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    Chapter 1




    He had wait­ed al­most forty years for this mo­ment. Forty years. And now the wait­ing would

    end here, on this win­ter day, with dirty snow clot­ting the road and the sun high and re­mote

    and cheer­less in the bleak New Hamp­shire sky.




    He touched the lever, and the wheelchair shift­ed clos­er to the dark­ened win­dow. The

    smell of old oil filled the in­te­ri­or of the van. Down the road, a car neared, weav­ing

    slight­ly from wheels that were out of align­ment.




    “Is it him?” he called, his voice crack­ing. Was it just his age that made it crack? Once,

    it had been a strong voice, a pow­er­ful voice. He had been a pow­er­ful man with a strong

    physique that caused the young wom­en to throw them­selves at him. But now that mag­nif­icent

    physique was no more, and there was on­ly one wom­an left.




    “Hold on,” Il­sa called. She ran out in­to the road, her body bounc­ing at­trac­tive­ly.

    Il­sa tossed her long blond hair back from her soft oval face and trained Zeiss binoc­ulars on

    the ap­proach­ing car.




    “The col­or is right,” she called breath­less­ly. “Light blue. No, wait. The plates are

    wrong. Out-​of-​state plates. No good.”




    He slammed his left fist down, met­al strik­ing met­al. “Damn!”




    “Don’t wor­ry,” Il­sa said through the tint­ed glass as she waved the pass­ing car through.

    “He’ll be along. He al­ways comes to work by this road.”




    “Nev­er mind that. I banged my hand. It stings!”




    “Oh, poor ba­by. You re­al­ly should get a grip on your­self.”




    Il­sa talked at the win­dow. She couldn’t see his face be­hind its smoky opac­ity. It didn’t

    mat­ter.




    “Forty years,” he said bit­ter­ly. “Ac­tu­al­ly thir­ty-​eight years, sev­en months, and

    five days,” Il­sa of­fered bright­ly.




    He grunt­ed. She hadn’t been born then: Then, he had been as young as she was now. Had he

    known her then, he would have tak­en her. By force, if nec­es­sary. He would take her now-​if

    he had any­thing left to take her with. Per­haps when this was over, he would find a way to

    take this fool­ish girl who had adopt­ed the lost cause of a past gen­er­ation as her own.




    “An­oth­er car com­ing,” she said, dash­ing out in­to the road again. He watched her. Her

    black pants were snug, hug­ging, her shape­ly girl­ish fig­ure. Her white blouse was uni­form

    crisp. She wore her arm­band in­side out, so that on­ly the red cloth showed. Even so, it

    re­mind­ed him of the old days.




    “Is it him? Is it Smith?”




    “Yes,” Il­sa said ex­cit­ed­ly. “It’s him. It’s Harold Smith.”




    “At last.”




    Harold D. Smith saw the girl first. She stood in the mid­dle of the road, wav­ing her

    arms.




    She was at­trac­tive. Per­haps twen­ty-​five or twen­ty-​six, with a beau­ti­ful face that

    need­ed no make­up. A glimpse of a black lace brassiere showed be­tween two strain­ing blouse

    but­tons. Smith not­ed these things ab­sent­ly. He had stopped look­ing at young wom­en as

    sex­ual crea­tures about the time his white hair had start­ed to re­cede, more than ten years

    be­fore.




    Smith braked his car. Then he no­ticed the van. It was one of those cus­torn jobs, paint­ed

    bronze and dec­orat­ed with air­brushed de­signs. It had pulled on­to the slushy shoul­der of

    the road. The plas­tic cov­er was off the rear-​mount­ed spare tire.




    The blond bounced to his side of the car and Smith let the win­dow down. She gave him a

    sun­ny smile. He did not smile back.




    “Can you help me, sir?”




    “What seems to be the trou­ble?” Harold Smith asked.




    The trou­ble was ob­vi­ous-​a flat tire but Smith asked any­way.




    “I can’t get the spare tire down.”




    “Just a mo­ment,” Harold Smith said. He pulled off the road, slight­ly an­noyed that he

    would be late for work. He did not feel up to the ex­er­tion of chang­ing a tire, not with what

    felt like three pounds of his wife’s in­fa­mous five-​alarm oat­meal con­geal­ing in his

    stom­ach.




    He stepped out of his car as the blond came bounc­ing up like a hap­py pup­py.




    “I’m Il­sa Gmos,” she said, putting out her hand. Un­cer­tain­ly, he took it. Her grip was

    strong-​stronger than he ex­pect­ed-​and with her oth­er hand she reached be­hind her back and

    re­moved a cocked pis­tol. She point­ed it at him.




    “Be nice,” she warned.




    Harold Smith tried to let go, but she squeezed his hand hard­er and spun him around. Her

    knee slammed in­to the small of his back and he fell against the car hood.




    “I must warn you, young la­dy. If this is rob­bery-” But then the muz­zle of the gun was at

    his back. He won­dered if she was go­ing to shoot him then and there.




    “Hold still,” she said. Her voice was a bar of met­al. She un­did her red arm­band, and,

    care­ful­ly turn­ing it right-​side-​out, blind­fold­ed Harold Smith. She marched him to the

    dis­abled van.




    Had Smith been able to see him­self just then, he would have rec­og­nized the black sym­bol

    in a white cir­cle that burned the front of the red blind­fold that had been se­cure­ly

    knot­ted around his head. He might have un­der­stood then. But then again, he might not

    have.




    “Harold Smith?” His mouth was dry. He took a drink. Why should he be ner­vous? It was Smith

    who should be ner­vous.




    “Yes?” Harold Smith said un­cer­tain­ly. He could not see, but Smith knew he was in­side the

    bronze-​hued van. The floor was car­pet­ed, and his bald head had brushed the plush roof as he

    was forced in through the slid­ing side door. Cool hands pushed him down in­to a seat. It

    swiveled.




    “Harold D. Smith?”




    “Yes?” Smith’s voice was calm.




    The man had poise, if not courage. He won­dered if that would make it eas­ier. “The first

    ten years were the worst.”




    “I don’t un­der­stand,” Smith said.




    “The walls were green. Light green above, and dark green be­low. I could do noth­ing but

    stare at them: I thought of you of­ten in those days, Harold Smith.”




    “Do I know you?”




    “I’m get­ting to that, Smith.” He spat the name out. His ner­vous­ness was leav­ing him.

    Good. Il­sa smiled at him. She was kneel­ing on the rug, look­ing like a du­ti­ful daugh­ter,

    ex­cept for the pis­tol she kept trained on the hat­ed Harold D. Smith.




    “We didn’t have tele­vi­sion then,” he con­tin­ued in a calmer voice. “Tele­vi­sion was new.

    In Amer­ica, peo­ple had tele­vi­sion. But not where I had been con­signed. No one had

    tele­vi­sion there. So I stared at the green walls. They burned my reti­nas, they were so

    green. To this day, I can­not bear to look at grass. Or Amer­ican pa­per mon­ey.”




    Harold Smith tried to see past his blind­fold. He kept his hands care­ful­ly placed one on

    each knee. He dared not make a move. He knew the blond-​girl had the pis­tol-​it had looked

    like a Luger-​point­ed at him.




    “Even­tu­al­ly,” the dry voice con­tin­ued. “we had tele­vi­sion. I think that was what

    saved my san­ity. Tele­vi­sion fed my mind. It was my win­dow, for the green room had no

    win­dows, you see. I think with­out tele­vi­sion I would have let my­self die. Even hate can

    sus­tain a per­son just so long.”




    “Hate? I don’t know you.”




    “You can’t see me, Harold Smith.”




    “Your voice is not fa­mil­iar.”




    “My voice? You last heard it in 1949. Do you re­mem­ber?”




    “No,” Harold Smith said slow­ly.




    “No! Not even a stir­ring mem­ory, Smith? Not even that?”




    “I’m sor­ry, what is this about?”




    “Death, Smith. It is about death. My death… and yours.”




    Smith gripped his knees tighter.




    “Do you re­mem­ber where you were on June 7, 1949?”




    “Of course not. No one could.”




    “I re­mem­ber. I re­mem­ber it well. It was the day I died. “




    Smith said noth­ing. This man was ob­vi­ous­ly de­ranged. His mind raced. Would an­oth­er

    car came along? Would it stop? But this was not a well-​trav­eled road.




    “It was the day I died,” the voice con­tin­ued. “It was the day you killed me. Now tell me,

    Harold Smith, that you do not re­mem­ber that day.”




    “I don’t,” Smith an­swered slow­ly. “I think you have the wrong man.”




