared his desk, and set the tele­phone di­rect­ly in the mid­dle of it. Next, he

    or­dered that no phone calls were to be put through to him un­less they came from Mr. Cald­well

    him­self.




    Then he wait­ed, star­ing at the tele­phone, as the per­spi­ra­tion formed on his fore­head.

    For what Mr. Har­ri­son Cald­well, the most con­ser­va­tive bro­ker in a con­ser­va­tive

    busi­ness, had just told him was that when he phoned, Cald­well and Sons was to im­me­di­ate­ly

    sell twice as much gold as they had, or pos­si­bly hoped to have. And this plan was to be

    car­ried out in sev­en lan­guages in sev­en coun­tries.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well left his of­fice hum­ming and en­tered his chauf­feur-​driv­en

    limou­sine, prompt­ly giv­ing his driv­er an ad­dress in a part of Harlem few whites ev­er

    en­tered.




    For Har­ri­son Cald­well, Harlem was one of the safer places in the world, be­cause he

    un­der­stood the black ghet­to. It was not un­safe; it was just un­safe for peo­ple with­out

    guns or un­will­ing to use them. Dur­ing the ri­ots of the six­ties when stores and build­ings

    went up in flames, sev­er­al build­ings were left un­scathed. And these were not black-​owned

    places, but those owned by the mob.




    While com­men­ta­tors through­out the coun­try placed the blame of the ri­ots on

    de­pri­va­tion, racial in­jus­tice, and all man­ner of so­cial ills, Har­ri­son Cald­well and

    the Mafia knew a far more ba­sic rea­son for the de­struc­tion. A very hu­man rea­son. The

    ri­ot­ers knew they were not go­ing to be shot, ex­cept when they en­tered mob-​run stores.




    These re­mained as peace­ful as Fifth Av­enue.




    And so would Har­ri­son Cald­well’s ware­house. It was a bas­tion nei­ther ri­ot nor ar­son

    nor an­ar­chy could pen­etrate. Nev­er­the­less, Har­ri­son Cald­well took his pre­cau­tions

    one step fur­ther when he or­dered that ev­ery­thing be­ing brought in­to his ware­house be

    de­liv­ered in gi­ant drums, drums so large that on­ly a crane could move them. Since noth­ing

    could be snatched and run with, even the ran­dom street crime that plagued the neigh­bor­hood

    would not af­fect him.




    He en­tered his ware­house at noon and went to a glassen­closed booth high above the floor.

    Be­neath him were bub­bling vats of molten lead and sul­fur. He looked at his watch. The trucks

    should be ar­riv­ing soon, he thought. Time for a fi­nal check. As he re­quest­ed, each door

    was guard­ed by a man with a shot­gun. These were rent­ed by Cald­well from a lo­cal gang­ster.

    Out­side there was the growl of heavy trucks, cough­ing their way to a halt. The guards checked

    their weapons and glanced to­ward the booth. Cald­well nod­ded for them to let the trucks in.

    The heavy met­al doors to his ware­house creaked open and three trucks lum­bered in­to the

    build­ing and parked near gi­ant hoists. Im­me­di­ate­ly the hoists dropped met­al claws in­to

    the backs of the trucks and picked up, drum by drum, the yel­low bar­rels marked with the black

    cross­es that sig­ni­fied nu­cle­ar dan­ger, care­ful to set them right, with­out spilling.

    What pleased Har­ri­son Cald­well most was not how per­fect­ly the hoists set each drum in its

    pre­or­dained po­si­tion, nor how the ware­house staff func­tioned as one, but the very fact

    that the trucks had ar­rived on time. For it had tak­en him months to gath­er this ma­te­ri­al,

    to put to­geth­er all of the small and large quan­ti­ties that made up the con­tents of three

    trucks. Har­ri­son Cald­well was watch­ing months and a dozen lit­tle acts all com­ing

    to­geth­er at the spec­ified time to join the bub­bling vats of lead and sul­fur in prop­er

    pro­por­tions. He was watch­ing him­self be­come the rich­est man who ev­er lived. As he saw

    the trucks un­load tons of the one ma­te­ri­al the an­cient al­chemists lacked, he felt his

    an­ces­tors were ap­plaud­ing in their roy­al way. They were right-​it was pos­si­ble to make

    gold from lead and mer­cury. All they had to do was add the in­gre­di­ents sym­bol­ized on the

    stone, an el­ement in­cred­ibly rare in their age, but plen­ti­ful to­day. All they need­ed was

    ura­ni­um, and all the Cald­wells could have forged their fu­tures on the philoso­pher’s stone.

    Af­ter all, the se­cret to how he knew the stone and its one an­cient flaw was the very

    his­to­ry of his fam­ily.




    As was the adage: “He who holds gold holds the soul of the world.” Not that Har­ri­son

    Cald­well want­ed the soul of the world. He on­ly dealt in what was of val­ue.




    He him­self di­rect­ed the emp­ty­ing of the drums in­to a vat, watch­ing it fill up to a

    mark he had made on its side. Har­ri­son Cald­well had tak­en the for­mu­la in­scribed on that

    stone now be­neath the At­lantic and mul­ti­plied it by twen­ty thou­sand. The pro­por­tions

    were im­mense. What had been a mouse-​hair’s pinch in al­chemic terms was now ex­act­ly five

    tons of ura­ni­um. The lead was sev­en­ty-​three-​point-​eight, by weight. The sul­fur would

    on­ly act as a cat­alyst.




    Three chrome-​plat­ed steel fun­nels twen­ty yards long all led to a white-​faced wall and a

    sin­gle fun­nel. No one in the mix­ing room would see what came out the back.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well re­turned to his of­fice and en­tered the on­ly pas­sage to the back

    room, a small man-​size cir­cu­lar stair­way. There were no doors to that room. He flicked on a

    light. A vast cav­ern lit up. The floor be­neath him, one hun­dred yards by one hun­dred yards,

    looked like a checker­board run amok. And on that floor, thou­sands of ob­long molds were laid

    out at a pre­cise an­gle, so that those clos­est to the fun­nel were slight­ly high­er than

    those far­ther away.




    A less­er man might have sweat or yelled. But Har­ri­son Cald­well sim­ply threw a switch.

    On the oth­er side of the wall the vats tilt­ed. Molten lead flowed along­side burn­ing sul­fur

    and mer­cury; then came a stream of the ura­ni­um, called so quaint­ly by the al­chemists,

    “owl’s teeth.” Ura­ni­um, of course, had noth­ing to do with teeth at all. Pro­fes­sor Cryx had

    giv­en his life to ex­plain that to Har­ri­son Cald­well.




    The hot met­als made a crack­ing sound as they joined at the wall and went on through, gray

    and pink and red. But when they came out mixed, they had turned mag­nif­icent yel­low, with a

    light white coat of dross skim­ming the top. What was now pour­ing out in­to the thou­sands of

    molds was gold. Twen­ty-​four karat gold. Ex­act­ly sev­en­ty-​eight-​point-​three tons of it,

    form­ing at his feet a floor full of gold bars in a world where that sim­ple, soft met­al sold

    for $365 an ounce.




    In the of­fices of Cald­well and Sons, the as­sis­tant, on his eighth tran­quil­iz­er of the

    hour, got a phone call. He re­mained as calm as if Mr. Cald­well were or­der­ing bis­cuits.




    “Sell,” came the aris­to­crat­ic voice of Har­ri­son Cald­well.




    In Bay­onne, New Jer­sey, the three drivers who had made a rou­tine de­liv­ery of ura­ni­um

    for the fed­er­al agen­cy con­trol­ling it were pulled over by a car with a blink­ing bub­ble

    on top.




    A man with a badge hopped out of the car and asked the three drivers their names. Then he

    asked where they were tak­ing the trucks.




    “Back to the garage,” said a driv­er. The man with the badge wrote down the ad­dress of the

    garage.




    “Have you been car­ry­ing ura­ni­um?”




    “Sure. What do you think those trucks are lined with lead for? Stops ra­di­ation. What do

    you think we wear ra­di­ation cards for? Why the ques­tions?”




    “We’ve had a prob­lem. Large quan­ti­ties of ura­ni­um have been miss­ing from plants across

    the coun­try. We’re check­ing all trans­port.”




    “We got our bills of lad­ing.”




    “I’d like to see them,” said the man, putting his badge away. “All of them.”




    The three drivers re­turned to their trucks. It was a cold gray sort of day, and they had

    been look­ing for­ward to park­ing them for good and get­ting a beer. The trucks idled their

    big diesels on Kennedy Boule­vard, a well-​trav­eled road. Sev­er­al peo­ple stopped to

    watch.




    The man with the badge looked at the bills of lad­ing and men­tioned that nowhere did they

    show a stop in Harlem.




    “Oh, that. Yeah. I’ll give you the ad­dress.”




    “Wasn’t that sup­posed to be se­cret?” said the man with the badge. “Weren’t you sup­posed

    to keep your mouths shut, un­der any cir­cum­stances?”




    “You’re with the gov­ern­ment, ain’t ya?”




    The man with the badge smiled. He beck­oned them clos­er, re­turn­ing their bills of

    lad­ing. Each bill had an en­ve­lope with it. Each en­ve­lope had a note. It told them to look

    up. They were be­ing robbed.




    The big bar­rel of the .357 Mag­num, a can­non of a pis­tol, told them to be­lieve what they

    read. One of them be­gan trem­bling. He couldn’t get off his watch.




    “Just a cou­ple of wal­lets will be fine,” he said. They didn’t ask why he want­ed on­ly

    two. They thought of them­selves as lucky. And this thought last­ed less than three sec­onds

    be­cause the big bar­rel of the pis­tol made flash­es. They saw the flash­es be­fore they heard

    the sounds. Sound trav­eled at six hun­dred miles per hour.




    The .357 Mag­num slugs trav­eled faster, right through their skulls, tak­ing off the tops of

    their heads, spilling their brains out on­to Kennedy Boule­vard.




    A pass­ing car slowed down, the man jumped in, and was driv­en to the Bay­onne Bridge, a

    high-​ris­ing arch that reached across to Stat­en Is­land. At its apex he tossed out his badge.

    Ev­ery­thing had worked per­fect­ly, just as he had been told. And just as he had been told, he

    was giv­en his pay­off near a pub­lic golf course on Stat­en Is­land. And this is where the

    plan changed. He did not get an en­ve­lope with thir­ty thou­sand dol­lars in it. He was

    giv­en, in­stead, a brand-​new shov­el and al­lowed to dig his own grave.




    When he fin­ished, he was told not to both­er to climb out.




    “Hey, bud­dy. If they are go­ing to pay me off like this,” said the man in the open grave,

    “what do you think they are go­ing to do to you?”




    “Give me the shov­el,” said the man stand­ing above the grave. He had light blond hair and

    del­icate fea­tures, and a soft gen­tle mouth. When he got the shov­el he ap­peared to be

    of­fer­ing it back in­to the grave for help to climb out. But with a ten­der lit­tle gig­gle,

    he brought the blade of the shov­el around, blud­geon­ing the lar­ynx of the man al­ready in

    the grave. Then, with a pleas­ant lit­tle laugh, he cov­ered the body with the fresh earth just

    be­fore a near­by golfer sliced in­to the area. The white ball land­ed in the soft fresh mound

    of the grave. The golfer walked over, and see­ing it half-​buried, cursed his luck.




    “I mean it is like play­ing out of sand, right? I mean, is this ground un­der re­pair?

    Be­cause if this is ground un­der re­pair, I get a free lift.”




    “No. You don’t get a free lift. It’s not ground un­der re­pair.”




    “You’re cru­el, you know,” said the golfer. “You could have said it was ground un­der

    re­pair.”




    The next day, ev­ery Dy­nam­ic News sta­tion in ev­ery Dy­nam­ic News lo­cale re­port­ed the

    sim­ple mur­der for rob­bery of three drivers for a nu­cle­ar plant, and a de­nial by a

    gov­ern­ment agen­cy that any ura­ni­um was miss­ing.




    “While we deeply re­gret the mur­der/rob­bery of three of our drivers, we find no rea­son

    for a nu­cle­ar alarm.” This from a gov­ern­ment spokesper­son.




    “But the trucks were emp­ty, weren’t they?” This from a newsper­son.




    “They were emp­ty trucks en route to the main garage in Penn­syl­va­nia.”




    “But were they emp­ty when they start­ed out?”




    “Yes.”




    “Then why were they be­ing driv­en?”




    “To re­turn them to the main garage in Penn­syl­va­nia.” And the spokesper­son as­sured the

    press, as­sured the tele­vi­sion cam­eras and the world, there was noth­ing to wor­ry about at

    this time. Ev­ery­thing was un­der con­trol. In his of­fice just off Wall Street, Har­ri­son

    Cald­well watched the bul­lion mar­ket take five tons with­out a quiver. Then he made

    ar­range­ments to sell twice as much. He had just fig­ured out a way to per­fect the

    gath­er­ing of ura­ni­um. When you had an in­fi­nite amount of mon­ey, noth­ing was

    im­pos­si­ble.


  




  

    Chapter 4




    It was a dis­grace. It was an in­sult and hu­mil­ia­tion al­most too much to bear. But

    Chi­un would bear it. He would bear it with dig­ni­ty and in si­lence. Though he cer­tain­ly

    could have borne it longer if Re­mo hadn’t ig­nored the si­lence. For si­lence ig­nored was the

    most in­sult­ing if not use­less of things. One might as well be a silent rock. And Chi­un,

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, was not a rock. When he wasn’t talk­ing to some­one, the vic­tim had

    bet­ter know it.




    “I am silent,” he said, with a haughty rise of his gray-​and-​gold ki­mono of the day.




    “I heard,” said Re­mo. He showed his and Chi­un’s iden­ti­fi­ca­tion at the large cy­clone

    fence sur­round­ing the Mc­Keesport, Penn­syl­va­nia, spe­cial nu­cle­ar fa­cil­ity. This was

    on­ly one of the plants where ura­ni­um had been stolen. But three trucks des­tined for this

    plant did not ar­rive be­cause their drivers had been robbed and mur­dered in a small New

    Jer­sey city. It sound­ed sus­pi­cious. Three dead men for two wal­lets con­tain­ing less than

    a hun­dred and fifty dol­lars. Of course nowa­days that kind of thing was as com­mon as a rock

    in the for­est. But there was just no place else to start. All the in­ves­tiga­tive agen­cies

    had come up with noth­ing. Re­mo wasn’t sure what he could come up with, but he sup­posed

    Smit­ty had want­ed a new fresh look.




    “I am still silent,” said Chi­un.




    “All right,” said Re­mo. “I am sor­ry. What are you silent about?”




    Chi­un turned his head away. When one was silent, one cer­tain­ly wasn’t go­ing to dis­cuss

    it.




    The iden­ti­fi­ca­tion spec­ified that Re­mo and Chi­un were nu­cle­ar en­gi­neers and they

    were go­ing to rate the plant, and any plant for that mat­ter, for ef­fi­cien­cy. This en­abled

    them to ask any ques­tion, no mat­ter how stupid.




    Re­mo asked where the ura­ni­um was stored pri­or to ship­ment and was told it was not. All

    ura­ni­um had a des­ti­na­tion be­fore it was made hot, as they called it. Chi­un touched

    Re­mo’s arm.




    “I know, lit­tle fa­ther, you’re silent. Look at this stuff. It’s in­ter­est­ing. All those

    pipes.”




    “Ex­cuse me, sir,” said a guard. “Is there some­thing in par­tic­ular you’re look­ing

    at?”




    “I’m just amazed by mod­ern tech­nol­ogy.”




    “That’s not quite mod­ern, sir. That’s a men’s room.”




    “Right,” said Re­mo.




    “May I see your iden­ti­fi­ca­tion?”




    The guard looked at the two glossy cards that showed vague like­ness­es of Re­mo and Chi­un

    as nu­cle­ar en­gi­neers. The pic­tures could nev­er quite iden­ti­fy them, but when showed,

    nei­ther could they be used to prove they weren’t who they said they were. The pic­tures had

    all the clar­ity and qual­ity of nor­mal pass­port pho­tos. “Would you come with me, please,

    sir.”




    “No,” said Re­mo. He took back the card, even with the guard’s hands fol­low­ing af­ter

    it.




    “You’re sup­posed to come with me. You can get hurt. You don’t even have a ra­di­ation

    badge.”




    “I don’t need one. I can feel it.”




    “No­body can feel ra­di­ation.”




    “You could if you lis­tened to your body,” said Re­mo. Chi­un turned his head away in

    dis­gust. It was Re­mo’s na­ture to at­tempt to ex­plain things to any sort of fool. One could

    even smell the odors of cow meat com­ing from the breath of the guard, and Re­mo was talk­ing

    to him about lis­ten­ing to his body. The ab­sur­di­ty of it all. Sud­den­ly Chi­un had so many

    rea­sons to keep silent that he gave up.




    “Fool,” he said to Re­mo. “We have been re­duced to speak­ing to guards, to lit­tle spear

    car­ri­ers, to peo­ple not even po­lice­men with lit­tle square badges and no hon­or. Why do

    you waste your time talk­ing to eaters of dead cows?”




    “I told him we didn’t need ra­di­ation badges.”




    “We need brains is what we need. I have trained you as an as­sas­sin and now you wan­der

    around look­ing for thieves. We do not look for thieves. Po­lice­men look for thieves. Your

    prob­lem is you have nev­er worked for a re­al em­per­or.”




    “Our coun­try has a prob­lem. This stuff can be used to make bombs that can de­stroy cities.

    Can you imag­ine en­tire cities be­ing in­cin­er­at­ed?”




    “To­day. Of course. Ev­ery­thing los­es its grandeur. They de­stroy cities with­out even

    sack or pil­lage. And who rec­og­nizes the as­sas­sin to­day? A good, not even great as­sas­sin

    would save mil­lions of lives.”




    “Do you know how many peo­ple were killed at Hi­roshi­ma?”




    “Not as many as the Japanese killed by hand in the rape of Nanking. The weapons are not the

    prob­lems. Armies are the prob­lems, armies not even made of sol­diers any­more, but cit­izens.

    Ev­ery­one is his own as­sas­sin. What a shame this age has be­come. And you have tak­en the

    train­ing I have giv­en you and joined the gen­er­al degra­da­tion of your kind,” said Chi­un,

    and be­gan the litany of how he should have known when first he tried to teach a white that the

    white would re­vert to white ways. This he said fol­low­ing Re­mo through­out the nu­cle­ar

    plant, in the ca­dence of the Ko­re­an spo­ken most heav­ily in the north­west of that

    penin­su­la called by the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju “the glo­ry cove.” For his big fin­ish he

    stressed again that they would not be so de­grad­ed if Re­mo worked for a re­al em­per­or, not

    Smith the lu­natic.




    As they toured the plant, the di­rec­tor of se­cu­ri­ty, a wom­an in a smart suit with smart

    eye­glass­es and a very smart man­ner about her walk, watched the two. Re­mo ig­nored her.




    “Oh, gra­cious la­dy, I see that you, too, suf­fer.”




    “My name is Con­sue­lo Bon­ner,” said the wom­an. “I am di­rec­tor of se­cu­ri­ty, and I am

    not a la­dy, I am a wom­an. And what are you two do­ing here?”




    “Shh,” said Re­mo. “I’m think­ing.”




    “He does not re­al­ize your beau­ty, madam,” said Chi­un.




    “Would you shush a man?” said Con­sue­lo Bon­ner. She was twen­ty-​eight years old, and

    could have been a mod­el with her flash­ing blue eyes and glo­ri­ous pale skin with raven hair,

    but chose in­stead to be in a busi­ness where men would not or­der her around.




    “No. I wouldn’t shush a man in your job. I would put him through a wall,” said Re­mo.




    “You don’t sound like a nu­cle­ar en­gi­neer,” said Con­sue­lo Bon­ner. “What is the

    fis­sion rate of a neu­tron im­bal­ance sub­ject­ed to hy­per­bom­bard­ment of

    laser-​in­ten­si­fied elec­tron streams?”




    “A good ques­tion,” said Re­mo.




    “An­swer it or you’re un­der ar­rest.”




    “Sev­en,” said Re­mo.




    “What?” said Con­sue­lo Bon­ner. The an­swer was a for­mu­la.




    “Twelve,” said Re­mo.




    “Ridicu­lous,” said Con­sue­lo Bon­ner.




    “A hun­dred and twelve,” said Re­mo. He turned away from the wom­an and con­tin­ued on down

    the cor­ri­dors of the plant, putting the prob­lem in­to per­spec­tive. If the nu­cle­ar waste

    were stolen, he rea­soned, the thefts could not have been com­mit­ted by peo­ple with­out

    pro­tec­tion from ra­di­ation. It re­al­ly couldn’t even have been heist­ed by peo­ple who

    didn’t know how to move the ura­ni­um; not that much ura­ni­um, and not that con­sis­tent­ly.

    There­fore it prob­ably was some­one work­ing with­in the sys­tem it­self, some­one who

    nor­mal­ly would have ac­cess to the fu­el.




    The wom­an was still fol­low­ing him. She had a walkie-​talkie and was call­ing for

    as­sis­tance. Chi­un smiled at the wom­an, telling Re­mo he had to learn how to han­dle wom­en.

    One did not bruise them; one show­ered them with petals of dis­trac­tion. He turned to­ward the

    wom­an, in­tent up­on pro­vid­ing a gra­cious ex­am­ple.




    “The del­ica­cy of your hands on that in­stru­ment be­lies its pur­pose,” said Chi­un. “You

    are a thou­sand morn­ings of joy and de­light.”




    “I am ev­ery bit as good as a man. I can do any­thing you can do, let me tell you that.

    Es­pe­cial­ly you, bud­dy, who won’t even lis­ten to me,” she said.




    “What?” said Re­mo.




    “I said I am go­ing to ar­rest you. I can do any­thing a man can do.”




    “Piss out a win­dow,” said Re­mo, still look­ing for the stor­age room. He could rec­og­nize

    lava­to­ries now. They had the big atom­ic-​look­ing pipes go­ing to them. The re­ac­tor had

    the small-​bath­room kind of pip­ing. He would have this fa­cil­ity down pat in min­utes.




    Con­sue­lo Bon­ner shrewd­ly wait­ed un­til she had over­whelm­ing force Bight guards. Four

    for each. “This is your last chance. This is a fed­er­al­ly pro­tect­ed area. You are here

    un­der sus­pi­cious cir­cum­stances, and I must ask you to come with me. If you refuse, I must

    place you un­der ar­rest.”




    “Piss out a win­dow,” said Re­mo.




    “How crude to such an el­egant la­dy,” said Chi­un.




    “Ar­rest them,” said Con­sue­lo.




    The guards split in­to two teams of four, and as they were trained, each closed in a

    per­fect di­amond pat­tern de­signed to make the per­pe­tra­tor help­less. Ex­cept that they

    closed in on them­selves. Con­sue­lo Bon­ner blinked. She had these men trained at the best

    po­lice schools. She had seen them work out her­self. She had seen one break a board with his

    head. They all had mar­tial-​arts ex­pe­ri­ence and now they were bump­ing heads like ba­bies

    in a playpen.




    “Move it,” she snapped. “Use clubs. Any­thing. Guns. They are just walk­ing away from

    you.”




    The guards aban­doned their pat­terns and with a yell all eight, like a venge­ful herd, fell

    on the two walk­ing down the hall as ca­su­al­ly as though strolling through a mead­ow.




    Two of the eight were able to stand at the end of the skir­mish and a third said he felt

    noth­ing. The in­vad­ing pair kept on walk­ing. Con­sue­lo Bon­ner took off her eye­glass­es.

    She would ap­proach the el­der of the pair. He, at least, was a gen­tle­man.




    “I guess I didn’t un­der­stand you. I just want to keep my plant safe.”




    “From ura­ni­um be­ing stolen,” said Re­mo.




    “You can’t prove that. This plant is as safe as if a man ran it,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “That’s what I’m say­ing. It’s a mess.”




    “You don’t think men are bet­ter?” said Con­sue­lo.




    “We think we are for­ev­er de­nied hav­ing chil­dren,” said Chi­un. “So we make do with our

    mea­ger awe­some pow­ers.”




    Con­sue­lo Bon­ner fol­lowed them down the hall. “If you are not en­gi­neers, who are

    you?”




    “Peo­ple who may have the same in­ter­est as you,” said Re­mo.




    “To ex­alt your beau­ty,” said Chi­un.




    In Ko­re­an, Re­mo told Chi­un that this wom­an didn’t seem re­cep­tive to that sort of

    flat­tery. Chi­un an­swered, al­so in Ko­re­an, that Re­mo was act­ing too white. What would it

    hurt to make a poor life a lit­tle less drea­ry with a kind word? Chi­un knew how to live

    with­out grat­itude. He had learned that teach­ing Re­mo. But why should an in­no­cent wom­an

    suf­fer?




    “For the last time, I’m not go­ing to write that I am not white. I’m not go­ing to im­ply

    that I lied to you, or that some­thing in your teach­ing made me Ko­re­an. I am white. I have

    al­ways been white. I will al­ways be white. And when I write the his­to­ry of Sinan­ju . .

    .”




    Chi­un raised a hand. “You will write that we are noth­ing but hired guards and the great

    House of Sinan­ju, as­sas­sins to the world, have been re­duced to ser­vants.”




    “We’re sav­ing a coun­try.”




    “What has the coun­try ev­er done for you? What has the coun­try ev­er taught you? What is

    your coun­try? There are thou­sands of coun­tries and there will be thou­sands more. But

    Sinan­ju is here to­mor­row and to­mor­row and to­mor­row … if you don’t fail us.”




    “I am not mar­ry­ing some fat ug­ly girl from Sinan­ju, ei­ther,” said Re­mo.




    Now all of this was said in Ko­re­an, like ma­chine-​gun fire. Con­sue­lo Bon­ner did not

    un­der­stand a word. But she knew it was an ar­gu­ment. She al­so judged with­out any

    dif­fi­cul­ty that these two had as much to do with nu­cle­ar sci­ence as a pin­ball ma­chine.

    She al­so knew that eight guards were use­less against them, and that they were prob­ably able

    to take on many more than that.




    But Con­sue­lo Bon­ner had not got­ten to be chief of se­cu­ri­ty at a nu­cle­ar plant by

    tak­ing leaps at sus­pi­cions. Wom­en, she knew, were judged more harsh­ly than men. She was

    all but cer­tain these two men might be just what she need­ed to get back her fu­el, to get her

    the cred­it for get­ting back the fu­el, and for tak­ing one more small step for her gen­der.

    To say noth­ing of the large one for her pock­et­book.




    “I know who you are,” she said. “You’re not en­gi­neers. You’re from one of the zil­lion

    fed­er­al agen­cies try­ing to track down the fu­el. We’ve had them all, I think. Hasn’t been

    made pub­lic be­cause they don’t want to pan­ic any­one about enough fu­el for dozens of bombs

    float­ing around. But I can help you find the trail of the fu­el.”




    Re­mo stopped. He looked to Chi­un. Chi­un looked away, still an­gered.




    “Okay,” said Re­mo. “But tell me. What was the an­swer to your first ques­tion that gave you

    the hint I might not be a nu­cle­ar en­gi­neer? Was it sev­en? I had a hunch it was

    sev­en.”




    “It’s a for­mu­la. What do you want to know for?”




    “In case some­one asks me again,” said Re­mo.




    Chi­un turned slow­ly to the young white wom­an en­cour­ag­ing Re­mo to be a find­er of lost

    things. He looked at her smooth white skin and sharp West­ern suit. Har­lot, he thought.




    “A pen­ny for your thoughts,” said Con­sue­lo.




    Chi­un smiled, and tugged Re­mo away from the wom­an.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well felt his stom­ach tight­en. His palms moist­ened and his lips went dry,

    and once again he felt fear. But he could not show fear. To this man he could show nei­ther

    fear nor dis­hon­esty. He was the one man you did not lie to. Nor did you use him care­less­ly.

    Shrewd­ly, Har­ri­son Cald­well had kept him in re­serve for on­ly the right times, on­ly the

    right mis­sions. For as the fam­ily had said:




    “Mon­ey, with­out a sword, is a gift for who­ev­er has one.” Har­ri­son Cald­weli had not

    used him for the pro­fes­sor who trans­lat­ed the stone, nor of course for the divers.

    Har­ri­son Cald­well on­ly used Fran­cis­co Braun when it was ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary. He was

    the last step.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well was one of the few men who knew how to use an as­sas­sin. One did not

    squan­der him for one’s ego, nor be­lit­tle him as a hireling.




    “Treat your sword as your daugh­ter, and you will die of old age.” And by that, it was meant

    that one did not go to one’s sword willy-​nil­ly for ev­ery nig­gling prob­lem, or even ev­ery

    killing. Har­ri­son Cald­well was not a squeamish man, but Fran­cis­co Braun could turn a

    stom­ach of iron to jel­ly. Some­times, since he had found him, Har­ri­son Cald­well won­dered

    if Fran­cis­co knew just how ter­ri­fy­ing he was. He had found Fran­cis­co on the Barcelona

    wa­ter­front. Know­ing he would need a sword to at­tain great wealth, he had gone to the worst

    sec­tion of Barcelona and asked for the name of the most fe­ro­cious killer.




    Pop­ular opin­ion led him to the man who ran a hero­in-​re­fin­ing op­er­ation, known to

    kill his com­pe­ti­tion by break­ing in their ribs and punc­tur­ing their lungs, let­ting them

    die by drown­ing, so to speak, in the very dry streets of Barcelona. Har­ri­son Cald­well

    of­fered one hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars to the man who killed him. Cald­well’s ex­pla­na­tion

    was that he was seek­ing re­venge for a rel­ative who had died through drugs. When one of­fered

    a hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars, one did not need a very good ex­pla­na­tion.




    Though Barcelona’s streets be­came lit­tered with still men and caved chests, still they

    came from around the world. Whites, blacks, yel­lows came and died in the streets of Barcelona.

    Har­ri­son Cald­well him­self read about these things safe­ly from a Paris ho­tel suite.




    Then, af­ter three weeks of car­nage, the drug deal­er was found in bed with his stom­ach

    ev­er so neat­ly fric­as­seed, and a gen­tle blond man came to the ho­tel ask­ing for his

    mon­ey. At first, Cald­well could not be­lieve such a pret­ty young man could have been the

    killer. The concierge down­stairs thought him a male pros­ti­tute, a ho­mo­sex­ual

    pros­ti­tute, such was the gen­tle­ness of the fea­tures. But some­thing about the man’s ease

    told Har­ri­son Cald­well this pret­ty young man had done the job.




    “I promised a hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars,” Cald­well said. “I lied. It is four hun­dred

    thou­sand dol­lars. One hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars now, and three hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars

    to come in a short time: in gold.”




    “Why three hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars?” said the young man.




    “Be­cause you will nev­er work for any­one else again. You are my sword.”




    He wait­ed while the young man thought this over. Cald­well knew that some­one who could

    kill with this fe­roc­ity just might kill him for dar­ing to say such a thing. But if he said

    yes, Har­ri­son Cald­well would have his sword.




    “Yes,” said Fran­cis­co Braun. As soon as Har­ri­son Cald­well dis­cov­ered that ura­ni­um

    was the miss­ing el­ement, his sword had work. And pre­cise work too. He could take out a man’s

    eyes as eas­ily as he could help some­one “in his sleep.” Fran­cis­co Braun could kill

    any­where and at any time, and per­fect­ly. Just the day be­fore, as the gold had come

    fi­nal­ly pour­ing out of its des­tiny, Fran­cis­co Braun had killed the one link be­tween the

    ura­ni­um trucks and his mas­ter. It was Fran­cis­co’s idea to hire a thug to do the killing

    and then have him picked up. He was a mur­der­ing ge­nius and though Fran­cis­co talked lit­tle

    about him­self, what Cald­well had pieced to­geth­er of his back­ground con­firmed that killing

    came nat­ural­ly to Braun. He was the grand­son of a Nazi war crim­inal who had fled to Uruguay

    and had joined the lo­cal po­lice. Young Fran­cis­co, too, had joined the po­lice, form­ing a

    squad of such fe­roc­ity that they made ter­ror­ists look pale. And then strange­ly one day,

    Fran­cis­co switched to the ur­ban guer­ril­la army. And his ex­pla­na­tion was:




    “There were few­er rules as to how one killed.” Cald­well did not press fur­ther. This day,

    he had the three hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars in gold ready for Fran­cis­co. But ev­ery time he

    thought of pay­ing him, his due and ex­tra, he felt his palms grow moist with fear. Of course,

    he had been trained not to show it.




    “Mr. Cald­well,” was all Fran­cis­co had said.




    “Fran­cis­co,” was all Cald­well had said, sit­ting erect in his chair as though

    en­throned.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well had lit­tle flat bars made for Fran­cis­co, bars stamped with the

    Cald­well im­print. Three hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars in gold didn’t even cov­er the leather

    blot­ter on the rose­wood desk.




    Fran­cis­co looked at it and clicked his heels. Cald­well won­dered if one day this

    beau­ti­ful, dead­ly young man would turn on him.




    “Fran­cis­co,” he said, “we have a prob­lem. I be­lieve some peo­ple in the nu­cle­ar

    fa­cil­ity at Mc­Keesport, Penn­syl­va­nia, are be­gin­ning to es­tab­lish a trail. It is our

    wish, Fran­cis­co, that since we can­not cov­er the trail com­plete­ly, the track­ers be

    re­moved.”




    Cald­well ex­plained that the head of se­cu­ri­ty, ac­cord­ing to his re­ports, had found a

    trail of bills of lad­ing that led to the trucks, in­di­cat­ing they were full, not emp­ty. She

    had with her two men of ap­par­ent su­pe­ri­or abil­ity.




    “On this mat­ter, Fran­cis­co, I do not want at­ten­tion.”




    “Yes, Mr. Cald­well.”




    “Do you have any­thing against killing a wom­an?”




    “I like wom­en,” said Fran­cis­co Braun. He said this with a smile. “I like them very

    much.”




    The proud Is­lam­ic Knights didn’t like the idea of killing a wom­an. Or a yel­low man. The

    white would be no prob­lem-​in fact they might do him for noth­ing. There was gen­er­al

    laugh­ter in the holy mosque tem­ple, a for­mer jit­ter­bug hall in Boston. A fag­gy white guy

    was putting up a lot of bread to off three peo­ple. The proud Knights had offed peo­ple just to

    see if a new gun worked. A white re­porter came around one day, and they told him that Hitler

    should have killed all the Jews and then the rest of the whites. They dug Hitler. All those

    uni­forms and con­cen­tra­tion camps.




    When some Jews called their state­ment vi­cious and an­ti-​semitic, the news­pa­per

    at­tacked the Jews. Af­ter all, blacks were now the of­fi­cial op­pressed mi­nor­ity. Jews were

    out. Blacks were in. The pa­per called the Is­lam­ic Knights a pos­itive so­cial move­ment.




    The fag­gy white guy was of­fer­ing a thou­sand dol­lars now in cash, and eighty thou­sand

    dol­lars when they were done. They all knew what they would do. They would take the thou­sand,

    off the three, in­clud­ing the wom­an and the yel­low man, take the eighty thou­sand dol­lars

    and then rip off the man’s watch, and maybe off the man.




    Some of them thought he was pret­ty enough to keep. They kept peo­ple, usu­al­ly wom­en, in

    rooms with locks. Some­times they sold them. Some­times they bought them. They had noth­ing to

    do with any Arab move­ment or any re­al Is­lam­ic move­ment, al­though they tried. The po­lice

    called it break­ing and en­ter­ing when they were caught steal­ing a rug from a mosque. They

    called it reach­ing out for prayer un­der­stand­ing.




    Again, the lo­cal news­pa­per sent down the re­porter, who saw all man­ner of in­tegri­ty in

    the young men. When he heard a knock­ing in one of the clos­ets, he asked what it was.




    “She be wantin’ food. Peo­ples say we be doin’ slav­ery. We got­ta feed dem ladies. We

    got­ta keep ‘em in clothes. Hell, it worse than keepin’ a dog.” Thus spoke the ex­alt­ed imam,

    supreme lead­er.




    The re­porter was of­fered the wom­an as a friend­ly ges­ture. He re­turned to write about a

    mis­un­der­stood group seek­ing free en­ter­prise, and called for a di­alogue be­tween the

    Knights and com­mu­ni­ty lead­ers. He did not men­tion the des­per­ate knock­ing com­ing from

    the doors. Nor did he men­tion that the rug be­long­ing to the re­al mosque of Lebanese Sun­nis

    was be­ing sold right be­fore his eyes. He had the black beat, and he didn’t see how

    men­tion­ing those un­pleas­antries would have any bear­ing on the sto­ries. His sto­ry was

    about black men with the courage to stand up to pres­sure groups and crit­icism.




    Fran­cis­co Braun knew what he was buy­ing. He was buy­ing very slop­py killers. They

    prob­ably had prac­ticed on rel­atives first, then neigh­bors, and then branched out. Braun

    un­der­stood that ev­ery judge who re­leased these killers back in­to the com­mu­ni­ty had

    prob­ably been re­spon­si­ble for more black deaths than any Ku Klux Klan chap­ter dur­ing the

    height of lynch­ings at the turn of the cen­tu­ry.