    “Liar!”




    “I said I don’t re­mem­ber,” Harold Smith said even­ly. He knew that when you dealt with

    un­bal­anced minds, it was bet­ter to speak in a calm voice. He al­so knew that you shouldn’t

    con­tra­dict them, but Smith was stub­born. He wasn’t about to go along with a mad­man’s

    rav­ings just to hu­mor him.




    Smith heard the whirring sounds of a small mo­tor and the dry voice came clos­er. Smith

    sud­den­ly un­der­stood that the wan was in a wheelchair. He re­mem­bered the hand­icapped

    de­cal on the back of the van.




    “You don’t re­mem­ber.” The voice was bit­ter, al­most sad.




    “That’s cor­rect,” Smith said stiffly.




    Smith heard a new sound then. It was a soft­er whirring, more like the mut­ed sound of a

    den­tist’s high­speed drill. The sound made him shiv­er. He hat­ed vis­it­ing the den­tist.

    Al­ways had.




    The blind­fold was swept from his eyes. Smith blinked stupid­ly.




    The man in the wheelchair had a face as dry as his voice. It re­sem­bled a bleached wal­nut

    shell, cor­ru­gat­ed with lines and wrin­kles. The eyes were black and sharp, the lips a thin

    des­ic­cat­ed line. The rest of the face was dead, long dead. The teeth were stained al­most

    brown, with the roots ex­posed by re­ced­ing gums.




    “I don’t rec­og­nize your face,” Smith said in a voice calmer than his thoughts. He could

    feel his heart rac­ing and his throat tight­en­ing with fear. The man’s fea­tures grew

    fu­ri­ous.




    “My own moth­er wouldn’t rec­og­nize me!” the man in the wheelchair thun­dered. He pound­ed

    a dead dry fist on the wheelchair’s arm. Then Smith saw the blind­fold hang­ing in the man’s

    oth­er hand.




    But it was not a hand. Not a hu­man hand. It was a three-​fin­gered claw of stain­less

    steel. It clamped, the blind­fold that the girl had worn as an arm­band. Smith saw a

    black-​and-​white in­signia dis­tort­ed in the red folds. The steel claw opened with that tiny

    den­tist’s-​drill whirring. The blind­fold dropped on Smith’s lap and he rec­og­nized the Nazi

    swasti­ka sym­bol. He swal­lowed un­com­fort­ably. He had been in the war. It was a long time

    ago.




    “You have changed too, Harold Smith,” the old man said in a qui­eter voice. “I can scarce­ly

    rec­og­nize you, ei­ther.”




    The steel claw closed nois­ily. Its three joint­ed fin­gers made a de­formed fist.




    “Mod­ern sci­ence,” the old man said. “I got this in 1983. Elec­trodes im­plant­ed in my

    up­per arm con­trol it. It is al­most like hav­ing a nat­ural hand. Be­fore this, I had a hook,

    and be­fore the hook, my wrist end­ed in a black plas­tic cap.”




    Smith’s face was so close to the man he could smell the oth­er’s breath. It smelled like raw

    clams, as if the man’s in­sides were dead.




    “Fire did this to me. Fire took my mo­bil­ity. It took my speech for many years. It near­ly

    took my sight. It took oth­er things too. But I will not speak of my bit­ter­ness any longer. I

    have searched for you, Harold Smith, and now I have found you.”




    “I think you have the wrong man,” Harold Smith said soft­ly.




    “You were in the war? World War Two?”




    “Yes,” he said.




    “He was in the war, Il­sa.”




    “He ad­mits it then?” Il­sa said, She rose, clutch­ing the Luger tight­ly.




    “Not quite. He is stub­born.”




    “But he is the one?” Il­sa de­mand­ed.




    “Yes, this is the day. I told you I felt it in my bones.”




    “We could tie him up and throw him in a ditch,” Il­sa of­fered. “Then cov­er him with

    gaso­line. Whoosh!”




    “Fire would be ap­pro­pri­ate,” the man in the wheelchair said. “But I do not think I could

    bear watch­ing the flames con­sume him. Mem­ories, Il­sa. No, not fire. I must wit­ness his

    death.”




    Harold Smith knew then that he would have to fight. He would risk a bul­let, but he would

    not let him­self be ex­ecut­ed. Not with­out a strug­gle.




    Smith came to his feet abrupt­ly. He pushed the wheelchair back and nar­row­ly ducked a

    vi­cious swipe of the old man’s claw.




    “Should I shoot him? Should I?” Il­sa screamed, wav­ing her pis­tol.




    “No. Brain him.”




    Il­sa swung at Smith’s bald­ing head with the heavy bar­rel of the Luger. But there wasn’t

    enough force be­hind the blow and the gun sight mere­ly scraped skin off Smith’s head.




    Smith grabbed for the gun. Il­sa kicked one leg out from un­der him and leaned in­to him.

    Smith fell against the swiv­el chair with Il­sa on top of him.




    “Hold him there,” the man in the wheelchair said. Smith, his head hang­ing back, saw the

    up­side-​down im­age of the old man ad­vanc­ing on him with the chilly whirring of

    ma­chin­ery.




    The steel claw took him by the throat and the den­tist’s drill sound filled his ears,

    loud­er and loud­er, re­mind­ing him of past pain, even as he felt the chok­ing sen­sa­tion

    that told him his wind­pipe was be­ing crushed. His face swelled as his blood was forced up

    through the ar­ter­ies in his neck. His ears popped, shut­ting out the drum­ming sound of his

    feet against the floor.




    And all the time he could see the hideous old man’s face star­ing at him, the black eyes

    tiny and bright in the mid­dle of the red mist that seemed to be till­ing the van’s

    in­te­ri­or.




    When the red mist com­plete­ly filled Harold Smith’s vi­sion, he lost all con­scious

    thought.




    “Damn!”




    “What is it, Il­sa?”




    “I think he wet him­self.”




    “They do that some­times.”




    “But-​not all over me!” She stood back from Smith’s con­tort­ed corpse; look­ing like a

    wom­an who had heen splashed by a pass­ing car. Her hands flut­tered use­less­ly in the

    air.




    “You can change lat­er. We must leave.”




    “Okay. Let me lock you down.”




    “First get rid of the body.”




    “You don’t want it?”




    “No!”




    “Not even for a sou­venir? I thought we were go­ing to skin him or some­thing.”




    “Not him. He is not the one.”




    “He said his name was Harold Smith. I heard him.”




    “He is not the right Harold Smith.”




    “Oh no, not again. Are you sure?”




    “His eyes are blue. Smith’s eyes were gray.’




    “Damn,” said Il­sa, kick­ing Smith un­til his body rolled out the side door. She shoved the

    door closed on screech­ing rollers. “I thought you were sure.”




    “It doesn’t mat­ter. What is one less Smith? I am sure this one was a nonen­ti­ty whom no

    one will miss. Drive, Il­sa.”


  




  

    Chapter 2




    His name was Re­mo and he was build­ing a house. Re­mo drove the last sup­port in­to the

    hard earth. The post sank a quar­ter-​inch at a time, driv­en down by the im­pact of his bare

    fist. He used no tools. He did not need tools. He worked alone, a lean young man in chi­nos and

    a black T-​shirt with strange­ly thick wrists and an ex­pres­sion of ut­ter peace on his

    high-​cheek­boned face.




    Stand­ing up, Re­mo ex­am­ined the four sup­ports. A sur­vey­or, us­ing pre­ci­sion

    equip­ment, could have de­ter­mined that the four posts formed a ge­omet­ri­cal­ly true

    rect­an­gle, each post per­fect­ly lev­el with the oth­ers. Re­mo knew that with­out

    look­ing.




    Next would come the floor­ing. It was im­por­tant that the floor of the house sit well above

    ground lev­el, at least eight inch­es. Like all hous­es in Ko­rea, Re­mo’s home would sit on

    stilts to pro­tect it against rain­wa­ter and snakes.




    Re­mo had al­ways want­ed a home of his own. He had dreamed of one back in the days when he

    lived in a walk-​up flat in Newark, New jer­sey, and pulled down $257.60 a week as a rook­ie

    cop. Be­fore his po­lice days, Re­mo had been a ward of the state and bunked with the oth­er

    boys at St. There­sa’s Or­phan­age. Af­ter he was sus­pend­ed from the force-​af­ter they

    killed him-​there had been a suc­ces­sion of apart­ments and ho­tel rooms and tem­po­rary

    quar­ters.




    He had nev­er dreamed that one day he would build his house with his strong bare hands here

    on the rocky soil of Sioan­ju.




    Two decades ago Re­mo had been sent to the elec­tric chair on a false mur­der charge, but he

    did not die. Re­mo had been of­fered a choice: work for CURE, the su­per­secret Amer­ican

    an­ti­crime or­ga­ni­za­tion, or re­place the anony­mous corpse that lay in his own grave.




    It wasn’t much of a choice and so Re­mo had agreed to be­come an agent of CURE. They turned

    him over to an el­der­ly Ko­re­an named Chi­un, the head of a fa­bled house of as­sas­sins, and

    Chi­un had trans­formed Re­mo Williams in­to a Mas­ter of Sin­au­ju, the sun source of the

    mar­tial arts.




    Some­where along the way, Re­mo had be­come more Sinan­ju than Amer­ican. He did not know

    when it had hap­pened. Look­ing back, he could not even pin­point the year. He just knew that

    one day long, long ago he had stepped over that line.




    And now Re­mo had fi­nal­ly come home-​to Sinan­ju on the West Ko­rea Bay.




    An aged Ori­en­tal in a sub­dued blue ki­mono strolled up the shore path and watched at a

    slight dis­tance Re­mo’s at­tempt to lay hard­wood planks on top of the floor frame. He was

    tiny, and the fresh sea breeze played with the tufts of hair over each ear and teased his wispy

    beard.




    At length, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju ap­proached. “What are you do­ing, my son?”




    Re­mo glanced back over his shoul­der, then re­turned to his task.




    “I’m build­ing a house, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “I can see that, Re­mo. Why are you build­ing a house?”




    “It’s for Mah-​Li,” Re­mo said.




    “Ah,” said Chi­un, cur­rent Mas­ter of Sinan­ju-​the town as well as the dis­ci­pline. “A

    wed­ding present, then?”




    “You got it. Hand me that plank, will you?”




    “Will I what?”




    “Will you hand me that plank?”




    “Will I hand you that plank what?”




    “Huh?”




    “It is cus­tom­ary to say ‘please’ when one re­quests a boon from the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,”

    Chi­un said bland­ly.




    “Nev­er mind,” Re­mo said im­pa­tient­ly. “I’ll get it my­self.”




    Re­mo heft­ed the plank in­to place. The floor was form­ing, and next would come the walls,

    but the hard part would be the roof. As a kid, Re­mo had nev­er been good in wood­work­ing

    class, but he had picked up the ba­sics. But as far as he knew, no Amer­ican high school had

    ev­er taught class­es in thatch­ing. Per­haps Chi­un could help him with the roof.




    “Mah-​Li al­ready has a house,” re­marked Chi­un af­ter a short si­lence.




    “It’s too far from the vi­ilage,” Re­mo said. “She’s not an out­cast from the vil­lage

    any­more. She’s the fu­ture wife of the next Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.”




    “Do not get ahead of your­self. I am the cur­rent Mas­ter. While I am Mas­ter, there is no

    oth­er. Why not build Mah-​Li’s new house clos­er to mine?”




    “Pri­va­cy,” said Re­mo, look­ing down the hol­lowed tube of a bam­boo shoot. He set

    sev­er­al of these on end, in a row, and chopped off the tops with quick mo­tions of his hands

    un­til they stood uni­form in length.




    “Will that not be hard on her, Re­mo?”




    “How so?” Re­mo said. He split the first shoot down the mid­dle with a vi­cious crack. The

    halves fell in­to his hands, per­fect­ly split.




    “She will have far to walk to wake you in the morn­ing.” Re­mo’s hand poised in

    mid-​chop.




    “What are you talk­ing about?”




    “You are not even mar­ried yet and you are al­ready treat­ing your fu­ture bride

    dis­grace­ful­ly.”




    “How is build­ing her a house dis­grace­ful?”




    “It is not the house. It is where the house is not.”




    “Where should it be?”




    “Next to the house of my an­ces­tors.”




    “Oh,” said Re­mo, sud­den­ly un­der­stand­ing. “Let us sit, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “A good thought,” said Chi­un, set­tling on a rock. Re­mo sat at his feet, the feet of the

    on­ly fa­ther he had ev­er known. He fold­ed his hands over his bent knees.




    “You are un­hap­py that I’m not build­ing clos­er to you, is that it?” Re­mo asked.




    “There is plen­ty of space on the east­ern side.”




    “If you call twelve square feet spa­cious.”




    “In Sinan­ju, we do not dwell in our homes for hours on end, as you did in your for­mer life

    in Amer­ica.” Re­mo looked out past the rock for­ma­tion known as the Horns of Wel­come, past

    the cold gray wa­ters of the West Ko­rea Bay. Some­where be­yond the hori­zon was Amer­ica and

    the life he used to live. It was still all so fresh in his mind, but he shut away the

    mem­ories. Sinan­ju was home now.




    “A home on the east­ern side would cut off your sun­light,” Re­mo point­ed out. “I know you

    like the sun com­ing through your win­dow in the morn­ing. I would not de­prive you of that for

    my own plea­sure.




    Chi­un nod­ded, the white wisps of beard float­ing about his chin. His hazel eyes shone with

    pleas­ant ap­proval of his pupil’s con­sid­er­ation.




    “This is gra­cious of you. Re­mo.”




    “Thank you.”




    “But you must think of your fu­ture bride. On cold morn­ings, she would have to walk all the

    way from this place to your bed­side.”




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther?” Re­mo said slow­ly, try­ing to pick the best words to phrase what he had

    to say.




    “Yes?”




    “Her bed­side will be my bed­side. We will be mar­ried, re­mem­ber?”




    “True,” said Chi­un, rais­ing a long-​nailed fin­ger. “And this is my point ex­act­ly. She

    should be at your side.”




    “Right,” said Re­mo, re­lieved.




    “Right,” said Chi­un, think­ing that Re­mo was get­ting the point at last. Some­times he

    could be so slow. Resid­ual white­ness. It would nev­er go away en­tire­ly, but in a few

    decades Re­mo would be more like a Ko­re­an than he was now. Es­pe­cial­ly if he got more

    sun.




    “So what’s the prob­lem?” Re­mo asked.




    “This house. You do not need it.” Re­mo frowned.




    Chi­un frowned back. Per­haps Re­mo had not got­ten the point af­ter all.




    “Let me ex­plain it to you,” the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju said. “Mah-​Li’s place is at your side,

    cor­rect?”




    “That’s right.”




    “Good. You had said so your­self. And your place is at my side, cor­rect?”




    “You are the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. I am your pupil.” Chi­un rose to his feet and clapped his

    hands hap­pi­ly.




    “Ex­cel­lent! Then it is set­tled.”




    “What is set­tled?” Re­mo asked, get­ting up.




    “Mah-​Li will move in with us af­ter the mar­riage. Come, I will help you take this

    un­nec­es­sary struc­ture apart. “




    “Wait a minute, Lit­tle Fa­ther. I nev­er agreed to that. “




    Chi­un looked at Re­mo with as­ton­ish­ment wrin­kling his parchrnent vis­age.




    “What? You do not want Mah-​Li? Beau­ti­ful Mah-​Li, kind Mah-​Li, who has gra­cious­ly

    con­sent­ed to over­look your un­for­tu­nate white­ness, your rnon­grel birth, and ac­cept you

    as her hus­band, and you do not want her to live with you up­on your mar­riage? Is this some

    Amer­ican cus­tom you have nev­er shared with me, Re­mo?”




    “That isn’t it, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “No?”




    “I wasn’t plan­ning on Mah-​Li mov­ing in with us.”




    “Then?”




    “I was plan­ning on mov­ing in with her.”




    “Mov­ing in?” Chi­un squeaked. “As in mov­ing out? Out of the house of my an­ces­tors?”

    Chi­un’s many wrin­kles smoothed in shock.




    “I nev­er thought of do­ing it any oth­er way,” Re­mo con­fessed.




    “And I nev­er thought you would dream of do­ing it any oth­er wav than the way of Sinan­ju,”

    Chi­un snapped.




    “I thought you’d want your pri­va­cy. I thought you’d un­der­stand.”




    “In Ko­rea, fam­ilies stick to­geth­er,” Chi­un scold­ed. “In Ko­rea, fam­ilies do not break

    apart with mar­riage as they do in Amer­ica. In Amer­ica, fam­ilies mar­ry off their young and

    live many miles apart. In their apart­ness, they grow cool and lose their fam­ily bonds. It is

    no won­der that in Amer­ica fam­ilies fight over in­her­itances and mur­der oth­er fam­ily

    mem­bers out of spite. Amer­ican whites are bred to be strangers to one an­oth­er. It is a

    dis­grace. It is shame­ful.”