    Fran­cis­co Braun did not care. He had seen their kind in the slums of the world. They did

    not even make good guer­ril­las. If Fran­cis­co Braun were to stage a black rev­olu­tion in

    Amer­ica, he would not use these, but those mid­dle-​class blacks who strug­gled to build homes

    and send their chil­dren to school. They were sol­diers. This was garbage. But garbage was what

    he need­ed. Lots of it. “I want a mas­sacre,” said Fran­cis­co.




    “De green got­ta be seen, man.”




    “Cer­tain­ly,” said Fran­cis­co. He felt one of them si­dle up close to him. To un­der­stand

    these peo­ple one had to know that a thou­sand dol­lars now was more im­por­tant than a

    coun­try lat­er. They were prob­ably think­ing rob­bery, and pos­si­bly even male rape. Many

    men thought that when they saw the ten­der fea­tures of Fran­cis­co Braun.




    Fran­cis­co smiled gen­tly, and with a smooth, prac­ticed mo­tion, put a

    twen­ty-​five-​cal­iber Beretta in­to the bulging pants of the young man sidling up to him, and

    sent a slug in­to the bulge. There were some very pearl­white teeth grin­ning back at him from

    an as­phalt-​black face.




    Though a pump­ing red ooze seeped from the crotch of his pants, the pain had yet to show in

    the young man’s face. The grin, Fran­cis­co knew, was the first re­ac­tion, the to­tal

    dis­be­lief of what had been done. The Is­lam­ic Knights un­der­stood they were not deal­ing

    with a so­cial work­er or a re­porter. They were packed in­to three cars by evening.




    They stopped to rape and pil­lage a farm­house in New Jer­sey un­til the fig­ure of

    Fran­cis­co Braun ap­peared at the door­way.




    “Keep mov­ing,” said Fran­cis­co.




    In Penn­syl­va­nia the three car­loads com­plained that they had been with­out

    en­ter­tain­ment for fif­teen hours. They were suf­fer­ing with­draw­al symp­toms. Fran­cis­co

    asked for some­one to enu­mer­ate all their needs. They picked the supreme imam lead­er.

    Fran­cis­co lis­tened to all the re­quests po­lite­ly, then shot out his eyes. The three

    car­loads did not stop un­til they reached a sub­urb of Mc­Keesport, and the ad­dress Mr.

    Cald­well had giv­en him.




    At that point, Fran­cis­co laid out ma­chine guns, ma­chetes, pis­tols, and a few hand

    grenades on the hoods of the cars. The young Knights could not be­lieve their good luck. Not

    on­ly were they go­ing to off this white, they were go­ing to cut him in­to pieces.




    “They’re load­ed,” said Fran­cis­co. “In that house, down there,” he said, point­ing from a

    ridge down to a ranch house with a lit liv­ing room and three fig­ures present around a ta­ble,

    “are three peo­ple with­out weapons. I, on the oth­er hand, have a pis­tol. I can kill at least

    three of you be­fore you kill me. I won’t tell you which three. Now the choice is be­tween

    three de­fense­less peo­ple who have done noth­ing to you, and me, a man who would like

    noth­ing bet­ter than putting blood spots on your black skin. Your choice.”




    And then he smiled very sweet­ly. It took the Is­lam­ic Knights less than a full sec­ond to

    de­cide. With a cry of holy war they grabbed their weapons and ran scream­ing to­ward the ranch

    house in the lit­tle val­ley.




    Fran­cis­co Braun knew that a mass at­tack like this could not be stopped. He had seen it

    be­fore. No mat­ter how bad they were, the fury of the Knights’ as­sault, com­bined with

    num­bers, would neu­tral­ize any skill. He would have liked to do the job him­self, but Mr.

    Cald­well had stressed he want­ed dis­tance from the crime. Too bad. There was a wom­an there,

    too. He liked wom­en. He would have liked that wom­an. She was so beau­ti­ful. He ached for a

    wom­an. Sad­ly he turned back to his car. He could not bear to watch the pack hav­ing all the

    fun.




    Some­times, he thought, mon­ey did not pay for all the long­ing in him. But he knew that

    work­ing for Mr. Cald­well, there would al­ways be more wom­en. As Mr. Cald­well had said:




    “Great wealth needs a great sword. You, Fran­cis­co Braun, are my sword. Plan on it be­ing

    moist.”




    And Fran­cis­co knew he had found the one man he want­ed to work for, knew it even as he

    knelt on one knee be­fore his lord.




    Sad­ly, Fran­cis­co got in­to his own car. The shoot­ing should be start­ing now. He turned

    to his en­gine. Per­haps that had blocked the sound. He opened the win­dow. Still no sound. He

    had giv­en them AK-47’s, an ex­cel­lent field weapon, per­haps the best. Noth­ing. Not even a

    grenade go­ing off or the sound of a ma­chete. Fran­cis­co Braun got out of the car and looked

    down in­to the val­ley. An old man in flow­ing robes was re­turn­ing in­to the house. Three

    car­loads of ghet­to youths lay in the drive­way. There had not even been a yell. Not a

    cry.




    Now loud sounds came from the house. A man was growl­ing, some­thing about clean­ing up

    bod­ies. The old­er man, the Ori­en­tal, turned his back on the younger, the white. The white

    was com­plain­ing.




    “If you kill them, you clean them up. There are large garbage bags in the kitchen. You can

    get them as well as any­one.”




    The younger white moved the bod­ies around like small car­tons, stack­ing them as he

    com­plained about al­ways get­ting the dirty work. Three car­loads stacked like a pyra­mid.




    Fran­cis­co es­ti­mat­ed the bod­ies were from 170 to 270 pounds. And they flew on­to the

    pile.




    “The last time,” said the white. And then, as though he had known Fran­cis­co was look­ing

    down all along, he glanced up to the hill.




    “Hey, sweet­heart, you want yours?” said the man. Fran­cis­co knew he want­ed that man as he

    had want­ed no one else in the world. He want­ed the young one. And he want­ed the old one, and

    then in ul­ti­mate sat­is­fac­tion he would fin­ish off, like a dessert, the wom­an. They were

    all his now. And Mr. Cald­well could not pos­si­bly mind that he took them him­self. The plan

    of the ghet­to youths had failed.


  




  

    Chapter 5




    Fran­cis­co Braun did not col­lect the re­ward for killing the fiercest man in Barcelona by

    rush­ing in. Grant­ed, he could crack a man’s ribs with a sin­gle karate blow. He had put out

    the eyes of a flee­ing wom­an at fifty yards with a fine hand­gun. And she had been a fast

    wom­an, too. Even faster af­ter she dropped her ba­by.




    But the great­est weapons Fran­cis­co Braun had at his com­mand were rea­son and pa­tience.

    And he forced him­self to move cor­rect­ly even though his pas­sion to take all three

    im­me­di­ate­ly strained him might­ily. They had killed the garbage he had picked up in Boston.

    Phys­ical­ly, they moved ex­traor­di­nar­ily well, so fast he had not been able to de­ter­mine

    which school of hand fight­ing they used. He could get off a shot now. But that might be risky.

    He might get one and then have to hunt the oth­ers, be­cause he did not know what these men

    could do. He did not know who they were, and if he did not know who they were, he just might

    miss. They had shown they were spe­cial, very spe­cial.




    Of course, if he launched a grenade in­to the house now, they would prob­ably scat­ter in

    con­fu­sion and he could pick them off. Prob­ably. But he was not alive be­cause of

    prob­abil­ities.




    Be­sides, he had help now, a man who tru­ly knew how to use pow­er. And Fran­cis­co Braun

    knew how to use what he had. He was nev­er one who pre­ferred to get his hands dirty when he

    didn’t have to.




    Al­ready he had an ad­van­tage over the two men in the house be­low him. He knew how

    dan­ger­ous they were. But they had no idea how dan­ger­ous he was, or that he was go­ing to

    kill them. They couldn’t even know he was there. That had al­ways been more than enough of an

    edge to make Fran­cis­co vic­to­ri­ous. There was no rea­son to be­lieve it would change now.

    He would know them, they would not know him, and then he would kill them. He had been lucky

    that they had shown them­selves, lucky that he had not gone in first.




    He re­turned to the trunk of the car, took out a brief­case, and opened it to two long black

    lens­es that clicked in­to each oth­er. Then he care­ful­ly screwed them in­to a large frame

    cam­era, to which he at­tached a light but steady tri­pod.




    It was cool in the Penn­syl­va­nia hill coun­try, but the air was not re­fresh­ing. The

    stench of dis­tant slag heaps from old coal mines cre­at­ed an odor like rot­ting cof­fee

    grounds smol­der­ing in the cen­ter of the earth. The small house looked warm and friend­ly

    with logs burn­ing in the fire­place of the liv­ing room. Fran­cis­co Braun fo­cused the

    cam­era on the liv­ing room. Above the fire­place man­tel was a pho­to­graph. When he could

    read the pho­tog­ra­pher’s name in the cor­ner of the pho­to­graph, he knew that the lens was

    in cor­rect­ly. He moved the fo­cus back to the door.




    And then in a split sec­ond, with less con­cern than a car­pen­ter ham­mer­ing in the

    thou­sandth nail of a roof. Fran­cis­co Braun shot out the liv­ing-​room win­dow with a

    hand­gun that he had back in his pock­et even be­fore the echoes of the shots re­turned from

    the dark Penn­syl­va­nia hills.




    The old­er and younger man were out of the front door be­fore all the glass had set­tled,

    and Fran­cis­co’s cam­era whirred off twen­ty-​five shots in one sec­ond. By the sec­ond

    sec­ond, he had the cam­era in one hand and the door to his car open in the oth­er. Be­fore the

    third, he was driv­ing away as fast as the car could pick up speed.




    Out­side Mc­Keesport, Penn­syl­va­nia, he slowed down and took the film out of the cam­era.

    By the time he reached New York City, and the home of Mr. Cald­well, he was cruis­ing

    com­fort­ably. He called for an ap­point­ment with Mr. Cald­well. Mr. Cald­well some­times

    called him­self an Amer­ican. But Fran­cis­co knew he had to be some­thing else. Mr. Cald­well

    had nev­er asked to be called Har­ri­son. The prob­lem with Amer­icans was they want­ed to be

    ev­ery­one’s friends. Mr. Cald­well had that won­der­ful abil­ity not to want that. That made

    work­ing for him eas­ier. You knew Mr. Cald­well was Mr. Cald­well. He was not your friend.




    “This is Fran­cis­co Braun. I would like to see Mr. Cald­well at his con­ve­nience,”

    Fran­cis­co said in­to the tele­phone with raised braille num­bers in the di­al han­dle. These

    could be punched in the dark, quite nec­es­sary be­cause the phone was in the pho­to­graph­ic

    dark­room set up in his Up­per East Side New York apart­ment. Mr. Cald­well had put him there,

    with a di­rect-​ac­cess line, the day af­ter he had called Fran­cis­co his “sword.”




    “We will give an au­di­ence this af­ter­noon,” said the sec­re­tary, and Fran­cis­co got the

    hour, with­out won­der­ing what “au­di­ence” meant. He had his pic­tures, twen­ty in less than

    a sec­ond, each tak­en faster than an eye could blink or an eardrum pick up sound.




    In pho­tog­ra­phy, as in the rest of life, Fran­cis­co had learned that an ad­van­tage was

    al­ways bal­anced by a dis­ad­van­tage some­where else. In oth­er words, noth­ing was free.

    De­spite the in­cred­ible clar­ity of his lens­es and the large for­mat, the high speed of his

    rapid shots need­ed a film so fast and volatile that the pho­tographs ul­ti­mate­ly came out

    with lit­tle more clar­ity than a child’s snap­shot. But that would be enough to start a search

    in­to the back­grounds of these men, if Mr. Cald­well was as pow­er­ful as he seemed. Mon­ey,

    af­ter all, was pow­er. To find out about the back­grounds of these men, Fran­cis­co would, of

    course, find out ex­act­ly what they could do, or where they would be or who they were. And

    when one built enough ad­van­tages, one struck. This for op­po­nents who were a cut above. The

    rest of mankind could be dis­patched at whim, at grave­sides or meet­ing halls, or

    wher­ev­er.




    There was a calm in the beau­ti­ful blond face of Fran­cis­co Braun as the strip of film

    moved through the de­vel­op­er and then in­to a rinse, and fi­nal­ly in­to the chem­icals that

    would stop the de­vel­op­ing pro­cess so no more light could af­fect the im­ages. This would

    fix the neg­atives. With the best neg­atives, he would make prints, and then he would have his

    vic­tims’ faces set be­fore him to study at leisure. More im­por­tant, this would give him

    some­thing to pass on for iden­ti­fi­ca­tion.




    He liked the in­tri­cate pow­er of Bach on stereo as he worked. It soothed the in­ner

    el­ements of his mind. It saved him from whistling. It set the mood. These would be

    ex­traor­di­nary kills, not com­mon dis­pos­als. He re­mem­bered the smooth way the Is­lam­ic

    Knights were dis­patched. He wished he had had his cam­era out then. But he had not ex­pect­ed

    them to fail. There had been too many, no mat­ter how in­com­pe­tent. In­com­pe­tence af­ter

    all, was why he had cho­sen them.




    A strange thing came up on what ap­peared to be the best neg­atives. The face of the white

    ap­peared to be look­ing to­ward the cam­era. Three frames. Full face. That was an im­prob­able

    fluke. Im­pos­si­ble, re­al­ly, be­cause no one was go­ing to no­tice what was on a dis­tant

    hill in one sec­ond, es­pe­cial­ly in the con­fu­sion of the af­ter­math of hav­ing a

    liv­ing-​room win­dow shot out. Fran­cis­co had seen it be­fore-​in pan­ic and con­fu­sion the

    heads would bob about in ev­ery di­rec­tion. On­ly be­cause the cam­era was so fast could it

    ap­pear that a per­son ac­tu­al­ly had no­ticed, then looked at, the cam­era. Pic­tures did

    lie.




    This would al­ways be clear­er in the print, even with the less­er qual­ity of the

    high-​speed film Fran­cis­co used. The eyes would be open, al­most dead, be­cause they were

    re­al­ly un­fo­cused. The face, of course, would have the mouth wide open, be­cause in pan­ic,

    peo­ple stopped breath­ing through their noses and used their mouths. The body, too, would

    tes­ti­fy to the pan­ic. The trunk would be mov­ing in one di­rec­tion and the arms flail­ing

    about in an­oth­er. Of course, on this neg­ative, it looked as though the tar­get was some­what

    com­posed. But that might have been due to his ex­traor­di­nary abil­ity at hand fight­ing,

    per­haps some au­to­mat­ic body con­trol. Of course, he could not be com­posed, and that would

    come clear in the prints.




    Fran­cis­co ran the neg­atives in­to a drum which could print be­fore the neg­atives were

    dry. He punched in the num­bers of the box that he kept close by. The box was not for film. Nor

    did it hold any oth­er pho­to­graph­ic ac­cou­trements. In­stead, it kept a sin­gle Wa­ter­ford

    crys­tal glass of red wine bare­ly chilled. Life, af­ter all, was made up of these mo­ments. He

    was al­ways be­tween one kill and an­oth­er. Why not take the plea­sure of Bach and a good

    Beau­jo­lais while wait­ing?




    Un­like most wine ex­perts, Fran­cis­co pre­ferred his red wine with­out the cus­tom­ary

    breath­ing pe­ri­od of an hour. He liked that ex­tra bit of sharp­ness. And he al­ways had

    on­ly one glass and nev­er more. He poured the rest of the wine down the de­vel­op­ing

    sink.




    The drum whirred, Bach sang through the in­stru­ments over the cen­turies, and the red wine

    flowed over Fran­cis­co’s tongue, then ev­er so gen­tly through his body. When the drum

    clicked, Fran­cis­co knew two things: that the pic­tures were print­ed and that he had

    one-​half glass left to en­joy.




    With pre­cise move­ments he re­moved the three frames, laid them out, and turned on the

    light.




    The heavy Wa­ter­ford crys­tal hit the floor but did not crack. The wine spilled out. And it

    was not the tar­get’s mouth that was open in con­fu­sion, but Fran­cis­co Braun’s.




    He stepped back from the de­vel­op­ing sink. It was im­pos­si­ble. It had to be an

    ac­ci­dent. He forced him­self back to the sink.




    There, look­ing up at him, was a man’s face per­fect­ly fo­cused on the cam­era. And the

    mouth was not the least bit open in ter­ror. It was thin and ris­ing; in fact, there was a

    smile on the face look­ing at the cam­era, as though Fran­cis­co Braun’s threat to his life was

    some kind of joke. Fran­cis­co ex­am­ined all three full-​face pic­tures. In all three there

    were smiles.




    Quick­ly he ran the en­tire twen­ty pic­tures through the print drum. He had to see

    ev­ery­thing.




    He tapped his feet, wait­ing. He turned off the damned Bach. He told the drum to hur­ry. He

    re­mind­ed him­self not to speak to inan­imate ob­jects. He told him­self that Fran­cis­co

    Braun did not lose his dis­ci­pline that eas­ily. He re­mind­ed him­self how many men he had

    killed. And then he kicked the crys­tal glass in­to the wall.




    When the pic­tures ap­peared, they were even more for­bid­ding, but Fran­cis­co Braun was

    ready for that. The first frame cap­tured the two as they came out of the house. In the sec­ond

    frame it was clear that the pair had been in­stant­ly aware of him. The old man,

    sur­pris­ing­ly, moved as well as, if not bet­ter than, the younger. In fact, the old­er man’s

    gaze in­to the cam­era was the more in­ter­est­ing of the two. It was as though he were

    check­ing the weath­er. Ab­so­lute­ly no care what­so­ev­er. Then he turned to the younger to

    make sure he had seen what was on the ridge, and see­ing that the young one was al­ready

    star­ing at the cam­era, he turned back in­to the house. And then, of course, came those three

    pic­tures, those fea­tur­ing the amuse­ment on the face and in the dark eyes fo­cused

    per­fect­ly, no pan­ic at all.




    Good. Fran­cis­co Braun had done wise­ly not to at­tack at once. He took two iden­ti­fi­able

    im­ages, with height ap­par­ent and weight prob­able, and brought them with him for his

    ap­point­ment with Mr. Cald­well.




    Mr. Cald­well’s of­fice now sprawled across an en­tire floor in a down­town New York City

    build­ing. Two uni­formed men with a crest of an apothe­cary jar and a sword em­bla­zoned in

    red on their trim dark jack­ets stood at the door­way.




    “I have an ap­point­ment with Mr. Cald­well,” said Braun. He held the two pic­tures un­der

    his arm in a small leather en­ve­lope.




    “Please, if you will?” said the guard.




    “If I will, what?” said Braun.




    “Wait for your au­di­ence.”




    “I am un­aware that I am go­ing to per­form for any­one.”




    “Wait,” said the guard.




    There was that term “au­di­ence” again.




    As soon as the doors opened, Fran­cis­co Braun be­gan to sus­pect what the guard and the

    sec­re­tary had been talk­ing about.




    There were no sep­arate of­fices any­more. Rather, the sec­re­taries and less­er em­ploy­ees

    sat at desks on ei­ther side of the room, leav­ing a vast open ex­panse in the mid­dle. There,

    on a raised plat­form, was a high-​backed chair. The chair glim­mered with col­ored stones,

    pos­si­bly jew­els. Above the chair hung the strange em­bossed seal, red on dark vel­vet. And

    in the chair, one hand rest­ing on an arm, the oth­er in his lap, was Mr. Har­ri­son Cald­well.

    “We will see you now,” said Mr. Cald­well.




    Fran­cis­co Braun looked around. He looked for the oth­ers. But Mr. Cald­well was alone.

    There wasn’t any­one with­in twen­ty-​five yards of him. A jew­eled fin­ger beck­oned Braun up

    to the high-​placed chair.




    Braun heard his own foot­steps click on the pol­ished mar­ble lead­ing to the plat­form. Not

    one of the less­er em­ploy­ees looked up. The hand with the jew­eled fin­ger ex­tend­ed to

    Braun. He would have shak­en it, ex­cept the palm was turned down. There was no doubt any­more.

    This was an au­di­ence, not a meet­ing.




    “Your Majesty,” said Fran­cis­co Braun, kiss­ing the hand.




    “Fran­cis­co Braun, my sword,” said Har­ri­son Cald­well. “Have you come to tell us that you

    have dis­posed of our prob­lem?”




    Braun stepped back with a bow. So Mr. Cald­well thought he was a king for some rea­son.

    True, the mon­ey was good, and Mr. Cald­well had yet to do any­thing fool­ish. But this new

    di­men­sion forced Braun to con­sid­er more care­ful­ly be­fore he spoke each word. Cald­well

    could be in­sane. Yet if he were mad, he was still awe­some­ly rich. Even the ma­jor

    cor­po­ra­tions of Amer­ica, Braun knew, did not have mon­ey to waste on vast space in the

    fi­nan­cial dis­trict. This one room, this throne room, filled an en­tire floor.




    “Your Majesty faces a more formidable en­emy than I first re­al­ized.”




    “En­emy?”




    “Yes, your Majesty,” said Braun.




    “We have nei­ther per­ma­nent en­emies nor per­ma­nent friends.”




    “Your Majesty. I did not choose these men to kill. They are not my en­emies.”




    “As long as you serve me, Fran­cis­co, they are.”




    “Yes, your Majesty. They es­caped the first as­sault,” said Braun. “I have come be­cause you

    have men­tioned that with your pow­er you have greater ac­cess to in­for­ma­tion than ev­er

    be­fore.”




    “Greater ev­ery day,” said Cald­well.




    “I want to know more about these two so that I may bet­ter dis­pose of them for you.”




    “En­emies are not al­ways en­emies, you know.” Braun hes­itat­ed. He did not know if he

    dared cor­rect Cald­well now. But he had to. If he were go­ing to elim­inate those two, he had

    to have help. If not, bet­ter to leave with one’s life.




    “Your Majesty, you your­self want­ed them elim­inat­ed be­cause they were in­ter­fer­ing

    with some­thing, ac­cord­ing to your re­ports. Have they stopped in­ter­fer­ing?”




    “Not to our knowl­edge.”




    “Then I need help. If they are more formidable, then to hang their heads on your walls, so

    to speak, would give you greater re­spect in the eyes of men who re­spect on­ly force.”




    “Force is not on­ly blood, Fran­cis­co. But a good sword would think that way. So be it. We

    will give you what you need.”




    “I need, your Majesty, to iden­ti­fy two men,” said Fran­cis­co. He un­snapped the leather

    fold­er and pre­sent­ed the pic­tures to Mr. Cald­well, or His High­ness Mr. Cald­well. Braun

    was not sure which.




    Cald­well did not take the pic­tures, but made Braun hold them up be­fore him.




    “I see. What con­tempt in that face,” said Cald­well. “What an ar­ro­gant smile. He must

    have thought very lit­tle of the pho­tog­ra­pher. I would have, too. They are not good

    pic­tures.”




    “What I need to know is where they have learned what they have learned. They have spe­cial

    skills.” Braun held the pic­tures be­fore His Majesty Mr. Cald­well. The ex­ten­sion of the arm

    pres­sured the nerves so that the pic­tures be­gan to trem­ble. His Majesty Mr. Cald­well took

    no no­tice. He stared at the ceil­ing. Braun glanced there. It was a plain ceil­ing. His

    Majesty Mr. Cald­well must be off in his own mind, thought Braun. He low­ered the

    pic­tures.




    Cald­well snapped his fin­gers. Braun raised the pic­tures. Cald­well chuck­led.




    “An amus­ing idea has oc­curred to us,” said Cald­well, who knew that his idea would not

    amuse Braun in the least. He low­ered his eyes to meet his sword’s. “Our good Fran­cis­co, do

    not let what I am about to say trou­ble you ex­ces­sive­ly. But in the days of the true

    monar­chs, there was a per­son who fought the king’s bat­tles. He was called the king’s

    cham­pi­on. He was the best in the land. Our idea, the idea that amus­es us, is that these two

    may wield pow­ers that are greater than yours.”




    A bolt of anger shot through Fran­cis­co Braun. He felt like tear­ing the pic­tures away

    from Cald­well, this im­ita­tion king, His High­ness of a court that had not ex­ist­ed for

    cen­turies, the old Span­ish monar­chy. But His Majesty Mr. Cald­well was al­so the rich­est

    man he had ev­er worked for. And up to now he had not been a fool at all.




    Fran­cis­co Braun replied, with great con­trol in an icy tone:




    “All I have told your High­ness is that the two men are not yet dead. But they are in the

    pro­cess of dy­ing. Your sword begged his crown on­ly to as­sist that pro­cess, to help

    es­tab­lish your pow­er in the eyes of those who would de­stroy you.”




    “Well spo­ken, good Fran­cis­co,” said Cald­well. “We will ar­range ev­ery­thing.” With a

    slight beck­on­ing mo­tion he moved a sin­gle fin­ger. A sec­re­tary clip­pety-​clipped along

    the pol­ished mar­ble floors. Braun felt her come up be­hind him. She kissed Cald­well’s feet

    and took the pic­tures.




    “We will speak to you about those lat­er,” said Cald­well. The young wom­an nod­ded.

    Ap­par­ent­ly she wasn’t even al­lowed to speak to Cald­well. Braun had been giv­en that

    hon­or.




    Then Cald­well’s hand came for­ward. Braun knew ex­act­ly what his liege want­ed. He took a

    deep breath, kissed the ring, and backed to­ward the door. Be­fore he left, an aide hand­ed him

    a heavy brief­case and an ad­dress a few blocks away from Wall Street.




    It was the gold ex­change. He was car­ry­ing at least forty pounds of gold. Was he a

    de­liv­ery boy now? Was Cald­well de­mot­ing him to that? He de­liv­ered the gold to the

    ex­change, and in­side, with sup­pressed anger, he took bar af­ter bar of gold out of the

    brief­case and slammed it on the counter.




    A be­spec­ta­cled old man in a vest weighed each bar, chuck­ling.




    “Cald­well gold. A good fam­ily. Al­ways liked deal­ing with the Cald­wells. Re­al

    bul­lion­ists, if you know what I mean.”




    “Of course I don’t,” said Fran­cis­co. “What is a re­al bul­lion­ist?”




    “Well, you have peo­ple who get in­to gold just for prof­it, and then you have the re­al old

    hous­es.”




    “Re­al­ly. How old are the Cald­wells?”




    “Be­fore the found­ing of Amer­ica,” said the old man. He took an­oth­er bar to the

    as­say­er’s scale. Braun looked around the room with a mild con­tempt. The build­ing was

    heav­ily but­tressed with steel that no one had both­ered to pol­ish for decades and a

    musti­ness had set­tled on the whole place. The scale it­self was old and bat­tered, and the

    pans that hung from the bal­ance bar were warped and bent. Yet if one put an ex­act weight on

    one side, one could be as sure as grav­ity that when the oth­er side bal­anced, the weights

    were pre­cise­ly equal.




    That re­moved the re­motest pos­si­bil­ity of cheat­ing. “It’s a plea­sure to deal with the

    Cald­wells,” said the old man. “They know their gold. You see the Cald­well crest, you know you

    are not deal­ing with some­one try­ing to skim a few ounces on a ton. The crest means a lot.

    It’s an old crest, an old forge that one is.”




    Braun looked at his watch. He made this ob­vi­ous, so the old coot would not bab­ble on. But

    the man stopped on­ly un­til Braun looked at him.




    “See this crest,” said the old man, point­ing to an apothe­cary jar and a sword stamped

    in­to the gold it­self. “At least twen­ty times to­day,” said Braun.




    “That apothe­cary jar is the sym­bol for phar­ma­cists now, but it used to be for

    al­chemists. Do you know what an al­chemist is, young man?”




    “No,” said Braun. He looked at the re­main­ing bars in the bag. There were three more to be

    weighed. He sighed. So the mon­ey was good. So Cald­well had been ex­treme­ly shrewd. Did this

    make up for kiss­ing rings and de­liv­er­ing parcels?




    “The word ‘al­chemist’ is the root of our mod­ern word ‘chemist,’ ” said the old man. “It

    comes from the Egyp­tian, ‘al hemist.’ “




    “Fan­tas­tic. I won­der if you might be able to tell me all these won­der­ful things about

    al­chemists while you con­tin­ue weigh­ing the gold?”




    The old man chuck­led, but he did move. “Al­chemists could do ev­ery­thing. And did

    ev­ery­thing. Cures, po­tions, ev­ery­thing. They were so valu­able that ev­ery court in

    Eu­rope had one. But they got ru­ined. You know why?”




    “Yes,” said Braun. “Weigh the damned gold.”




    “Right. Gold. They claimed they could make gold from lead. Got them the rep­uta­tion of

    be­ing phonies. Soon peo­ple wouldn’t hire them be­cause they were leery of the hoodoo. You

    know, ho­cus-​pocus.”




    “Weigh the gold,” said Braun.




    “And the al­chemists just died off like an ex­tinct species. But here is the strange part,

    and it has some­thing to do with this crest here. Ain’t a forge mark. I know forge marks.”




    If it is get­ting this bad to work for Cald­well, thought Braun, maybe it will get worse.

    Maybe Cald­well has a dis­ease of the brain.




    “There’s those in gold to­day who think maybe the old al­chemists re­al­ly did turn lead to

    gold, al­though there’s no sci­en­tif­ic proof for it.”




    “Did they do it while they weighed the gold?”




    “Oh, yeah, okay,” said the old man, hoist­ing a gold bar to the emp­ty side of the bal­ance.

    The weight used as a coun­ter­bal­ance was made of chrome, its sur­face pol­ished to

    per­fec­tion. If any scratch­es had been added to take off weight, they would show

    im­me­di­ate­ly.




    “Well, there was this leg­end about the philoso­pher’s stone. The leg­end was that that one

    stone was the se­cret to turn­ing lead in­to gold, and it was passed along as a sort of

    for­mu­la. Mix lead, the stone, and some oth­er ho­cus-​pocus and you’ve got it. Presto. But,

    of course mod­ern chemists proved that no stone would ev­er cause that kind of chem­ical

    change. Can’t be done by adding any kind of a sin­gle stone.”




    Braun watched the bar mea­sure the per­fect troy pound.




    “But you know what some peo­ple now be­lieve that stone was? Not a se­cret in­gre­di­ent you

    added to the lead, but the keep­er of the se­cret in­gre­di­ent nec­es­sary to make gold. The

    al­chemists wouldn’t put their for­mu­la to pa­per be­cause pa­per is some­thing that’s easy to

    car­ry off. They’d on­ly in­scribe it on some­thing so heavy that it couldn’t be stolen. Like a

    stone-​the philoso­pher’s stone. And for all we know, that for­mu­la could have been

    twen­ty-​four-​karat re­al. I guess I am just a bor­ing old man, eh?”




    “To know thy­self,” said Braun, “is a virtue.”




    “That’s why this Cald­well crest is in­ter­est­ing, be­cause it has got the mark of the

    sword. Do you know what the sword means? It means that for some rea­son they were cut off from

    alche­my. They could have cut the ties them­selves or some king might have done it for them.

    Who knows?”




    “I know,” said Braun. “I know that I do not care. Send the re­ceipt to Mr. Cald­well. Thank

    you, good-​bye.”




    “Wait a minute. It isn’t his re­ceipt,” said the old man, who had worked at the gold

    ex­change more years than any­one want­ed to count. “This isn’t Cald­well’s gold. It’s on­ly

    mint­ed by the Cald­wells. It be­longs to you. Mr. Cald­well has set up an ac­count for you

    here at the gold ex­change.”




    “You mean all of that is mine?”




    “Ab­so­lute­ly. As good as gold.”




    “Ah,” said Braun, who sud­den­ly was most in­ter­est­ed in the Cald­wells, a fine old house

    among many fine old hous­es. The Cald­wells had been deal­ing in gold in New York since it was

    called New Am­ster­dam, said the old man, and Fran­cis­co Braun told him to take his time and

    not leave out any of the de­tails about these won­der­ful peo­ple.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well left his throne and al­lowed his new manser­vant to dress him in a dark

    busi­ness suit. He put on a neat striped tie and re­moved the large ring. Pol­ished black shoes

    re­placed the slip­pers that had been kissed re­peat­ed­ly that day.




    He could have as­signed this task com­ing up­on him now to an un­der­ling. But he knew that

    there were some things one as­signed and some one did not. One nev­er al­lowed some­one else to

    be one’s al­chemist, nor did one al­low some­one else to be one’s for­eign min­is­ter. Of

    course, he was not a coun­try yet, but what was Sau­di Ara­bia but a fam­ily? A very rich

    one.




    All he need­ed was some land. That would be easy. Be­cause he was who he was, Har­ri­son

    Cald­well knew what mon­ey could buy. Al­so be­cause he was who he was, Cald­well un­der­stood

    clear­ly why no min­is­ter or al­chemist could be trust­ed to help him ful­fill his des­tiny.

    The Span­ish throne had trust­ed, and the sto­ry of that trans­gres­sion was much more than

    just his­to­ry to Har­ri­son Cald­well. It was his his­to­ry.




    It had al­most worked. The min­is­ter had been the sword of the king. The al­chemist could

    make gold. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, the al­chemist’s feat was so ex­pen­sive that it de­feat­ed its

    own pur­pose-​get­ting the sub­stance known as owl’s teeth was so cost­ly that to make one gold

    coin would cost three.




    “Does the king know you can do that?” the min­is­ter asked.




    “No. Not the king. I on­ly showed it to you be­cause you saved my daugh­ter.”




    “Why not the king? He is our lord,” said the min­is­ter. “Be­cause when the kings know you

    can make some gold, they al­ways want more. And that has got­ten many al­chemists killed. You

    see, kings think they can find owl’s teeth. But they can’t. And then they in­sist you use

    some­thing else, and then, of course, you die.”




    “What if I told you that if you will make a few coins for our king, I can make sure you will

    nev­er be harmed?”




    “In our lore you can find many ac­counts of kings who have promised that, but none who has

    kept it. Kings just do not know their own lim­its.”




    “What if I told you I would set those lim­its? If you make me a few coins for the king, I

    will make you rich and as­sure you no king will ev­er ask you to do what you can­not do.”




    “How can you as­sure me that?”




    “I will be king,” said the king’s min­is­ter. “I will use his greed to take his throne.”




    “No. Don’t you see? My life is in dan­ger al­ready. Lords are for­giv­en by oth­er lords,

    but al­chemists are killed like use­less dogs when they’ve ful­filled their pur­pose.”




    “I will mar­ry your daugh­ter. Is that enough proof? She will be my queen. Would a king kill

    his fa­ther-​in-​law? You will be no­ble too.”




    “It is a great risk.”




    “Life is risk,” said the min­is­ter. “But your daugh­ter could be queen.”




    “Mar­ry her first,” said the al­chemist.




    “Done,” said the min­is­ter.




    What hap­pened then would be passed through­out the ages from each Cald­well fam­ily el­der

    to each Cald­well son.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well re­mem­bered his fa­ther telling him the sto­ry in their bul­lion­ist’s

    shop late one night on his thir­teenth birth­day when ev­ery­one else was gone. His fa­ther had

    been teach­ing him gold, and he was old enough, his fa­ther said, to un­der­stand where the

    fam­ily came from.




    The min­is­ter mar­ried the al­chemist’s daugh­ter and they pro­duced a son. Up­on the birth

    of that child, the al­chemist made a pur­chase, in­vest­ing in the very ex­pen­sive

    in­gre­di­ent that was so rare it took three years to find and five times the amount of gold it

    could make to buy. But buy it they did, from a place deep with­in the land where the Ne­gro

    lived, the land now known as Africa.




    And be­fore the king’s eyes, Har­ri­son Cald­well’s an­ces­tor made the gold from lead. The

    king was so im­pressed he want­ed to see more. And this time, the spe­cial al­chemist’s

    in­gre­di­ent cost on­ly four times what the gold was worth. And the al­chemist found the

    source with­in one year.




    The king was sure he saw a pat­tern. The se­cret al­chemist’s in­gre­di­ent cost five times

    gold at first and took three years to get. The sec­ond batch cost four times as much and took

    on­ly one year to get. Even­tu­al­ly, like all com­modi­ties that start out ex­pen­sive in

    their ac­qui­si­tion, the more one bought, the less it would cost. So thought the king who

    looked for­ward to the day that the price of owl’s teeth be­came much less than that of gold

    it­self.




    In­deed, he was right. The next batch cost three times the price of gold and was there in

    six months. And the next ship­ment, far larg­er still, cost twice as much and was ready in a

    month.




    But what the king did not know was that on­ly the first time, un­der the in­struc­tion of

    the for­eign min­is­ter, did his al­chemist make gold from lead.




    The oth­er times he on­ly melt­ed and re­cast part of the gold. On­ly the first time was he

    able to ob­tain the mag­ic in­gre­di­ent. On­ly the first time did the king watch the lead

    trans­form. His for­eign min­is­ter had con­vinced him it would be un­seem­ly to look so

    greedy, to ac­tu­al­ly stand over the al­chemist like some mer­chant.