    “I’m sor­ry, Lit­tle Fa­ther. Mah-​Li and I talked it over. This is the way it is with

    us.”




    “No, this is the way it is in the un­friend­ly land of your mis­be­got­ten birth. I have

    watched your tele­vi­sion. I have seen Edge of Dark­ness, As the Plan­et Re­volves.” I know how

    it is. It will start with sep­arate homes and es­ca­late in­to con­test­ing my will. I will

    have none of it!”




    And say­ing no more, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju turned on his heel with a flour­ish of skirts

    and sulked up the shore road back to the cen­ter of the vil­lage of Sinan­ju, nurs­ing a deep

    hurt in his mag­nif­icent heart.




    Re­mo said “Damn” to him­self in a small voice and went back to build­ing. He sliced dozens

    of long bam­boo shoots with fin­ger­nails that had been made hard by di­et and ex­er­cise,

    un­til he had enough to make the sid­ing for his new home.




    Re­mo had nev­er dreamed that he would feel so mis­er­able when he fi­nal­ly had a home to

    call his own.




    It was near dusk when Re­mo fin­ished the sides. The scent of smok­ing wood waft­ing from

    the vil­lage told him the cook­ing fires were go­ing. The clean scent of boil­ing rice came to

    his nos­trils, so sen­si­tized by years of train­ing that to him the aro­ma was as pun­gent as

    cur­ry on the tongue. His mouth wa­tered.




    Re­mo de­cid­ed the roof could wait.




    When Re­mo stepped out from among the shel­ter­ing rocks that pro­tect­ed the vil­lage of

    Sinan­ju from the sea winds, he spot­ted Mah-​Li, his wife-​to-​he, be­low. He slid on­to a

    boul­der and watched un­no­ticed.




    In the vil­lage square, the oth­er wom­en had gath­ered around her. Mah-​Li was a young

    girl, sev­er­al years younger than Re­mo, but the old­er wom­en of the vil­lage paid court to

    her as if she were the vil­lage grand­moth­er.




    Re­mo felt a swelling joy in his heart. On­ly weeks be­fore, Mah-​Li had been an out­cast,

    liv­ing in a neat hov­el be­yond the rocks, far from the main­stream of the tiny vil­lage.




    Weeks ear­li­er, dur­ing the ter­ri­ble days when it ap­peared that Chi­un was on his

    deathbed, Re­mo was sur­round­ed by the vil­lagers of Sinan­ju, who de­spised him be­cause he

    was not Ko­re­an. He had felt a greater lone­li­ness than he could ev­er re­mem­ber

    know­ing.




    It was then that he had met Mah-​Li, her­self an or­phan, shunned by the oth­er vil­lagers

    and called by them Mah-​Li the Beast. Re­mo had first found her liv­ing in her small hut,

    wear­ing a veil. He had thought she was de­formed and felt pity for her. But her gen­tle ways

    had soothed the con­fu­sion in his soul, and he grew to love her.




    When, in an im­pul­sive mo­ment, Re­mo lift­ed the veil from her face, he had ex­pect­ed to

    find hor­ror. In­stead, he had found beau­ty. Mah-​Li was a doll. Mah-​Li was called a beast

    be­cause, by the stan­dards of the flat-​faced Sinan­ju wom­en, she was ug­ly. By West­ern

    stan­dards, she made the oblig­atory fe­male news­cast­er on most TV sta­tions look like

    hags.




    Re­mo had not thought twice about propos­ing. And Mah-​Li had ac­cept­ed. Re­mo, whose life

    had lurched from one out-​of-​his-​con­trol sit­ua­tion to an­oth­er, now felt com­plete.




    Mah-​Li’s laugh tin­kled up from the square. Re­mo smiled.




    As the bride of the next Mas­ter, she was re­spect­ed. There was a cer­tain hypocrisy about

    it. Un­til he had agreed to shoul­der the bur­dens of the vil­lage, they had spat when­ev­er

    Re­mo had walked by too. But that was the way of Sinan­ju vil­lagers. For thou­sands of years

    they were the moths that cir­cled the flame of the sun source. They were not en­cour­aged to

    work, nor to think. On­ly to be led and fed by the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, who plied the art of

    the as­sas­sin for the rulers of the world.




    The first Mas­ters of Sinan­ju had tak­en to their work to sup­port the vil­lagers, who, in

    times of need, were forced to drown the youngest chil­dren in the bay wa­ters. Per­haps it had

    been that way once, Re­mo thought, but in­stead of the mo­ti­va­tion for Sinan­ju, the

    vil­lagers had be­came more of a con­ve­nient ex­cuse.




    Ei­ther way, they were not to blame.




    Mah-​Li hap­pened to look up then, and Re­mo felt a shock in the pit of his stom­ach. Her

    liq­uid eyes nev­er failed to do that to him. She was so gor­geous, with a face that was

    per­fec­tion.




    Re­mo start­ed down off the rocks. But Mah-​Li was al­ready on her feet, her del­icate hands

    lift­ing her long tra­di­tion­al skirts, and met him halfway.




    They kissed once, light­ly, be­cause they were in pub­lic. Over Mah-​Li’s shoul­der Re­mo

    saw the faces of the vil­lage wom­en look­ing up at them with a rapt soft­ness in their dark

    eyes that took the curse off the harsh planes of their square jaws and flat cheek­bones.




    “Where have you been, Re­mo?” Mah-​Li asked light­ly.




    “It’s a se­cret,” Re­mo teased.




    “You can­not tell me now?” She pout­ed.




    “Af­ter we’re mar­ried.”




    “Oh, but that is so long a time.”




    “I’m plan­ning to talk to Chi­un about that. I don’t know why we can’t get mar­ried right

    now,” Re­mo com­plained. “To­day.”




    “The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju has set an en­gage­ment pe­ri­od. We must obey him.”




    “Yeah, but nine months-“




    “The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju knows best. It is his wish that you learn our ways be­fore we are

    wed. It is not so dif­fi­cult. “




    “It is for me. I love you, Mah-​Li.”




    “And I love you, Re­mo.”




    “Nine months. Some­times I think he was put on earth to bust my chops.”




    “What are ‘chops’ ?” asked Mah-​Li, who had learned enough En­glish to talk to Re­mo in his

    own lanaguage, but was con­fused by slang.




    “Nev­er mind. Have you seen Chi­un late­ly?”




    “Ear­li­er. He looked un­hap­py.”




    “I think he’s up­set with me. Again.”




    Mah-​Li’s face tight­ened. The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju was like a god to her.




    “You had words?”




    “I think he’s go­ing to have trou­ble ad­just­ing to our be­ing mar­ried.”




    “The peo­ple of this vil­lage nev­er ar­gue with the Mas­ter. It is not done.”




    “Chi­un and I have been ar­gu­ing for as long as we’ve known each oth­er. We’ve ar­gued all

    over Amer­ica, across Eu­rope, from Peo­ria to Peking. When I think of the places I’ve

    vis­it­ed, I don’t re­mem­ber the peo­ple or the sights. I re­mem­ber the ar­gu­ments. If we’re

    fight­ing about my re­fusal to grow my fin­ger­nails long, this must be Bal­ti­more. “




    “It is strange. In Amer­ica, you show your love by ar­gu­ing. Af­ter we are wed, do you

    ex­pect me to ar­gue with you as a to­ken of my love?”




    Re­mo laughed. Mah-​Li’s face was puz­zled and se­ri­ous, like a child con­fronting some

    great, com­plex truth. “No, I don’t ex­pect ev­er to ar­gue with you at all.” Re­mo kissed her

    again.




    He took her hand and they walked down to the vil­lage square. The vil­lagers made way for

    them, all smiles and crin­kling eyes. The vil­lage was full of con­tent­ment and life. As it

    should be, thought Re­mo.




    Ex­cept for the House of the Mas­ters, in the cen­ter of the vil­lage. It was a great

    car­ven box of teak and lac­quers set on a low hillock. Built for the Mas­ter Wi by the pharaoh

    Tu­tankhamen, it was the largest ed­ifice in the vil­lage. Back in Amer­ica, it wouldn’t have

    im­pressed a new­ly­wed cou­ple as a suit­able starter home. In fact, it was more of a

    ware­house than it was a dwelling. The earn­ings of cen­turies of past Mas­ters of Sinai­ju lay

    piled in el­egant pro­fu­sion in­side its walls. It was there that Chi­un lived. Now the great

    door was closed and the win­dows cur­tained.