    Ul­ti­mate­ly, the king came to be­lieve that if he made enough gold it would be cheap­er to

    pro­duce than the gold it­self. For ev­ery coin paid, he would get three in re­turn.




    “We have turned the cor­ner. We now can be the rich­est king­dom in all Eu­rope. With all

    this gold we will rule the world, as we should,” said the monarch, who prompt­ly emp­tied

    al­most the en­tire trea­sury to buy mas­sive amounts of the rare in­gre­di­ent that made gold.

    Har­ri­son Cald­well re­mem­bered his fa­ther point­ing out that this was where ev­ery­thing

    went wrong. Now the king, ex­pect­ing to be the rich­est man in the world, hired a fa­mous

    mur­der­er to sit by his side, a man from a for­eign land. The king feared that his great

    wealth would draw more en­emies to him than ev­er be­fore. He want­ed to be ready for them.

    This mur­der­er was es­pe­cial­ly sly and fol­lowed the al­chemist by some mag­ic which did not

    let the al­chemist see him. And he ob­served that the al­chemist did not make gold at all.




    The min­is­ter got word of this and fled with his wife and son and as much gold as he could.

    The al­chemist took the philoso­pher’s stone. They sailed free of the Span­ish coast, but

    al­most as soon as they were out of sight of land, a storm struck the ship. The weight of the

    stone and the weight of the gold pro­vid­ed too much bal­last, and the ship sank. The

    al­chemist and his daugh­ter were lost. But the min­is­ter and son es­caped with a small chest

    of gold.




    Even­tu­al­ly they made it to New Am­ster­dam, which lat­er be­came New York City, and

    there, with the mea­ger gold they had saved, they es­tab­lished their house. And they took the

    name Cald­well. And so Har­ri­son Cald­well learned, on his thir­teenth birth­day, where the

    gold was, where the stone was, and to whom the gold and stone be­longed. He learned, as had

    ev­ery male heir through­out the fam­ily’s his­to­ry, how the Cald­wells had al­most be­come

    kings, and what their bul­lion­ist’s mark of the apothe­cary jar and the sword meant.




    Per­haps it was be­cause Har­ri­son was a day­dream­er, per­haps be­cause he was sick­ly and

    did not get along well with oth­er boys, but it was he who vowed to make the leg­end a

    re­al­ity. He would find the stone and make gold again.




    “What makes you think you can suc­ceed where the rest of us on­ly hoped?”




    “Be­cause nine­ty per­cent of the sci­en­tists who ev­er lived are alive to­day. To­day is

    dif­fer­ent.”




    “The world doesn’t change, Har­ri­son.”




    “When it comes to peo­ple, I’m count­ing on that, Dad,” said Har­ri­son.




    He was sure that with the ad­van­tage of mod­ern equip­ment and ac­cess to so many great

    thinkers, the time had come to use the old fam­ily map and get the for­mu­la for the stone.




    It was a god­send that the miss­ing in­gre­di­ent turned out to be ura­ni­um. The world was

    load­ed with it now. And be­cause peo­ple hadn’t changed, Har­ri­son Cald­well had found a way

    to make sure that he would nev­er get caught while steal­ing it.




    In his busi­ness suit with the pho­tographs of the two men his sword had giv­en him,

    Har­ri­son Cald­well, who was more and more un­der­stand­ing his des­tiny, met in one of his

    busi­ness of­fices a gen­tle­man from Wash­ing­ton.




    The man thanked him for help­ing him buy his house. Cald­well said that was noth­ing.

    Any­one would help a friend.




    The man thanked him for mak­ing sure his daugh­ter got in­to an ex­clu­sive school even

    though her grades were not good enough.




    A mere noth­ing, an­swered Har­ri­son Cald­well.




    The man said, how­ev­er, he was not sure that it was to­tal­ly eth­ical for Cald­well to

    open up an ac­count for him at the gold ex­change.




    Non­sense, an­swered Har­ri­son Cald­well.




    “Do you re­al­ly think it’s all right?” asked the man.




    “I most cer­tain­ly do,” said Har­ri­son Cald­well to the di­rec­tor of the Nu­cle­ar

    Con­trol Agen­cy. “And by the way, were these two gen­tle­men the ones you warned me about, the

    ones who were get­ting in the way?”




    He pushed the two pho­tographs for­ward across the ta­ble.




    “I think so. I think they are the ones at the Mc­Keesport site right now. I think they are

    plants by some agen­cy I have yet to dis­cov­er.”




    “You don’t wor­ry about that. I am sure I can trace them,” said Cald­well, his dark Span­ish

    eyes flash­ing with the joy of bat­tle. “I will get the best in­for­ma­tion mon­ey can

    buy.”


  




  

    Chapter 6




    Con­sue­lo Bon­ner saw the bod­ies out­side her house. She saw the bul­let hole in the

    win­dow. She felt her head grow light while the sky­line grew dark, like win­ter.




    If she were not dream­ing, she would swear Re­mo and Chi­un were ar­gu­ing over who should

    clean up the bod­ies, as though they were garbage to be tak­en out. If she were not dream­ing,

    she would have thought the Ori­en­tal re­al­ly had ex­plained to her:




    “I have done so much for him, and yet he still tries to make me a ser­vant.”




    She would have al­so sworn Re­mo had an­swered: “He nev­er does his bod­ies.”




    She asked them to please throw some very cold wa­ter on her.




    “Why?” asked Re­mo.




    “So I will wake up.”




    “You are awake,” said Chi­un. “But even I would not dream of such in­grat­itude.”




    “They were try­ing to kill you,” said Re­mo.




    Con­sue­lo nod­ded. She went to the win­dow where the bul­let hole was, and rubbed a fin­ger

    over it to feel the edges of the hard glass. Re­mo looked on. She glanced back to him.




    “I know,” she said. “We must be get­ting close to them in some way. They don’t try to kill

    you un­less you’re a dan­ger to them.”




    “Or un­less they made a mis­take,” said Re­mo.




    “Or some­thing else,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “What else?” said Re­mo.




    “This is my nu­cle­ar plant. My re­spon­si­bil­ity.”




    “You mean you don’t want to ad­mit you need us this much.”




    “Don’t pa­tron­ize me,” said Con­sue­lo. “I will do what any man does.”




    “Then why aren’t you run­ning for your life?”




    “Be­cause if I ran they would say I ran be­cause I am a wom­an. I do not run.” She stead­ied

    her­self against the win­dow. “I do not run. I do not run. I do not run.” Chi­un no­ticed this

    courage in the wom­an. She was not Ko­re­an, and who knew who her fam­ily was, but she did have

    courage. She al­so had the fail­ing of so many wom­en in this coun­try. In try­ing to show they

    were as good as men, they tried to be what most men nev­er were. They tried to be what men

    thought they were.




    Then again, all whites were crazy. What were they do­ing in this coun­try to be­gin with?

    Work­ing for mad Em­per­or Harold W. Smith who nev­er at­tempt­ed any­thing hon­or­able like

    seiz­ing the throne, nev­er asked for ser­vices that would ac­crue to the hon­or of Sinan­ju,

    nev­er pro­vid­ed Chi­un with any­thing he could in­scribe in the his­to­ries.




    How did one pass on to fu­ture Mas­ters of Sinan­ju that one act­ed like a store­room guard

    for an em­per­or one did not un­der­stand?




    And who would there be to pass on to if Re­mo did not have a child?




    Chi­un watched the white wom­an close­ly. He would, of course, pre­fer a Ko­re­an for Re­mo,

    one from Sinan­ju. But Re­mo had not been able to see the true beau­ty in the fairest maid­ens

    of Sinan­ju, see­ing on­ly their phys­ical prop­er­ties in­stead of how good they would be to

    the child and of course to Chi­un.




    “What do you think?” asked the white wom­an. “Do you think we are get­ting clos­er?” She was

    look­ing at Chi­un. She had black hair, that was good. But the eyes were blue. And the skin was

    so pale, like clouds in the sky.




    “I think I would like to meet your par­ents,” said Chi­un.




    “They’re dead,” said Con­sue­lo, puz­zled.




    “Then nev­er mind,” said Chi­un. He was no longer in­ter­est­ed in Con­sue­lo for Re­mo.

    There was no longevi­ty in the fam­ily. Her par­ents might have died in ac­ci­dents, of course.

    But then that would on­ly mean they were ac­ci­dent-​prone.




    “What did he mean by that?” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Nev­er mind,” said Re­mo. “You don’t want to know.”




    “You don’t treat him kind­ly,” she said.




    “You don’t know him. I know him and I love him. So don’t get in­volved. Be­sides, your life

    is on the line.”




    “You want me not to re­port this to the po­lice, don’t you?”




    “It would help.”




    “Help what?”




    “Keep­ing you alive. Some­one tried to kill you. We can keep you alive. Don’t bet on the

    po­lice do­ing that.”




    “What po­lice­man is go­ing to be­lieve that bunch out there killed them­selves in a gang

    fight and then stacked them­selves up neat­ly for the garbage re­moval?”




    “Tell them we stacked them for you.”




    “But weren’t all those young men out there killed by hand? Won’t they be sus­pi­cious? I

    know that if I were a po­lice­man I would be re­port­ing some­thing like this as

    un­usu­al.”




    “Don’t wor­ry,” said Re­mo. “It’ll work.”




    As Con­sue­lo pre­dict­ed, the homi­cide de­tec­tives of Mc­Keesport were sus­pi­cious.

    Un­der nor­mal cir­cum­stances this might have caused the in­ves­ti­ga­tors some con­fu­sion.

    But since their de­part­ment had re­cent­ly re­ceived in­struc­tions to re­port any deaths like

    this one-​deaths caused by “no ap­par­ent weapon”-to a cen­tral bu­reau, the de­tec­tives’ next

    move was clear. They would pass the buck.




    What none of the po­lice knew was that their re­port did not end up at the FBI but at

    Fol­croft San­itar­ium, where Harold W. Smith saw the com­put­er flag the where­abouts of Re­mo

    and Chi­un. He was the one who had the re­quest is­sued to ev­ery po­lice de­part­ment in the

    coun­try, not so much to keep track of Re­mo and Chi­un as to make the lo­cal po­lice be­lieve

    some­one was track­ing the strange deaths na­tion­wide. Smith didn’t want lo­cal cops get­ting

    to­geth­er and com­par­ing notes; that might cause an out­cry. There had been so many bod­ies,

    so many crim­inal bod­ies, that the lib­er­al press could have had a life­time sup­ply of

    mar­tyrs.




    And it would be just as dan­ger­ous if there was an out­cry in fa­vor of such killings as

    there would be if it were against. It would at­tract at­ten­tion. And that was the last thing

    the or­ga­ni­za­tion could af­ford.




    But Smith paid lit­tle at­ten­tion this morn­ing to the Mc­Keesport re­port. Some­thing was

    hap­pen­ing in Amer­ica, and he was get­ting on­ly inklings of it. He could not prove it yet,

    but some­one was build­ing an­oth­er coun­try some­where in Amer­ica. Ap­pear­ing on the

    com­put­er screen was a net­work of peo­ple who were stock­pil­ing the one re­source that could

    build an em­pire-​gold. Break­ing down all the statis­tics, one could see they were al­ready

    pow­er­ful enough to form an in­de­pen­dent na­tion. Smith fo­cused on that this morn­ing.

    Re­mo and Chi­un would be all right. They were al­ways all right. The prob­lem was nev­er their

    sur­vival. It was the coun­try’s.




    Two days lat­er, Con­sue­lo Bon­ner be­gan rec­og­niz­ing things. She rec­og­nized the

    sub­jects of the pho­tographs that were spread across her desk. She rec­og­nized the badge of

    the man who hand­ed her the pic­tures. He was from the Nu­cle­ar Con­trol Agen­cy. Last but not

    least, she rec­og­nized beau­ty. The man was beau­ti­ful. He had hair so blond it was al­most

    white. His eyes were the light­est blue and his skin was as fair as snow. She would have called

    him hand­some, but “hand­some” was not near­ly fine enough a de­scrip­tion. His name was

    Fran­cis­co. He asked if she had Span­ish an­ces­try too, be­cause her name was Con­sue­lo.




    “You have the re­gal bear­ing of Span­ish no­bil­ity,” he said.




    “You can put away your badge,” she said. She had nev­er won­dered be­fore what a man looked

    like nude, but she did now. And she won­dered what his child would look like if she bore

    it.




    But most of all she won­dered what he was do­ing with pic­tures of Re­mo and Chi­un. They

    ob­vi­ous­ly were tak­en at a great dis­tance be­cause of the plane com­pres­sion of a

    tele­pho­to lens. They were ob­vi­ous­ly tak­en with high­speed film. The im­ages were so

    grainy they were bare­ly dis­cernible. Re­mo was smil­ing as though pos­ing for a fam­ily

    snap­shot.




    “Have you seen these men?”




    “Why do you ask?”




    “We sus­pect they are dan­ger­ous.”




    “Why?”




    “They kill peo­ple.”




    “That can be very safe if they kill the right peo­ple,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Spo­ken with wis­dom, senori­ta,” said Braun. “You should know that the Nu­cle­ar Con­trol

    Agen­cy has been watch­ing your ef­forts. We don’t blame you for the miss­ing

    ma­te­ri­als.”




    “I didn’t know that,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “They are look­ing to rec­om­mend you for a much high­er po­si­tion, one nev­er be­fore held

    by a wom­an.”




    “It’s their loss if no wom­an ev­er held that po­si­tion be­fore.”




    Braun raised his hands in hur­ried agree­ment. “Ab­so­lute­ly. Ab­so­lute­ly. Of course

    wom­en should hold these posts. And you will show the world just what wom­en can do.”




    Gon­sue­lo looked at the pic­tures again.




    “If I told you I knew these men, what would you do?”




    “Ah, a good ques­tion. They are very dan­ger­ous, af­ter all.”




    “What would you do?”




    “What would you wish us to do? You are in charge of your se­cu­ri­ty. We are on­ly here to

    warn you about things, dan­ger­ous things like these two killers.”




    “I would want you to do noth­ing,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “May I ask why?”




    “If I told you, that would be telling you def­inite­ly I have seen them.”




    “You have al­ready told me that,” said Braun. He sat with re­laxed grace in a chair be­fore

    her desk. Con­sue­lo had fur­nished her of­fice with­out any frilly dec­ora­tions. All the

    chairs and desks were cold and drab. The beau­ti­ful Fran­cis­co looked out of place.




    Con­sue­lo in her dark pow­er suit, as she liked to call it, had dressed her­self as she had

    fur­nished the of­fice: stark­ly.




    “I haven’t told you any­thing,” she said.




    Braun no­ticed that she smiled too much. But­toned a but­ton that was al­ready but­toned

    sev­er­al times. Crossed her legs too much. Moist­ened her lips and then forced her­self to be

    pro­fes­sion­al by dry­ing them. He saw her strug­gling with her­self.




    He rose from his chair and walked to her. He put a hand on her shoul­der.




    “Don’t do that,” she said. She did not re­move his hand.




    He low­ered his cheek to hers. She could feel the smooth­ness of his flesh next to hers. She

    could sense his body, smell the fra­grance of his breath.




    His whis­per tick­led her ear.




    “I am on­ly here to help you,” he said. She swal­lowed.




    “I am a se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer. I will not be treat­ed any dif­fer­ent­ly from a man.” She

    said this with firm­ness in her voice, but she did not move away from his hands. One of them

    played with the top but­ton of her suit.




    “I make love to men al­so,” said Fran­cis­co.




    “Oh,” she said.




    “And wom­en,” he said.




    “Oh,” she said.




    “You are very beau­ti­ful,” he said.




    “I was think­ing that about you,” she said.




    “I will do noth­ing you do not tell me to do.”




    “Then you will not harm them?”




    “I will not seek to have them ar­rest­ed in any way. All I want is to know where they are.

    They are with you, aren’t they?”




    “Yes. I am us­ing them to pro­tect me.”




    “Fine. Where are they now?”




    “Near­by.”




    Con­sue­lo felt the smooth cheek leave her, the beau­ti­ful hands leave the folds of her

    suit. Fran­cis­co Braun straight­ened up.




    “Where?” he asked sharply.




    “Near­by. We’re all go­ing to La Jol­la, Cal­ifor­nia.”




    “Why there? You must pro­tect your plant here in Penn­syl­va­nia.”




    Shak­en from her trance by Fran­cis­co’s sud­den with­draw­al, Con­sue­lo re­fused to

    di­vulge what she had found out.




    “You on­ly asked to be in­formed where they were.”




    “There is no law against you telling me more,” said Fran­cis­co. He glanced be­hind him. He

    had to make sure they were not in the room. “Re­mem­ber-​I can guar­an­tee you your pro­mo­tion

    if you co­op­er­ate. Ask your su­pe­ri­or. Ask the head of the agen­cy.”




    She did. She wait­ed un­til he had shut the door be­hind him and then re­cov­ered her

    sens­es. Im­me­di­ate­ly she ran a check on him and was glad she did. The head of the NCA not

    on­ly ver­ified what Fran­cis­co had told her but al­so or­dered her to ren­der him any

    as­sis­tance he asked for. He al­so told her he was hap­py with her work.




    “I’m glad, be­cause when you lose as much ura­ni­um as this plant has, some­times peo­ple

    tend to blame the se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer.”




    “We know how good you are, Ms. Bon­ner. We are not an agen­cy that throws blame around.”




    “I hope you do throw cred­it, be­cause I think I am on­to some­thing very hot. I think I am

    go­ing to break this case.”




    “How?”




    “You’ll see when I do it.”




    Con­sue­lo, Re­mo, and Chi­un ar­rived in La Jol­la the next morn­ing. Con­sue­lo thought

    she had nev­er seen such beau­ti­ful hous­es so taste­ful­ly set against such per­fect scenery.

    Re­mo said La Jol­la had the best weath­er in Amer­ica. It was al­ways spring in this

    beau­ti­ful lit­tle city by the Pa­cif­ic. Chi­un not­ed that there were too many whites.




    “It would be nicer if there were more Ko­re­ans,” said Chi­un.




    “If there were more Ko­re­ans it would look like a fish­ing vil­lage,” said Re­mo.




    “What is wrong with fish­ing vil­lages?” said Chi­un.




    “I’ve seen Sinan­ju. Though it is by the wa­ter, it is def­inite­ly not as nice as La

    Jol­la.”




    “I’ll do the ques­tion­ing,” said Con­sue­lo. “This is the first break in the case.”




    “It’s all yours,” Re­mo said. He won­dered what it would be like to live around here. He

    won­dered what it would be like to own a home and live in one place with a fam­ily he be­longed

    to. He won­dered what it would be like to have his own car, to park in his own garage, and go

    to sleep in the same bed ev­ery night.




    One per­son who did not have to wor­ry about liv­ing in La Jol­la was James Brew­ster,

    re­cent­ly re­tired from the Mc­Keesport nu­cle­ar fa­cil­ity.




    He had worked all his life as a dis­patch­er for one pow­er fa­cil­ity or an­oth­er,

    re­tir­ing ear­ly from Mc­Keesport with a pen­sion of twelve thou­sand dol­lars a year.




    With that pen­sion he had just pur­chased a $750,000 con­do­mini­um in La Jol­la,

    Cal­ifor­nia, a re­tire­ment home. The mort­gage com­pa­ny had con­tact­ed the Mc­Keesport

    fa­cil­ity to get a ref­er­ence for a rather large mort­gage. They were will­ing to give it to

    some­one who had on­ly twelve thou­sand dol­lars prov­able in­come, be­cause he was putting

    down a half mil­lion dol­lars.




    James Brew­ster was the dis­patch­er who or­dered the last miss­ing ura­ni­um ship­ment down

    Kennedy Boule­vard in Bay­onne. James Brew­ster was al­so Con­sue­lo Bon­ner’s lead to

    break­ing the case. Ob­vi­ous­ly the thieves had reached this man. And she was go­ing to reach

    him too.




    “He’s mine,” said Con­sue­lo as they en­tered what ap­peared to be the back of an exquisite

    town house. They could hear the Pa­cif­ic on the oth­er side. “I want this to be le­gal and

    of­fi­cial. No rough stuff. Do you hear me?”




    “What does she mean by rough stuff?” said Chi­un, who was nev­er rough.




    “She means that we can’t help with the ques­tion­ing. We have laws in this coun­try about

    how you ques­tion peo­ple. She wants to get ad­mis­si­ble ev­idence,” said Re­mo.




    There were three apart­ments in the town house con­do­mini­um. Brew­ster’s name ap­peared

    above one but­ton on the brass en­trance plaque. Chi­un looked around. It was a mod­est

    dwelling which of course lacked the true Ko­re­an warmth.




    Chi­un con­sid­ered Re­mo’s in­com­pre­hen­si­ble ex­pla­na­tion. “What is ad­mis­si­ble

    ev­idence?” he asked, afraid he was get­ting in­to that strange un­fath­omable tan­gle of

    doc­trine that made Amer­icans act crazy.




    “Well, you can’t get ev­idence by vi­olat­ing the law. The judge won’t al­low it.”




    “Even if what you’re try­ing to prove is true?” asked Chi­un.




    “It doesn’t mat­ter if the ev­idence is true or not or whether the per­son is guilty or not.

    If you don’t fol­low the rules, the judge won’t al­low the ev­idence to de­cide the case.”




    “Truth does not mat­ter, then?” asked Chi­un.




    “Well, yeah, it does. It does. But the peo­ple have to be pro­tect­ed from the po­lice too.

    Oth­er­wise you have a po­lice state, a dic­ta­tor­ship, a tyran­ny,” said Re­mo, who could

    have told Chi­un this twist­ed jus­tice was the whole rea­son for the or­ga­ni­za­tion’s

    be­ing, but Chi­un would nev­er have un­der­stood that one. He sim­ply re­fused to.




    “There have been some won­der­ful tyrants, Re­mo. Nev­er speak against tyrants. Tyrants pay

    well. In the his­to­ry of Sinan­ju, we have been hon­ored by many tyrants.”




    “Tyrants have a bad name in this civ­iliza­tion,” said Re­mo.




    “Which is why we do not be­long here. What are you do­ing run­ning af­ter this met­al that

    has been stolen, like some slave guard­ing a store­house? In a tyran­ny an as­sas­sin is

    re­spect­ed.”




    “Shhh,” said Con­sue­lo. She rang the buzzer.




    “No rough stuff,” said Chi­un, look­ing around for a sane per­son to share this ab­sur­di­ty

    with. Of course, there was none. Just Re­mo and Con­sue­lo. Chi­un was, as ev­er, alone in his

    san­ity.




    “Who is it?” came the voice.




    “Hel­lo,” said Con­sue­lo. “My name is Con­sue­lo Bon­ner, and we are from the Mc­Keesport

    fa­cil­ity.”




    “Who is the fun­ny-​look­ing guy?”




    “His name is Re­mo,” said Chi­un.




    “I mean the oth­er,” said Brew­ster. Chi­un looked around. There was no one else in the

    lob­by. But he knew that be­fore he looked. Chi­un ex­am­ined the per­fect fin­ger­nails that

    re­flect­ed his in­ner grace, re­ex­am­ined his per­fect pres­ence, and knew with­out look­ing

    that his face was the true re­flec­tion of joy and health and no­bil­ity. They were deal­ing

    with a per­son suf­fer­ing ei­ther sight or judg­ment prob­lems. Pos­si­bly both.




    “I’m busy,” said Brew­ster.




    Re­mo fold­ed his arms. He re­mem­bered his days as a po­lice­man. There were cer­tain forms

    Con­sue­lo had to ad­here to, re­stric­tions on what to ask, and most of all pro­hi­bi­tions

    against threats. He would let Con­sue­lo have all the rope she want­ed.




    “I would ad­vise you to talk to us.”




    “I’m not go­ing to talk to you with­out my lawyer. I want my lawyer.”




    “We just wish to ques­tion you.”




    “No lawyer, no talk.”




    They wait­ed by the buzzer un­til a young man in his mid-​twen­ties ar­rived. He had dark

    curly hair and a fren­zied look. He charged Re­mo and Chi­un with bru­tal­ity.




    “We’re down here. Brew­ster is up­stairs. How can we bru­tal­ize him?” asked Re­mo.




    “Bru­tal­ity by threats of stance,” said the young man. He wore a very ex­pen­sive suit,

    jog­ging shoes, and the ea­ger look of an up-​and-​com­er just a few years out of law school.

    His name was Bar­ry Gold­en­son. He gave Re­mo a card.




    “We are just here to talk to your client,” said Con­sue­lo. “My name is Con­sue­lo Bon­ner,

    and I am in charge of se­cu­ri­ty for the Mc­Keesport nu­cle­ar fa­cil­ity. Your client is a

    for­mer dis­patch­er for us. We want to find out about cer­tain ura­ni­um ship­ments.”




    “My client will not tes­ti­fy against him­self.”




    Then why talk to him? won­dered Chi­un. Of course, that was a log­ical ques­tion;

    there­fore, it was a ques­tion not worth ask­ing. When one be­gan try­ing to ap­ply rea­son to

    these peo­ple, one be­gan un­rav­el­ing sea­weed. Bar­ry Gold­en­son led Con­sue­lo, Re­mo, and

    Chi­un up to a very small liv­ing room. There was a bed­room, and one bath­room and a small

    kitchen.




    “You paid three-​quar­ters of a mil­lion dol­lars for this?” asked Re­mo.




    “He got in be­fore the big price jump,” said Gold­en­son. “This is a bar­gain for La

    Jol­la.”




    “What do you get for a hun­dred thou­sand?” asked Re­mo.




    “Park­ing,” an­swered Brew­ster. He was of av­er­age height with a gray­ing mus­tache and a

    new tan. He wore an open shirt with a gold chain nes­tled in a for­est of gray chest hair. On

    the chain hung a gold pen­dant. He sat back in the full com­fort of a man with ev­ery

    con­fi­dence in his safe­ty.




    “I could get ev­ery­thing you want out of him and his lawyer in thir­teen sec­onds,” Re­mo

    whis­pered to Con­sue­lo.




    Con­sue­lo shot him a dirty look.




    “Now, Mr. Brew­ster, you were the dis­patch­er who sent a ship­ment of ura­ni­um that

    dis­ap­peared. In fact, you sent sev­er­al ship­ments that dis­ap­peared.”




    “My client does not have to an­swer that.”




    “We have his name on the or­der. We have his pay records. We have his coun­ter­signed

    re­ceipts. We have state­ments from oth­ers in the plant.”




    “Are you per­se­cut­ing him for do­ing his job?” said Gold­en­son.




    “Would you care to ex­plain how he amassed a half-​mil­lion dol­lars on a salary that for

    most of his life was ten thou­sand dol­lars? It on­ly rose above that in the last few years.

    Would you care to ex­plain how on a pen­sion of twelve thou­sand a year this man can buy a

    three-​quar­ter-​of-​a-​mil­lion-​dol­lar con­do­mini­um?”




    “Amer­ica is a land of op­por­tu­ni­ty,” said Gold­en­son.




    “So af­ter send­ing sev­er­al ship­ments along some very odd routes, like Kennedy Boule­vard

    in Bay­onne, New Jer­sey, he’s sud­den­ly able to buy this con­do­mini­um? Come on, Mr.

    Gold­en­son-​noth­ing of val­ue is in Bay­onne, New Jer­sey,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Per­haps that’s why he sent them through there.”




    “Per­haps that is why he sud­den­ly opened a gold-​bul­lion ac­count af­ter the first

    ship­ment and re­ceived a de­posit of one-​quar­ter of a mil­lion dol­lars im­me­di­ate­ly.

    Per­haps that is why ev­ery time a ship­ment got lost his ac­count rose by a quar­ter of a

    mil­lion dol­lars.” Con­sue­lo shot the ques­tions at both Brew­ster and the lawyer. She was

    cold and pro­fes­sion­al.




    Brew­ster sweat­ed.




    “A man has a right to pre­pare for his re­tire­ment. He has a right to his gold­en years,”

    said Gold­en­son.




    “Not that gold­en,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Are you plac­ing lim­its on a per­son’s as­pi­ra­tions? Amer­ica is a land of hope,” said

    Gold­en­son.




    Re­mo tapped his feet, an­noyed. He want­ed to know who gave Brew­ster the gold pay­offs for

    ship­ping the ura­ni­um on those strange routes. Once he got that he could get to the per­son

    be­hind it all. No mat­ter how many lay­ers of pro­tec­tion there were, he could al­ways keep

    crack­ing them un­til he got to the source. He stepped out on­to the bal­cony that over­looked

    a mag­nif­icent view of a be­nign, warm ocean. Chi­un did not join him. He stayed in­side with

    the lawyer, Con­sue­lo, and the sus­pect. Re­mo was sure he didn’t un­der­stand a word of the

    con­ver­sa­tion.




    At worst, maybe a few crooks got away. But ba­si­cal­ly in Amer­ica, more than any­where

    else in the world, the peo­ple were pro­tect­ed from their gov­ern­ment. That would al­ways be

    the dif­fer­ence be­tween Chi­un and him. To Chi­un, a gov­ern­ment, any kind of gov­ern­ment,

    was on­ly as good as its treat­ment of the House of Sinan­ju. Re­mo could un­der­stand that.

    Sinan­ju was poor. But Re­mo was not brought up poor. There was al­ways food; and once you had

    food and shel­ter, you want­ed some­thing else. You want­ed things that on­ly Amer­ica could

    give. It was a good coun­try, Re­mo thought. He was glad he did what he did, even if some­times

    it seemed as though he was re­al­ly swim­ming against a strong cur­rent.




    Ex­pen­sive boats dot­ted the placid ocean. Out on the hori­zon, he no­ticed a glint of sun

    off glass. Some­how the glass was steady on a rock­ing boat. Ev­ery­thing moved with the sea

    but that re­flec­tion. Re­mo glanced back in­to the room.




    The lawyer seemed to be han­dling Con­sue­lo rather well un­til Chi­un stepped in. The

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju start­ed talk­ing to the lawyer, ask­ing him ques­tions. Con­sue­lo,

    los­ing her head, or­dered Chi­un to be qui­et.




    Re­mo stepped back in­side the room. He tried to ex­plain to Con­sue­lo that that was not

    the right way to com­mu­ni­cate with Chi­un, that in­deed she might get off the first

    sen­tence, but she might not get a chance to com­plete the sec­ond. Con­sue­lo an­swered she

    could not be threat­ened.




    Gold­en­son winked to his client. Chi­un ig­nored Con­sue­lo. He spoke di­rect­ly to

    Gold­en­son.




    “Does your moth­er know you are wear­ing sneak­ers?” asked Chi­un. Re­mo looked out the

    win­dow quite in­tent­ly. He was pre­tend­ing he didn’t know this man. Con­sue­lo al­most threw

    her notes in­to the trash­can. Chi­un ig­nored them both. Brew­ster smiled, con­fi­dent. “Does

    she?” asked Chi­un.




    Gold­en­son looked to Con­sue­lo and his clients as if to say, “Who is this lu­natic?”




    “Does she?” asked Chi­un.




    “I don’t know if she knows what I wear for shoes,” said Gold­en­son. There was a

    con­de­scend­ing smirk.




    “If I may get on with the ques­tion­ing,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Of course,” said Gold­en­son.




    “Does she?” asked Chi­un.




    “Please con­tin­ue your ques­tion­ing,” said Gold­en­son, con­cen­trat­ing on ig­nor­ing the

    Ori­en­tal.




    “Does she?” asked Chi­un.




    “Why don’t you phone her and ask,” said Gold­en­son. Brew­ster laughed and pat­ted his

    lawyer on the back. Con­sue­lo just sighed. In Ko­re­an, Re­mo said to Chi­un: “Lit­tle

    fa­ther, this young man is ob­vi­ous­ly as good a crim­inal lawyer as mon­ey can buy. You can’t

    get any­where with him by speak­ing to him like a child. He’s a tough le­gal ad­ver­sary for

    Con­sue­lo here. You don’t know any­thing about Amer­ican law. Please. Let her han­dle it. As a

    fa­vor.”




    “What is her phone num­ber?” Chi­un asked Gold­en­son.




    “Re­al­ly,” said Gold­en­son.




    “Can I go out for a swim now?” asked Brew­ster. As far as he was con­cerned the dan­ger was

    over.




    “I can­not con­tin­ue,” Con­sue­lo told Re­mo.




    “What is her num­ber?”




    “Do you re­al­ly want it?” asked Bar­ry Gold­en­son. He ad­just­ed his

    sev­en-​thou­sand-​dol­lar Rolex watch. Chi­un nod­ded. Laugh­ing, Bar­ry Gold­en­son,

    Es­quire, gave Chi­un a num­ber with a Flori­da ex­change.




    Chi­un di­aled the num­ber.




    “I am go­ing to die of shame,” said Con­sue­lo. She didn’t have to ask Brew­ster to hang

    around. He de­cid­ed to stay for the amuse­ment. There wasn’t any­thing fun­nier than this

    go­ing on in La Jol­la, any­how. This Ori­en­tal was phon­ing the moth­er of one of the top

    crim­inal lawyers in the state.




    “Hel­lo, Mrs. Gold­en­son?” said Chi­un. “You don’t know me and I am not im­por­tant. I’m

    call­ing about your son … No. He is not in any trou­ble or dan­ger. No, I don’t know what kind

    of wom­en he is go­ing with…. I am call­ing about some­thing else. I can tell that such a fine

    boy has to have been raised with care. I un­der­stand that be­cause I have had trou­bles with

    rais­ing a boy my­self.”




    Chi­un looked at Re­mo. Re­mo was now root­ing for the young crim­inal lawyer. Re­mo was

    al­so root­ing for the wom­an to hang up on Chi­un. Re­mo was hap­py to root for any­one but

    Chi­un.




    “Oh, yes…. You try and try, but when your loved one ig­nores your needs to fend … Oh, yes …

    The en­tire fam­ily trea­sure for gen­er­ations back . . . miss­ing and I on­ly asked for a

    lit­tle help in look­ing … but that’s my prob­lem, Mrs. Gold­en­son. . . . Your son can still

    be helped be­cause I know you have taught him right . . . a noth­ing … a lit­tle thing …

    suc­cess­ful lawyer, Mrs. Gold­en­son, and such a suc­cess should not be wear­ing … I hate to

    say it … I won’t say it … you don’t want to hear it … sneak­ers.”




    Chi­un was qui­et a mo­ment, then hand­ed the tele­phone to Gold­en­son. Gold­en­son

    ad­just­ed the vest of his three-​piece suit and cleared his throat.




    “Yes, Moth­er,” he said. “He’s not a nice man, Moth­er. I am on an im­por­tant case and he

    is on the oth­er side. They do things, any­thing to dis­tract … Moth­er … he is not a nice man

    … you don’t know him … you haven’t seen him … As a mat­ter of fact, I hap­pen to be wear­ing

    what many Cal­ifor­nia busi­ness­men wear for the com­fort of their feet…. Do you know who

    wears jog­ging shoes in court­rooms? Do you know the fa­mous . . .”




    Gold­en­son clenched the re­ceiv­er as his face flushed. He broke eye con­tact with

    ev­ery­one in the room. Fi­nal­ly he hand­ed the re­ceiv­er to Chi­un.




    “She wants to talk to you.”




    “Yes, Mrs. Gold­en­son. I hope I didn’t cause you any wor­ry. You’re wel­come, and if I

    ev­er get to Boyn­ton Beach, Flori­da, I will be hap­py to see you. No, there is noth­ing I can

    do with my son. The trea­sure is lost but he thinks some­one else’s use­less met­al is worth

    more than the fam­ily his­to­ry. What can you do?”




    And then Chi­un of­fered the phone to Gold­en­son, ask­ing if he had any­thing more to say.

    Gold­en­son shook his head. He opened his brief­case and quick­ly wrote out a check. He hand­ed

    it to Brew­ster.




    “This is your re­tain­er.”




    “Where are you go­ing?”




    “Shoes. I am go­ing to get a pair of dark leather shoes. Thank you, Mr. Chi­un,” said

    Gold­en­son bit­ter­ly.




    “What about me?” asked Brew­ster. “Who’s go­ing to look af­ter me?”




    “Try your for­mer em­ploy­er, Ms. Bon­ner.”




    “A good boy,” Chi­un said to Gold­en­son as he left. With Gold­en­son on the way it took

    Bon­ner ex­act­ly sev­en min­utes to have Brew­ster sweat­ing and mak­ing up al­ibis. Fi­nal­ly

    she warned him that any­thing fur­ther he said might be used against him and warned him not to

    leave La Jol­la. An ar­rest war­rant would be sworn out that very af­ter­noon.




    Be­fore they left, Re­mo glanced back out at that strange re­flec­tion on the wa­ter. It

    hadn’t moved. Oth­er boat win­dows bobbed and pitched with the gen­tle swells of the Pa­cif­ic.

    That re­flec­tion did not. And then Re­mo knew why.




    On board the boat, be­neath the deck, Fran­cis­co Braun checked the large gy­ro­scope. The

    heavy spin­ning wheel kept his elec­tron tele­scope bal­anced as steady as in a lab­ora­to­ry.

    The boat could pitch and rock, but the tele­scope set on that gy­ro­scope would nev­er move

    from the lev­el cre­at­ed by the force of the mo­tion.




    This tele­scope could ex­pand a thumbprint at two miles. It could al­so aim a small

    can­non.




    Fran­cis­co Braun had seen all he had to see back in Mc­Keesport. He had seen enough to know

    what would not work. A mere few hun­dred yards was not enough dis­tance be­tween Braun and his

    prey, against the white man and the an­cient Ori­en­tal. The speed and re­flex­es of those two

    men were dan­ger­ous at that range. But launch­ing a shell in­to a shore­front con­do­mini­um

    from sev­er­al miles out, where a boat was just a dot on the hori­zon, was like launch­ing a

    shell from nowhere. If they couldn’t see it, they couldn’t avoid it. The key was stay­ing

    be­yond their aware­ness. And that meant dis­tance.




    He fo­cused on the con­do­mini­um un­til he could see the weath­er­ing on the wood, and then

    he lift­ed his sights to the sec­ond-​floor bal­cony and the apart­ment of James Brew­ster.

    Con­sue­lo and the two men should be there now.




    Braun fo­cused on the rail­ing on the sec­ond floor. A hand rest­ed on the rail­ing. It was

    a man’s hand. He had thick wrists, just like the white at Mc­Keesport. Be­hind him, a ki­mono

    caught a breeze. The ki­mono was in­side the apart­ment. That would be the Ori­en­tal.




    Braun raised the lev­el of the tele­scope. He picked up the but­tons of the white man’s

    shirt. He picked up the Adam’s ap­ple. The chin. The mouth. It was smil­ing at him. So were the

    eyes.




    Fran­cis­co Braun did not fire his gun.


  




  

    Chapter 7




    Con­sue­lo Bon­ner got a po­lice­man, who got a judge, who gave an ar­rest war­rant, and

    then she, Re­mo, Chi­un, the po­lice­man, and the war­rant went to the con­do­mini­um of James

    Brew­ster to read him his rights and place him un­der ar­rest. All ac­cord­ing to the law.




    “This is jus­tice,” said Con­sue­lo. The po­lice­man rang the buzzer.




    The cam­era stared its one thick glass eye down at the four­some.




    “Jus­tice,” said Chi­un to Re­mo in Ko­re­an, “is when an as­sas­sin is paid for his work.

    Jus­tice is when the trea­sures of those labors, stolen while the as­sas­sin is gone, are

    re­cov­ered. That is jus­tice. This is run­ning around with pa­pers.”




    “I thought you said the re­al trea­sures of Sinan­ju were in the his­to­ries of the

    Mas­ters, that it was not the gold or the jew­els or oth­er trib­utes but who we are and how we

    be­came that way that make us rich,” said Re­mo in the same lan­guage.




    “Will you two stop talk­ing, please? This is an of­fi­cial act of the La Jol­la Po­lice

    De­part­ment,” said the pa­trol­man.




    “No cru­el­er blow than to have one’s own words twist­ed and then thrown back.”




    “How are they twist­ed?”




    “Bad­ly twist­ed,” said Chi­un.




    “How?”




    “It will be record­ed in the his­to­ries that I, Chi­un, was Mas­ter when the trea­sures

    were lost. But it will be record­ed most that you, Re­mo, did not aid in their re­cov­ery.

    In­stead, you served your own kind dur­ing a mo­ment of cri­sis in the House of Sinan­ju.”




    “The world was ready to go. If there is no world, if ev­ery­thing is in some form of

    nu­cle­ar win­ter, what would the trea­sure of Sinan­ju be worth then?”




    “Even more,” said Chi­un.




    “To whom?” said Re­mo.




    “I don’t ar­gue with fools,” said Chi­un.




    The po­lice­man, hav­ing de­ter­mined he could nei­ther stop the two from talk­ing in that

    strange lan­guage nor get an an­swer from the buzzer, did ac­cord­ing to the rights of his

    war­rant pro­ceed to en­ter said domi­cile of one James Brew­ster.




    But the door was locked. He was go­ing to send for as­sis­tance in break­ing in­to said

    domi­cile when Re­mo grabbed the han­dle and turned. There was a snap of break­ing met­al. The

    door opened.




    “Cheap door,” said the La Jol­la pa­trol­man. He saw a piece of the cracked lock on the

    oth­er side of the door. He bent to pick it up and then quick­ly let go. It was hot. “Whadya do

    to the door? What hap­pened here?”




    “I let you in,” said Re­mo. “But it won’t do any good. He’s not there.”




    “Don’t be so neg­ative. If there is one thing I have learned in crim­inol­ogy it is that a

    neg­ative mind pro­duces noth­ing. You have to think pos­itive.”




    “If I thought it was snow­ing out­side, it still wouldn’t be snow­ing,” said Re­mo. “He’s

    not there.”




    “How do you know he’s not there? How can you say he’s not there?” rant­ed Con­sue­lo

    Bon­ner. “How do you know un­til you go up and see? I am a wom­an but I am just as com­pe­tent

    as any man. Don’t go foul­ing my case on me.”




    “He’s not there. I don’t know how I know but he’s not there. Be­lieve me, he’s not there.

    Okay?” said Re­mo. And he didn’t know how he knew. He knew that oth­ers couldn’t sense when

    some­one was in a room be­hind a door. But he could no more tell her how he knew than he could

    tell her how light worked.




    “Let me ex­plain,” said Chi­un. “We are all part of a be­ing. We on­ly think we are

    dis­con­nect­ed be­cause our feet are not root­ed in the earth. But we are all con­nect­ed.

    Some peo­ple have oblit­er­at­ed the sense of that con­nec­tion but Re­mo and the room from

    which the man has left are joined in be­ing.”




    “I pre­fer ‘I dun­no,’ ” said Con­sue­lo.




    “You peo­ple part of some cult?” asked the po­lice­man.




    “Who are these lu­natics?” asked Chi­un.




    “Nor­mal Amer­icans,” said Re­mo.




    “That ex­plains it,” said Chi­un.




    James Brew­ster, of course, was not in the room.




    He was at the air­port with a sud­den good friend. A man who looked Swedish and spoke as

    though he were Span­ish. James Brew­ster nev­er trust­ed good luck. But this good luck came

    when he couldn’t af­ford not to trust.




    He had sat trem­bling on a couch, his ex­pen­sive lawyer hav­ing aban­doned him, fac­ing

    jail, dis­grace, hu­mil­ia­tion, curs­ing him­self for ev­er think­ing he could have got­ten

    away with it.




    When the phone be­gan to ring he did not an­swer it.




    “It’s here. It’s come apart. I’m done for. It. That’s it. It.” He poured him­self a tum­bler

    of Scotch.




    “I took a chance. I lost. Done for.”




    There was a knock on the door. He didn’t an­swer it. Let the po­lice get him. He didn’t

    care. A man’s voice with a Span­ish ac­cent came through the door. It begged to be let in. It

    begged to save him.




    “It’s no use,” sobbed James Brew­ster. Done. It was all over.




    “You’re a fool. You could be rich and live with ser­vants be­yond your wildest dreams.”




    “That’s how I got in­to this pick­le,” said Brew­ster. He looked at the wall. Bet­ter get

    used to look­ing at a wall for the rest of your life, he told him­self.




    “You took a chance. You won. You will win even more.”




    “I want to go home.”




    “To Mc­Keesport, Penn­syl­va­nia?”




    James Brew­ster thought about that a mo­ment. Then he opened the door.




    He ex­pect­ed a Spaniard. But an in­cred­ibly beau­ti­ful blond man in a white suit stood in

    the door­way. He wore a dark blue shirt and a sin­gle gold chain un­der it, hid­ing a

    medal­lion of sorts.




    “My name is Fran­cis­co. I have come to keep you out of jail. To give you an even rich­er,

    more splen­did life than you have ev­er known be­fore.”




    James Brew­ster stood in the door­way wait­ing. He tapped his foot, wait­ing.




    “What are you wait­ing for?” asked Braun.




    “To wake up,” said Brew­ster. “This is a bad dream.”




    Fran­cis­co Braun slapped him across the face.




    “Okay,” said Brew­ster, his left cheek sting­ing like a swarm of bees had just struck him.

    “Awake. I’m awake.”




    “You are go­ing to go to jail if you don’t lis­ten to me,” said Braun.




    “Very awake,” said Brew­ster. “Re­al­ly awake.”




    “But I can give you wealth and lux­ury be­yond your wildest dreams.”




    “Asleep again. Dream­ing,” said Brew­ster. “All done. Life is over.”




    “I will help you get away. You can live in hid­ing for the rest of your life,” said

    Braun.




    “Wak­ing up.”




    “Fly to Brazil. No one can ar­rest you in Brazil. They do not have an ex­tra­di­tion treaty

    with any­one. Many crim­inals live a high won­der­ful life in Rio. You have no doubt, senor,

    heard of won­der­ful Rio.”




    “Al­most ev­ery­thing I have is in this con­do­mini­um.”




    “I will buy it.”




    “Well, con­sid­er­ing land val­ues, I think I re­al­ly want to hold on to it a lit­tle

    longer. This isn’t the right time to sell.”




    “Are you jok­ing, senor? You must sell. Or go to jail.”




    “I didn’t want you to think you could get this for a bar­gain price. No one should ev­er

    sell re­al es­tate in des­per­ation.”




    “I will give you in gold what­ev­er you think it is worth.”




    James Brew­ster named a price that would have pur­chased half the town. Con­sid­er­ing the

    town was La Jol­la, it was high­er than the net worth of two-​thirds of the mem­bers of the

    Unit­ed Na­tions.




    They set­tled on a mi­nus­cule frac­tion. A mil­lion dol­lars in gold. It came to slight­ly

    over two hun­dred pounds. In two valis­es. For which he paid ex­tra in bag­gage charges at the

    air­port.




    “I know Brazil. It is a beau­ti­ful coun­try,” said Braun.




    “But you must know how to han­dle peo­ple.” Braun rubbed his fin­gers to­geth­er. Bribes

    were his kind of psy­chol­ogy.




    Brew­ster un­der­stood bribes. That was how he got here.




    “You must know how to pro­tect your­self,” said Braun. “What if they fol­low your

    trail?”




    “But you said they couldn’t ex­tra­dite me.”




    “Ah, that is the prob­lem with your sit­ua­tion. You see, you helped steal ura­ni­um.”




    “Shh­hh,” said Brew­ster. He looked around the air­port.




    “No one cares. This is a busy air­port. Lis­ten. You must know how to lose a tail, even if

    it comes from a gov­ern­ment seek­ing re­venge for your help­ing to steal atom­ic

    ma­te­ri­als.”




    “Yes. Yes. Lose a tail. Lose a tail,” said Brew­ster.




    “When you get to Rio, you hire a boat to go up the Ama­zon. And use your cor­rect name.”




    “I hate jun­gles.”




    “I don’t blame you. That is why James Brew­ster will go up the Ama­zon but Arnold Di­az will

    live in lux­ury in an­oth­er con­do­mini­um. And for a mere quar­ter of a mil­lion dol­lars you

    will have space. All the space you want.”




    “On­ly a quar­ter of a mil­lion?”




    “And you can hire ser­vants for three dol­lars a week. Beau­ti­ful wom­en will fall at your

    feet for ten dol­lars Amer­ican.”




    “How much for mak­ing love? I’m not in­to feet,” said Brew­ster.




    “What­ev­er you want for ten dol­lars, all right? But don’t for­get to reg­is­ter for the

    trip up the Ama­zon. I have writ­ten down this name of a tour guide. Use him.”




    “Why him?”




    “Be­cause I tell you to. He can be trust­ed to take your mon­ey and take you nowhere.”




    “I don’t have to leave Amer­ica for that,” said Brew­ster.




    “It is im­por­tant that he take you nowhere. These things are not for you to un­der­stand.

    And wear this,” said Fran­cis­co Braun, giv­ing Brew­ster a small ob­long gold bar with a

    bul­lion stamp im­pressed in­to it. “It will show your grat­itude. It is a sym­bol I have come

    to love and serve. You too may be asked to serve one day for all that we have done for

    you.”




    “For what you have just done, I would wear it on my you-​know-​what,” said Brew­ster.




    “The chain around your neck will do,” said Braun. On the plane, com­fort­ably seat­ed in

    first class all the way to Rio, James Brew­ster looked at the lit­tle gold bar. It had an

    apothe­cary jar in­scribed on it. With his first rum punch, he snapped the bar on­to his gold

    chain, and rode the rest of the way to safe­ty in ab­so­lute com­fort dream­ing of lux­ury for

    the rest of his life.




    Con­sue­lo Bon­ner did not tell Re­mo and Chi­un how she knew James Brew­ster had fled to

    Rio. She knew and that was it.




    “Po­lice­work. Straight-​cut de­tec­tion. You don’t tell me how you know peo­ple aren’t in

    rooms be­hind locked doors, and I don’t tell you how I track down peo­ple.”




    “It would help if we knew,” said Re­mo. “Maybe we could help you do things faster.”




    “Just keep me alive. That’s all I want from you,” said Con­sue­lo. “If you do that, we can

    find out who is brib­ing James Brew­ster, and stop this ura­ni­um prob­lem.”




    She no­ticed nei­ther Chi­un nor Re­mo ate on the many-​hour flight to Rio. She al­so

    no­ticed nei­ther of them seemed to be both­ered by the op­pres­sive­ly hot Brazil­ian

    weath­er. When they were briefly out of sight, she peeked at the note she had writ­ten down

    back in the States when she had spo­ken to Braun. It had the ad­dress in Rio of a tour

    guide.




    When they re­turned, Con­sue­lo said:




    “Giv­en that a flee­ing man chose a coun­try with­out an ex­tra­di­tion treaty with the

    Unit­ed States, where would he go once he was in Brazil? Ei­ther of you two men fig­ure that

    out?”




    “Prob­ably to the same sort of lux­ury con­do he en­joyed back in the States,” said

    Re­mo.




    “No,” said Con­sue­lo. “The am­ateur mind might think that. I think he was pan­icked. I

    think I saw a fright­ened, ter­ri­fied man back in La Jol­la. I think our dis­patch­er who

    ships ura­ni­um to an ac­com­plice and flees to Brazil keeps on flee­ing. I would bet he has

    run up the Ama­zon.”




    “On­ly if you find some­one who would bet with you,” said Re­mo. “Are you sure he is in

    Brazil?”




    “Yes,” said Con­sue­lo. She loos­ened the top but­ton of her blouse. Her clothes felt like

    wet sacks stuck to her body. Street urchins seemed to grow out of the side­walks. None of the

    trav­el brochures ev­er showed so many un­washed young peo­ple. They fea­tured the beach­es.

    Nor did they men­tion the smells of garbage. They gave you twi­light pho­tos of the city

    sky­line. Maybe they could build high-​ris­es in Rio but they could not col­lect garbage.




    And the peo­ple. So many peo­ple. And it seemed that half of them were tour guides; most of

    them want­ed to take them to night­clubs.




    “We want the Ama­zon. We are look­ing for some­one who has gone up the Ama­zon.”




    “To Brasil­ia?” asked each guide. That was the name of the new cap­ital that the

    gov­ern­ment want­ed peo­ple to pop­ulate. There were state-​paid bonus­es for mov­ing there.

    Con­suela was sure that there were al­so bonus­es for tak­ing tourists there.




    “No. In­to the jun­gle.”




    “There is much jun­gle in Brazil. Most of it is jun­gle. I have yet to have any­one ask to

    vis­it it.”




    “I am look­ing for some­one who has.”




    “No es­ta here, beau­ti­ful young wom­an.”




    Con­suela wait­ed for ei­ther Re­mo or Chi­un to say they would nev­er find the right guide,

    that the trail was lost, that she was a fool, that she was in­ca­pable of mak­ing a right

    de­ci­sion be­cause she was a wom­an. But by noon when Con­sue­lo was hot, tired, and

    dis­ap­point­ed that nei­ther of her com­pan­ions ac­cused her of fem­inine frailty, she gave

    up and head­ed right for the name she had tak­en down back in the States.




    The guide was in a ho­tel. And he re­mem­bered a James Brew­ster. The man seemed ner­vous.

    He left the day be­fore on a trip up the Ama­zon. The guide point­ed to a map of Brazil. It was

    like a large pe­cu­liar­ly shaped pear. The green rep­re­sent­ed jun­gle. The dots

    rep­re­sent­ed civ­iliza­tion. The pear had very few dots. A thin dark line ran hun­dreds of

    miles in­to the green. That was the Ama­zon.




    “He took our main boat but we can get an­oth­er,” said the guide. He spoke En­glish. Much

    busi­ness was done in En­glish, though the main lan­guage of the coun­try was Por­tuguese.




    Con­sue­lo re­served the boat.




    “Even if you find him,” asked Re­mo, “why should he tell you any­thing?”




    “Be­cause I’ll promise not to fol­low him any­more if he tells me who paid him. You and I

    are af­ter the same thing,” she said.




    “No we’re not,” said Re­mo.




    “What are you af­ter?” she asked.




    “Hon­est­ly, I don’t know. I just keep do­ing my job, and hop­ing some­day I’ll fig­ure it

    out.”




    “I have al­ready fig­ured it out,” said Chi­un. “Your pur­pose in life is to make mine

    mis­er­able.”




    “You don’t have to stay. You don’t have to come with me.”




    “It is al­ways nice to feel wel­come,” said Chi­un.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju did not like South Amer­ica. Not on­ly did it bear lit­tle

    re­sem­blance to the mod­ern trav­el brochures but it was un­rec­og­niz­able from the ac­counts

    giv­en in Chi­un’s his­to­ries. The Mas­ters of Sinan­ju had been here be­fore. They had served

    both of the great South Amer­ican em­pires, the Mayan and In­can, and were paid well for their

    ser­vices. But since the Span­ish and Por­tuguese had moved in­to the neigh­bor­hood, noth­ing

    was the same.




    What had been great cities were now slums or ar­eas over­grown by the jun­gle that had

    re­claimed ter­races and para­pets. Where gold-​clad em­per­ors had walked, mon­keys now

    chirped in trees that grew from crevices in what had once been roy­al walk­ways.




    The place, as Chi­un com­ment­ed on the way up to the Ama­zon, had be­come a jun­gle.




    Con­sue­lo, who was part Span­ish, want­ed to know the his­to­ry of South Amer­ica. Her

    moth­er’s fam­ily had come from Chile.




    “The tales of the Mas­ters are on­ly for oth­er Mas­ters,” said Chi­un.




    “You should be grate­ful for that,” said Re­mo.




    “What can one do with a son who de­spis­es the fam­ily his­to­ry?”




    “Is he your son? He doesn’t look Ori­en­tal,” said Con­sue­lo.




    Their boat chugged through swarms of flies hov­er­ing around the mud-​brown riv­er that

    seemed to go on for­ev­er. The flies land­ed on­ly on the guide, Con­sue­lo, and the

    sailors.




    Re­mo and Chi­un seemed im­mune.




    “He de­nies any pos­si­bil­ity of Ori­en­tal blood,” said Chi­un. “I have to live with

    that.”




    “That’s aw­ful,” said Con­sue­lo. “You shouldn’t be ashamed of what you are.”




    “I’m not,” said Re­mo.




    “Then why do you hide your Ko­re­an­ness?” she asked. “I don’t hide that I am part

    His­pan­ic. No one should be ashamed of who he is.”




    “He’s ashamed that I’m white,” said Re­mo, “if you want to know the truth.”




    “Oh,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Oh,” said Re­mo.




    “I’m sor­ry,” said Con­sue­lo.




    The boat turned in­to a trib­utary, and the crew be­came ner­vous. The guide did not. Re­mo

    picked up lit­tle com­ments about some­thing called the “Giri.”




    The guide said it was noth­ing to wor­ry about. There were no more Giri near here. They were

    less than fifty miles from Rio. Would poor piti­ful sav­ages re­main near Rio?




    Re­mo checked the map. On the map, ev­ery­thing out­ly­ing Rio was built up but the dark

    green patch and the brown line they were trav­el­ing on. All it said was “Giri.”




    “What is Giri?” Con­sue­lo asked a crew mem­ber when the guide had gone in­to the cab­in to

    briefly es­cape the bugs. The Ama­zon and trib­utaries had bugs that feast­ed on nor­mal

    in­sect re­pel­lent.




    “Bad,” said a crew mem­ber.




    “What’s bad about it?”




    “Them,” said the crew mem­ber. And then, as though even the sky might be lis­ten­ing, he

    whis­pered, fear­ful even to men­tion the name.




    “Giri all around here. Bad. Bad.” He made a mo­tion with his hands about the size of a very

    large can­taloupe; then he made his hands small­er, to the size of a lemon. “Heads. Take heads.

    Small.”




    “Head­hunters. The Giri are head­hunters,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Shhh,” said the man. He looked to the thick fo­liage on the banks and crossed him­self.

    Con­sue­lo went di­rect­ly to Re­mo and Chi­un to warn them.




    “Not Giri,” said Chi­un. “Anx­itl­giri.”




    “You know them?” asked Con­sue­lo.




    “Those who know their past re­spect the past of oth­ers,” said Chi­un. The warm winds

    rus­tled his pale yel­low ki­mono. He looked to Re­mo. Re­mo did not look back. He was

    watch­ing the bugs. Any kind of bugs. In­tent­ly.




    “He knows them,” said Con­sue­lo. “Will you lis­ten to him?”




    “You don’t un­der­stand,” said Re­mo. “He doesn’t know them. What Sinan­ju re­mem­bers is

    who pays the bills. We prob­ably did a hit for them, a half-​dozen cen­turies ago or so. Don’t

    even ask. He doesn’t know.”




    “My own son,” said Chi­un.




    “You poor man. What a beast he is.”




    “That’s all right,” said Chi­un.




    “I am sor­ry. I mis­judged you at first be­cause you made a sex­ist re­mark. I’m sor­ry. I

    think you are a won­der­ful per­son. And I think your son is an in­grate.”




    “They’re still head­hunters,” said Re­mo, now look­ing at the river­bank. He had seen them.

    And they were fol­low­ing the boat. He was just wait­ing for the first ar­row as Chi­un

    de­scribed the Anx­itl­giri: they were a hap­py peo­ple, de­cent, hon­est, and lov­ing, with

    per­haps some trib­al cus­toms that would not seem fa­mil­iar to whites.




    Fran­cis­co Braun knew them on­ly as Giri. He had bought heads from them be­fore. They were

    dis­hon­est and de­ceit­ful as well as vi­cious. But they loved gold. They loved to melt it and

    then pour it over fa­vorite things, for dec­ora­tion. Some of those fa­vorite things hap­pened

    to be cap­tives whom they made slaves.




    The Giri wel­comed mis­sion­ar­ies. They liked to eat their liv­ers. A road crew, with the

    Brazil­ian army there to pro­tect them, tried to build a high­way through Giri ter­ri­to­ry.

    Their whitened bones end­ed up as hair or­na­ments for the Giri wom­en.




    Fran­cis­co Braun knew that one day he’d find a use for peo­ple this vi­cious and

    un­trust­wor­thy. That day in La Jol­la, Cal­ifor­nia, when he found that the pair could not be

    sur­prised from even a great dis­tance out at sea, was the day he found the Giri’s niche.




    What Fran­cis­co knew he need­ed was a dis­trac­tion. And the finest dis­trac­tion in the

    world was a Giri war­rior. While the pair were fight­ing against the poi­soned ar­rows and

    spears of the Giri, Fran­cis­co would put them away.




    The ques­tion was how to get two men and one wom­an down to a mis­er­able patch of

    jun­gle.




    The an­swer was James Brew­ster, the man he knew they would fol­low. And the ve­hi­cle was

    the wom­an who was chas­ing him, Con­sue­lo Bon­ner. She trust­ed Fran­cis­co. And even if she

    did not trust, Fran­cis­co trust­ed the fact that her de­sire for him was strong enough to

    over­come any wari­ness.




    That was the way he rou­tine­ly made use of her kind.




    Know­ing they would fol­low, he had come down the day be­fore and gone through the

    nau­se­at­ing rit­ual of buy­ing the Giri. The bugs had turned his fair skin in­to a painful

    red mot­tle. Even the re­pel­lent burned now.




    Care­ful­ly he had laid out a small pile of gold at the edge of the jun­gle and sat down.

    This showed the Giri they could kill him any­time. It al­so in­di­cat­ed that the gold was a

    gift. If that was all there was to it, these ug­ly lit­tle men with hair­cuts like

    up­side-​down bowls would kill him as soon as eat a snack.




    But Braun knew their minds. With­in a half-​hour the lit­tle men with their bows and

    ar­rows, wear­ing bones in their noses, were pok­ing around his clear­ing. The first one there

    took the gold. The sec­ond one there took the gold from the first one. The third and fourth

    took it from the sec­ond. Four of them were dead and rot­ting in the jun­gle be­fore any­one

    thought to speak to him.




    In Por­tuguese, he told them there was a great deal of gold to be had. Much more than the

    small pile he gave them to­day. He said he would pay this gold for what­ev­er they could

    pil­lage from three peo­ple who would be com­ing up the Giri trib­utary very soon. They would

    come on a boat. One would be a yel­low man, one a white man, and one a white wom­an.




    Who, they asked in bro­ken Por­tuguese, would get the liv­er and the heads of the

    peo­ple?




    He said they could keep them. He just want­ed what the peo­ple had and, in ex­change, he

    would pay ten times the amount of gold he of­fered as a mere gift.




    Fran­cis­co knew how their minds worked. First, they would think he was an in­cred­ible fool

    to give up the best parts of the vic­tims. Sec­ond, they would as­sume that the trio had to

    have much more gold with them than he was of­fer­ing to pay; oth­er­wise why would he pay it at

    all? And third, they would plan to kill the three, keep the best parts, take their gold, and

    then col­lect the gold Fran­cis­co of­fered, as well.




    For the Giri it was a fool­proof scheme.




    For Fran­cis­co it was a way to fi­nal­ly elim­inate the men with the in­cred­ible pow­ers.

    While a hun­dred men fired hun­dreds of lit­tle poi­sonous ar­rows, Fran­cis­co would get off

    three good clean shots. Then he could fly out of this armpit of the plan­et and re­turn in

    tri­umph to Har­ri­son Cald­well.




    When Fran­cis­co heard the cough­ing en­gine of the riv­er craft, he knew it would on­ly be

    a few mo­ments. The for­est seemed to wrig­gle with the beetle­like bod­ies of the Giri. The

    whole tribe had heard of the great trea­sure and the good pick­ings that would be com­ing up

    the riv­er. The war­riors packed them­selves in­to the slice of jun­gle that over­looked a

    nar­row bend in the riv­er. Some of the wom­en brought pots for cook­ing, old iron pots tak­en

    from Por­tuguese traders now of course long passed through the in­testines of the an­ces­tors

    of the Giri.




    “The Anx­itl­giri are an in­no­cent peo­ple,” Chi­un said as the craft chugged up the

    churn­ing mud of the trib­utary to­ward a leafy point so dense with fo­liage no light shone

    through. “They do not know evil, but are sus­cep­ti­ble to the blan­dish­ments of the more

    so­phis­ti­cat­ed. They served the an­cient great em­pires as hunters and guides. What has

    be­come of them now, who knows, but they were good hunters at one time.”




    “Prob­ably hunt­ed ba­bies,” said Re­mo.




    “Don’t you ev­er give up?” said Con­sue­lo.




    “I’ve known him a bit longer than you,” said Re­mo. “Ev­er heard of Ivan the Good?”




    The crew did not no­tice the leaves in the brush, but Re­mo saw they did not move with the

    wind. They jos­tled in pe­cu­liar ways. Up ahead, at the point, he sensed a great mass of men.

    Some­thing was go­ing to hap­pen. He thought of mov­ing Con­sue­lo be­hind the cab­in of the

    riv­er craft now, keep­ing her fac­ing the far­thest shore.




    But Chi­un re­fused to let him do this. In­stead, the Ori­en­tal raised a sin­gle fin­ger

    and or­dered the boat to go di­rect­ly in­to the shore.




    “What are you do­ing, lit­tle fa­ther?” Re­mo asked in Ko­re­an.




    “Shh,” said Chi­un.




    The boat head­ed in­to the hid­den mass of men. Chi­un strode to the prow, let­ting the wind

    rush against his flow­ing yel­low ki­mono, a small man like a flag in the front.




    On shore the Giri could not be­lieve their good luck. Some­times river­boats got through

    their ar­rows and they would have to chase in their ca­noes. Some­times they lost many men

    storm­ing a boat. But this one had come ashore among them. Some of the wom­en asked if they

    could start the fires now for the pots. The Giri saw the wisps of white hair float­ing on the

    breeze. They watched the beau­ti­ful pale yel­low cloth bil­low in the wind. The men were

    al­ready plan­ning to cut it in­to strips for loin­cloths when they saw the yel­low man on the

    prow raise his arms. And then the Giri heard a strange sound, an an­cient sound, a sound they

    had heard spo­ken on­ly around their camp­fires dur­ing the great rit­ual times.




    They heard the old lan­guage of their an­ces­tors. The small yel­low man did not call them

    Giri, but their full proud name: Anx­itl­giri. And what he was telling them in their own tongue

    was shame. Shame on the men and shame on the wom­en, and shame on the chil­dren who

    fol­lowed.




    “You move through the forests like logs, like whites. What has hap­pened to the hunters who

    served the great em­pires? What has hap­pened to the Anx­itl­giri men who moved like the wind

    kiss­ing the for­est leaf, or the wom­en so del­icate and pure they hid their faces from the

    sun? Where are they now? I see on­ly clum­sy stum­bling fools.”




    So shocked were the Anx­itl­giri to hear their rit­ual lan­guage spo­ken that they rose from

    be­hind their cov­er. A few pots falling soft­ly on the for­est floor could be heard.




    “Who are you?” asked an el­der.




    “One who has mem­ory of what the Anx­itl­giri were, one who knows of your

    fore­fa­thers.”




    “There is no need to do the hard work of our an­ces­tors any­more. There are peo­ple to

    kill. Fat an­imals raised by the whites to steal. We need no such skills,” said a younger

    hunter.




    “The tales of our an­ces­tors are but sto­ries for chil­dren,” said an­oth­er.




    In Ko­re­an, Chi­un told Re­mo to lis­ten to what they were say­ing. Re­mo an­swered: How

    could he, he didn’t know the lan­guage-​and Chi­un said that if Re­mo had learned all the

    his­to­ries of the Mas­ters he would have known Anx­itl­giri.




    Re­mo an­swered: The on­ly thing he want­ed to know about them was which di­rec­tion was

    up­wind. Con­sue­lo, fear­ful of all the lit­tle brown men now ris­ing from the forests, many

    with hu­man bones in their noses, asked Re­mo what was hap­pen­ing.




    Re­mo shrugged. The boat crews shut them­selves in the cab­in and load­ed guns. The pi­lot,

    pan­icked, threw the en­gines in­to re­verse. Chi­un told him to qui­et the en­gines. He

    want­ed to be heard.




    He chal­lenged the Anx­itl­giri to send for­ward their best archer. He opened his palm.




    “Come now,” he said in that an­cient lan­guage. “Hit this tar­get.”




    And he held out his right hand, his long fin­ger­nails sep­arat­ing, in­di­cat­ing he

    want­ed the archer to hit the cen­ter of the palm. But the archer was hun­gry for the gold and

    oth­er things. He aimed di­rect­ly at the cen­ter of the pale yel­low cloth cov­er­ing the man

    who stood on the prow, the one who had chal­lenged the hon­or of the whole tribe.




    The short ar­row sang out from the bow. And was caught in the old man’s left hand, right in

    front of his chest.




    “How much do you miss by, lit­tle worm of a man?” Chi­un asked in the old tongue of the

    tribe.




    The archer low­ered his head in shame, and put an­oth­er shaft against the hide of his bow.

    Care­ful­ly he drew it back, and then fired at the palm. He had felled fly­ing birds with this

    bow. The ar­row sang out and stopped where the palm had been, clutched in the hand of the

    vis­itor.




    The man had caught it. Wom­en cried out old prais­es for the hunt. They banged the ket­tles.

    Young­sters cheered. Old men wept. There was pride again in the Anx­itl­giri. They could hunt

    an­imals, not men. They could show pride in them­selves. As one, the en­tire tribe be­gan to

    chant the glo­ries of the hunt.




    Fran­cis­co Braun felt the vi­bra­tions of the chant­ing through the jun­gle floor as he

    cen­tered his tele­scop­ic sight on the Ori­en­tal at the prow. The old face turned to the gun

    sight and smiled tri­umphant­ly in­to the cross hairs.


  




  

    Chapter 8




    The crew re­mained locked in the cab­in. Con­sue­lo re­fused to leave the deck. Re­mo stood

    at the stern, and Chi­un, tri­umphant, raised his arms to the mul­ti­tude com­ing out of the

    jun­gle. One of the wom­en brought her child that he might touch the hem of the gar­ment of the

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju who re­mem­bered their an­ces­tors.




    A great hunter fell to his knees and kissed the san­dals be­neath the pale yel­low

    ki­mono.




    “See how prop­er re­spect is paid,” said Chi­un.




    “I’m not kiss­ing your feet. C’mon. Let’s get out of here.”




    Re­mo banged on the cab­in. He told the crew ev­ery­thing was all right. But the guide

    re­fused to go on. “I don’t care how much you pay me, I’m not go­ing on up this

    trib­utary.”




    “We’re look­ing for some­one,” said Re­mo. “If he went up, we go up.”




    The guide took a quick peek out a win­dow, then buried him­self be­neath pil­lows.




    “No one went up. There’s no point to go­ing on.”




    “What about Brew­ster? Your com­pa­ny took James Brew­ster up the riv­er. If he got up, we

    can get up.”




    “That’s not ex­act­ly so,” said the guide. “We did a bit of pro­mo­tion for your trip.”




    “How can you pro­mote a trip that we want­ed to take in the first place?” asked

    Con­sue­lo.




    “We lied through our teeth,” said the guide. “There nev­er was a James Brew­ster.”




    An Anx­itl­giri hunter had found a way in­to his cab­in and was ex­am­in­ing the guide’s

    teeth. He took the pil­low as a sou­venir.




    “I know there’s a James Brew­ster,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “And maybe the oth­er guy knows there’s a James Brew­ster, but he nev­er took a cruise on

    one of our ships. We re­ceived a bonus to en­hance your cul­tur­al hori­zon.”




    “Whadya mean a ‘bonus to en­hance our cul­tur­al hori­zon’?’ asked Re­mo.




    “We were bribed to steer you here.”




    “Who bribed you?” asked Con­sue­lo.




    “A man who want­ed you to ap­pre­ci­ate the joys of the Giri trib­utary. Now let’s get out

    of here. This In­di­an is pok­ing around my liv­er.”




    Chi­un, hear­ing the con­ver­sa­tion, called out:




    “He won’t harm you in my pres­ence. He is a good man. They are all good men and wom­en,

    these Anx­itl­giri.”




    “You’d say that about any­one who would kiss your feet, lit­tle fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    “It is not the worst form of obei­sance,” said Chi­un, stick­ing out the right san­dal. The

    left had been prop­er­ly hon­ored enough.




    Re­mo warned the guide that the In­di­an stand­ing over his cow­er­ing fig­ure would harm

    him if he said so. “Who bribed you?” asked Re­mo.




    “I don’t know his name but he had a very com­pelling ar­gu­ment for telling you that a James

    Brew­ster had gone up this trib­utary. He was a hand­some man. Now get this In­di­an away,

    please.”




    “Was he blond?” asked Con­sue­lo.




    “Very,” said the guide.




    Con­sue­lo turned from the cab­in and dropped her head in­to her hands.




    “I led you in­to this. I led you in­to this like a fool­ish girl. A trust­ing, fool­ish,

    lovestruck girl. I did it.”




    “Shh­hh,” said Chi­un. He was about to pub­licly ac­knowl­edge the bowed heads of the

    vil­lage el­ders.




    “He was gor­geous, Re­mo. The most beau­ti­ful man I have ev­er seen. I trust­ed him.”




    “It hap­pens,” said Re­mo.




    “He said he was from the NCA, the agen­cy that con­trols all nu­cle­ar projects and

    fac­to­ries in the coun­try. He had good iden­ti­fi­ca­tion. He want­ed to know where you were

    all the time.”




    “I’ve seen him around,” said Re­mo.




    “But I saw the flight man­ifest. I saw Brew­ster’s name go­ing down to Rio. I

    dou­ble-​checked the pass­port num­bers. His was there. I know he went down to Rio.”




    “I could see him go­ing to Rio, but not to this cesspool. Let’s check Rio.”




    “It’s such a big city. We don’t know any­one.”




    “We can get help. You’ve just got to know how to be friend­ly,” said Re­mo. Down­riv­er, a

    bul­let of a speed­boat pulled away from the shore with a very blond man driv­ing it. It kicked

    up a spray a full sto­ry high as it head­ed down the Giri trib­utary to­ward Rio. Chi­un saw

    Re­mo watch the boat.




    “We are not leav­ing yet,” said Chi­un. The trib­al el­ders were prepar­ing a dance of

    lau­da­tion, to be fol­lowed by odes to the great­ness of the one who came in yel­low

    robes.