    Re­mo won­dered if he should go to Chi­un and try to ex­plain things to him again. But then

    he re­mem­bered that ev­ery time he had ex­plained him­self in the past, Chi­un had al­ways

    got­ten his way. Even when Chi­un was wrong. Es­pe­cial­ly when Chi­un was wrong.




    “He’ll keep,” said Re­mo half-​aloud, think­ing how hun­gry the smell of boil­ing rice was

    mak­ing him.




    “Who will keep what?” asked Mah-​Li.




    Re­mo just smiled at her. With Mah-​Li around, there was no one else in the uni­verse.


  




  

    Chapter 3




    Dr. Harold W. Smith was nev­er hap­pi­er.




    Strolling in­to his Spar­tan of­fice in the morn­ing was a plea­sure. The sun beamed in

    through the one-​way pic­ture win­dow, fill­ing the room with light. Smith de­posit­ed his worn

    brief­case on the desk and, ig­nor­ing the wait­ing pa­per­work, saun­tered to the win­dow.




    Smith was a spare, pinch-​faced man in his mid-​six­ties, but to­day a thin smile tugged at

    his com­pressed lips. He no­ticed the faint re­flec­tion of the smile in the big pic­ture

    win­dow and forced his lips to part slight­ly. Good, he thought. The flash of white teeth made

    the smile warmer. He would have to prac­tice smil­ing with his mouth open un­til he got used to

    it. Smith ad­just­ed the red car­na­tion in the but­ton­hole of his im­pec­ca­ble three-​piece

    suit. He liked the way the flow­er lent col­or to his oth­er­wise drab ap­par­el. Per­haps one

    day he would buy a suit that wasn’t gray. But not just yet. Too much change too rapid­ly could

    be over­whelm­ing. Smith be­lieved in mod­er­ation.




    Dr. Harold Smith had worked in this very of­fice since the ear­ly 1960’s, os­ten­si­bly as

    the di­rec­tor of Fol­croft San­itar­ium, on the shore­line of Rye, New York. In re­al­ity

    Smith, an ex-​CIA agent and be­fore that with the OSS dur­ing the war, was the head of the

    coun­ter­crime agen­cy called CURE. Set up by a Pres­ident who was lat­er as­sas­si­nat­ed,

    CURE was an ul­tra­se­cret en­force­ment or­ga­ni­za­tion that op­er­at­ed out­side of

    con­sti­tu­tion­al re­stric­tions, pro­tect­ing Amer­ica from a ris­ing tide of

    law­less­ness.




    CURE’s one agent, Re­mo Williams, and his equal­ly dif­fi­cult men­tor. Chi­un, were safe­ly

    back in Sinan­ju. Smith ex­pect­ed he would nev­er see them again. He hoped so. The present

    Pres­ident had been led to be­lieve Re­mo was dead-​killed dur­ing the cri­sis with the

    So­vi­ets-​and that Chi­un had gone in­to mourn­ing.




    It had near­ly been the end of CURE, but the Pres­ident had sanc­tioned CURE to con­tin­ue

    op­er­ations. But with no en­force­ment arm. Just Smith and his se­cret com­put­ers-​just like

    in the be­gin­ning, the good old days. On­ly now, Amer­ica was get­ting back on track. True,

    there were still prob­lems. But the Mafia’s back was be­ing bro­ken in ma­jor cities all over

    Amer­ica. Pub­lic opin­ion was tip­ping the scales against drug use. White-​col­lar crime was

    on the de­cline, thanks to the heavy ex­po­sure of cor­po­rate crime on Wall Street-​ex­po­sure

    that Smith had helped to bring to light.




    But best of all, no Re­mo and no Chi­un. Smith had grown to re­spect both men, even to like

    them in his un­com­mu­nica­tive fash­ion. But they were dif­fi­cult, un­man­age­able. Life was

    so much sim­pler with­out them.




    A ten­ta­tive knock­ing at his of­fice door shook Smith out of his dreamy thoughts. He

    ad­just­ed his Dart­mouth tie be­fore turn­ing front the win­dow.




    “Come in,” he sang.




    “Dr. Smith?” Mrs. Mikul­ka, Smith’s per­son­al sec­re­tary, thrust her ma­tron­ly head

    in­side. Her face was trou­bled.




    “Is some­thing wrong, Mrs. Mikul­ka?”




    “That was what I was go­ing to ask you, Dr. Smith. I heard strange sounds in here.”




    “Sounds.”




    “Yes, whistling sounds.”




    Smith tried his new smile on his sec­re­tary. “I be­lieve that was me,” he said

    pleas­ant­ly.




    “You.”




    “I be­lieve I was whistling ‘Zip a Dee Doo Dah.’ “




    “It sound­ed, if you’ll ex­cuse me for say­ing so, like the steam ra­di­ator had popped a

    valve.”




    Smith cleared his throat. “I was just think­ing how good life is now. I al­ways whis­tle

    when I’m hap­py.”




    “I’ve worked for you for over five years, and I can’t re­call you ev­er whistling

    be­fore.”




    “I was nev­er hap­py at work be­fore.”




    “I’m glad, Dr. Smith. It’s nice to see you come in at a more rea­son­able hour, too. And

    spend­ing more time with your fam­ily.”




    “That re­minds me,” said Dr. Smith. “My wife will be here at twelve-​thir­ty. We’ll be

    hav­ing lunch.”




    “Re­al­ly?” said Mrs. Mikul­ka. “How won­der­ful. I’ve nev­er met your wife.”




    “I thought she’d like to see Fol­croft. She’s nev­er been here. Per­haps you’d like to join

    us.”




    “I’d be de­light­ed,” said Mrs. Mikul­ka, who was as­ton­ished at the change in her

    tight-​fist­ed boss. “I hope I’m dressed prop­er­ly.”




    “I’m sure the cafe­te­ria work­ers will find you pre­sentable,” as­sured Smith..




    “Ah,” said Mrs. Mikul­ka, re­al­iz­ing that her em­ploy­er hadn’t changed quite that

    much.




    “Will that be all?” asked Smith, re­turn­ing to his desk.




    “Oh. I left you a news­pa­per clip­ping I thought you’d want to see. It’s an­oth­er odd

    one.”




    “Thank you, Mrs. Mikul­ka.”




    The door closed af­ter the bo­somy wom­an, and Smith leafed through the pa­pers on his desk.

    He found the clip­ping. It was a brief item, a UPI dis­patch:




    Au­thor­ities are puz­zled by the mys­te­ri­ous deaths of two New Hamp­shire men, on­ly days

    apart, in Hills­bor­ough Coun­ty. Harold Don­ald Smith, 66, of Squan­tum, was found be­side his

    parked car on a sec­tion of Route 136. His neck was crushed. Harold Wal­ter Smith, 61, of

    Manch­ester-​on­ly twen­ty miles from the site of the ear­li­er death-​was dis­cov­ered in his

    apart­ment. His skull had been shat­tered by a blunt in­stru­ment. Rob­bery was ruled out as

    the mo­tive in both cas­es.




    Smith tripped the in­ter­com lever. “Mrs. Mikul­ka?”




    “Yes, Dr. Smith?”




    “You’re slip­ping,” Smith said in a light voice.




    “Sir?”




    “I’ve seen this one,” he said cheer­ily. “You clipped it for me two weeks ago.”




    “No, sir.”




    “I re­mem­ber it dis­tinct­ly,” said Dr. Smith, still in that light tone.




    “That was a dif­fer­ent clip­ping,” said Mrs. Mikul­ka. “Those were two oth­er Harold

    Smiths.”




    Smith’s voice sank. “Are you cer­tain?”




    “Check your files.”




    “One mo­ment.”




    Smith car­ried the clip­ping to his file cab­inet. In it, news cut­tings were filed by the

    week. Smith had told his sec­re­tary that he col­lect­ed un­usu­al hu­man-​in­ter­est sto­ries,

    the more bizarre the bet­ter. It was his hob­by, he had said. In re­al­ity, Mrs. Mikul­ka was

    just an­oth­er un­wit­ting in­for­ma­tion-​source for CURE.




    Smith rif­fled through the files and pulled out a clip­ping head­lined: “SEARCH FINDS RIGHT

    NAME, WRONG VIC­TIM.”