    “A de­cent peo­ple,” said Chi­un, “de­cent to those who know the his­to­ries of

    Sinan­ju.”




    “De­cent if you like hav­ing your feet licked in a jun­gle,” said Re­mo. He spoke in

    En­glish now, and so did Chi­un. Con­sue­lo lis­tened, fas­ci­nat­ed. She couldn’t miss the

    mass of ador­ing peo­ple. Who were these men? And why were they on her side?




    “The his­to­ries will teach you about peo­ples. They will teach you who they are and who you

    are. The his­to­ries will teach you to sur­vive.”




    Con­sue­lo asked Re­mo what the his­to­ries were. “Fairy tales,” said Re­mo.




    “I saw what hap­pened with the Giri. They’re more than fairy tales.”




    “The names are right. The in­ci­dents are right. But ev­ery­thing else is bull­docky. The

    good guys are the ones who pay their as­sas­sins. That’s it.”




    “So you’re as­sas­sins. Isn’t that il­le­gal?”




    “On­ly if you’re on the wrong side,” said Re­mo.




    “Who do you as­sas­si­nate for?”




    “You don’t un­der­stand,” said Re­mo. And he left it at that. Once again, he turned to

    Chi­un. “Con­sue­lo is be­ing eat­en alive out here and your foot is get­ting chafed. Your skin

    isn’t used to so much adu­la­tion in one day. Let’s get the show on the road.”




    “Ex­act­ly,” said Chi­un. He clapped his hands twice. “Let the lau­da­tions be­gin.”




    Har­ri­son Cald­well had moved him­self out of New York City, al­though the of­fice

    re­mained there. He kept in touch ev­ery day by tele­phone. He had pur­chased two hun­dred and

    fifty acres in New Jer­sey, drained a swamp, plant­ed a lawn, and had a large iron fence built

    around it. It was pa­trolled day and night by his own guards, who wore the sign of the

    apothe­cary jar and sword on their liv­er­ies.




    He placed his own agents in charge of the bul­lion of­fice in New York City. The great talk,

    of course, was why gold had not gone high­er. It was the fa­vorite met­al of in­ter­na­tion­al

    dis­as­ters. When­ev­er a war threat­ened or broke out, when­ev­er stocks did wild and crazy

    things, peo­ple around the world in­vest­ed in gold. It was the one com­mod­ity that could be

    trad­ed any­where. Mon­ey was pa­per, but gold was wealth.




    And yet de­spite nu­mer­ous small wars, nu­mer­ous warn­ings about the stock mar­ket, gold

    had re­mained steady. It was as though some­one was con­stant­ly feed­ing in a source of gold

    to the in­ter­na­tion­al mar­ket, ab­sorb­ing any fren­zy for it. There was al­ways more gold

    than there was cash and the price re­mained stead­ier than at any time in his­to­ry.




    For a bul­lion­ist like the Cald­well com­pa­ny, the prof­its should have been mod­est. One

    did not buy gold and sell it at rel­ative­ly the same price and make mon­ey. Yet there was more

    mon­ey com­ing in­to the shop than at any time in its his­to­ry. More peo­ple sell­ing for

    Cald­well. More ac­coun­tants. Larg­er bank bal­ances around the world. It seemed that

    what­ev­er Har­ri­son Cald­well want­ed, he could buy.




    In fact, the one thing he want­ed most, he could not buy. Nor could it be rushed. There was

    one phone call Har­ri­son Cald­well want­ed, but he had not got­ten it. He had told his valet

    that he should be awak­ened for this one call. He said it would come from South Amer­ica.




    When it did come, Cald­well dis­missed ev­ery­one. He want­ed to talk alone.




    “What’s wrong?” asked Cald­well.




    “They are prov­ing very re­source­ful.”




    “I have not made you my sword to find out that there is com­pe­ti­tion.”




    “They will be tak­en care of very soon.”




    “In the grand days of the court, there would be com­bat be­tween men to de­cide who would be

    the king’s cham­pi­on, who would be the king’s sword.”




    “I will take care of these two now. There is no way they are go­ing to es­cape now. There

    will be no prob­lem.”




    “We ap­pre­ci­ate your as­sur­ances,” said Cald­well, “but we can­not help but re­mem­ber

    the grand tour­na­ments of roy­al Spain. This does not mean we do not have faith in you,

    Fran­cis­co. This on­ly re­calls our plea­sure in think­ing about such tour­na­ments. Can you

    imag­ine find­ing an­oth­er king’s cham­pi­on to­day?”




    There was si­lence on the oth­er end of the phone. “What seems to be the prob­lem,

    Fran­cis­co? We know that if there is a prob­lem with the king’s sword, there soon is a

    prob­lem with the king’s neck.”




    “They are ex­cep­tion­al. And they will soon be ex­cep­tion­al­ly dead.”




    “How can you give us those as­sur­ances, since ob­vi­ous­ly you have failed at least once or

    twice be­fore?”




    “Be­cause, your Majesty, they can­not es­cape the world they live in. I am sim­ply go­ing to

    de­stroy their world, and them with it.”




    “You please us, Fran­cis­co,” said Har­ri­son Cald­well, won­der­ing what a de­stroyed world

    would look like. He al­so won­dered whether he should have searched more dili­gent­ly for a

    per­son­al sword.




    Fran­cis­co Braun’s Por­tuguese was not as good as his Span­ish but it was good enough to

    get just the kind of en­gi­neer he want­ed. The man had a drink­ing prob­lem which

    for­tu­nate­ly did not im­pair his com­pe­tence, but most for­tu­nate­ly im­paired his

    morals.




    He kept look­ing at the di­agrams and shak­ing his head. “Why don’t you just shoot them?” he

    asked af­ter he had been paid.




    “Why don’t you fin­ish the di­agram of what has to be done?”




    “Shoot­ing is kinder,” said the en­gi­neer. And he thought of what it would be like for

    those who would know they were go­ing to die, those who would be help­less to do any­thing

    about it. He took an­oth­er drink.




    “Are you sure it will work?” asked Fran­cis­co.




    “I’d bet my life,” said the en­gi­neer, who had worked on some of the high ris­es on the

    beau­ti­ful beach­es of Rio.




    “You just have,” said Braun.




    There were prob­lems in find­ing James Brew­ster in Rio. For one, the South Amer­ican

    po­lice were not that co­op­er­ative. Sec­ond, the three of them could not can­vas the whole

    city, nor would it help them if they could: if James Brew­ster had stayed in Rio, no doubt, he

    had changed his name. Last but not least, none of them spoke Por­tuguese, ex­cept Chi­un, who

    re­fused to help when Con­sue­lo ex­plained what they were look­ing for.




    Chi­un made his feel­ings clear in a lux­ury ho­tel room, while he pre­pared a scroll. It

    was time to record the sec­ond meet­ing of Sinan­ju and the Anx­itl­giri.




    “Chas­ing thieves is not my busi­ness,” said Chi­un, try­ing to cap­ture ex­act­ly each

    syl­la­ble of the lau­da­tion odes so that fu­ture gen­er­ations would know how well Sinan­ju

    had been re­ceived again in the per­son of Chi­un.




    “We may be sav­ing the world from nu­cle­ar de­struc­tion,” said Con­sue­lo.




    And with that, Chi­un dis­missed her from his pres­ence. Con­sue­lo didn’t know what she had

    said to of­fend him.




    “Why should he be so an­gry about sav­ing the world?”




    “Be­cause that’s what I was try­ing to do when I should have been help­ing him re­cov­er the

    trea­sure of Sinan­ju.”




    “Is it that valu­able?”




    “Some of it was junk. But af­ter a few thou­sand years you have to col­lect some valu­able

    things. Gold, jew­els, and the like.”




    “You make it sound triv­ial.”




    “If you don’t spend it, what good is it? One gold bar could feed a Ko­re­an vil­lage for a

    cen­tu­ry. They eat rice and fish. Some­times duck. They like duck. But they nev­er spent it.

    Look, don’t wor­ry about it. We don’t need him to find Brew­ster.”




    “But you don’t speak Por­tuguese.”




    “A friend­ly man­ner over­comes all bar­ri­ers,” said Re­mo.




    Re­mo was right. You did not need a pock­et trans­la­tor to find a po­lice­man who spoke

    En­glish. You sim­ply grabbed a po­lice­man and twist­ed, speak­ing plain­ly and clear­ly in

    En­glish: “Take me to your com­man­der.” There was no lan­guage bar­ri­er this sim­ple ges­ture

    could not over­come.




    Soon they were in the com­man­der’s vil­la. No de­cent po­lice ca­reer in South Amer­ica

    ev­er re­sult­ed in any­thing less than a vil­la. And no de­cent cit­izen would ar­rive at that

    vil­la to re­quest jus­tice with­out enough cash to pay for that jus­tice. Re­mo,

    un­for­tu­nate­ly, had not brought mon­ey, he ex­plained.




    The com­man­der ex­pressed his sor­row, but he would have to ar­rest Re­mo for as­sault­ing

    the po­lice­man he had by the neck. One didn’t come down to a South Amer­ican coun­try and

    rough up a po­lice­man with­out mon­ey in the pock­et. The com­man­der rang for the guards.

    Re­mo took their weapons and shred­ded them neat­ly on­to the com­man­der’s lap. Then he showed

    the com­man­der a very in­ter­est­ing North Amer­ican mes­sage. It made the shoul­der blades

    feel as though they were be­ing ripped out of the body.




    Its pur­pose was to im­prove his dis­po­si­tion. Over­come with broth­er­ly love, the

    com­man­der pledged the hon­ored as­sis­tance of his en­tire po­lice force. Would the gringo

    guest please re­place his shoul­der blades?




    “Tell your com­man­der they are still there,” Re­mo told the po­lice­man who act­ed as

    trans­la­tor. “They on­ly feel as though they have been ripped out.”




    Re­mo wait­ed for the trans­la­tion. The com­man­der asked if the hon­ored guest could make

    the shoul­der blades feel as though they were back in the body.




    “Tell him, when we find a man named James Brew­ster, he will feel fine. Brew­ster came down

    here by plane a few days ago, and he prob­ably has an­oth­er name by now. We have his

    pic­ture.”




    The search was strange from the be­gin­ning. The po­lice force was so mo­ti­vat­ed by the

    sight of their bent, aching com­man­der that it took nei­ther threat nor re­ward to mo­bi­lize

    them. Same of the de­tec­tives com­ment­ed that they had been in­spired by jus­tice, just like

    the Amer­ican po­lice­man “Dirty Har­ry.”




    Even stranger, when the po­lice­men lo­cat­ed the fugi­tive, af­ter less than a day, no one

    hand­ed any of them an en­ve­lope of cash.




    They as­sumed Re­mo was a po­lice­man. They asked how po­lice­men got paid in Amer­ica.




    “By checks from their gov­ern­ments.”




    “Oh, we get those some­times,” said one of the de­tec­tives. “But they’re too small to

    cash.”




    Ac­cord­ing to the po­lice, James Brew­ster was now Arnold Di­az, alive and en­sconced in

    one of the el­egant high-​rise apart­ment build­ings fac­ing the glo­ri­ous beach of Rio de

    Janeiro.




    Chi­un, hav­ing fin­ished record­ing the meet­ing with the Anx­itl­gi, agreed to vis­it with

    Con­sue­lo and Re­mo. Down­stairs, in the mar­ble-​floored lob­by, Con­sue­lo rang the buzzer

    for Arnold Di­az. Brew­ster’s voice an­swered.




    “Who is it?”




    “It’s us, sweet­heart,” said Re­mo.




    The groan that echoed through the lob­by came via the elec­tron­ics from fifty sto­ries up.

    The in­ter­com sud­den­ly switched off.




    “I have a ques­tion­ing tech­nique that might be a bit more help­ful with Brew­ster,” said

    Re­mo. “I don’t like guys who sell ura­ni­um on the open mar­ket.”




    “Af­ter what we’ve been through,” said Con­sue­lo. “I could al­most agree with you.”




    “I’ll be friend­ly,” said Re­mo. “He’ll tell us ev­ery­thing.”




    The el­eva­tor was pan­eled with fine wood pol­ished to a gloss. There were even lit­tle

    seats. When an el­eva­tor, even a fast one, had to rise fifty sto­ries, it took time. But the

    peo­ple who lived in this build­ing weren’t used to dis­com­fort, no mat­ter how brief.




    As the el­eva­tor sped up­ward, Con­sue­lo felt her ears pop as though she was tak­ing off

    in an air­plane. Her stom­ach seemed to leave her some­where near the thir­ti­eth floor. By the

    time they reached the fifti­eth floor, she was dizzy and rest­ing on one of the seats.




    Re­mo helped her to her feet. They wait­ed by the door. It wasn’t open­ing. Re­mo looked to

    Chi­un. A loud ug­ly snap of met­al could be heard on both sides of the cab­in. Then came a

    loud­er metal­lic crack and the thump of a ca­ble falling on the el­eva­tor roof.




    Con­sue­lo felt her stom­ach lurch in­to her throat. Her body felt light, as though it were

    be­ing lift­ed, yet her feet were still on the cab­in floor. She couldn’t move them. It was as

    though her blood had de­cid­ed to flow in a new di­rec­tion.




    She was falling. Re­mo and Chi­un were falling. The en­tire cab­in was falling. The lights

    went out. The sound of grat­ing, scrap­ing met­al filled the cu­bi­cle. Con­sue­lo had to catch

    her breath to scream. When she shrieked in­to the dark­ness, she bare­ly heard Re­mo tell her

    she was go­ing to live.




    She felt a strong hand on one arm and fin­ger­nails on the oth­er. Then she felt a slight

    pres­sure. Her feet no longer touched the el­eva­tor floor. They were lift­ing her! And then it

    was as though the world had crashed. The el­eva­tor cab land­ed fifty sto­ries down,

    shat­ter­ing the cab­in roof, loos­en­ing the seat, leav­ing them all in a dark sham­bles. Yet

    all Con­sue­lo felt was a slight bump. Some­how these two had lift­ed her, and them­selves, at

    mo­ment of im­pact. It was as if they’d fall­en a sin­gle foot in­stead of fifty sto­ries.




    Above them, as though from the tun­nel of a dark uni­verse, came a sin­gle flash­light beam.

    Fran­cis­co Braun shone the light from the top of the el­eva­tor shaft down in­to the rub­ble

    be­neath him. Way down, he saw a hand reach up out of the wreck­age. He saw a face. He tried to

    make out ex­act­ly how man­gled it was.




    There were the teeth. He couldn’t tell that far down if they were knocked out of a mouth.

    But they were sur­round­ed by lips. Def­inite­ly lips. He peered clos­er, strain­ing to fol­low

    the beam to the tar­get. He saw the lips rise on the sides. They were smil­ing at him.

    Fran­cis­co Braun dropped the light and ran.




    The flash­light hit the cab as Re­mo and Chi­un helped Con­sue­lo out of it. She was

    ter­ri­fied. She was fu­ri­ous. She checked her body. It was all there. Ev­ery­thing was fine,

    ex­cept she was go­ing to walk the fifty sto­ries to James Brew­ster’s now.




    “C’mon. We’ll take the oth­er el­eva­tor,” said Re­mo.




    “Are you crazy?” she asked.




    “No,” said Re­mo. “Are you?”




    “We al­most got killed and you want to take an­oth­er el­eva­tor?”




    “We showed you you wouldn’t get killed even if it crashed, so why are you afraid?” asked

    Re­mo.




    “I al­most got killed.”




    “There is no al­most to get­ting killed. You’re fine. C’mon.”




    “I’m not go­ing. That’s it. Call me a cow­ard­ly wom­an. I don’t care.”




    “Who’s call­ing you a cow­ard?” said Re­mo.




    “We’re call­ing you ir­ra­tional,” said Chi­un. “Not cow­ard­ly.”




    “I’m not go­ing,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “I’ll ques­tion Brew­ster my way, then,” said Re­mo.




    “Go ahead. Any­thing. Go. I am not leav­ing the ground. For any­one. Any­thing. I was

    al­most killed. You were al­most killed.”




    “I don’t know what she is talk­ing about,” Re­mo said in Ko­re­an to Chi­un as they en­tered

    the el­eva­tor that worked. Door­men were run­ning over to see what was the mat­ter. Con­sue­lo

    leaned against a piece of el­egant stat­uary to gath­er her com­po­sure.




    Re­mo and Chi­un pressed fifty and went up to the fifti­eth floor, sure the en­tire world

    was crazy. Hadn’t they shown her she didn’t even need safe­ty brakes on an el­eva­tor when she

    trav­eled with them?




    “Maybe it’s me, lit­tle fa­ther,” said Re­mo. “Am I get­ting crazy?”




    “No cra­zier than I,” said Chi­un.




    “That’s what I thought. ‘Al­most killed.’ They’re crazy.”




    James Brew­ster saw the bolts on the door snap off. He watched the bar of the po­lice lock

    wedged in­to the floor, the sol­id steel bar, bend back­ward like a safe­ty pin as the door

    opened.




    “Hi,” said Re­mo. “I am be­ing very friend­ly. I want to be your friend.”




    James Brew­ster want­ed to be friends al­so. Chi­un stayed in the door­way.




    “Care­ful,” said Chi­un.




    “Of what?” asked Re­mo.




    “That gold is cursed,” said Chi­un, nod­ding to the pen­dant around Brew­ster’s neck.




    Re­mo looked again. The pen­dant seemed sort of or­di­nary, one of those rect­an­gles of

    gold with a bul­lion­ist’s mark, this one with an apothe­cary jar and a sword im­print­ed on

    it.




    “It’s just a pen­dant,” said Re­mo.




    “It’s cursed gold. Don’t touch it. If you re­mem­ber the tale of Mas­ter Go . . .”




    “What? C’mon. I thought you re­al­ly saw some­thing,” said Re­mo. He walked over to James

    Brew­ster, who sat with a ta­ble be­tween him and Re­mo. Brew­ster tried to keep that ta­ble

    be­tween them, but was too slow. Re­mo caught up with him on his first lunge and shook hands to

    show friend­ship. Then he walked Brew­ster out on­to the bal­cony and ex­pressed his

    ad­mi­ra­tion of the view.




    He point­ed to the love­ly beach fifty sto­ries be­low them. He point­ed with the hand that

    still held James Brew­ster. He point­ed it over the bal­cony.




    Then he ex­plained his prob­lem to the dan­gling man. James Brew­ster had shipped a dead­ly

    sub­stance around Amer­ica il­le­gal­ly. That sub­stance could be used to make bombs, bombs

    that could kill mil­lions of peo­ple. Why would James Brew­ster do such an an­ti­so­cial thing

    as that?




    “I need­ed the mon­ey.”




    “Who paid you?” asked Re­mo.




    “I don’t know. The mon­ey was just de­posit­ed in­to my ac­count.”




    “Some­one must have con­tact­ed you.”




    “I thought it was le­gal.”




    “With name­less peo­ple de­posit­ing large sums in your ac­count?”




    “I thought I had fi­nal­ly struck it rich. I need­ed the mon­ey. Please don’t drop me.”




    “Who or­dered you to ship the ura­ni­um over strange routes?”




    “It was just a voice. From the nu­cle­ar agen­cy.”




    “And you didn’t ask who it was?”




    “He said the mon­ey took care of who he was. I need­ed the mon­ey.”




    “What for?”




    “I was driv­ing last year’s car.”




    “Do you know how many mil­lions of peo­ple you en­dan­gered? Do you know what one atom­ic

    bomb can do?”




    “I didn’t know that they were go­ing to use the ura­ni­um for bombs.”




    “What else would they use stolen ura­ni­um for?”




    “Maybe they want­ed to start their own elec­tri­cal com­pa­ny,” said Brew­ster. At that

    mo­ment Re­mo no longer want­ed to be his friend and stopped shak­ing hands. As James Brew­ster

    left the bal­cony’s airspace, Re­mo snatched the fun­ny pen­dant from his neck. Con­sue­lo saw

    the body hit the place in front of the build­ing. It land­ed like a wa­ter bag, with a sin­gle

    loud splat. Re­mo and Chi­un ar­rived on the scene mo­ments lat­er. Re­mo was whistling.




    “You said you were go­ing to be friend­ly. You killed him for in­for­ma­tion. You killed

    him.”




    “I didn’t kill him.”




    “What did you do, then?”




    “I stopped be­ing his friend,” said Re­mo.




    Chi­un was walk­ing sev­er­al paces away from Re­mo. He now re­fused to walk near him.




    “The gold is cursed,” said Chi­un.




    Re­mo showed Con­sue­lo the pen­dant. “Here. See this.”




    “It’s gold. A gold pen­dant,” she said.




    “Right,” said Re­mo. “A sil­ly lit­tle trin­ket.”




    “It’s cursed,” said Chi­un.




    “You will now get your first les­son in the won­der­ful his­to­ries of Sinan­ju. See for

    your­self how ac­cu­rate they are. The Mas­ter here says this lit­tle piece of gold is cursed.

    Be­cause some Mas­ter a thou­sand years ago said some kind of gold was cursed, the de­ci­sion

    is writ­ten in stone. Ex­cuse me, nice pa­per. No dis­cus­sion. No rea­son. It’s cursed.

    Pe­ri­od. He won’t even walk near me.”




    Chi­un re­fused to even look up­on such dis­obe­di­ence. He turned away from Re­mo.

    De­fi­ant­ly, Re­mo hung the pen­dant around his neck.




    At the air­port, Fran­cis­co Braun saw his last plan evap­orate as the pair en­tered. If

    they saw him, he would nev­er be able to place the satchel of ex­plo­sives on their plane. With

    any­one else, hid­ing be­hind the tick­et counter was good enough con­ceal­ment. With these

    two, he doubt­ed they would miss him. Pos­si­bly they would kill him this time. There was a

    lim­it to how many times he could miss.




    They had ar­rived ear­li­er than he thought, and now a mere fifty yards away the white man

    was walk­ing with Con­sue­lo Bon­ner. The white man couldn’t miss see­ing him at this

    dis­tance. Braun pushed back in­to the cor­ner be­hind the counter, wait­ing for the last move.

    Maybe he would just throw the satchel and run. Maybe he would throw the satchel at the girl,

    and maybe they would try to save her. Maybe he would get in a shot. All the maybes he had tried

    to avoid all his pro­fes­sion­al life came to him as the white and the girl came clos­er. And

    mirac­ulous­ly the man did not see him. No recog­ni­tion. No dead­ly smile. Noth­ing.




    The man went up to the tick­et counter, bought three tick­ets for Wash­ing­ton, D.C., and

    then went to the board­ing gate. He was fol­lowed at a great dis­tance by the Ori­en­tal, who

    most cer­tain­ly did see Fran­cis­co Braun.




    The Ori­en­tal smiled slight­ly and waved a sin­gle fin­ger, in­di­cat­ing Fran­cis­co

    should re­move his pres­ence. Hur­ried­ly, Fran­cis­co left the air­port, but not for good. For

    some­thing seemed dif­fer­ent to Fran­cis­co Braun. Some­thing had changed in the white man

    that stirred his killer in­stinct. There might be a good chance now to fin­ish at least one of

    them, he sensed. And if he could get one, why not two?




    They had done for him what he could nev­er have done for him­self. They had split up so he

    could at­tack them one by one. And some­thing had changed in one of them. For the first time

    since he had be­come Har­ri­son Cald­well’s sword, Fran­cis­co Braun was the one do­ing the

    smil­ing.


  




  

    Chapter 9




    Chi­un would not ride near Re­mo. He sat in the back of the plane. Re­mo dan­gled the

    pen­dant in front of Con­sue­lo.




    “Now how do you feel about the his­to­ries of the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju?”




    “I guess there is some non­sense as­so­ci­at­ed with them. I didn’t know.”




    “Do you think sym­bols can curse?” He rubbed his thumb across the apothe­cary jar and sword

    stamped in­to the gold.




    Con­sue­lo shook her head.




    “Nei­ther do I,” said Re­mo. He felt the air­craft rise with too much com­pres­sion for

    com­fort. He looked back to Chi­un. Chi­un seemed un­both­ered, and sim­ply turned his head

    away.




    “You didn’t have to pop your ears in the el­eva­tor back in Rio,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Didn’t I?” asked Re­mo. “I don’t re­mem­ber.” He felt tired, though it wasn’t time yet for

    him to need sleep. Per­haps it was the steamy jun­gles, or the ex­cite­ment at the high-​rise.

    Per­haps it was the air­plane. Per­haps it was one of those phas­es he had felt so of­ten while

    be­com­ing Sinan­ju, one of those mo­men­tary phys­ical re­laps­es that came up­on him like bad

    dreams be­fore he took an­oth­er gi­ant step for­ward in achiev­ing the sun source of all man’s

    pow­ers.




    Then again, maybe it was the air­plane food. He had eat­en some­thing he or­di­nar­ily

    wouldn’t touch, a sort of sand­wich with oils in it.




    Con­sue­lo napped as the lights dimmed. So did Re­mo. When they were over the Pana­ma Canal

    Zone, Re­mo said, “Leave it alone, lit­tle fa­ther.”




    And the long fin­ger­nails perched over the pen­dant slow­ly with­drew.




    Fran­cis­co Braun had seen it. It was not much. But then, he did not have much. Some­thing

    was dif­fer­ent with the white and that dif­fer­ence might be just enough to kill him. With the

    team sep­arat­ed as they ap­peared to be in the air­port, it could be his chance. He didn’t

    have any oth­ers. He thought briefly about back­ing away from the whole thing, aban­don­ing

    Har­ri­son Cald­well.




    But what were his re­al op­tions? Do­ing hits for a few thou­sand dol­lars here and there,

    un­til one day he met with an ac­ci­dent? How many killers had been done in by peo­ple who gave

    out con­tracts and then didn’t want to pay? How many paid as mag­nif­icent­ly as Har­ri­son

    Cald­well?




    If he had on­ly a frac­tion of a chance, Fran­cis­co Braun would not give up his ser­vice to

    Har­ri­son Cald­well. And now he seemed not on­ly to have that frac­tion but a great

    ad­van­tage. The ad­van­tage was that he knew where they would all have to go. The chance was

    what he had seen at the air­port. He had seen a mo­ment of dis­trac­tion. He had glimpsed that

    mo­ment when he knew he could kill a man. And, for the first time, he had seen it in the face

    of the white.




    The Ori­en­tal, of course, had foiled the bomb at­tempt by notic­ing him. But that was all

    right. Alone, the old man might be eas­ier.




    And so Fran­cis­co flew back up to Amer­ica with a plan, a last des­per­ate plan that

    iron­ical­ly might now have the best chance to work.




    Know­ing where they would have to go even­tu­al­ly, in Wash­ing­ton he pre­sent­ed him­self

    to the di­rec­tor of the Nu­cle­ar Con­trol Agen­cy.




    The first thing the man said was:




    “Not here. What are you do­ing here? Mr. Cald­well said you would nev­er be seen around

    here. Get out of here.”




    The port­ly man ran to his of­fice door to shut it. He didn’t want his sec­re­tary look­ing

    in. His name was Ben­nett Wil­son. His flesh quiv­ered as he spoke. His eyes were dark and

    plead­ing.




    “Cald­well said you would nev­er come here. You aren’t sup­posed to come here. What­ev­er

    you did was sup­posed to be done out­side the agen­cy, so we wouldn’t have to know you.”




    “But I am here,” said Braun. “And I have bad news. A se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cial from the

    Mc­Keesport plant is on her way to see you. Give her a day or two. She’ll be here.”




    “Why here? Her job is in Mc­Keesport,” said Ben­nett Wil­son.




    “She seems to think some­one has got­ten to one of her dis­patch­ers. She seems to think he

    has been tak­ing bribes to ship ura­ni­um to strange des­ti­na­tions. She thinks that when she

    finds that per­son who con­vinced the dis­patch­er to send ura­ni­um to strange places, she

    will have solved her prob­lem.”




    “That’s a fraud­ulent lie.”




    “James Brew­ster con­fessed to her.”




    “What can he con­fess? He doesn’t know any­thing. He’s just a lit­tle dis­patch­er who was

    greedy. He doesn’t know who is be­hind it.”




    “He didn’t have to tell them who is be­hind it. The peo­ple who are af­ter you just kill

    their way right up the pipe un­til they get the man they’re look­ing for.”




    “Does Cald­well know you’re here?”




    “I am here to take care of his en­emies. Right now, his en­emies are your en­emies. Your

    en­emies are his en­emies.” Braun’s voice was smooth.




    “Right. We’re to­geth­er. We’re to­geth­er in this. And we will bluff our way out. They

    can’t do any­thing to us. We’ll sur­round our­selves with mem­os. We’ll hold meet­ings. We’ll

    meet them to death. I have been work­ing for the Unit­ed States gov­ern­ment for thir­ty years.

    I know how to stop for­ward progress on any­thing for no rea­son at all.”




    “They will kill you, I said. They are not go­ing to try to fire you.”




    “That’s right-​they couldn’t fire me. They don’t have the au­thor­ity.”




    “But they have the au­thor­ity to break your bones. Or to suck the brain out of your skull.

    They will de­stroy you,” said Braun. What was it, he won­dered, about gov­ern­ment of­fi­cials

    that made them ex­cep­tion­al­ly opaque, as though the on­ly re­al prob­lem in their lives was

    a mis­placed memo?




    Ben­nett Wil­son thought a minute. Braun had a point. Death was worse than re­as­sign­ment

    or a de­part­men­tal hear­ing. In those mat­ters there was al­ways a chance of ap­peal.

    Late­ly, he hadn’t heard of any­one ap­peal­ing a death, al­though there was a ref­er­ence to

    it in the Bible. But cer­tain­ly no gov­ern­ment rule cov­ered any­thing like that.




    “Dead, such as the body be­com­ing cold and buried?” asked Ben­nett.




    “That kind of dead,” said Braun.




    “What are we go­ing to do?”




    “We’re go­ing to kill them first.”




    “I’ve nev­er killed any­one,” said the di­rec­tor of the Nu­cle­ar Con­trol Agen­cy. He

    looked back at the pic­tures of the elec­tri­cal plans and atom­ic waste that dec­orat­ed his

    of­fice and added, “On pur­pose.”




    “You’re not go­ing to kill any­one. All I want you to do is be ready when they come

    here.”




    “Af­ter me? Are they com­ing af­ter me?”




    “Just lead them around in cir­cles for a while so I can do what I have to do,” said

    Braun.




    “You mean give them par­tial and mis­lead­ing in­for­ma­tion? Send them up, down, and

    around, keep­ing them con­fused with mean­ing­less bu­reau­crat­ic jar­gon?”




    “Some­thing like that,” said Braun.




    “Oh,” said Wil­son. “I thought you had want­ed some­thing spe­cial. If usu­al pub­lic

    pol­icy will do, why did you come here and risk com­pro­mis­ing me?”




    “So you will have your peo­ple let me know when they ar­rive.”




    “You’re not go­ing to kill them here, are you?” Wil­son held his heart. Bod­ies were the

    most dif­fi­cult things to ex­plain away in gov­ern­ment ser­vice. They al­most al­ways

    re­quired an in­ves­ti­ga­tion.




    “No,” said Braun, try­ing to steady the man. “I just want to watch them through mon­itors. I

    just want you to keep track of them. Noth­ing will hap­pen here. And noth­ing will come back to

    you un­less, of course, you cre­ate prob­lems.” And Braun ex­plained prob­lems would be

    any­thing that would im­pede his mis­sion.




    In less than a day, Con­sue­lo and the two men reg­is­tered be­hind the se­cu­ri­ty desk of

    the NCA. Tele­vi­sion mon­itors picked them up. Braun watched the trio from a safe room. The

    two men were not ar­gu­ing as much but the Ori­en­tal was stay­ing far­ther be­hind. Con­sue­lo

    guid­ed them from de­part­ment to de­part­ment, al­ways putting her most adamant foot for­ward.

    “There’s a cov­er-​up go­ing on here,” said Con­sue­lo. “I’m go­ing to get to the bot­tom of

    it.” Small chance of that, thought Braun. She hadn’t even no­ticed the mon­itor. On­ly the

    Ori­en­tal seemed to give the cam­eras a sec­ond glance.




    Braun had to ad­mit the di­rec­tor was high­ly skilled. He did not stonewall. He did not

    hedge. In­stead, he or­dered as­sis­tance be giv­en the se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer from Mc­Keesport.

    As­sis­tance meant four peo­ple at her beck and call, and ac­cess to all files.




    For the four peo­ple she had to fill out ad­min­is­tra­tive forms. And the files she got

    nev­er stopped com­ing. The di­rec­tor in­un­dat­ed her with in­for­ma­tion.




    The white male yawned. The Ori­en­tal be­came en­raged at this. Braun, of course, did not

    see what Chi­un saw. Nor did he un­der­stand the Ko­re­an.




    “When was the last time you yawned?” asked Chi­un.




    “I’m not tak­ing off the pen­dant,” said Re­mo.




    “It is cursed. It is killing you.”




    “I’m not dy­ing,” said Re­mo. “I am right here and very much alive.”




    Con­sue­lo asked what they were ar­gu­ing about. When Re­mo told her it was still the

    pen­dant, she told him to take it off if it both­ered Chi­un that much. But Re­mo re­fused. He

    had to live with Chi­un, not her, and if he gave in now he would nev­er hear the end of how he

    should live his life by the tales of the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju.




    The day wore on heavy for Re­mo. He felt the stuffi­ness of the room and no­ticed that his

    body was not mak­ing up for it. A fly alight­ed on his wrist, and he didn’t no­tice un­til he

    saw it.




    He hadn’t eat­en any­thing. He hadn’t breathed any­thing. And yet his body felt bloat­ed and

    slow. He was skilled enough now so that he could shield it some­what from Chi­un. He knew what

    the old man would be look­ing for, jerki­er move­ments, lack of grace, breath­ing that was

    un­even. He could fake it for a while.




    He knew that his body was so well tuned it could cleanse it­self of any­thing. And it would

    do so a lot bet­ter with­out Chi­un’s ha­rangue.




    Chi­un kept him­self far­ther and far­ther away un­til he did not even go in­to a few

    rooms.




    A door hit Re­mo’s shoul­der.




    “Ex­cuse me,” said the guard, en­ter­ing the room.




    “That’s okay,” said Re­mo.




    That was all Fran­cis­co Braun need­ed to know. He had seen this man move so slow­ly that he

    was un­able to avoid a door. What­ev­er had made that man un­kil­lable was not with him

    any­more. He could kill the white now. He would not need any weapon of dis­tance, or an

    el­eva­tor ca­reen­ing to a floor fifty sto­ries be­low. He could do it with a knife.




    It was dusk, and most of Wash­ing­ton had gone home. When Con­sue­lo, Re­mo, and Chi­un left

    the NCA head­quar­ters on foot, the old Ori­en­tal stayed sev­er­al blocks be­hind.




    Braun stayed far from the Ori­en­tal while slow­ly gain­ing on the white. It was easy to do

    now. The night was warm. The white slapped mosquitoes away from his arm. Braun eased a large

    bowie knife of black steel out of his jack­et. It was an old friend, this knife. How many times

    ear­ly in his life had he felt the good warm blood of his vic­tim spurt out over the han­dle?

    How many times had he felt the tar­get shud­der? In­va­sion by steel was al­ways a sur­prise.

    There was al­ways that grunt of sur­prise, even when they saw it com­ing. As he fell in be­hind

    the white and Con­sue­lo, he could al­most taste the good feel of a blade driv­en in­to a

    heart. Then, when the knife al­most begged for a drink of the white’s blood, Fran­cis­co

    stepped up to an arm’s length away and caught the white’s neck, drag­ging him back­ward. Re­mo

    felt him­self tugged back, falling to the pave­ment. He saw the knife com­ing down at his

    throat, but could not catch the hand. Des­per­ate­ly he threw an arm at the blade.




    But the arm did not move fast enough. It was like a ter­ror of a dream where some big

    an­imal was chas­ing him and he could not move fast enough. Noth­ing had felt right for days,

    but he knew what to do, he knew what his body should do. Un­for­tu­nate­ly all he had were

    lead­en legs and arms.




    Still, he could sense the move­ments, some train­ing that could not be lost seemed to seize

    him, and a dull leg moved by it­self in­to the knife. Re­mo fell back, hit­ting his head. Dull

    lights flashed in front of his eyes. The knife blade was com­ing down again.




    “It’s him,” screamed Con­sue­lo, falling on the knife hand. Re­mo kicked again, and then,

    us­ing some long-​for­got­ten mus­cle strength, threw a punch. And then threw an­oth­er. And

    an­oth­er, punch­ing in­to the beau­ti­ful blond face, and fi­nal­ly get­ting the knife in his

    own hands and ram­ming it right in­to the chest bone.




    Ex­haust­ed, Re­mo gasped for breath on the side­walk. Chi­un fi­nal­ly ar­rived.




    “Dis­grace­ful,” he said. “I nev­er thought I would see a day when you would ball your fist

    and hit some­one with it.”




    “This man at­tacked us.”




    “And he al­most lived to tell about it. I am through with you, Re­mo, un­less you re­move

    that cursed gold.”




    “It’s not the gold, dammit.”