    The clip­ping told of the bizarre mur­ders of two men, both about the same age, liv­ing in

    dif­fer­ent states. The two deaths were be­lieved to he un­re­lat­ed. The co­in­ci­dence came

    to light when the wife of the first vic­tim re­port­ed him miss­ing and a na­tion­wide search

    turned up the body of a man with the same name. The first man’s body was al­so lat­er

    dis­cov­ered.




    The name the two dead men had shared was Harold Smith.




    Sni­ith re­turned to his desk with a stunned look on his lemo­ny fea­tures. He sat down at

    the desk heav­ily, lay­ing the two clip­pings side by side on the desk­top as if they were

    alien bug spec­imens.




    Smith touched a but­ton and a con­cealed com­put­er ter­mi­nal rose from the desk­top and

    locked in­to place. Smith boot­ed up the sys­tem and ini­ti­at­ed a search of all da­ta

    links.




    He keyed in the search code: SMITH HAROLD. Mo­ments passed as the most pow­er­ful com­put­er

    sys­tem in the world scanned its files, which were the com­bined files of ev­ery da­ta link in

    Amer­ica. Smith’s com­put­er plugged in­to ev­ery sys­tems net ac­ces­si­ble. “Dr. Smith?”




    It was Mrs. Mikul­ka. She was still on the in­ter­com.




    “One mo­ment,” Smith said hoarse­ly.




    “Are you all right?”




    “I said one mo­ment,” Smith barked.




    The com­put­er screen be­gan scrolling names. SMITH, HAROLD A. SMITH, HAROLD G. SMITH,

    HAROLD T.




    Swift­ly Smith scanned the re­ports. A Harold A. Smith, used-​car sales­man, had re­port­ed

    a car stolen from his lot. Smith keyed to the next file. A Harold T. Smith was mur­dered in

    Ken­tucky three weeks ago.




    Smith in­put com­mands to se­lect on­ly death re­ports. There were thir­teen of them.

    Thir­teen Harold Smiths had died in the last sev­en weeks.




    “Not un­usu­al. There are a lot of Smiths,” Harold W. Smith mut­tered, think­ing of his

    rel­atives.




    And to prove his own point, Smith saved the da­ta as a sep­arate file and re­quest­ed

    re­ports of the deaths of all Harold Jone­ses in the same time pe­ri­od. Jones was as com­mon a

    name as Smith.




    There were two.




    Smith asked for Harold Brown.




    The com­put­er in­formed him that three Harold Browns had died since Novem­ber.




    Puz­zled, Smith re­turned to the Harold Smith file. The news­pa­per clip­pings had giv­en

    the ages of the de­ceased Harold Smiths. All four vic­tims were in their six­ties. Smith

    re­quest­ed age read­outs from the file.




    The first num­ber was six­ty-​nine and it made Smith’s heart leap in fear. But the next

    dig­it was on­ly thir­teen, and he re­laxed.




    But the rest of the num­bers caused a fine sheen of per­spi­ra­tion to break out on his

    or­di­nar­ily dry fore­head. Ev­ery Harold Smith on the list but one had been over six­ty. The

    old­est was sev­en­ty-​two. The one ex­cep­tion-​the thir­teen-​year-​old-​had died of

    leukemia, and Smith dis­missed it from the file as a co­in­ci­den­tal anoma­ly. All of the

    oth­ers were in Smith’s own age group. All of them had Smith’s name. All had been

    mur­dered.




    Smith reached for his in­ter­com, and in his ag­ita­tion, for­got it was al­ready on. He

    turned it off and spoke in­to the mike. “Mrs. Mikul­ka. Mrs. Mikul­ka.” He was shout­ing it the

    third time when Mrs. Mikul­ka burst in­to the room.




    “Dr. Smith! What is it? What’s wrong?”




    “This in­ter­com. It doesn’t work!”




    Mrs. Mikul­ka ex­am­ined it crit­ical­ly.




    “It’s off.”




    “Oh. Nev­er mind. Call my wife. Tell her I’m too busy to see her to­day. And for­get lunch.

    Have the cafe­te­ria send up a cheese sand­wich with no may­on­naise or sal­ad dress­ing and a

    tall glass of prune juice. I don’t wish to be dis­turbed for the rest of the day.”




    Smith re­turned to his com­put­er. his gray eyes fevered. Some­one was killing Harold

    Smiths. Even if it was a ran­dom thing, it de­served in­ves­ti­ga­tion. If it wasn’t, it could

    have se­ri­ous im­pli­ca­tions for CURE. Ei­ther way, Harold W. Smith knew one thing was

    cer­tain.




    He might be the next vic­tim.


  




  

    Chapter 4




    When Chi­un did not emerge from his house to join in the big com­mu­nal din­ner in the

    vil­lage square, Re­mo de­cid­ed to pre­tend not to no­tice.




    Chi­un was prob­ably still an­gry with him, and pout­ing among his trea­sures was the surest

    tac­tic to get Re­mo to come to him, beg­ging for­give­ness. It wasn’t go­ing to work this

    time. Rem told him­self. Let Chi­un pout. Let him pout all night. Re­mo went on eat­ing.




    No one else seemed to no­tice that Chi­un wasn’t there. Or if they did. they didn’t re­mark

    on it.




    The vil­lagers sat in the smoothed dirt of the square all around Re­mo and Mah-​Li. Clos­est

    to them squat­ted old Pullyang, the vil­lage care­tak­er. Dur­ing the pe­ri­od of Chi­un’s

    work-​his ex­ile, he had bit­ter­ly called it-​in Amer­ica- Pul­lvang ran the vil­lage. He was

    Chi­un’s clos­est ad­vis­er. But even he didn’t seem con­cerned about Chi­un’s ab­sence.




    Pullyang leaned over to Re­mo, a lit­tle cack­le drib­bling off his lips. Re­mo knew that

    cack­le meant a joke was com­ing. Pullyang loved to tell jokes. Pullyang’s jokes would shame a

    preschool­er.




    “Why did the pig cross the road?” Pullyang whis­pered, gig­gling.




    Re­mo, not think­ing, asked, “Why?”




    “To get to the oth­er side,” Pullyang howled, He re­peat­ed the joke to the crowd. The crowd

    howled. Even Mah-​Li gig­gled.




    Re­mo smiled weak­ly. Hu­mor was not a Ko­re­an na­tion­al trait. He would have to get used

    to it.




    Re­mo de­cid­ed that it might be bet­ter to in­tro­duce a more so­phis­ti­cat­ed brand of

    hu­mor to the good peo­ple of Sinan­ju. He searched his mind for an ap­pro­pri­ate joke. He

    re­mem­bered one Chi­un had told him.




    “How many Py­ongyangers does it take to change a light bulb?” Re­mo knew Sinan­juers

    con­sid­ered the peo­ple of the North Ko­re­an cap­ital par­tic­ular­ly back­ward.




    “What is a light bulb?” asked Pullyang, dead­pan. Re­mo, tak­en aback, tried to

    ex­plain.




    “It is a glass bulb. You screw it in­to the ceil­ing of your house.”




    “Won’t the roof leak?” asked Pullyang.




    “No. The light bulb fills the hole.”




    “Why make the light bulb hole then?”




    “The hole doesn’t mat­ter,” Re­mo said. “The light bulb is used to make light. When you have

    light bulbs in your house, it is like hav­ing a lit­tle sun at your com­mand.”




    “Wouldn’t it be eas­ier to open a win­dow?”




    “You don’t use light bulbs in the day­time,” Re­mo said pa­tient­ly. “But at night. Imag­ine

    hav­ing light all night long.”




    The crowd all wore puz­zled faces. This was strange to them. Ev­er since Re­mo had agreed to

    live in Sinan­ju, he had promised them im­prove­ments. He had told them the trea­sures of

    Sina­niu had gath­ered dust for cen­turies and were go­ing to waste. Re­mo promised to use some

    of the gold to im­prove the vil­lage. Re­mo had been say­ing that for weeks, but so far

    noth­ing had changed. Some wise­ly sus­pect­ed that old Chi­un was hold­ing up these

    im­prove­ments.




    “Light all night long?” re­peat­ed Pullyang.




    “That’s right,” said Re­mo, grin­ning.




    But no one grinned back. In­stead there was a long un­com­fort­able si­lence.




    At length Mah-​Li whis­pered in Re­mo’s ear. “But how will we sleep at night?”




    “You can shut the light bulbs off any­time you want.”




    “Then why would we need them?”




    Re­mo thought hard. Why were these peo­ple so dense? Here he was do­ing his best to bring

    them civ­iliza­tion and a high­er stan­dard of liv­ing, and they made him sound so stupid.




    “Sup­pose you had to re­lieve your­self in the mid­dle of the night,” Re­mo sug­gest­ed.




    The crowd shrugged in uni­son. “You do it,” a lit­tle boy said.




    “But with a light bulb, you can see what you’re do­ing,” Re­mo point­ed out.




    The lit­tle boy gig­gled. All the chil­dren of the vil­lage laughed with him, but the adults

    looked mor­ti­fied.




    No one was go­ing to say the ob­vi­ous to Re­mo. Who would want to watch him­self

    per­form­ing a bod­ily func­tion? They all thought that, but to voice it to a Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju, even if he was a white Amer­ican with a big nose and un­nat­ural­ly round eyes, would

    be dis­re­spect­ful.




    Out of the cor­ner of his eye Re­mo, saw the door to the trea­sure house of Sinan­ju open a

    crack. Re­mo’s head swiveled, and Chi­un’s eyes locked with his. Sat­is­fied that Re­mo’s

    sens­es were fo­cused on the dwelling of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, who was ig­nor­ing him,

    Chi­un slammed the door.




    Re­mo mut­tered un­der his breath. He had looked. And Chi­un saw him look. Had he not

    looked, ev­ery­thing would have been fine. But not now. Now Re­mo could no longer pre­tend that

    there wasn’t a prob­lem.




    Re­mo ex­cused him­self from din­ner, squeezed Mah-​Li’s hand, and made for the trea­sure

    house.




    “Might as well get this over with,” he said to him­self. The door was locked, forc­ing Re­mo

    to knock.




    “Who knocks?” de­mand­ed Chi­un in a queru­lous voice.




    “You know damn well who knocks,” Re­mo snapped back. “You didn’t hear me come up the

    path?”




    “I heard an ele­phant. Is there an ele­phant with you?”




    “No, there’s no god­damn ele­phant with me.”




    The door shot open.




    Chi­un’s beam­ing face stared back at Re­mo’s.




    “I thought not. An ele­phant makes less noise than you.”




    “Can I come in?” Re­mo asked, con­trol­ling him­self with an ef­fort.




    “Why not? It is your house too.” And Chi­un moved back in­to the ta­per-​lit

    in­te­ri­or.




    Re­mo looked around. The heaps of trea­sure which oc­cu­pied ev­ery room had been moved

    about. There were Gre­cian busts, Chi­nese stat­ues, jars of pre­cious gems, and gold in all

    its forms, from in­got to urn. “Re­dec­orat­ing?” asked Re­mo as Chi­un set­tled in­to the low

    throne which sat in the cen­ter of the main room.




    “I was tak­ing count.”




    “I nev­er no­ticed these be­fore,” Re­mo said, walk­ing to a group of or­nate pan­els

    stacked against one wall.




    “They are noth­ing,” said Chi­un dis­dain­ful­ly. “Too re­cent.”




    “I read about these,” Re­mo went on. “These pan­els are known as the Room of Gold. They’re

    some kind of Eu­ro­pean trea­sure. I re­mem­ber read­ing an ar­ti­cle about them once. They’re

    a na­tion­al trea­sure of Czechoslo­vakia or Hun­gary or some place like that. They’ve been

    miss­ing since the war.”




    “They have not,” Chi­un cor­rect­ed. “They have been here.”




    “The Eu­ro­peans don’t know that. They think the Nazis took them.”




    “They did.”




    “Then what are you do­ing with them?”




    “The Nazis were good at tak­ing things that were not theirs. They were not good at keep­ing

    them. Ask any Eu­ro­pean.”




    “I will, if any drop in for tea.”




    “Do you miss Amer­ica, Re­mo?” Chi­un asked sud­den­ly.




    “Amer­ica is where I was born. Sure, some­times I miss it. But I’m hap­py here. Re­al­ly,

    Lit­tle Fa­ther.” Chi­un nod­ded, his hazel eyes bright.




    “Our ways are strange to you, even though now you, too, are a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.”




    “You will al­ways be the Mas­ter in my eyes, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “A good an­swer,” said Chi­un. “And well spo­ken.”




    “Thank you,” said Re­mo, hop­ing it would head off an­oth­er one of Chi­un’s end­less

    com­plaints about the frail state of his health in these, the end­ing days of his life.




    “But I, be­ing frail and in my end­ing days, will not al­ways be the Mas­ter of this

    vil­lage,” said Chi­un. “You are the next Mas­ter. This we have agreed to.”




    “I hope that day is far off,” said Re­mo sin­cere­ly.




    “Not long ago it seemed that you would take my place much soon­er.”




    Re­mo nod­ded, sur­prised that Chi­un would bring up that sub­ject him­self. Re­mo was

    con­vinced Chi­un’s re­cent ill­ness had been an elab­orate con game de­signed to get them out

    of Amer­ica. His mirac­ulous re­cov­ery was sus­pi­cious, but Re­mo had not pressed the is­sue.

    He was too hap­py now that he had found Mah-​Li. If it was one of Chi­un’s guilt trips that had

    brought that about, Re­mo rea­soned, well, why not? Some peo­ple met through clas­si­fied

    ads.




    “We are both still young, you and I,” said Chi­un. “But I have suf­fered much in Amer­ica,

    work­ing for Mad Harold, the non-​em­per­or. Too long have I breathed the foul, dirty air of

    your birth­place. It has robbed me of some of my years, but I have a good many years left.

    Decades. Many decades.”




    “I am glad,” said Re­mo, won­der­ing where this was lead­ing.




    “Even though you are soon to wed, which is the next im­por­tant step to­ward as­sum­ing

    re­spon­si­bil­ity for my vil­lage, we must ob­serve suc­ces­sion.”




    “Of course.”




    “You must learn to live as a Ko­re­an.”




    “I’m try­ing. I think the vil­lagers like me now.”




    “Do not rush them, Re­mo,” Chi­un said sud­den­ly.




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther?”




    “Do not force your­self up­on them. In their eyes, you are strange, dif­fer­ent.”




    “I’m just try­ing to get along,” Re­mo said.




    “You are to be com­mend­ed for that. But if you tru­ly wish to get along, you must do so

    ac­cord­ing to rank.”




    “Rank?” asked Re­mo. “What rank? Ev­ery­body’s a peas­ant. Ex­cept you, of course.”




    Chi­un raised a long-​nailed fin­ger. It caught the mel­low can­dle­light like a pol­ished

    blade of bone. It looked del­icate, but Re­mo had seen it slice through sheet met­al.




    “Ex­act­ly,” said Chi­un.




    “I don’t get it.”




    “If you de­sire to get along, your first pri­or­ity should be to get along with me.”




    “Mean­ing?”




    “Throw off the last of your Amer­ican white­ness. In your for­mer life, you were a

    cater­pil­lar, a low­ly green cater­pil­lar.”




    “I thought you said I was white.”




    “You are.”




    “Which is it, white or green?”




    “Hon­est­ly, Re­mo,” Chum said. “You are so lit­er­al-​mind­ed. I was speak­ing in im­ages.

    You are white, but you are like the green cater­pil­lar. And I am ask­ing you to emerge from

    the co­coon of your white­ness. In the full­ness of time, you will emerge as a

    but­ter­fly.”




    “What col­or?” Re­mo asked.




    “Why, yel­low, of course. Like me.”




    “You?”




    “Yes, me.”




    “I nev­er thought of you as a but­ter­fly be­fore.”




    “How could you? Cater­pil­lars do not think. Heh-​heh. They do not think, but in­stead

    squirm in the mud wish­ing to be but­ter­flies. Heh-​heh.”




    “You’re un­hap­py that the vil­lagers are pay­ing so much at­ten­tion to me, is that it?”

    Re­mo asked.




    “Of course not,” said Chi­un. “I mere­ly ask that you do not frat­er­nize with them

    ex­ces­sive­ly. You are a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. They are the vil­lagers. They must look up to

    you. They can­not look up to you if you are squat­ting in the dirt with them ev­ery night,

    eat­ing the same food, shar­ing in their peas­ant jokes.”




    “The com­mu­nal meals were your idea, Lit­tle Fa­ther. Don’t you re­mem­ber? You want­ed the

    vil­lage to be one hap­py fam­ily.”




    “It has gone on too long. You are too hap­py. It is not good to be too hap­py.”




    “I could be a lot hap­pi­er,” said Re­mo.




    “Name the thing that will in­crease your hap­pi­ness, Re­mo, for your hap­pi­ness is

    mine.”




    “Let’s cut this en­gage­ment pe­ri­od down to some­thing rea­son­able.”




    “Such as?”




    “One week.”