    “You will kill your­self. The body I trained, the mind I formed, the skills I gave will all

    be lost be­cause of your stub­born­ness.”




    “Lit­tle fa­ther, I’m not feel­ing well. I don’t know why. But one thing I do know. Your

    ha­rangu­ing me doesn’t help. Just give me a hand, help me up, and leave me alone. “




    “I’ve told you what’s wrong with you,” said Chi­un.




    “C’mon. Give me a hand.”




    “You must dis­cov­er for your­self that I am right.”




    “I feel like I’m dy­ing, and you talk about sil­ly curs­es.”




    “Why are you dy­ing?”




    “You prob­ably know why I feel so bad, but you just want to prove a point.”




    Re­mo shook his head. The fall had hurt.




    “Give me the pen­dant. I could take it now, but I want you to know why you give it to

    me.”




    “I know you’re bust­ing my chops.”




    “Then kill your­self by ig­nor­ing the warn­ings of the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju,” said Chi­un,

    and with a sweep of his florid ki­mono, turned and walked away. Con­sue­lo helped Re­mo to his

    feet.




    “He’s bluff­ing,” said Re­mo. “He knows what’s wrong with me, but he won’t tell. He’s like

    that.”




    “You do seem dif­fer­ent,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “In what way?” asked Re­mo.




    “You’re not so ob­nox­ious any­more.”




    “You too?” asked Re­mo.




    “C’mon. I’ll help you get well.”




    “Yeah,” said Re­mo. “I feel fif­teen years younger.”




    “I thought you said you felt aw­ful.”




    “That was how I used to feel.”




    She put an arm around his waist and helped him off the bridge. He ad­vised her to leave the

    corpse there. “Once you get po­lice in­volved, you’ve got prob­lems.”




    “But we might be charged with mur­der.”




    “Trust me.”




    “I trust­ed him,” said Con­sue­lo. “He tried to get us killed.”




    “And I saved you, sweet­heart. So who are you go­ing to trust?”




    “I hope you’re right, Re­mo. But what’s go­ing to hap­pen to the Nu­cle­ar Con­trol Agen­cy?

    We’ve got to re­port this to some­one.”




    “I’ve got bad news for you,” said Re­mo, steady­ing him­self. “We are the some­one.”




    “Who are you?”




    “Nev­er mind. Just take my word for it. Noth­ing else has worked so far.”




    “Why should I take your word for it?”




    “Be­cause ev­ery­one else has been try­ing to kill you,” said Re­mo.




    Harold W. Smith, through the or­ga­ni­za­tion’s hid­den con­tacts, had ar­ranged for a

    spe­cial tal­ly to be set up for cal­cu­lat­ing how much en­riched ura­ni­um was be­ing stolen.

    It was a rough es­ti­mate but re­li­able. All the en­riched ura­ni­um used by le­gal sources

    was com­pared to all that was man­ufac­tured. The dif­fer­ence was how much was stolen.




    The Pres­ident had called this the first sig­nif­icant han­dle on the ex­tent of the

    prob­lem. But the day the Pres­ident called the Fol­croft San­itar­ium to ask how many bombs

    could be made from the deficit ura­ni­um, Harold Smith gave him the most sig­nif­icant han­dle

    of all. “In ton­nages?”




    “In how much of a city could be de­stroyed.”




    “Who­ev­er has stolen the ura­ni­um could make enough bombs. . .” said Harold Smith,

    paus­ing to jot a few notes down on a pad, “to de­stroy the east coast and is­land as far as

    St. Louis.”




    There was a pause from the pres­iden­tial end. “Has the ura­ni­um gone over­seas?”




    “No in­di­ca­tion of that, sir,” said Smith.




    “Then you be­lieve it is still in the Unit­ed States?”




    “I be­lieve we don’t know, sir.”




    “So what you are telling me is that enough ura­ni­um has been stolen from us to de­stroy

    most of our ma­jor cities, and we don’t have any idea what has hap­pened to it? I mean how can

    they get it out of the coun­try with­out set­ting off a mil­lion and one de­tec­tors? That’s

    what I want to know.”




    “I don’t think they can.”




    “Then the ura­ni­um is here.”




    “We don’t know that, sir.”




    “What do you know? I mean, I want you to un­der­stand you are the coun­try’s last re­sort.

    What are those spe­cial two do­ing?”




    “They are on it, sir.”




    “It would be nice if they got to it be­fore half the coun­try went up.”




    “They are close, I think.”




    “How do you know?”




    “Be­cause they have lo­cat­ed the prob­able source.”




    “What I want to know is how ura­ni­um can be stolen from us with­out the Nu­cle­ar Con­trol

    Agen­cy know­ing where it went.”




    “I think they did. They are the ones who top the sus­pect list so far.”




    “But what are they do­ing with it? They have all the ura­ni­um we make.”




    “Maybe they’re sell­ing it.”




    “To get us all blown up? They’ll go with the rest of us.”




    “I don’t know, sir, but I think we are quite close to find­ing out.”




    “That is the first good news I have had on this thing,” said the Pres­ident.




    Harold W. Smith swiveled in his chair to face the lone­ly reach­es of Long Is­land Sound,

    viewed through the one-​way glass of his of­fice.




    “Yessir,” he said. The Pres­ident hung up. Smith looked at his watch. There had been a brief

    con­tact the day be­fore when Re­mo and Chi­un had re­turned to Amer­ica. Re­mo had in­formed

    him of the NCA. Smith had asked if Re­mo want­ed any back­up in­for­ma­tion. Re­mo had

    an­swered he didn’t. He felt it might on­ly get in the way.




    This, of course, meant more bod­ies. Smith had been al­most tempt­ed to tell him to wait for

    back­up in­for­ma­tion. There had been so many bod­ies in so many places. But the fig­ures were

    too omi­nous to ig­nore. All he had said was, “Fine.”




    And he had asked for a call­back to ver­ify suc­cess. He had giv­en a time. He did not know

    where they would be. Chi­un had re­cent­ly tak­en a lik­ing to this sys­tem. It gave him the

    op­por­tu­ni­ty to de­stroy those tele­phones that did not work.




    Ac­cord­ing to Re­mo, what Chi­un hat­ed most about the tele­phone was the in­so­lent

    ser­vants of the wire who re­fused to pay him re­spect. He had called the Amer­ican tele­phone

    sys­tem “a war­ren of in­sult­ing ver­min.” He was re­fer­ring, of course, to op­er­ators.




    When Smith had ex­plained that the sys­tem used to work very well, Chi­un had de­mand­ed to

    know what had hap­pened.




    “Some­one de­cid­ed to fix it,” Smith had an­swered.




    “And he was be­head­ed?” Chi­un asked.




    “No. It was a court. A court of judges that made the rul­ing.”




    “And were they be­head­ed?”




    “No. They are judges.”




    “But what do you do when the judges do wrong, when they cre­ate such a das­tard­ly war­ren

    of ver­min who feel free to in­sult and hang up, who are rude and stupid?”




    “Noth­ing. They are judges.”




    “Oh, Em­per­or Smith, are you not em­per­or or soon to be?”




    This was a com­mon ques­tion from the Ori­en­tal who nev­er un­der­stood democ­ra­cy, or

    laws. The House of Sinan­ju had on­ly dealt with kings and tyrants be­fore, and Chi­un did not

    be­lieve any­thing else ex­ist­ed.




    So there was no re­al an­swer to Chi­un’s ques­tion that would get any­one any­where.




    “I am not. I work for the gov­ern­ment in se­cret. Our Pres­ident would be the clos­est

    thing to an em­per­or.”




    “Then can he be­head them?”




    “No. He is just the Pres­ident.”




    “Then these judges who make the laws are ac­count­able to no one.”




    “Some of them,” said Smith.




    “I see,” Chi­un had said, but lat­er Smith had found out from Re­mo that Chi­un had

    sug­gest­ed both Re­mo and Chi­un go work for the judges be­cause they were the true em­per­ors

    of the coun­try. Re­mo had told him the judges were not the em­per­ors. Chi­un had asked then

    who did run the coun­try, and Re­mo ex­plained he wasn’t sure if any­one re­al­ly did.




    Re­mo had re­layed this as sort of a joke, laugh­ing. “It’s not fun­ny,” Smith had told

    Re­mo. “I think Chi­un should learn who he is work­ing for and why.”




    “I’ve told him, Smit­ty, but he just won’t ac­cept it. He can’t be­lieve it isn’t bet­ter to

    hang some­one’s head on a wall as an ex­am­ple than to go sneak­ing around try­ing not to let

    any­one know you ex­ist. And some­times, I think he’s right.”




    “Well, I hope that your train­ing hasn’t changed you that much.”




    That was what Smith had told Re­mo. But some­times, se­cret­ly, late at night when he, too,

    de­spaired of the coun­try, even Harold W. Smith won­dered whether Chi­un was not right. He

    looked at his watch.




    The phone rang on the sec­ond. It was Chi­un. How Chi­un could tell time so ex­act­ly

    with­out a watch was an­oth­er mys­tery to Harold W. Smith.




    “Oh great em­per­or,” be­gan Chi­un, and Smith wait­ed for the litany of prais­es to flow

    forth. Chi­un would nev­er be­gin a con­ver­sa­tion with­out the tra­di­tion­al prais­es, which

    posed a prob­lem to Smith. The di­rec­tor had been forced to ex­plain to Chi­un that the

    spe­cial scram­bler lines should not be used for any great length of time. As the us­age

    in­creased, so did the pos­si­bil­ity that un­scrupu­lous en­emies could un­scram­ble the

    com­mu­ni­ca­tion. Chi­un re­luc­tant­ly agreed to use the short form of greet­ings. He could

    now de­liv­er his prais­es in sev­en min­utes flat.




    Smith thanked him for the call and asked to speak to Re­mo. Chi­un was nev­er as good at

    re­lay­ing what was go­ing on be­cause no mat­ter what was hap­pen­ing, ac­cord­ing to Chi­un

    it was hap­pen­ing to in­crease the glo­ry of Smith.




    “Re­mo has gone his own way. We can on­ly feel sor­ry for him.”




    “Is he all right?”




    “No.”




    “What’s wrong?”




    “He has re­fused to hon­or the mem­ories of the Mas­ters.”




    “Oh, I thought it was some­thing se­ri­ous,” said Smith, re­lieved.




    “It is a most se­ri­ous mat­ter.”




    “Of course. How is ev­ery­thing else work­ing out?”




    “There is noth­ing else, I must sad­ly say, with deep re­grets.”




    “Yes, but how is the project?”




    “Doomed,” said Chi­un.




    “Please put Re­mo on.”




    “He is not here. I am not with him. I will not go near him.”




    “Yes, well, is he go­ing to check in?”




    “Who knows what dis­re­spect he is ca­pa­ble of, o gra­cious one.”




    “Where can I make con­tact with him?”




    “I can pro­vide you with the tele­phone num­ber. As you know, I am fa­mil­iar now with your

    tele­phones and their mys­ter­ies. “




    “Good, what is the num­ber?”




    “The area code which de­scribes the area but not the spe­cif­ic lo­ca­tion of the phone

    be­gins with the il­lus­tri­ous num­ber two. Then it is fol­lowed by that loveli­est of

    num­bers and the most mys­te­ri­ous, a ze­ro. But lo, look again-​here comes that num­ber two

    again and that is the code of the area.”




    “So you are in Wash­ing­ton, D.C.,” said Smith.




    “Your cun­ning knows no bounds, gra­cious one,” said Chi­un. And he con­tin­ued num­ber by

    num­ber un­til Smith not on­ly had the tele­phone num­ber of the mo­tel Re­mo was now in but

    the room num­ber as well.




    He thanked Chi­un and di­aled. He did not like phones on switch­boards but the scram­bler

    could elim­inate switch­board ac­cess to the line once he was con­nect­ed to Re­mo. If that

    didn’t work, Re­mo could al­ways phone back.




    Smith di­aled, got the mo­tel, and got the room. A wom­an an­swered.




    “Is Re­mo there?” asked Smith.




    “Who is this?”




    “I’m a friend. Put him on, please.”




    “What’s your name?”




    “My name is Smith. Put him on.”




    “He can’t come to the phone now.”




    “I know him per­son­al­ly. He can.”




    “No way, Mr. Smith. He’s flat on his back.”




    “What?”




    “He’s flat on his back and can hard­ly move.”




    “Im­pos­si­ble.”




    “I’ll bring the phone over to him. But don’t talk long,” said the wom­an.




    Smith wait­ed. He could not be­lieve what he heard. “Yeah,” came the voice. It was Re­mo.

    But he sound­ed like he was suf­fer­ing an in­cred­ible head cold. Re­mo didn’t get colds. The

    man didn’t even get tired.




    “What’s wrong?” asked Smith. On­ly his strict New Eng­land up­bring­ing of strong re­serve

    kept him on the op­er­ational side of pan­ic. The phone felt moist in his hands.




    “Noth­ing’s wrong, Smit­ty. I’ll be up in a day or two,” said Re­mo.


  




  

    Chapter 10




    Fran­cis­co Braun lay in the Wash­ing­ton, D.C. morgue for two days un­til a port­ly man

    with fright­ened brown eyes asked to see the body. He per­spired pro­fuse­ly even though the

    room was cold.




    When the draw­er with the body was pulled out and the gray sheet fold­ed over to re­veal the

    pale blond hair, the man nod­ded.




    “You know him?” asked the morgue at­ten­dant. The body still had not been iden­ti­fied.




    “No,” said the man.




    “You de­scribed him pret­ty well.”




    “Yes, but it’s not him.”




    “You sure? ‘Cause we don’t get too many that look like this feller. We get lots of blacks.

    Cut-​up blacks. Burned blacks. Broke-​down blacks. Blacks from the streets off the rail­road

    tracks. Blacks with bul­lets in ‘em. Blacks what had the bul­lets go right through ‘em. Not too

    many all-​white peo­ple. And this one’s about as white as they come.”




    Ben­nett Wil­son of the Nu­cle­ar Con­trol Agen­cy turned his head away, cov­er­ing his nose

    with a hand­ker­chief. He had not ex­pect­ed it to be this bad. But he had to be here. True,

    all he had want­ed was for Braun to do his work and then get out of his life. But when he read

    about a blond man be­ing found dead, he had to know it was not Braun. Be­cause if it were, the

    whole thing might be un­rav­el­ing, some­how. The peo­ple who might bring down Ben­nett

    Wil­son’s ca­reer, as Braun had threat­ened, might have been the ones to do the dis­pos­ing.

    And that meant the worst of all world tragedies. Ben­nett Wil­son might be next. And that was

    worth even this agony here in the morgue.




    The at­ten­dant was from the South­west. He was an old man, and Wil­son was sure he took

    spe­cial de­light in the dis­com­fort of oth­ers. He kept on with his ban­ter.




    “Some white guys come in with cuts. Cut by blacks. Some shot by blacks. But this here a

    dif­fer­ent wound. Blacks didn’t do this wound.”




    “Ex­cuse me, may I leave?”




    “Don’t ya want to give him a lit­tle pat be­fore you go? He won’t mind.” The at­ten­dant

    laughed. He fold­ed the sheet back.




    “Know how I know this ain’t a black cut­ting?” Wil­son thought that if he did not an­swer

    the man, the man might stop talk­ing. He was wrong.




    “Blacks slash. But this one went right in­to the heart. Found the open­ing in the ribs and

    whunh. Sent it home. I’m no cop. But I know killings. White man did this one. If a black had

    done it, would have been ten, fif­teen cuts. Black would have cut off his din­gus . . .”




    All of Ben­nett Wil­son’s most re­cent meals came in­to his hand­ker­chief as he stum­bled

    from the morgue. He did not see the at­ten­dant hold out a hand to a fel­low work­er for the

    five-​dol­lar pay­off.




    “I knew I could get that one to do a go,” he said.




    “I nev­er thought he would have gone.”




    “You hang around the morgue long enough and keep your eyes open, you al­ways know. Now the

    re­al fat ones nev­er go. Their stom­achs are like iron. And the last time I saw a skin­ny one

    up­chuck, I can’t re­mem­ber. But those fleshy ones, those just plump, are like stick­ing ripe

    plums with a shov­el. Pow. Pop. Go for the han­ky ev­ery time.”




    Ben­nett Wil­son threw away the hand­ker­chief and stum­bled in­to the sticky night air of

    Wash­ing­ton. He was not pan­icked enough to lose his head and roam the streets. He was just

    pan­icked enough to phone Har­ri­son Cald­well.




    He was told by Mr. Cald­well’s sec­re­tary that Mr. Cald­well would be in­formed of the

    mat­ter some­time this month.




    “It’s too des­per­ate for that. I’m sure he wants to speak to me. Wil­son. Ben­nett

    Wil­son.”




    “In what re­gard?”




    “I can on­ly dis­cuss this with him per­son­al­ly.”




    “Mr. Cald­well dis­cuss­es noth­ing per­son­al­ly.”




    “Well then, im­per­son­al­ly tell him to im­per­son­al­ly send some­one to Wash­ing­ton to

    iden­ti­fy the corpse of a very blond man who knew him.”




    Har­ri­son Cald­well got the mes­sage the fol­low­ing day, as the but­ler served break­fast

    in a very high bed and the sec­re­tary sat at his feet. He was so stunned that he stopped

    call­ing him­self “we.”




    “I don’t be­lieve it,” he said soft­ly.




    “It’s true, your Majesty,” said the sec­re­tary.




    “Yes, I sup­pose it is,” said Cald­well. He dis­missed the but­ler and sec­re­tary and

    climbed out of the bed, spilling grape­fruit sec­tions and the crushed ice they’d been set on

    on­to the mono­grammed sheets. The sil­ver spoon with his apothe­cary mono­gram fell silent­ly

    on the deep pile car­pet. He went to the win­dow. For miles around, all the mag­nif­icent

    forests were his. The guards at the gates were his. Sev­er­al con­gress­men were his. Wil­son

    at the NCA was his. As were some very im­por­tant law-​en­force­ment of­fi­cials.




    He had more gold now than Eng­land. He could buy any­thing in the world. And he could lose

    it all be­cause of those two men.




    His first in­stinct was to hire more body­guards. But that would be lit­tle more than

    win­dow dress­ing against those two. Fran­cis­co Braun, the man who had sur­vived a chal­lenge

    that had tak­en so many lives, the man who had been his sword, was dead. And he had been done

    in by two es­pe­cial­ly dead­ly men look­ing for the cause of the ura­ni­um loss­es to the

    Amer­ican go­varn­ment. What would they do when they found Cald­well? He was sure even­tu­al­ly

    they would.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well, on that very dark morn­ing of his life, re­al­ized he had the world at

    his feet ex­cept for two men who were go­ing to take it all away from him.




    At that mo­ment, he felt he tru­ly had be­come a king, be­cause he re­al­ized that all his

    wealth and pow­er had on­ly giv­en him the il­lu­sion of hav­ing help. He had on­ly what he

    al­ways had. Him­self.




    That, of course, was a great deal to have. He had the same cun­ning that made him the first

    of his fam­ily in so many cen­turies to re­claim what was theirs. He had the shrewd­ness that

    helped him dis­pose of the divers and take care of the last al­chemist. There was noth­ing in

    his fam­ily his­to­ry to pre­pare him for the com­plex­ity of his prob­lem. But he did have one

    ad­van­tage: he re­al­ized how tru­ly alone and vul­ner­able he was.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well re­fused en­trance that morn­ing to the valet, to the but­ler, to the

    per­son­al sec­re­tary, even to some of the con­gress­men whom he had in­vit­ed this day for a

    pleas­ant lunch among friends. He paced the room, eat­ing noth­ing. But by evening he knew what

    he had to do. First, he had to find out who these men were. Un­til then he would be stum­bling

    around like a blind man wait­ing for a truck to hit him. Sec­ond, he would have to find the

    great­est sword in the world.




    And both of these things, no mat­ter how dif­fi­cult they might seem, were em­inent­ly

    pos­si­ble be­cause he was the rich­est man in the world. He had an in­ex­haustible sup­ply of

    the one met­al ev­ery­one for all time con­sid­ered mon­ey.




    And he had the will, the cun­ning, and the his­to­ry to use it. He was far more dan­ger­ous

    than any Cald­well through­out the cen­turies had ev­er been.




    He made a friend­ly call to Ben­nett Wil­son in Wash­ing­ton.




    Wil­son was sure the world was af­ter him. “My phones may be tapped,” he said.




    “Do you re­al­ly think we would al­low such a thing to hap­pen? Do you think we have come so

    long, so far, to al­low some­thing like that?” asked Cald­well. His voice was sooth­ing,

    stroking, as though talk­ing to a child.




    “Come, come, our good friend, Ben­nett, do you think we don’t know these things? Do you

    think we would ev­er en­dan­ger you?”




    “He came right in­to my of­fice. Right here. I saw him alive, and he as­sured me . . .”




    “Our dear Ben­nett, do not trou­ble your­self. Come up to our place in New Jer­sey and ease

    your wor­ries. Let me com­fort you in your hour of need.”




    “Are we all right, we … I mean you and me … sir … your High­ness?”




    “Of course. You must come up here and let us talk. We can re­as­sure you.”




    “Do you think we ought to be seen to­geth­er? What with ev­ery­thing hap­pen­ing and

    all?”




    “There is no one here to see you who does not wish to make you com­fort­able. Come, let us

    re­move the doubts and wor­ries that plague you, good friend,” said Cald­well.




    Ben­nett Wil­son heard these words while he sat in the prison of his of­fice, ter­ri­fied.

    On one hand there was Wash­ing­ton, where he jumped at ev­ery phone call, sure it would be some

    in­ves­tiga­tive agen­cy that had dis­cov­ered what he had done. On the oth­er hand, there was

    the sooth­ing voice of a man who said he on­ly want­ed to re­as­sure Ben­nett.




    Some peo­ple got their re­as­sur­ance out of a bot­tle or a sniff of white pow­der. Ben­nett

    Wil­son would get his from the man who had to be his friend. Why? The man was in it even

    deep­er than Ben­nett. It was he who fig­ured out ev­ery­thing. He who di­rect­ed which

    dis­patch­ers should be bribed and even se­lect­ed the routes for the trucks.




    Ben­nett Wil­son was just a poor em­ploy­ee of the gov­ern­ment who had made a mis­take. Of

    course, Har­ri­son Cald­well would pro­tect him with all the mon­ey at the man’s

    dis­pos­al.




    Wil­son was even more re­as­sured when he saw where and how Cald­well lived. The met­al

    fence around his es­tate went on for miles. Guards were at the gates. Ser­vants groomed lawns

    and bush­es, and car­ried trays around this mas­sive brick-​and-​mar­ble ed­ifice set on a vast

    lawn. It was a cas­tle. And in this cas­tle, Har­ri­son Cald­well was most as­sured­ly a

    king.




    When Ben­nett Wil­son saw the proud fig­ure seat­ed on a throne­like high-​backed chair,

    Wil­son fell to his knees to kiss the of­fered hand.




    “Your Majesty,” said Ben­nett Wil­son.




    “Ben­nett. Our good, good Ben­nett,” said Caid­well. “Rise. Come. Tell us your

    trou­bles.”




    “The man you sent is dead. I went to the morgue. Saw him my­self. They said it wasn’t an

    ac­ci­dent. A pro­fes­sion­al had killed him.”




    “And whom did you tell about this?” asked Cald­well.




    “You.”




    “And?”




    “No one. My lord, do you think I’d want any­one else to know about these things? I nev­er

    should have be­come in­volved in the first place. If it weren’ t for my daugh­ter need­ing to

    go to a spe­cial col­lege … I nev­er thought I would be deal­ing in mur­der. I was just

    help­ing out an Amer­ican man­ufac­tur­er.” Wil­son was cry­ing now.




    “Ben­nett. Ben­nett. Ben­nett. Please. Do not trou­ble your heart.”




    “I’m so afraid,” said Ben­nett, clutch­ing his hands. He couldn’t con­trol his body

    any­more. The tears flowed freely. “They came. The ones who were at the Mc­Keesport plant. The

    ones whose pic­tures you gave me. They came with the wom­an.”




    “What wom­an?”




    “Di­rec­tor of Se­cu­ri­ty Con­sue­lo Bon­ner.”




    “And does she know?”




    “No. Your man said he would take care of them. In­stead, they took care of him.”




    “The re­ports im­pli­cate those two?”




    “Who else could it be?”




    “Many peo­ple, Ben­nett. Many peo­ple. Per­haps the ones you told you were com­ing here did

    it.”




    “I didn’t tell any­one. My wife doesn’t even know where I am. Do you think I would want to

    tell some­one?”




    “But cer­tain­ly, you must have con­fid­ed in some­one. What is a world with­out a close

    friend?”




    “I didn’t even want to let your man in­to my of­fice. But he said you sent him. Now he’s

    dead. They killed him. They’re go­ing to get us. They will. I know it.”




    “What you need is some fine wine. We will pour it our­selves, with our own hands.”




    Har­ri­son Cald­well led the trem­bling man down to the vast wine cel­lars of the es­tate.

    There was a spe­cial bot­tle there they would share, one Har­ri­son Cald­well was sav­ing for

    just such a mo­ment, just such a friend.




    “You know, Ben­nett, we are lone­ly. We know few men whom we can trust. But we know we can

    trust you.”




    “You can. All of you,” said Wil­son.




    “But we know you must have shared these trou­bles, with your wife at least.” Cald­well

    ex­am­ined the bot­tle in the dim light. In­stead of a corkscrew, Cald­well used a small thin

    dag­ger with a jew­eled pom­mel to re­move the cork. He was care­ful not to jig­gle the dark

    bot­tle ex­ces­sive­ly. Good wine al­ways had a sed­iment. If it had been served to him, it

    would have been al­lowed to rest and then been de­cant­ed, the top wine be­ing poured in­to a

    carafe for serv­ing in­to glass­es. But they were just friends here in the cel­lar, and what

    was a shared bot­tle, some­what murky, be­tween friends?




    “Be­lieve me, your Majesty. I am a very se­cre­tive per­son. I have worked for the

    gov­ern­ment all my life and I trust no one.”




    Cald­well passed him the bot­tle. Wil­son shook his head. “I’m not thirsty, sir.”




    “Are you afraid of the wine?” asked Cald­well.




    “No. No. I trust you.” Ben­nett Wil­son was al­most cry­ing again.




    Cald­well gave him a warm smile, put an arm around Wil­son’s shoul­der, and then as proof

    took a long mouth­ful of the wine. Smil­ing, he hand­ed the bot­tle to Wil­son.




    See­ing Cald­well take a drink, Wil­son thought it had to be safe.




    “Not that I didn’t trust the wine . . . or you, your Majesty. It’s just that this is so dark

    … and wine cel­lars make me sus­pi­cious.”




    Cald­well said noth­ing, but nod­ded for Wil­son to drink. Wil­son held the bot­tle in both

    hands and took a long hard swal­low, hand­ing the bot­tle back. Then he dropped the bot­tle.

    His hand didn’t seem to be able to close on things too well. The crack of the bot­tle against

    the floor sound­ed dull and muf­fled. So did the sound of his head against the floor.




    He won­dered how he came to have such a view of the stone ceil­ing and why, if he had

    fall­en, he felt no pain. His arms were there but un­mov­able. So were his feet. Then his

    Majesty Har­ri­son Cald­well spit the mouth­ful of wine over Ben­nett Wil­son’s body, along

    with a rem­nant of a pill that neu­tral­ized the poi­son’s dead­ly ef­fect. Even the slight

    amount of ab­sorp­tion of liq­uid in the mouth could kill.




    So the wine was poi­soned, Wil­son thought. It was a strange thought, sort of a vague

    far-​off won­der­ing that re­al­ly didn’t have much to do with any­thing any­more. Noth­ing he

    thought had much to do with any­thing. His body was numb and on its way out. And he was sure he

    would go with it. And then he was sure of noth­ing. He wasn’t think­ing at all.




    Cald­well rubbed his tongue along his sleeve to make sure none of the poi­soned wine was

    ac­ci­den­tal­ly swal­lowed. He washed out his mouth and then in­formed the lo­cal coro­ner,

    who was on the es­tate’s pay­roll, that a man had died of a heart at­tack in his cel­lar. He

    even spelled the words for the coro­ner. An in­quest would not be nec­es­sary.




    He even took care of the fu­ner­al, plant­ing the port­ly body of the for­mer head of the

    Nu­cle­ar Con­trol Agen­cy un­der the sycamore where, if the cof­fin rot­ted in time, the body

    might help nour­ish the tree.




    The link be­tween Har­ri­son Cald­well and the ura­ni­um had now been sev­ered. This might

    slow up his two en­emies or even stop them com­plete­ly. With no ap­par­ent leads they might

    nev­er find him. He had enough gold for a while. Cald­well and Sons need­ed no more ura­ni­um

    im­me­di­ate­ly.




    But he had not elim­inat­ed pa­thet­ic Wil­son to sit back and live off his gold. He would

    fin­ish his en­emies. And with gold a man had all the pow­er he need­ed if he used his mind

    well.




    He had two things to work with. One, that Braun had failed sev­er­al times to kill them, and

    two, that they had killed him. There­fore they were spe­cial, su­pe­ri­or to the av­er­age

    hired killer.




    If gold was pow­er, knowl­edge was the steer­ing wheel which guid­ed it. And Har­ri­son

    Cald­well would get just what he need­ed. He want­ed to know ev­ery­thing about Braun’s first

    fail­ure, the fail­ure that brought death to the Is­lam­ic Knights in Mc­Keesport. Har­ri­son

    Cald­well knew that to rewrite the his­to­ry of his mod­ern monar­chy he would have to start at

    the very be­gin­ning.




    He found out that Braun’s pet­ty crim­inals had had weapons which proved use­less against

    some ma­chine. This ma­chine crushed bones un­der tremen­dous pres­sure. And yet there were no

    signs of any heavy ma­chin­ery around the house where the bod­ies were found.




    “You see, these guys ap­par­ent­ly were mov­ing to­ward the house. Foot­prints showed that,”

    said the in­ves­ti­ga­tor Cald­well had hired to ex­am­ine the killings. He was keep­ing a

    tight hand on things him­self now. When it came to his life he had a very per­son­al

    in­ter­est.




    “Now the ma­chine would have had to move with them be­cause they nev­er reached the house.

    But any­thing that pow­er­ful would have made marks in the soil it­self. But it didn’t. So the

    po­lice there fig­ure it was one of them.”




    “One of what?”




    “One of the strange killings that get re­port­ed to a cen­tral of­fice in Wash­ing­ton.”




    “So that the killer can be tracked down?” asked Cald­well. He wore a plain busi­ness suit,

    did not sit in a high-​backed chair, and lis­tened in­tent­ly.




    “I don’t know,” said the in­ves­ti­ga­tor. “Didn’t seem im­por­tant.”




    Cald­well lis­tened to the re­port in full, thanked the man, and then hired some­one

    else.




    This time it was a coast-​to-​coast de­tec­tive agen­cy. He told them:




    “There is a kind of killing that goes on in Amer­ica, that the po­lice are sup­posed to

    re­port to a cen­tral of­fice. It seems as though there is a strange force loose on the land.

    It leaves no tracks and kills with ma­chine­like pow­er. Now ev­ery po­lice de­part­ment is

    sup­posed to re­port these kinds of killings to some cen­tral of­fice in Wash­ing­ton. Don’t

    make a big pub­lic thing of this, but find out what hap­pens to those re­ports. Where they go.

    Who acts on them. Ev­ery­thing.”




    “Mr. Cald­well, there is no way to con­duct a na­tion­wide in­ves­ti­ga­tion with­out a

    tremen­dous amount of pub­lic­ity. Can’t be done. It will have to get out.”




    “Then just find out about Mc­Keesport. There was a killing there re­cent­ly. A half-​dozen

    blacks. By the way, I pay for fast ser­vice.”




    The agen­cy was back in a day. The sit­ua­tion with the re­ports on the spe­cial killings

    was this. In six places, Mc­Keesport in­clud­ed, po­lice of­fi­cers re­port­ed strange sorts of

    killings. It was part of a na­tion­al plan. They were to re­port to a joint com­mit­tee formed

    by the FBI and the Se­cret Ser­vice.




    “And that com­mit­tee is where?” asked Cald­well. He had a pad in front of him.




    “Glad you asked. That’s the most im­por­tant part of our in­ves­ti­ga­tion. And know­ing you

    want­ed dis­cre­tion, we didn’t pur­sue it.”




    “Why not?”




    “Be­cause the com­mit­tee does not have an ad­dress. It is a com­put­er ter­mi­nal ac­cessed

    by po­lice de­part­ments.”




    “That doesn’t ex­plain why you didn’t pur­sue it fur­ther.”




    “One of the killings, this one in Utah, was the broth­er of a mo­tor­cy­cle bum. He was

    out­raged that no ac­tion was tak­en be­cause ev­ery­one in his de­part­ment thought the

    fed­er­al gov­ern­ment would look in­to it. So he checked them out.”




    The in­ves­ti­ga­tor glanced down at his notes again. “Lis­ten to what hap­pened. His tax­es

    were au­dit­ed and found to be lack­ing-​by about twen­ty grand. His driv­er’s li­cense was

    re­voked by a com­put­er. Ev­ery­thing he did or tried to do in­volv­ing the fed­er­al

    gov­ern­ment got one cru­el scruti­ny, and even­tu­al­ly some De­part­ment of Agri­cul­ture

    agent got him for not re­port­ing prop­er crop acreage on his fam­ily farm. It is like you

    touch this place and it stings. I didn’t think you want­ed me touch­ing it in your name.”




    “You did well,” said Cald­well.




    “I can be of bet­ter help if you let me know as much as you can as to why. Why are you

    in­ter­est­ed?”




    “Good ques­tion. And I will tell you. But not to­day.” When the man left, Har­ri­son

    Cald­well picked up the phone.




    “He just left. Do you think you can clean out his of­fice?”




    “We have been at it all day.”




    “Good. Be­cause now it is im­por­tant.”




    And then, of course, he phoned the man who was watch­ing the man he just spoke to. It struck

    him as a great irony that keep­ing his wealth safe was a lot hard­er than get­ting it.




    It al­so struck him that he had a great nat­ural tal­ent for dis­trust and per­fidy,

    per­haps two of the most im­por­tant at­tributes of a monarch. You hired the bards to sing of

    your jus­tice and mer­cy, but you kept your crown with your sword.




    He would, of course, need a sword, but this one had to be su­pe­ri­or to poor Fran­cis­co.

    He would al­so need an heir. Death was the one twist even Har­ri­son Cald­well couldn’t buy his

    way out of to­tal­ly. But he had to post­pone the death that pair and who­ev­er sent them had

    planned for him. The prob­lem was how to in­ves­ti­gate all these killings and track down the

    source of that joint com­mis­sion, while not be­com­ing vul­ner­able him­self.




    To mull over that great prob­lem, he chose a gold pool in his New Jer­sey es­tate. He soaked

    in the warm wa­ter and felt the gold so smooth un­der his feet and against his bare flesh. By

    mid­night, he knew. He would not seek out the pair covert­ly. He would track them down in broad

    day­light. And he would make sure the world would cheer him on.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well was go­ing to show his mer­cy to the world. For that one need­ed a

    bard, and the mod­ern bard was an ad­ver­tis­ing agen­cy.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well came to Dou­ble Im­age, Inc., as a phi­lan­thropist.




    He had made a lot of mon­ey in his life, he said. He had be­come rich be­yond his wildest

    dreams. Now he want­ed to give some of it back.




    “I want to end vi­olence in Amer­ica.”




    Be­cause he was one of the rich­est men in the world, the agen­cy di­rec­tors all thought

    this was se­ri­ous­ly pos­si­ble. They would have thought melt­ing the po­lar ice cap for mixed

    drinks was se­ri­ous­ly pos­si­ble, con­sid­er­ing this man was will­ing to spend thir­ty

    mil­lion in ad­ver­tis­ing.




    Art di­rec­tors who ate bean sprouts and com­muned with cos­mic forces of love sud­den­ly

    felt a strong urge to hang any­one com­mit­ting vi­olence.




    The vice-​pres­idents, and there were many be­cause at ad agen­cies they al­ways seemed to

    flour­ish like roach­es, all agreed for the first time that vi­olence was Amer­ica’s most

    dan­ger­ous epi­dem­ic. It need­ed a cure.




    What Cald­well want­ed was im­me­di­ate ad­ver­tis­ing. He didn’t want to wait a month. A

    week. Even days. He didn’t care about the beau­ty of a cam­paign. He didn’t care about

    artis­tic mer­it. He cared about a blitz that would be­gin to­mor­row on ra­dio, in

    news­pa­pers, and on tele­vi­sion, a cam­paign to alert Amer­icans that they were be­ing lied

    to. Amer­ica was much more vi­olent than it ap­peared. The coun­try was plagued by hun­dreds of

    un­solved hor­ri­ble mur­ders. The po­lice de­part­ments should have to ac­count for all the

    deaths Amer­icans suf­fered and break the con­spir­acy of si­lence.




    Why, he him­self knew of six de­prived young­sters from Boston who were bru­tal­ly slain in

    Mc­Keesport, Penn­syl­va­nia. Their deaths were ig­nored by the po­lice. “I don’t think we can

    lose our fu­ture . . .”




    “Re­sources,” sug­gest­ed a copy­writ­er.




    “Yes. A won­der­ful word. We are en­dan­ger­ing our fu­ture re­sources. We’ll call them

    re­sources. How did you think up that won­der­ful word?”




    “When you can’t say any­thing nice about a group of peo­ple, you call them re­sources. What

    else are you go­ing to call them, ‘hu­man dis­as­ters’? Lots of cities have di­rec­tors of

    hu­man re­sources. They are in charge of the city grief, the wel­fare sys­tem, the crime

    el­ements, et cetera. Re­sources. Or the com­mu­ni­ty. You can call it the com­mu­ni­ty.”




    “I like that word, too,” said Cald­well. “We will save the com­mu­ni­ty. We will save our

    hu­man re­sources.” To save com­mu­ni­ty re­sources, Cald­well bought a large build­ing and

    staffed ev­ery of­fice of ev­ery floor with peo­ple will­ing to take down as much

    in­for­ma­tion as callers would give. When the ad­ver­tis­ing cam­paign hit, an en­tire

    build­ing proved not enough to tal­ly the vi­olence in Amer­ica.




    “Just tak­ing down all the com­plaints is go­ing to cost you a for­tune, Mr. Cald­well,” an

    ad­vis­er said.




    “We must save com­mu­ni­ty re­sources,” Cald­well an­swered.




    The Is­lam­ic Knights of Boston, hereto­fore a po­lice prob­lem, be­came mar­tyrs, the

    Boston Six. They died, ac­cord­ing to the news­pa­pers, be­cause they tried to make Amer­ica a

    bet­ter place to live. No one both­ered to in­ter­view of­fi­cial Is­lam­ic groups, which had

    nev­er even heard of the Six.




    In the flur­ry of ad­ver­tis­ing and pub­lic­ity, Har­ri­son Cald­well got ex­act­ly what he

    want­ed. Ex­tract­ing bits of in­for­ma­tion from the mass­es of use­less da­ta and hearsay,

    the work­ers in Cald­well’s build­ing put to­geth­er a pat­tern of ex­cep­tion­al vi­olence by

    ex­traor­di­nary means. Places that had been pre­sumed se­cure from any hu­man en­trance had

    mys­te­ri­ous­ly been en­tered, their oc­cu­pants of­ten killed, or threat­ened in such a way

    as to turn state’s ev­idence and tes­ti­fy against even the most pow­er­ful crime lords or

    con­spir­acies.




    The tough­est, most ruth­less hood­lums and en­emy agents had been killed coast to coast by

    blows that could not have been de­liv­ered by hu­mans, but on­ly by ma­chines. Yet

    mys­te­ri­ous­ly, there were no traces of ma­chines.




    Al­most all of these ex­cep­tion­al killings had been re­port­ed to that spe­cial joint

    com­mis­sion of the FBI and Se­cret Ser­vice. And none of the killers had ev­er been

    caught.




    Har­ri­son Cald­well was def­inite­ly on the trail of his en­emy’s home. Find out who was

    be­hind that joint com­mis­sion that did noth­ing and he would find out, he was sure, who was

    be­hind the pair who were af­ter him.




    And for that, he need­ed a search through the vast maze of Amer­ica’s

    telecom­mu­ni­ca­tions, hun­dreds of de­tec­tives, com­put­er ex­perts, and tele­phone

    en­gi­neers. It would be the most con­cert­ed tech­no­log­ical ef­fort since the Space

    Shut­tle.




    It was not a ma­jor prob­lem. All it would take would be mon­ey.




    Harold W. Smith saw it com­ing, saw the vast num­ber of tech­no­log­ical ex­perts be­ing

    brought from dif­fer­ent ar­eas, all pour­ing in­to his project search­ing out who re­ceived

    the da­ta on the deaths, al­most all of which had been done by Re­mo and Chi­un.




    Smith was not sure if it could be traced back to him. Elec­tron­ics nev­er failed to amaze

    him. There were ma­chines that could tell if a per­son had been in a room by the amount of heat

    let off. Were there de­vices to trace who had ac­cess? He thought he had tak­en ad­vanced

    pre­cau­tions to es­tab­lish blocks. But with all elec­tron­ic bar­ri­ers, there was al­ways an

    elec­tron­ic so­lu­tion.




    He felt very vul­ner­able and very alone in the of­fice watch­ing a gi­ant thing out there

    ready to come af­ter him.




    And the Go­liath be­hind it was Har­ri­son Cald­well, a man not no­tice­ably dis­tin­guished

    by civic virtue un­til this cam­paign. Whether Cald­well had evil pur­pos­es or not, Smith

    could not tell. But he had to be stopped. He had to be rea­soned with. Re­mo could do that

    best.




    Re­mo had not checked in for the last few days. On a chance, Smith reached out for him at

    the same mo­tel. He was in luck. Re­mo was still there.




    The bad news was that Re­mo was dead. “What?”




    “He’s just stopped breath­ing. He didn’t want a doc­tor. He didn’t want help. He re­fused

    it, right up un­til the end.” This from the wom­an who was liv­ing with him in that room.




    “Does he have a pulse?”




    “I don’t know how to take a pulse.”




    “Do you have a mir­ror?” said Smith.




    “What do you want me to do with a mir­ror?”




    “Do you have one?”




    “A pock­et mir­ror?”




    “Ex­act­ly.”




    “Yes. I have one in my purse.”




    “Take the mir­ror and put it to his nose and mouth.”




    “To see if it col­lects mois­ture. That means he’s breath­ing.”




    “Yes,” said Smith.




    He wait­ed in the of­fice, drum­ming his fin­gers against the table­top, won­der­ing what

    they all had run in­to, won­der­ing if what some peo­ple said about the stars were true. This

    was too much bad luck not to be caused by some oth­er pow­er.




    It seemed to take for­ev­er for her to get back. Fi­nal­ly she was on the phone.




    “He’s dead,” she sobbed.


  




  

    Chapter 11




    Smith of course was in­sane. Chi­un had al­ways known that but he tried to rea­son with

    him.




    “Yes, you have told me that he is dead. And what can I say but that when one re­fus­es to

    hon­or the an­ces­tors prop­er­ly, one pays the price.”




    “The whole or­ga­ni­za­tion is in trou­ble. You’re our last re­sort.”




    “It is the lack of re­spect for an­ces­tors that is the prob­lem in the world. Re­spect the

    an­ces­tors, and you re­spect what is good and de­cent in all civ­iliza­tions.”




    “Can you help?”




    “The pow­er, strength, dig­ni­ty, and hon­or of the House of Sinan­ju are eter­nal­ly at the

    call of your hand, to ren­der glo­ry,” said Ghi­un. Then he hung up. It was time to see

    Re­mo.




    He heard the phone ring­ing as he pre­pared to leave the room he had rent­ed but he did not

    an­swer it. He was sure it was Smith again.




    At the en­trance of the ho­tel, one of the ser­vants of the build­ing beck­oned Chi­un. He

    said there was some­one try­ing to reach him des­per­ate­ly.




    On the chance that it was the girl Re­mo was stay­ing with, Chi­un picked up the tele­phone.

    But it was Smith. “I think we may have been cut off, and I phoned the lob­by to see if you were

    in. They said you were on your way out. Look, we have a prob­lem. I can’t talk on this phone.

    Can you make a phone con­tact again?”




    “With praise for your glo­ry on my lips for­ev­er,” said Chi­un, and hung up, head­ing for

    the door.




    Re­mo’s mo­tel was not far away. It had hap­pened soon­er than he had ex­pect­ed; but then

    Re­mo had ad­vanced so much in Sinan­ju that it was dif­fi­cult to tell where Sinan­ju left off

    and Re­mo be­gan un­til he be­came in­sult­ing. Then of course, he was white.




    The wom­an in Re­mo’s mo­tel room was dis­traught. A doc­tor sat by the bed. He shook his

    head as he re­moved the stetho­scope from Re­mo’s chest.




    Re­mo lay still on the bed, his eyes shut, his chest bare, wear­ing on­ly box­er shorts. His

    body was still. The pen­dant hung by the chain from his neck but now rest­ed by his ear.




    “I’m afraid it is too late,” said the doc­tor.




    “Get this white out of here,” Chi­un told Re­mo’s wom­an, Con­sue­lo.




    “He’s the doc­tor.”




    “He is not a doc­tor. He knows nei­ther yin nor yang. Where are his herbs? Where is the age

    to show wis­dom? He is on­ly forty years old at most.”




    “Re­mo is dead,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Get him out,” said Chi­un. Did he have to do ev­ery­thing him­self?




    “Your friend is dead,” said the doc­tor.




    “You know noth­ing of death. What do you know of death? Who have you killed on

    pur­pose?”




    “Well, I am go­ing to have to file a re­port.”




    Chi­un dis­missed that with a hand. If the boy­ish doc­tor wished his own au­thor­ities to

    know how big a fool he was, this was not Chi­un’s prob­lem.




    When the doc­tor had left, Chi­un told Con­sue­lo Re­mo was not dead.




    “Then if he is not dead, what is his prob­lem? He sure as hell looks dead. He has no pulse.

    He does not breathe. The doc­tor says he’s dead.”




    “His prob­lem is stub­born­ness,” said Chi­un. He point­ed to the pen­dant ly­ing be­side

    Re­mo’s ear. “Re­move that,” he said.




    “What good will re­mov­ing a curse do now?” asked Con­sue­lo. It was too late. Didn’t this

    old Ori­en­tal know that?




    “Re­move it,” said Chi­un.




    “All right. It doesn’t mat­ter any­more. He was a nice guy,” said Con­sue­lo. She felt an

    urge to kiss Re­mo’s fore­head as a way of say­ing good-​bye, per­haps cov­er him, as a

    fit­ting way to let a corpse rest. In­stead she eased the chain of the pen­dant up over his

    chin and then over his head, un­til she had it in her hands. She of­fered it to the Ori­en­tal,

    who stepped quick­ly away in hor­ror. It was faster than a step. It was a move­ment away to the

    oth­er side of the room, and the shuf­fle seemed to fol­low him.




    “Don’t bring it near me. Move it away. It’s cursed.”




    “Oh, c’mon,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Out of here. Out. Get it out.”




    “What am I go­ing to do? Walk up to some stranger and say here, have a gold pen­dant?”




    “Away.”




    “It must be worth sev­er­al hun­dred dol­lars.”




    “Out of the room.”




    “I can’t be­lieve it,” said Con­sue­lo. “Your friend is dead and you’re more wor­ried about

    a piece of gold.”




    “Away.”




    “All right. I’m go­ing. But I think you’re nuts.”




    “The swan al­ways looks awk­ward to the worm,” said Chi­un.




    “That’s in­sult­ing,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “We at last can com­mu­ni­cate, I see,” said Chi­un. When Con­sue­lo re­turned she saw

    Chi­un sit­ting be­side the bed. She could not be­lieve what she was hear­ing. Here was this

    close friend, the one Re­mo had called lit­tle fa­ther, sit­ting on the bed hec­tor­ing Re­mo’s

    corpse. “Well, now we see. I am not one to say I told you so. But it is so. Your pride has

    brought you here. Your ar­ro­gance has brought you here. And why? All you had to do was

    lis­ten. Lis­ten with some re­spect to the House of Sinan­ju that has giv­en you so much, loved

    you so much. But what do you do?”




    Chi­un paused, draw­ing him­self up to gath­er more ful­ly the great­ness of the

    in­dig­ni­ty he had suf­fered. “Do I mind that you con­tin­ued to serve the in­sane em­per­or,

    al­though tru­ly hon­ored po­si­tions are avail­able in the world? No. Do I mind that when all

    I want­ed was a lit­tle re­spect, that was the last thing you would give? No. Do I mind that

    dai­ly, I suf­fered hu­mil­ia­tions from your ne­glect of Sinan­ju? . . .”




    Chi­un paused a mo­ment and thought.




    “Yes, I mind­ed it all. And here you are be­cause of it all. How jus­tice has fi­nal­ly come

    up­on you! I told you so and you de­serve it.”




    “How can you? That’s sick,” screamed Con­sue­lo.




    “And that har­lot you took up with. A good Ko­re­an girl wasn’t good enough for you . .

    .”




    “Is that what you dis­missed the doc­tor for? To lec­ture the body?”




    Chi­un cast a dis­dain­ful eye up­on Re­mo’s lat­est girl­friend. The boy was prof­li­gate.

    There was no doubt about that.




    “I beg your par­don, madam,” said Chi­un.




    “What are you do­ing?”




    “I am talk­ing in En­glish be­cause he might have mo­men­tar­ily lost his com­mand of good

    Ko­re­an.”




    “I don’t be­lieve it,” sobbed Con­sue­lo. She shook her head and stum­bled against a seat in

    the cor­ner. “I don’t be­lieve I am hear­ing this.”




    “You of no faith. Open your eyes. Look now at the fin­ger­tips. If you can­not sense the

    essence of life com­ing back strong, then at least feel the heat.”




    “I don’t want to touch him.”




    Chi­un did not ar­gue. He mere­ly, with a deft move of his fin­gers to the side of her

    skirt, got her mov­ing to the bed. She had to stop her hys­ter­ics.




    “Touch,” he said.




    “I don’t want to,” she said.




    “Touch.”




    She felt her hand tak­en by an ir­re­sistible force and laid up­on the mat­ted dark hair of

    Re­mo’s chest. The body was not cold yet. She felt her hand pressed down hard­er. At the cup of

    her palm, crush­ing the hair in­to the warm flesh, she felt a del­icate thump. Then an­oth­er

    thump. Then an­oth­er. The heart was beat­ing.




    “My Lord,” she gasped. “You brought him back to life.”




    “I did not, fool. No man can do that. That even I can’t do.”




    “But he’s alive.”




    “He was nev­er dead. He was in­deed dy­ing, and as he felt him­self suc­cumb he shut down

    his func­tions, so as to suf­fer more slow­ly. It was not death. It was a deep pro­tec­tive

    sleep. I am sur­prised he even did that ad­equate­ly. He can hear ev­ery­thing we say. So be

    care­ful. Don’t lav­ish him with praise. I have al­ready spoiled him.”




    “I’ve nev­er heard you say a nice word to him.”




    “I have. Many times. That is what pro­voked this ar­ro­gance. That is why I am ridiculed and

    scorned.”




    “When will he get bet­ter?”




    “When I learn to con­trol my nur­tur­ing in­stincts. Then he will lis­ten.”




    Re­mo’s eyes opened a crack, as though there were too much sun in the room. A fin­ger

    stretched out, very slow­ly, fol­lowed by an­oth­er fin­ger, and then the whole hand opened.

    The chest moved gen­tly, and Con­sue­lo could see he was breath­ing.




    “He is com­ing back,” she said.




    “He was nev­er gone,” said Chi­un. “If he lis­tens, he will be well in no time.”




    “Good,” said Con­sue­lo. “The coun­try is in dan­ger. We have rea­son to be­lieve that those

    who are steal­ing the ura­ni­um are just those peo­ple re­spon­si­ble for keep­ing it safe.

    There’s nowhere to turn but us.”




    “Your coun­try is al­ways in dan­ger,” Chi­un told the wom­an. “Ev­ery time I turn around

    your coun­try is in dan­ger. We have more im­por­tant things than your coun­try. It’s not the

    on­ly coun­try in the world.”




    Re­mo groaned.




    “Qui­et,” said Chi­un. “It is your time to lis­ten. If you had lis­tened be­fore with

    re­spect, you would not be here, dis­grace­ful­ly on your back in a mo­tel room with a strange

    wom­an.”




    “You mean you’re not go­ing to help. What­ev­er he has suf­ferred he has suf­fered in the

    line of du­ty,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “No, he hasn’t. He’s been pun­ished for dis­re­spect. What is this line of du­ty, and

    suf­fer­ing? You are not sup­posed to suf­fer if you are an as­sas­sin. The oth­er per­son is

    sup­posed to suf­fer,” said Chi­un.




    “So you are not go­ing to help Amer­ica?”




    Chi­un looked at the wom­an as though she were mad. There were things Re­mo had to

    un­der­stand. He had to know why the gold was cursed. He had to know the tales of Mas­ter Go

    and why re­mov­ing the pen­dant took away the curse from his body. He had to think cor­rect­ly

    again. “Then you will not help ei­ther?”




    “I am help­ing. I am help­ing whom I should help.”




    “Do you know that the ura­ni­um stolen could blow up thou­sands and thou­sands of peo­ple

    with hor­ri­ble bombs?”




    “I didn’t make the bombs,” said Chi­un. What was this wom­an talk­ing about?




    “But you can stop them be­ing made.”




    “By whom?” said Chi­un. He saw Re­mo re­gain func­tions in the fin­ger­tips and the

    func­tion con­trol move up the arms. He mas­saged the shoul­ders. He lift­ed Re­mo’s lips and

    ex­am­ined the gums. Good. Good col­or. It had not gone too far.




    “We don’t know,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Then why should I at­tack some­one whom I don’t even know? The vi­olence in this coun­try

    is aw­ful. I have seen it on your tele­vi­sion. I know your coun­try. Ran­dom vi­olence among

    strangers, and not one pro­fes­sion­al as­sas­si­na­tion in how many Pres­idents who have been

    killed? I know your coun­try, young wom­an,” said Chi­un. He opened Re­mo’s eye­lids wider to

    see the whites. Good. The pupils were com­ing back too.




    “Please,” said Con­sue­lo. “Re­mo would want you to help his coun­try.”




    “Just a minute,” said Chi­un, turn­ing to the plead­ing wom­an.




    “Pres­ident McKin­ley. As­sas­si­nat­ed. Am­ateur. John F. Kennedy. Dead. An­oth­er

    am­ateur. No pay­ment in­volved any­where. Your Pres­ident Rea­gan missed on a city street by a

    mind-​trou­bled boy. An­oth­er am­ateur. And this is a coun­try you wish a pro­fes­sion­al

    as­sas­sin to save? You are not worth sav­ing.”




    “Re­mo. Talk to him, please,” said Con­sue­lo. But Re­mo did not an­swer.




    “I’ll do it my­self then. Re­mo, if you can hear me, re­mem­ber I am go­ing to NCA

    head­quar­ters. I be­lieve what you said. I be­lieve we’re the on­ly ones who can save the

    coun­try. I want you to car­ry on if I don’t come back. I know you love Amer­ica too. I guess I

    was al­ways am­bi­tious to prove I was as good as any man. But right now, all I want to do is

    save our coun­try.”




    “Are you through?” said Chi­un.




    “Yes,” said Con­sue­lo. There were tears in her eyes now and she was not ashamed of

    them.




    “Then close the door be­hind you, thank you,” said Chi­un.




    “If Re­mo didn’t hear me, and he comes to, would you tell him what I said?”




    “Of course not,” said Chi­un.




    “And I used to think you were the nice one,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “And you were cor­rect, too,” said Chi­un.




    “You’re hor­ri­ble, you know. Re­al­ly hor­ri­ble. Re­mo was right.”




    “Did he say that?”




    “He said you were dif­fi­cult.”




    Chi­un smiled. “I can’t be­lieve that,” he said. His train­er had been dif­fi­cult. His

    grand­fa­ther had been dif­fi­cult. But the one thing about Chi­un that Chi­un un­der­stood

    above all things was that he was not dif­fi­cult. If he had a prob­lem, it was his ten­den­cy

    to be too nice. That was Chi­un’s prob­lem. That was where all the trou­ble came from.




    Chi­un felt her turn on her heel and walk out the door. He ex­am­ined the chest, the legs,

    the ears, all the merid­ians of the body. Good. Not much dam­age. The uni­ty of the body, the

    rhythms, were off. But they would come back. He would be the same again, but this time Re­mo

    would meet a dif­fer­ent Chi­un. No more Mr. Nice Guy. No more be­ing pushed around. He was

    through tak­ing it any­more.




    Since it was mid­day, he turned on the tele­vi­sion. Or­di­nar­ily he did not watch

    ad­ver­tise­ments be­tween the day­time dra­mas. But this day he saw an ad­ver­tise­ment that

    moved him. Some­one had fi­nal­ly wo­ken up to the trou­ble Amer­ica was in.




    An Amer­ican busi­ness­man was ad­dress­ing the na­tion. He called for an end to ran­dom

    vi­olence. He called up­on Amer­ica to make its streets safe. He called up­on ev­ery cit­izen

    to re­port hor­ren­dous acts of un­pun­ished crimes to his clear­ing­house. The man had a proud

    high-​bridged Span­ish face. He spoke with haughty grandeur. There was some­thing nice about

    the man.




    With an Amer­ican writ­ing im­ple­ment of crude blue ink, Chi­un sat down to write a let­ter

    to this man on mo­tel sta­tionery. It be­gan:




    Mr Dear Mr. Har­ri­son Cald­well:




    You have fi­nal­ly come to save this wretched coun­try from its ex­cess­es. Too long has

    Amer­ica suf­fered from the am­ateur as­sas­sin vi­olat­ing the stan­dards of the no­blest

    pro­fes­sion, throw­ing the streets in­to chaos …




    If Con­sue­lo Bon­ner had any thought about try­ing to get help, she gave it up as soon as

    she checked with her Mc­Keesport plant.




    “Bet­ter not come back here, Ms. Bon­ner,” said her sec­re­tary. “They’re look­ing for

    you.”




    “Who?”




    “Ev­ery­one. Po­lice, fed­er­al au­thor­ities, NCA. You’re list­ed as a fugi­tive.”




    “I wasn’t run­ning from any­thing, I was chas­ing some­thing.”




    “I told them, Ms. Bon­ner. I told them you were the best se­cu­ri­ty chief this plant ev­er

    had. I told them you were bet­ter than any man. All they said was that I had to let them know

    if I heard from you. Or I’d face fed­er­al charges.”




    “I’ll get this straight­ened out my­self. I just need my records.”




    “We don’t have them any­more. All the files were seized. They’re ev­idence.”




    “I see,” said Con­sue­lo.




    She could turn her­self in and ex­plain ev­ery­thing. But would they be­lieve her? On­ly if

    she had the files she had left at head­quar­ters, the ones lead­ing to the man who con­tact­ed

    James Brew­ster. Maybe Brew­ster didn’t know who had reached out for him, but there couldn’t be

    too many peo­ple at head­quar­ters who knew a low­ly dis­patch­er out­side of the plant.




    She would have to break in her­self. If she had Re­mo, he could get in any num­ber of ways.

    The man could prob­ably break through a wall when he was well.




    She had one thing go­ing for her. She was one of the se­cu­ri­ty peo­ple who set up the

    orig­inal pro­ce­dures to pro­tect vi­tal NCA files. She knew what guards would look for and

    what they would not look for. Such as a clear­ance badge. They nev­er cross-​checked the names,

    or even com­pared faces. What they did look for was the num­ber.




    Con­sue­lo Bon­ner care­ful­ly cut her badge out of its lam­inat­ed con­tain­er, paint­ed in

    new num­bers that looked orig­inal, gave her­self the name Bar­bara Glea­son, and then

    re­sealed it all. Then, at mid­day, she marched in­to the vast con­crete build­ings of NCA as

    though she be­longed there.




    Ex­pect­ing to be ar­rest­ed any mo­ment, she was al­most hor­ri­fied at how easy it was to

    get in­to the records cen­ter.




    Af­ter a short time in front of a mi­cro­film ma­chine she near­ly for­got there was any

    dan­ger at all.




    She got Brew­ster’s file eas­ily, saw his date of em­ploy­ment, his ear­ly re­tire­ment. She

    even saw some of her queries about him. She had sought back­ground checks on ev­ery­one who had

    any­thing to do with the miss­ing ura­ni­um. But on Brew­ster, the queries just sat in the

    file. A note was at­tached to them. It was dat­ed the mo­ment they came in. The memo said:

    “Brew­ster okay.”




    It seemed to have the high­est au­thor­ity. She checked out the au­tho­riza­tion code. When

    she saw who it was, she couldn’t be­lieve it. It was Ben­nett Wil­son him­self. The di­rec­tor

    of the whole she­bang.




    He was the man she was in­tend­ing to re­port to when she un­rav­eled ev­ery­thing.




    She closed the file. A guard was look­ing at her. Some­thing puz­zled him about her. She had

    seen him a few days be­fore when she was here with Re­mo and Chi­un.




    She pre­tend­ed she was busy in the file. She reread Brew­ster’s ear­ly ap­pli­ca­tion for

    gov­ern­ment em­ploy­ment as though it were a best-​sell­ing nov­el.




    What did Brew­ster want to do with his life? “Re­tire,” was his an­swer.




    If Brew­ster saw a moth­er and child drown­ing and he still had an en­ve­lope to lick for a

    mag­azine sub­scrip­tion, would he:




    A. Save the moth­er and child, for­get­ting about ev­ery­thing else?




    B. Put down the let­ter and then save the moth­er and child, leav­ing the let­ter for

    lat­er? or




    C. Make sure he had the cor­rect postage and leave the fate of the moth­er and child to

    those who might be qual­ified to help?




    Brew­ster chose C.




    Con­sue­lo glanced up. The guard was still look­ing. She went back to Brew­ster’s en­trance

    test.




    The next ques­tion was an­oth­er mul­ti­ple choice. Which of the fol­low­ing would he

    pre­fer to watch?




    A. The last min­utes of a Su­per Bowl game tied 48 to 48.




    B. Swan Lake per­formed by the Roy­al Bal­let.




    C. Rem­brandt at work.




    D. The clock.




    Brew­ster had cho­sen D, for one of the high­est scores ev­er record­ed for a fed­er­al job,

    so high the ex­am­in­er said that if there was a per­son born for gov­ern­ment ser­vice, it was

    James Brew­ster.




    “You.”




    It was the guard. Con­sue­lo looked up. “Yes?” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Let me see your iden­ti­fi­ca­tion badge.”




    Con­sue­lo hand­ed it to him, mak­ing sure the ends of the lam­inate she had just glued got

    one last press­ing to­geth­er.




    “Didn’t I see you here the oth­er day?”




    “You may have, I don’t know.”




    “I have a pho­to­graph­ic mem­ory.”




    “Then you must have.”




    “You weren’t named Bar­bara Glea­son then. Con­sue­lo Bon­ner? Right. Con­sue­lo Bon­ner,

    Mc­Keesport se­cu­ri­ty. Right? Right?”




    Con­sue­lo swal­lowed.




    “Right,” she said. It was all over.




    “I knew it. I have a pho­to­graph­ic mem­ory.”




    “What are you go­ing to do?” said Con­sue­lo. It was over. Hav­ing been caught, her

    ac­cu­sa­tions now would on­ly look like try­ing to pro­tect her­self.




    “What do you mean, what am I go­ing to do?”




    “You’ve found me with ques­tion­able iden­ti­fi­ca­tion.”




    “Right. But this ain’t my floor. I just came here to get a look at my own file. I legal­ly

    have a half day’s va­ca­tion due from my 87-35 re­volv­ing va­ca­tion leave, 803967 trans­fer

    code.”




    “So you are go­ing to do noth­ing.”




    “This is the last part of my lunch hour. I am not go­ing to cut in­to my lunch hour for

    this. I don’t know that I’d get it back. Could you guar­an­tee me com­pen­sato­ry time for my

    lunch break?”




    “No,” said Con­sue­lo.




    “Then for­get it. I just want­ed to see if I was right.” Al­most sad­ly she re­turned the

    fold­er to the file she had got­ten it from. She hat­ed the idea that it could be so easy to

    break in here, even if she had done the break­ing. She had tried to change things at the

    Mc­Keesport plant and felt to a large de­gree that she had suc­ceed­ed, ex­cept for the thefts.

    But what could she have done when they were mas­ter­mind­ed by the very head of the

    agen­cy?




    As she was about to leave, she saw an “all-​staff memo” post­ed on a wall. It was from the

    new chair­man of the NCA. It was a no­tice of re­grets for ab­sence of Di­rec­tor Ben­nett

    Wil­son, and as­sur­ing ev­ery­one NCA would run even bet­ter while they looked for his

    re­place­ment. Un­til then the chair­man would per­son­al­ly run ev­ery­thing.




    But it al­so added that things would now be changed. Too many em­ploy­ees were just wait­ing

    around un­til re­tire­ment. Too many ig­nored their du­ty be­cause they felt their jobs were

    guar­an­teed safe. Well, said the new chair­man of NCA, he was go­ing to ap­point some­one soon

    who felt nu­cle­ar ma­te­ri­als were too im­por­tant for a nine-​to-​five at­ti­tude. Heads

    were go­ing to roll. Peo­ple were go­ing to do more than what they could be blamed for or he

    per­son­al­ly would shut down the en­tire sys­tem him­self and start from scratch.




    The warn­ing was that the job en­dan­gered was yours. And un­til he got a re­place­ment for

    Wil­son who felt the same way, he would run things him­self.




    Sal­va­tion, thought Con­sue­lo. Bare­ly able to con­trol her ex­cite­ment, she hasti­ly

    scrib­bled the notes on Brew­ster and Wil­son. This was what she had hoped would al­ways

    hap­pen to the NCA. It had seemed as though there was so much pro­tec­tion for the

    com­fort­able jobs of em­ploy­ees, none was left over for the ura­ni­um.




    This man was go­ing to change it. This man would lis­ten to her. This man would make sure

    they would track down who­ev­er was work­ing with the di­rec­tor. She was sure there were

    oth­er Brew­sters in the sys­tem. They would ac­count for the mas­sive amounts of miss­ing

    fis­sion­able ma­te­ri­al.




    She had bro­ken the case and the new chair­man would do the mop­ping-​up. The guard cut

    in­to his lunch hour to tell her that the new chair­man nev­er came to the build­ing it­self,

    but worked from his home in a near­by state. Since it was on­ly two hours’ drive from

    Wash­ing­ton, Con­sue­lo Bon­ner rent­ed a car. She just knew that this sort of per­son would

    drop ev­ery­thing to hear her in­for­ma­tion. She head­ed north in­to New Jer­sey.




    He lived on an es­tate that ap­peared well-​guard­ed. No lit­tle pho­ny badge would get her

    through these peo­ple, she knew. She ex­plained who she was and why she was there. She

    guar­an­teed to the guard that if they got her mes­sage through, he would see her. The guard

    wasn’t sure.




    “I know that when he finds out what I have, he will be grate­ful to you. Tell him that I am

    a se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer from one of the nu­cle­ar fa­cil­ities in Amer­ica and I have ev­idence

    with me now that Ben­nett Wil­son, the late di­rec­tor, was in­volved in a scheme to steal

    ura­ni­um. I know be­cause one of my dis­patch­ers was help­ing him do it.”




    The guard hes­itat­ed.




    “Look, my name is Con­sue­lo Bon­ner and the po­lice are look­ing for me and I wouldn’t be

    here risk­ing my­self if I didn’t have the goods.”




    “Well . . .” said the guard. He wasn’t sure. Fi­nal­ly he shrugged and phoned the main

    house. He went through four peo­ple, each more im­por­tant than the last. Con­sue­lo knew this

    be­cause the guard’s body be­came more rigid with each per­son he spoke to. When he hung up the

    phone he was shak­ing his head.




    “You’re right. I nev­er thought he would see you. But he’ll see you right now. Just drive

    right in, and go to the biggest house you’ll see and ask. Some­one will take you to him

    im­me­di­ate­ly. Mr. Har­ri­son Cald­well wants to see you right away.”




    Mr. Cald­well seemed like an odd choice for the chair­man of such an agen­cy. Re­cent­ly

    very wealthy, he had do­nat­ed grand sums to all po­lit­ical par­ties, and could have had the

    best am­bas­sador­ship at the dis­pos­al of any pres­ident. But as he ex­plained it to

    Con­sue­lo, he want­ed to help Amer­ica. Give some­thing back for what he’d tak­en.




    He had grand haughty fea­tures, dark eyes peer­ing over a proud nose. He sat erect in a

    high-​backed chair, in a vel­vet robe bor­dered thick­ly with gold lace.




    He drank a dark liq­uid from a gob­let and did not seem to feel obliged to of­fer Con­sue­lo

    any­thing, al­though she men­tioned she was very thirsty. Cald­well said that would be tak­en

    care of lat­er.




    “That’s all I know now,” said Con­sue­lo. “But I am sure if we pur­sue this, we will find

    oth­ers. Lots of ura­ni­um has been stolen. And this ex­plains why this man who tried to kill

    my friends got clear­ance so eas­ily. The man was ob­vi­ous­ly a killer, and yet he had a

    se­cu­ri­ty clear­ance from NCA. His name was Fran­cis­co Braun.”




    “And what hap­pened to him?”




    “Well, I guess it has to come out soon­er or lat­er, and we were de­fend­ing our­selves. We

    did him in.”




    “We? Then you worked with an­oth­er al­ly of good gov­ern­ment. Good,” said Cald­well. “We

    should help him. We should thank him. That’s the sort of man we need. Where can we reach

    him?”




    “Well, it is a him,” said Con­sue­lo. “But there were two. Both men.”




    “You are in­sult­ed that I as­sume they were men.”




    “Well … yes. I was. They could have been wom­en. Al­though I’ve nev­er seen men like

    them.”




    “Yes, well, we have to get them on our side, don’t we?” said Cald­well. “We’ll take them

    away from who­ev­er they’re work­ing for.”




    “I don’t know who they’re work­ing for. The white guy, Re­mo, just calls him­self one of the

    good guys. He’s get­ting bet­ter now, I hope.”




    “From his fight with this man Braun?”




    “No. Some form of old curse.”




    “You have done well for us, Ms. Bon­ner. We are pleased. ‘Con­sue­lo’ is Span­ish. Do you

    have any Span­ish an­ces­try?”




    “My moth­er’s side. Castil­ian.”




    “Any no­ble blood?”




    “On­ly if some­one got out on the wrong side of the mat­tress. Il­le­git­imate no­ble blood

    pos­si­bly.”




    “We can tell, you know,” said Cald­well.




    “The Nu­cle­ar Con­trol Agen­cy?”




    “No,” said Cald­well, point­ing to him­self. “Well, thank you very much for your time. Now

    you may leave.”




    “You are go­ing to do some­thing about this?” asked Con­sue­lo.




    “You can be sure of it,” said Har­ri­son Cald­well. Con­sue­lo was tak­en from the im­mense

    gild­ed room, through an exquisite hall­way bor­dered by mas­sive paint­ings and stat­ues. Gilt

    seemed to be ev­ery­where. She saw one ban­ner thir­ty feet high em­broi­dered with what seemed

    to be a gold coat of arms against a pur­ple vel­vet back­ground.




    She had seen that coat of arms be­fore but couldn’t place it. On­ly when they locked the

    iron bars be­hind her did she re­mem­ber it. It was the apothe­cary jar on Re­mo’s

    pen­dant.




    The bars did not open. The room was dark and had a sin­gle cot. The walls were stone. There

    were oth­er small rooms with bars. It wasn’t ex­act­ly a jail. It was too dank for that. She

    was in a dun­geon. And then the bod­ies start­ed be­ing brought down. All she could make out

    was that there was some kind of con­test up­stairs some­where where peo­ple were killing

    them­selves to see who was the tough­est.




    Out on Long Is­land Sound a boat stopped, and sev­er­al men with binoc­ulars point­ed to a

    large brick-​en­closed in­sti­tu­tion. It was Fol­croft San­itar­ium.




    “Is that it?” asked one. He was load­ing a clip in a small sub­ma­chine gun.




    “That has to be it. No con­flu­ence of elec­tron­ic sig­nals could come from any­where

    else,” said the en­gi­neer. “All right,” said the man with the sub­ma­chine gun. “Tell Mr.

    Cald­well we found his tar­get.”




    On one high cor­ner of the build­ing was a room with mir­rors re­flect­ing out­side. In­side

    was Harold W. Smith, and he did not know whether he was lucky or un­lucky.




    Fol­croft’s de­fense sys­tems could read any­thing send­ing and re­ceiv­ing sig­nals with­in

    a ra­dius of twen­ty miles. And when he had fo­cused it on that sus­pi­cious boat out in the

    sound, he read that some­one had found him and was told to wait un­til re­in­force­ments

    ar­rived so they could sur­round the san­itar­ium and make sure no one got away.


  




  

    Chapter 12




    Re­mo could see the room, feel the bed, feel his arms, and most im­por­tant, breathe

    prop­er­ly, breathe to get his bal­ance, his cen­ter, and him­self. But his head was still

    ring­ing when Chi­un told him for the sev­en­teenth time, he was not go­ing to say he told him

    so.




    “Say it. Say it and get it over with. My head feels like it was sand­pa­pered from the

    in­side.”




    “No,” said Chi­un. “The wise teach­er knows when the pupil un­der­stands.”




    “Tell me it was the curse of the gold that did it to me, and then leave me alone,” said

    Re­mo.




    “Nev­er,” said Chi­un.




    “Okay, then don’t tell me you’re not go­ing to tell me again. I don’t want to hear it.”




    “All right, I’ll tell you. I told you so,” said Chi­un. “But would you lis­ten? No. You

    nev­er lis­ten. I told you the gold was cursed. But no, you don’t be­lieve in curs­es even when

    their se­crets are chron­icled in the glo­ri­ous past of Sinan­ju.”




    “You mean Mas­ter Go and the Span­ish gold?”




    “No. Mas­ter Go and the cursed gold.”




    “I re­mem­ber it. Mas­ter Go. Some­body paid with the bad check for the day-​rot­ten

    gold-​and he re­fused to take it. That was around six hun­dred years ago. Maybe three hun­dred.

    Some­where in there. Can I get a glass of wa­ter?”




    “I will get it for you. If you had lis­tened to me about the cursed gold at the be­gin­ning,

    then you would be able to get it your­self.”




    “You said you weren’t go­ing to men­tion it.”




    “I didn’t. I said I was get­ting you wa­ter. But it would not hurt for you to re­cite

    Mas­ter Go again.”




    “Not now. The last thing I want to hear now is a recita­tion of the Mas­ters.”




    “Just Go.”




    “But even the Less­er Wang would be too much,” said Re­mo, who knew that the en­tire

    his­to­ry of the Less­er Wang was ex­act­ly two sen­tences, while the Great Wang took a day and

    a half if you rushed. Wang the Less­er was a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju dur­ing an odd pe­ri­od of

    his­to­ry when peace set­tled over most of the world. This era was called the un­for­tu­nate

    con­flu­ence of the stars. Since there seemed to be a min­imum of strife among rulers, the

    Less­er Wang spent most of his life sit­ting in Sinan­ju wait­ing for an over­throw, an

    at­tack, or a de­cent usurp­er to come along. When he fi­nal­ly got one re­quest for ser­vice,

    it turned out not to be worth even leav­ing the vil­lage for. As a re­sult, the tales of the

    Less­er Wang went like this: “Wang was. And he didn’t.” It was the on­ly brief thing Re­mo had

    ev­er heard Chi­un re­cite. But even that seemed over­whelm­ing to Re­mo.




    “Then I will do it,” said Chi­un, “be­cause you should know why you suf­fered.”




    And thus Chi­un be­gan the tale of Mas­ter Go, who had gone west to the many king­doms of

    Spain in the year of the duck, and in a time of mod­est pros­per­ity for the House of Sinan­ju.

    There was good work in most of Eu­rope be­cause of an out­break of civ­il wars, but Mas­ter Go

    chose the some­what peace­ful Span­ish king be­cause of a most in­ter­est­ing sit­ua­tion. The

    king said he want­ed the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju to kill en­emies he had yet to make.




    Now Mas­ter Go thought this might be a new, more in­tel­li­gent way to use an as­sas­sin.

    Why, he asked him­self, should kings wait un­til they made en­emies be­fore call­ing on an

    as­sas­sin? Why not pre­pare be­fore­hand? It could on­ly bring hon­or and glo­ry to Sinan­ju

    to serve such a wise king.




    But when he reached the court of the Span­ish king and en­joyed an au­di­ence, he found out

    the king had no spe­cif­ic en­emy in mind.




    “Ev­ery­one will be my en­emy who is not my friend, and even some of my friends will be­come

    en­emies.”




    “And how is that, your Majesty?” asked Mas­ter Go in the for­mal man­ner of the Span­ish

    court.




    “I am to be the wealth­iest man in the world,” said the king.




    Now Mas­ter Go said noth­ing. Many of the West­ern kings, like lit­tle chil­dren,

    con­sid­ered on­ly their small place and time in the world. Though these kings were the

    rich­est of their re­gions, there were many wealthy kings else­where whom West­ern­ers had

    nev­er heard of, with jew­els and gold that would make even the rich­est in the West seem poor.

    But, as is prop­er, Mas­ter Go said noth­ing, for an em­per­or’s en­emies, not his ig­no­rance,

    are what a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju comes to cure.




    “I have more than a gold mine. I have the mine of the hu­man mind.”




    With that, the king or­dered many weights of lead to be brought to him, and he called his

    al­chemist be­fore him and said, “Show this man from the Ori­ent how you can change lead in­to

    gold.”




    Now the al­chemist, right­ly fear­ing dis­clo­sure of his se­cret, per­formed his

    trans­for­ma­tions in pri­vate. But though there are de­fens­es against most men, the

    de­fens­es against Sinan­ju are none. The Mas­ter eas­ily made him­self in­to the silent

    shad­ow of the al­chemist to watch and see if the man in­deed could make gold from lead.




    And he did, mix­ing the lead with many in­gre­di­ents. But he al­so added re­al gold, the

    gold paid by the Span­ish king. And all of this, he claimed, he made from lead. What this

    meant, Mas­ter Go did not know, un­til he saw the al­chemist re­ceive more mon­ey to make more

    gold for the king. Mon­ey was, of course, gold. And this time, the al­chemist added even more

    of the king’s gold to the pile he claimed he pro­duced.




    And again the al­chemist re­ceived gold, and again he gave back more un­til fi­nal­ly the

    king emp­tied his trea­sury. With all that mon­ey the al­chemist and an evil min­is­ter be­gan

    to pur­chase some­thing more valu­able than any trea­sure-​the loy­al­ties of the army-​and

    this time did not re­turn any gold to the king.




    But be­fore the min­is­ter and al­chemist could seize the crown, Mas­ter Go went to the king

    and told him of the plan. The al­chemist fled with on­ly a small por­tion of the gold and his

    se­cret. In grat­itude, the king paid Go with some of the gold made by the evil al­chemist.




    But Mas­ter Go re­fused it.




    “Your Majesty, this gold may be good for you, but for us it is cursed. I have seen the

    in­gre­di­ents used, and in them is some­thing that makes a ful­ly trained body nau­seous in

    its most es­sen­tial hu­mors.”




    “Do you mean, great Mas­ter of Sinan­ju who has saved the crown of Aragon and As­turias, who

    has brought the wis­dom of your mag­nif­icence here be­fore us, that this gold is not

    good?”




    “No, your Majesty. The gold is good be­cause it can buy things, it can coat things, it can

    be used for or­na­ment and tool, but for us, it is cursed.”




    And the king gave Mas­ter Go good gold, none of it marked with the curse of the evil

    al­chemist, the stamp of the apothe­cary jar.




    This then, cen­turies lat­er, was no­ticed by Mas­ter Chi­un but ig­nored by the

    im­petu­ous, dis­re­spect­ful Re­mo. And thus did the stub­born Re­mo bring harm to his body

    be­cause he heed­ed the in­flu­ence of bad white habits in­stead of the glo­ry of Sinan­ju.




    “You added to an old leg­end, lit­tle fa­ther,” said Re­mo. By the time Chi­un had fin­ished

    re­peat­ing the tale he was sit­ting up. He felt as though the retelling had put car­bon­at­ed

    wa­ter in his blood­stream. “I thought the leg­ends were eter­nal. You can’t rewrite them.”




    “I added noth­ing to his­to­ry but his­to­ry. Didn’t you feel any­thing when you held the

    pen­dant close to you?”




    “I was an­gry at be­ing bugged.”




    “Any silli­ness like anger di­min­ish­es the sens­es. Lust di­min­ish­es the sens­es. Greed

    di­min­ish­es the sens­es. The stronger the emo­tion, the less we per­ceive,” said Chi­un.




    “You get an­gry. You get an­gry all the time.”




    “I nev­er get an­gry,” said Chi­un. “And to be ac­cused of such makes my blood boil.”




    “When will I get bet­ter?”




    “You’ll nev­er get bet­ter. You’re an evil child, Re­mo. I’ve got to face that.”




    “I mean phys­ical­ly. When will I re­cov­er from this thing that hit me?”




    “Your body will tell you.”




    “You’re right,” said Re­mo. “I should have known.” He fin­ished the wa­ter, eas­ing him­self

    out of the bed. It felt good to move again, al­though he had to think about ev­ery step.




    “What was in that stuff the al­chemist used? How did Mas­ter Go know there was poi­son in

    it?”




    “Doesn’t your body know poi­son? Did you have to wear a badge like the oth­ers at the

    man­ufac­tur­ing plant in Mc­Keesport? Do you have to see whether it changes col­ors to know if

    you are re­ceiv­ing harm­ful essences through the air?”




    “Ra­di­ation. Ura­ni­um. He made the gold with ura­ni­um. Do you think the ura­ni­um be­ing

    stolen now is go­ing not to make bombs but to make gold? Do you think some­one has

    re­dis­cov­ered that old for­mu­la?”




    “No,” said Chi­un.




    “Why not?” asked Re­mo.




    “Be­cause I don’t think about things that are so triv­ial. Re­mo, I have saved your life

    again. Not that I am bring­ing it up. But I have. And for what? For you to care about these

    fool­ish things? Are we guards of met­als? Are we mere slaves? What have I giv­en you Sinan­ju

    for but to en­hance your glo­ry and that of the House of Sinan­ju, and here we are with

    puz­zles. Do I think this? Do I think that? I will tell you what I think. I think we should

    leave mad Em­per­or Smith, who will nev­er seize the throne. We should serve a re­al king.”




    Re­mo made his way to the bath­room and washed his face. He had heard this a lot. He would

    hear it more of­ten now that he had al­most got­ten him­self killed.




    The phone rang. Chi­un an­swered it. Re­mo could tell it was Smith. There were the flow­ery

    protes­ta­tions of loy­al­ty, the grandiose ex­al­ta­tions of Smith’s wis­dom, and then the

    hang­ing-​up with a flour­ish of the hand, like a rose be­ing brought cer­emo­ni­al­ly to its

    rest in a gild­ed vase. But this time, Chi­un had said some­thing strange.




    “We shall hang their heads from the Fol­croft walls, and speak their pain as your glo­ry

    for­ev­er,” Chi­un had said to Smith.




    “What’s hap­pen­ing, lit­tle fa­ther?” asked Re­mo.




    “Noth­ing,” said Chi­un. “Don’t for­get to wash your nos­trils. You breathe through

    them.”




    “I al­ways wash my nos­trils. Who are the peo­ple we’re sup­posed to do in?”




    “No­body.”




    “But you said we’d hang heads on walls. Whose heads?”




    “I don’t know what Smith talks about. He’s mad.”




    “Who?”




    “No one. Some peo­ple who have sur­round­ed the fortress he calls a san­itar­ium. Now don’t

    for­get your nos­trils. “




    “They have Fol­croft sur­round­ed? The whole thing can go un­der.”




    “There are oth­er lu­natics if you pre­fer.”




    femo moved to the phone. His legs were not quite work­ing right and he had to force them

    ahead in a crude sort of walk, some­thing he had not done since be­fore train­ing. He got the

    mo­tel switch­board and had them place a call. He didn’t know if the se­cu­ri­ty codes would

    work on this open line, but if they took Smith and Fol­croft, ev­ery­thing else was over

    any­way.




    Smith an­swered right away. “Open line,” said Re­mo.




    “Doesn’t mat­ter. They’re clos­ing in.”




    “How much time?”




    “Don’t know. They’re hold­ing off un­til they can make sure I won’t be able to get out. I am

    go­ing to have to go in­to a de­struct as soon as that hap­pens, you know. In that case we

    won’t be see­ing each oth­er, and you can ter­mi­nate your ser­vice.”




    “Don’t give up yet, Smit­ty. Don’t take that pill I know you have with you.”




    “I’ll have to. I can’t be tak­en. The whole coun­try will be com­pro­mised.”




    “Just hold on. I’m com­ing up. There’s a small air­port in Rye, isn’t there?”




    “Yes. Right near here.”




    “Use those mag­nif­icent com­put­ers and get me clear­ance on some plane that will get me up

    there fast. Hold on. I’m com­ing.”




    “How are you? I thought you were dead.”




    “Get me the plane,” said Re­mo. He on­ly had to wait thir­ty sec­onds be­fore Smith had

    got­ten him a clear­ance on a pri­vate gov­ern­ment jet out of Dulles Air­port.




    “Where are you go­ing?” said Chi­un. “You were ly­ing in bed help­less mo­ments ago.”




    “I’m help­ing Smit­ty. And you should too. You al­ways tell me how Sinan­ju has nev­er lost

    an em­per­or. Well, he’s an em­per­or.”




    “No, he is not. He is the ap­point­ed head of CURE, an or­ga­ni­za­tion set up to pro­tect

    your coun­try by do­ing things the gov­ern­ment wouldn’t dare get caught do­ing.”




    “So you do know,” yelled Re­mo. “So you do un­der­stand. What was go­ing on all those years

    with the Em­per­or Smith busi­ness?”




    Re­mo found his slacks and shoes and put them on, and walked to the door.




    “He’s not an em­per­or. And be­sides, it is his wish to die and re­lease you. I couldn’t

    help over­hear­ing what he said.”




    “Es­pe­cial­ly since your ear was next to mine.”




    “You can’t go there in that con­di­tion. You’re no bet­ter than a nor­mal hu­man be­ing.

    Maybe one of their prize­fight­ers. You could get killed.”




    “I’m go­ing.”




    “Then I must go with you. With luck Smith will kill him­self and then we can all leave, as

    he sug­gest­ed. He did say it. Those were his words. One must obey.”




    “Now, one must obey,” said Re­mo an­gri­ly.




    In the cab on the way to the air­port, Chi­un re­mind­ed Re­mo how to breathe and mas­saged

    his lungs through his back. The cab­bie won­dered what they were do­ing back there.

    Ob­vi­ous­ly the younger man was sick. He of­fered to help Re­mo out of the back seat, hop­ing

    for a larg­er tip. His re­sponse was oblit­er­at­ed by the scream of the jet en­gines. The

    cab­driv­er cov­ered his ears. So did Re­mo. Chi­un of course could equal­ize the pres­sure

    with­in his head, as Re­mo used to be able to do. Chi­un shook his head.




    “I’ll go and save mad Smith, and you stay here.”




    “No. I’m go­ing. Some­how I feel he may find him­self un­saved if you go alone.”




    On the plane they sat be­hind the pi­lot. Chi­un sug­gest­ed they might want to see the

    coast of Flori­da be­fore they went to Rye, New York.




    They land­ed with­in an hour. Re­mo grabbed an­oth­er cab. Chi­un joined him, mak­ing sure

    the driv­er idled his mo­tor a few mo­ments be­cause, as Chi­un said, he did not want Re­mo

    breath­ing fumes from unidled mo­tors. “Nev­er mind him. Get go­ing,” said Re­mo. “How much do

    you charge per me­ter trav­el?”




    “It’s a reg­ular fare to the san­itar­ium.”




    “I nev­er pay reg­ular fares. They are un­re­li­able,” said Chi­un.




    “Don’t wor­ry. He’ll pay. Get go­ing,” said Re­mo.




    “He said he wouldn’t.”




    “I’ll pay,” said Re­mo. And to Chi­un: “You nev­er give up, do you?”




    Chi­un raised his hands in a mo­tion of the sup­pli­ca­tion of the in­no­cent. His eyes

    widened in cu­rios­ity, as if the very sug­ges­tion of de­vi­ous­ness lac­er­at­ed his purest

    of souls.




    “If Em­per­or Smith is dead by the time we get there, it is not our fault.”




    “No, but it’s your hope,” said Re­mo.




    “Is it a sin to want on­ly the best for you and your skills? Is it a crime?”




    Re­mo didn’t an­swer. He forced his breath­ing. Some­how the more he breathed, the more harm

    that had been caused by the ura­ni­um-​taint­ed gold eased out of his body. He prac­ticed short

    fin­ger moves, po­si­tions of his body. To the cab­driv­er, the pas­sen­ger looked vague­ly as

    though he itched. Re­mo was get­ting ready.




    At the high brick walls of Fol­croft San­itar­ium, Re­mo saw the prob­lem in­stant­ly. Two

    boats were bob­bing in the sound, hold­ing a po­si­tion. They did not move with the oth­er boat

    traf­fic but ap­peared to have an­chored to fish where no one else was fish­ing. Large trac­tor

    trail­ers blocked both en­trances to the build­ing and men dressed as movers wait­ed in the

    backs of the open vans. If they had car­ried screw­drivers they would have moved with

    light­ness. But they didn’t. They all moved as though they had weapons; their steps were the

    move­ments of men who ma­neu­vered around their pieces in­stead of with them. No one, no

    mat­ter how ex­pe­ri­enced with arms, ev­er moved as though the weapon was not there. Re­mo had

    not be­lieved it in his ear­ly train­ing; he had test­ed Chi­un’s abil­ity to de­tect a

    con­cealed weapon again and again. He could have sworn that when he was just a po­lice­man,

    be­fore he was trained, he him­self was sel­dom con­scious of the gun he car­ried. But Chi­un

    had said that he had al­ways known it was there even if his mind didn’t.




    Re­mo didn’t un­der­stand what Chi­un was talk­ing about un­til he had ac­tu­al­ly seen it

    in ac­tion, when he knew some­one was car­ry­ing a weapon by the way the body moved, even when

    the per­son had be­come so used to it he for­got it was there.




    Now Re­mo left the cab. The prob­lem was how could he do what he knew he had to do with what

    he had left. He looked up to the high cor­ner mir­ror win­dows. He hoped Smith had seen him,

    hoped he had not tak­en that pill to re­move him­self and the dan­ger of ex­pos­ing the

    or­ga­ni­za­tion.




    He waved but did not know if there was any­one up there alive to wave back.




    “You’re go­ing to die,” said Chi­un. “You’re not ready.”




    “There are some things worth dy­ing for, Chi­un.”




    “What id­iot white­ness is that? Did I train you to get killed like some white hero, like

    some kamikaze Japanese? There is noth­ing worth dy­ing for. Who tells you this crazi­ness?”




    Chi­un got out of the cab too. The driv­er want­ed to be paid. This in it­self was a task,

    be­cause Chi­un did not sur­ren­der mon­ey light­ly. He did not be­lieve in pay­ing. He pulled

    a silk coin purse from the sleeve of his ki­mono. When he opened it, dust rose from its folds.

    “That’s it?” said the driv­er.




    “To the pen­ny,” said Chi­un. Chi­un al­so did not be­lieve in tip­ping.




    Four large men, dressed as movers, am­bled over to Re­mo.




    “We’re mov­ing this place to­day, bud­dy. You got to get out of here.”




    “Wait a minute,” said Re­mo.




    “There’s no wait­ing. You got­ta get out of here.”




    “Have you paid?” said Re­mo, turn­ing to Chi­un. He felt one of the men try to lift him. He

    wasn’t sure what the best re­sponse was, ac­tu­al­ly how much he had to work with. So he

    pre­tend­ed the man’s arm was ac­tu­al­ly a much stronger steel beam. He needn’t have. The

    large arm went sail­ing down the road like a for­ward pass. He had enough con­trol.




    “Stop that,” screamed Chi­un. “Smith will see your bal­ance. You’re not ready to fight. Your

    rhythms are wrong. Your breath­ing is wrong.”




    With a sin­gle blow in­to the chest, Re­mo dropped the man who had lost the arm, stop­ping

    his heart. Then he felled the oth­er one by col­laps­ing the spine with a blow through the

    bel­ly. The man fold­ed like a card ta­ble. A pis­tol dropped out of his shirt. The cab­driv­er

    sud­den­ly de­cid­ed he did not re­al­ly need a tip, dived in­to his car, and had the

    ac­cel­er­ator to the floor be­fore he got his hands ful­ly on the steer­ing wheel.




    The trucks be­gan emp­ty­ing and the guns came out, some au­to­mat­ics, some ri­fles, some

    pis­tols.




    “Quick. Hide,” said Chi­un.




    “From what?”




    “From show­ing how bad­ly you work. You are dis­grac­ing the House of Sinan­ju.”




    “I’m good enough.”




    “Good enough is not Sinan­ju.”




    “You mean to tell me you think Smith can tell the dif­fer­ence be­tween bal­anced breath­ing

    and in­ter­nal rhythms? He doesn’t even know one blow from an­oth­er.”




    “You nev­er know what an em­per­or knows.”




    “Since when is he an em­per­or again?” said Re­mo.




    “Since he may be watch­ing,” said Chi­un. “Sit, and watch per­fec­tion.”




    There wasn’t that much to watch, since Chi­un made short work of the at­tack­ers, but the

    Mas­ter did show off some vari­ations for Re­mo. But each vari­ation was more sub­tle than the

    one be­fore, which meant each move­ment was less, so that by the time he had got­ten through

    the two truck­loads and the one boat that had come in for sup­port, even Re­mo could hard­ly

    tell the move­ments.




    To­ward the end, the point was to make the bod­ies fall in a pat­tern. Re­mo did not no­tice

    the at­tack­ers seemed to be parts of units. He told Chi­un to save a few for

    in­for­ma­tion.




    “How many?”




    “Three,” said Re­mo.




    “Why three, when one is enough?”




    “If they’re Amer­ican, two of them won’t know what they are do­ing here.”




    Chi­un saved three stunned grog­gy men who could not be­lieve such a frail wisp of a man had

    done such dam­age. One of them had a vi­cious scar across his cheek. They tried to fo­cus on

    the one boat that re­mained on the riv­er. But it was not easy for the three bat­tered men to

    spot their po­ten­tial res­cuers. The boat had fled.




    “Come with us. We’ll talk to you lat­er,” said Re­mo.




    “You are go­ing to bring pris­on­ers be­fore an em­per­or?” said Chi­un.




    “I want to talk to them.”




    “One does not bring pris­on­ers be­fore an em­per­or un­less the em­per­or re­quests

    it.”




    “An­oth­er damned king,” said the man with the scar on his face.




    Re­mo pushed them along through the gates of Fol­croft. Ap­par­ent­ly, since no shots were

    fired, no one in­side knew of the may­hem out­side. Nurs­es and pa­tients went about their

    busi­ness in or­der­ly rou­tine, the per­fect cov­er for a se­cret or­ga­ni­za­tion, a lu­natic

    asy­lum.




    They went through the main en­trance and then up three flights of stairs. The pris­on­ers

    looked around to see if they might es­cape, but Re­mo’s re­as­sur­ing smile changed their

    minds. The smile said that Re­mo would be pleased for them to try it. They didn’t.




    “What do you mean by an­oth­er king?” asked Re­mo.




    “Kings are lu­natics. We know. We’re work­ing for one now. This guy has been hold­ing

    try­outs all week. He says he is look­ing for his king’s cham­pi­on.”




    “Span­ish,” said Chi­un. “They have cham­pi­ons to fight bat­tles. They are not true

    as­sas­sins, but the best fight­ers.”




    “Yeah. Well, our team won. We wiped out a Burmese SWAT team, three Nin­ja groups, and a

    South Amer­ican en­forcer for drug smug­glers. And now look at what we run in­to.”




    “The ma­jors,” said Re­mo, guid­ing them a bit faster. Smith’s out­er door was closed. The

    sec­re­tary who guard­ed that door typed ef­fi­cient­ly while look­ing at a sheaf of pa­pers.

    Like many sec­re­taries she ac­tu­al­ly ran the en­tire or­ga­ni­za­tion. This left Smith to

    run CURE. She of course did not know about his oth­er busi­ness. Dr. Smith to her was just

    an­oth­er ex­ec­utive who dealt with high­er mat­ters.




    Smith could be dead be­hind those doors, and she would not know it un­til they even­tu­al­ly

    broke through the doors. Then they would find the body. By then all the com­put­er

    in­for­ma­tion about crime in Amer­ica would have been dis­persed to dif­fer­ent en­force­ment

    agen­cies, and the or­ga­ni­za­tion would no longer ex­ist. There would be no more files, no

    more ac­cess to them, no more ser­vice.




    “I’ve come to see Dr. Smith,” said Re­mo.




    “Dr. Smith on­ly sees peo­ple by ap­point­ment.”




    “I have one.”




    “That’s im­pos­si­ble. He doesn’t have an ap­point­ment this month.”




    “He for­got. Ask him. He does,” said Re­mo.




    The sec­re­tary looked at the three men, one nurs­ing a bro­ken arm. She looked at Chi­un,

    im­pe­ri­ous­ly sat­is­fied with him­self. She looked at Re­mo in a pair of slacks and a

    T-​shirt.




    “Well, all right,” she said. She buzzed in­side. Re­mo wait­ed. There was no an­swer. She

    buzzed again. Re­mo would give it ten more min­utes. If Smith did not an­swer by then, he would

    just leave, maybe fin­ish out this last as­sign­ment, but just walk away and leave Smith to be

    found the way he had planned.




    “I’m sor­ry, he’s not an­swer­ing,” said the sec­re­tary.




    “I guess not,” said Re­mo, and silent­ly said good-​bye to a good com­man­der and a

    pa­tri­ot.




    He nod­ded the three men back to­ward the hall­way. Then the door to Smith’s of­fice opened.

    The lemo­ny face peered out.




    “Come on in. Why were you wait­ing?” said Smith.




    “Your sec­re­tary buzzed you,” said Re­mo. “You didn’t an­swer.”




    “I wasn’t buzzed,” said Smith.




    “I did, Dr. Smith. Three times. You know, I think it didn’t work. I’ve nev­er had to buzz

    you be­fore.”




    “We’ll have to get it fixed.”




    “The last time I used it was twelve years ago when your wife Maude was here.”




    “Come on in, Re­mo, Chi­un,” said Smith.




    “I’ll be with you in a minute. I want to talk to these peo­ple. Do you have any emp­ty

    rooms?” asked Re­mo.




    “We have padded rooms,” said Smith. “Take the pa­tients there. See what they want. Then I am

    sure we can trans­fer them else­where.”




    “Oh Em­per­or Smith, our hearts ring in grat­itude that we have come in time to save your

    glo­ry that it may go down in ages hence­forth,” said Chi­un.




    The sec­re­tary looked to Dr. Smith. “Out­pa­tient,” said Smith, and shut the door.




    In the padded cell Re­mo found out more about the man who con­sid­ered him­self a king. His

    name was Har­ri­son Cald­well. He had an es­tate in New Jer­sey. And he held shoot-​outs,

    knife-​outs, and com­bat drills in an ef­fort to find the best man to be his “sword,” his

    “cham­pi­on.”




    “Why­dya do it?” asked Re­mo.




    “Why?” The man with the scar laughed. So did the oth­ers. “Do you know what he pays? He

    gives out gold bars like they’re trin­kets. The cham­pi­on gets a chest of gold ev­ery month.

    He’s the rich­est man in the world. Gold ev­ery­where.”




    Chi­un heard this and cov­ered his breast with his frail parch­ment­like hand.




    “And pray tell, just where ex­act­ly does his Majesty live?” asked Chi­un.




    “We’re not go­ing, lit­tle fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    “A king who pays in gold. An as­sas­sin waits for years to find the prop­er king and you

    just dis­miss him. Talk to him. At least talk to him. Speak to the man. Do not be so rash.”




    “I’ve got work here.”




    “For the lu­natic.”




    “Hey, what’s go­ing on?” asked the man with the scar. As Re­mo and Chi­un left, Chi­un was

    still plead­ing. Just speak once to the man. Just once. That was all Chi­un asked. If, af­ter

    talk­ing to the king, Re­mo said no, then no it would be. Af­ter all, it was not like leav­ing

    Amer­ica. New Jer­sey was part of Amer­ica even if Amer­ica wasn’t all that hap­py about

    it.




    Re­mo locked the door of the padded cell be­hind him. Sev­er­al large or­der­lies ap­peared

    in the hall­way. “Dr. Smith said there are three crim­inal­ly in­sane here. That the room?”




    Re­mo nod­ded.




    “You’re lucky you got out of there alive. Those guys are go­ing to be sep­arat­ed from the

    world for life,” said the or­der­ly.




    “I’m a doc­tor. I know how to han­dle these things.”




    “Dr. Smith said they killed the last two doc­tors who tried to treat them.”




    “But not us,” said Re­mo.




    The or­der­lies un­fold­ed three strait­jack­ets and en­tered the padded room.




    “All I ask is a sin­gle in­tro­duc­tion, a mere hel­lo. Just to speak to this king,” said

    Chi­un.




    “No,” said Re­mo.




    “Then there is noth­ing I can do with you, Re­mo. I have saved you once and saved you again,

    all with­out thanks. I can­not take this any­more. I must go where I am re­spect­ed.

    Good-​bye.”




    “Where are you go­ing?”




    “To the king who knows the val­ue of an as­sas­sin. If he pays such dolts as the ones we

    have locked up, can you imag­ine the gold he will show­er on Sinan­ju?”




    “What are you go­ing to do with all that gold?”




    “Re­place that which was stolen, re­stock that which you would not help me re­cov­er. That

    is what I will do for a start.”




    By the time Re­mo got to Smith’s of­fice, Chi­un was long gone. Re­mo was feel­ing some­what

    an­gry, def­inite­ly dis­turbed, and not too sure of what he want­ed to do.




    He was glad Smith was alive, even if he talked in­ces­sant­ly about the in­cred­ible

    com­pro­mise of all the bod­ies strewn from coast to coast and his plan to move the

    or­ga­ni­za­tion from Fol­croft to a large bank in mid­town Man­hat­tan. Sud­den­ly Smith’s

    tribu­la­tions seemed like small talk to Re­mo.




    “Who were those men?” asked Smith.




    “There is a lu­natic who thinks he is a king, named Har­ri­son Cald­well. Lives on an

    es­tate in New Jer­sey. Has peo­ple fight­ing to the death to win a po­si­tion from him.”




    “Cald­well. The name has come up. Why does he want us?”




    “I don’t know.”




    Smith punched the name and a code in­to his com­put­er ter­mi­nal. Cald­well, Har­ri­son,

    in­deed had a record in the or­ga­ni­za­tion’s files. Some­how, quite sus­pi­cious­ly, this man

    had amassed an in­cred­ible for­tune-​enough of a for­tune to build his own lit­tle coun­try

    with­in a coun­try. He al­so got rich much too quick­ly-​even for a gold dig­ger. CURE kept

    track of these quick for­tunes.




    “He’s a bul­lion­ist,” added Smith.




    “I think he’s mak­ing gold. I think he’s the one. It’s done with ura­ni­um.”




    “Then he’s the one who’s steal­ing it,” said Smith.




    “Ex­act­ly,” said Re­mo.




    “And guess who has just been ap­point­ed chair­man of the Nu­cle­ar Con­trol Agen­cy.”




    “The fox in charge of the hen­house,” said Re­mo. “Well, I think that ex­plains why he could

    con­duct such an in­cred­ibly com­plex cam­paign to track us down. He has the mon­ey to do

    it.”




    “Re­mo, I think it would be good if you took care of this mat­ter, now.”




    “Okay,” said Re­mo, but there was hes­ita­tion in his voice.




    “Any­thing wrong?”




    “No,” said Re­mo, who was won­der­ing how he would take on Chi­un. He had nev­er begged

    Chi­un be­fore and he wasn’t sure beg­ging would work now.


  




  Chapter 13




  In the court of Har­ri­son Cald­well Chi­un found true and per­fect hap­pi­ness. The man

  ac­cept­ed the Ori­en­tal’s lau­da­tions and trib­utes of voice. And he re­spond­ed with gold,

  promis­ing to ship, or to lay it be­fore Chi­un in a vast pile.




  There were, of course, a few am­ateur as­sas­sins to be proven im­com­pe­tent, but that was no

  trou­ble. The breath of lo­tus blows took care of them and the lo­tus vari­ation, al­ways a

  fa­vorite with West­ern­ers who liked to see hands move, pleased the king great­ly.




  But this king said he had known of Chi­un, if not by name then by deed. For did he not have a

  white part­ner re­cent­ly? Chi­un an­swered, in­deed he did, and that to work for a wise king

  like Har­ri­son Cald­well meant a long life.




  For this king was the very man whose face had ap­peared on tele­vi­sion, call­ing for an end

  to ran­dom vi­olence. And Chi­un had al­ways be­lieved this was just the sort of man who would

  ap­pre­ci­ate a great as­sas­sin.




  The king even sup­plied an el­egant lit­tle chair for Chi­un. And all of this-​the gold, the

  chair, the hon­or-​came be­fore Chi­un even had a chance to look around. But who had to look

  around? One knew roy­al­ty when one saw it.




  And then Re­mo came, rude­ly came. He barged right in­to the throne cham­ber, push­ing aside

  guards.




  “We see your part­ner has come,” said His Majesty Har­ri­son Cald­well.




  “We will both serve you,” said Chi­un. “Two are bet­ter than one.”




  “I will not,” said Re­mo. He hadn’t even bowed to His Majesty. He stood there in his slacks

  and T-​shirt, his hands on his hips, un­couth be­yond rea­son, an em­bar­rass­ment to the House

  of Sinan­ju.




  Chi­un rose quick­ly from his spe­cial stool. He pushed his way through sev­er­al courtiers

  and got Re­mo in­to a cor­ner.




  “Are you mad?” he hissed. “This is a king, a re­al king, with re­al gold, and re­al trib­ute.

  He even has a chair for his as­sas­sin. Keep your peace. Let us en­joy de­cent work for once. See

  how it is to be well-​treat­ed.”




  “Have you looked around?”




  “I see all I need to see.”




  “Have you looked at his stan­dards?”




  “We are here to de­fend them, not gaze up­on them.”




  “Ask him for your gold now.”




  “I wouldn’t in­sult him.”




  “You al­ways said that get­ting the mon­ey in ad­vance was the sign of a true as­sas­sin.

  Let’s see his gold.” Chi­un turned to Cald­well, who had mo­tioned ev­ery­one else aside so he

  could watch the two. With a great bow, Chi­un said he had been ar­gu­ing with his

  as­sis­tant.




  “Not know­ing great kings, your Majesty, my friend fool­ish­ly doubt­ed thy awe­some grandeur.

  Would you show him how fool­ish he is by show­ing him the trib­ute that I know abounds here?”




  “It will be our plea­sure,” said Har­ri­son Cald­well. With that, he or­dered up his spe­cial

  fam­ily en­graved bul­lion, in spe­cial two-​hun­dred-​pound bars, the crest em­bla­zoned in the

  cen­ter of each.




  Then he sat back tri­umphant­ly even as Re­mo stared an­gri­ly at him. He asked the younger

  man why he showed such anger to a king who on­ly wished to please.




  “Be­cause my teach­er, whom I re­spect and love, has made a be­gin­ner’s mis­take, one he

  knows not to make,” said Re­mo.




  “And what is that?” asked Cald­well. He felt tru­ly safe now. He could en­joy his throne and

  ex­pand its bound­aries, and no one would ev­er stop him again. Nor would he have to re­sort to

  poi­son­ings or even ly­ing. He would mere­ly have to dis­patch his two as­sas­sins, men trained

  to ap­pre­ci­ate true roy­al­ty. The younger, of course, would take a while to learn. But the

  gold would be a good teach­er.




  “When one’s emo­tions are too strong, one does not see things he should. My fa­ther will see

  ev­ery­thing very soon.”




  The blare of horns an­nounced the ar­rival of the gold, but Re­mo didn’t need to hear them. He

  could feel it as it passed through the doors, stacked bar up­on bar, gold pyra­mids on trol­leys.

  He was sure Chi­un would al­so.




  But Chi­un just stood his ground, a re­spect­ful dis­tance from the throne. Fi­nal­ly Re­mo

  said:




  “Look at the mark­ings, lit­tle fa­ther, not at your hopes for our wealth. Look at what is

  here.”




  Chi­un glanced im­pe­ri­ous­ly at Re­mo and then with smooth glid­ing steps moved to the gold.

  He glanced at the glit­ter­ing stack, then turned to thank the king. But when he looked again,

  when he saw the mark­ings on the gold, he stopped. It was then that he be­gan to be aware of the

  room. He looked around at the stan­dards hang­ing from the wall.




  He had seen it. The apothe­cary jar on the cen­ter of the crest.




  “Is this your fam­ily crest?” asked Chi­un.




  “For cen­turies,” said Cald­well.




  “So you thought you were safe to try it again,” said Chi­un.




  Cald­well could not be­lieve what he saw. The usu­al­ly ex­treme­ly po­lite Ori­en­tal did not

  even bow as he ap­proached the throne.




  “You there, where are your man­ners?” said Cald­well. He was not go­ing to lose con­trol of

  the man now. Chi­un did not an­swer.




  “Stop,” or­dered Cald­well. Chi­un did not stop.




  Nor did Chi­un kiss the hand of King Cald­well. He slapped him across the face. Not even as a

  boy had Har­ri­son Cald­well felt the in­sult of a slap across the face. And then there was

  an­oth­er.




  “Adul­ter­er. See now, world, what hap­pens to him who adul­ter­ates an as­sas­sin’s

  trib­ute,” an­nounced Chi­un.




  And Cald­well felt him­self yanked from the throne and beat­en around the room like a dog who

  has fouled the wrong place. The courtiers fled in pan­ic. Chi­un brought Cald­well to the cursed

  gold, placed his head on it, and sent head and soul to the place of the man’s cheat­ing

  an­ces­tors.




  “They nev­er learn,” said Chi­un.




  “I think he knows now,” said Re­mo.




  Be­fore they left, they re­leased the pris­on­ers who were shack­led in the dun­geon. Some of

  them were losers in the com­bats Cald­well had staged. One of them was a wom­an. Con­sue­lo

  Bon­ner.




  She was sur­prised to see Re­mo up and about, and guessed that Chi­un saved him.




  “Again,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju weari­ly.
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