    “It is too late for that,” said Chi­un stern­ly.




    “Why?”




    “You have al­ready been en­gaged for eight weeks. Even a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju can­not roll

    back time.”




    “I meant one more week. I don’t see why I can’t mar­ry Mah-​Li soon­er.”




    “Tra­di­tion for­bids it,” said Chi­un. “A Mas­ter of Sinan­ju mar­ries for life. He must

    mar­ry wise­ly. You must get to know Mah-​Li bet­ter.”




    “A nine-​month en­gage­ment is too much. I re­spect your wish­es, but it is too much.”




    “As a mat­ter of fact. Re­mo, I have been re­con­sid­er­ing the for­mal en­gage­ment

    pe­ri­od.”




    “Oh?”




    “I have been think­ing that five years is more ap­pro­pri­ate. “




    “Five-!”




    Chi­un waved Re­mo’s out­burst aside. “I said re­con­sid­er­ing. I have not made up my mind.

    I will keep your re­quest in mind as I give this mat­ter more thought.”




    Re­mo re­laxed. “When will you let me know?” he asked.




    “Two, per­haps three years.”




    “Chi­un!”




    “Hush, Re­mo. Do not shout. It is un­seem­ly. What if the vil­lagers hear us

    quar­rel­ing?”




    “No chance. Not even an air-​raid siren could pierce through these tapestries and stacks of

    gold.”




    “You can­not mar­ry too soon. It would be wrong.”




    “I’ve been ask­ing around. The nor­mal en­gage­ment pe­ri­od is on­ly three months.”




    “That is for Ko­re­ans,” re­mind­ed Chi­un. “You are not a true Ko­re­an.”




    “I will nev­er be a Ko­re­an. You know that.”




    “We will work on that. Put your­self in my hands, Re­mo.”




    “And an­oth­er thing, what about the vil­lage?”




    “What about it?”




    “I have some ideas that will make it bet­ter,” said Re­mo, tak­ing a piece of pa­per from

    his trous­er pock­et. Re­mo looked it over.




    “Bet­ter than what?” asked Chi­un, gen­uine­ly puz­zled. “This is Sinan­ju. It is the

    cen­ter of the uni­verse. What could make it bet­ter?”




    “Run­ning wa­ter, for one thing.”




    “We are by the ocean. We have all the wa­ter we need. “




    “Not to drink,” said Re­mo.




    “Sinan­ju is blessed with the sweet­est rain,” Chi­un said, mak­ing flut­ter­ing mo­tions

    with his fin­ger­nails. “You have on­ly to set out your pots to col­lect your fill.”




    “I was think­ing about putting in toi­lets.”




    Chi­un made a dis­gust­ed face. “Toi­lets are a Eu­ro­pean con­fi­dence trick. They pro­mote

    sloth and lazi­ness.”




    “How so?”




    “They are too com­fort­able. They are in­doors, where it is warm. This en­cour­ages peo­ple

    to sit on them too long, read­ing mind­less mag­azines, ru­in­ing their minds and

    pos­ture.”




    “There isn’t even a de­cent out­house in the en­tire vil­lage. Ev­ery­body us­es cham­ber

    pots or goes be­hind a rock. Af­ter a big feast, the air is un­breath­able.”




    “It is the nat­ural way. Fer­til­iz­er. It helps the crops.”




    “The on­ly crops in Sinan­ju are mud and rocks,” Re­mo said flat­ly. “The peo­ple are so

    lazy even the rice has to be trucked in.”




    “Do not in­sult my peo­ple, Re­mo,” Chi­un warned.




    “What’s in­sult­ing about good hy­giene? I know you have a toi­let in this house,” Re­mo

    point­ed out.




    “This house was built by the finest Egyp­tian ar­chi­tects,” Chi­un said lofti­ly, “back

    when Egyp­tians were good for some­thing more than los­ing wars and dust­ing the ru­ins of

    their an­ces­tors. It con­tains many cu­riosi­ties. Some­where in it there is a Eu­ro­pean

    wa­ter clos­et, I am sure. An an­tique.”




    “I hear it flush from time to time.”




    “It is nec­es­sary to keep even an­tiques in prop­er work­ing or­der,” Chi­un sniffed.




    “Chi­un, you’ve got tons of gold just sit­ting here do­ing noth­ing and your peo­ple are

    liv­ing like . . . like . . .”




    “Like Ko­re­ans,” sup­plied Chi­un.




    “Ex­act­ly.”




    “I am glad we un­der­stand one an­oth­er.”




    “No, we don’t,” Re­mo said. “If I’m go­ing to live here the rest of my life, I want to do

    some­thing con­struc­tive. These peo­ple don’t need more gold or more se­cu­ri­ty. They need a

    bet­ter stan­dard of liv­ing.”




    “The peo­ple of Sinan­ju have food,” said Chi­un slow­ly. “They have fam­ily. they have

    pro­tec­tion. Even Amer­icans have not that. Amer­icans are sub­ject to all man­ner of

    bru­tal­ity from oth­er Amer­icans. In Sinan­ju, as long as there is a Mas­ter of Si­ilan­ju,

    no one need fear theft.”




    “That’s be­cause no one has any­thing worth steal­ing.”




    “They have me. I am their wealth. They have the pro­tec­tion of the awe­some mag­nif­icence

    that is Chi­un, reign­ing Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. They know that. They ap­pre­ci­ate that. They

    love me.”




    Just then there was a knock on the door. “En­ter, beloved sub­ject,” said Chi­un loud­ly.

    Pullyang, the care­tak­er, scut­tled in­to the room. He came to Re­mo’s side and whis­pered

    in­to his ear. He took no no­tice of Chi­un.




    “Three,” said Rel­no.




    Pullyang dou­bled over with laugh­ter. He ran out in­to the night. Rc­mo heard him re­peat

    his an­swer over and over. Oth­er laugh­ter welled up in­to the night.




    “He didn’t wait for the punch line,” said Re­mo. “That wasn’t even the fun­ny part.”




    “What did Pullyang ask of you?” de­mand­ed Chi­un.




    “He want­ed to know how many Py­ongyangers it takes to change a light bulb.”




    “That was my joke!” Chinn hissed. And with a fu­ri­ous swirl of sleeves and skirts he leapt

    to his feet and bound­ed to the door.




    “It takes three Py­ongyangers to change a light bulb,” Chi­un shout­ed in­to the night. “One

    to change the bulb and two to shout en­cour­age­ment while he does this!” The laugh­ter died

    abrupt­ly.




    Chi­un slammed the door and re­turned to his throne. “I don’t un­der­stand the Ko­re­an

    sense of hu­mor,” said Re­mo.




    “That is be­cause you have none your­self. You are like all Amer­icans, who turn the

    re­liev­ing of bod­ily wastes in­to a leisure ac­tiv­ity. If I let you get your way now, you

    will next lit­ter my poor vil­lage with con­doms.”




    “What’s this?”




    “Con­doms,” re­peat­ed Chi­un. “They are an­oth­er Amer­ican con­fi­dence trick. The tall

    build­ings in which there are many rooms and each per­son owns a dif­fer­ent room. But

    ac­tu­al­ly they own on­ly the emp­ty space with­in those walls, which is to say they own

    noth­ing.”




    “Those are con­dos,” Re­mo cor­rect­ed.




    “And this is the trea­sure house of Sinan­ju. The house of my an­ces­tors, and the house of

    all fu­ture Mas­ters of Sinan­ju. In­clud­ing you. Is it not good enough for you,

    toi­let-​lov­ing Amer­ican white?”




    “I like it fine.”




    “Good. Then you will live here.”




    “When I am head of the vil­lage, yes,” said Re­mo. “But un­til then, Mah-​Li and I will live

    in the house I am build­ing with my own hands.”




    “So be it,” said Chi­un, com­ing to his feet. “I have giv­en you ev­ery­thing and you have

    spurned my best. Take your filthy be­long­ings and go sleep on the beach.”




    “What be­long­ings?” said Re­mo. “I’m wear­ing ev­ery­thing I own.”




    Chi­un’s fin­ger­nails flashed to the ma­hogany floor and speared the slip of pa­per on

    which Re­mo had writ­ten his list of im­prove­ments for the vil­lage of Sinan­ju.




    “This filthy be­long­ing,” said Chi­un, lift­ing it to Re­mo’s hurt face. “I will have no

    toi­lets or con­doms in Sinan­ju.”




    “Have it your way, then,” Re­mo said un­hap­pi­ly.




    He plucked the list and walked out of the House of the Mas­ters with­out a back­ward

    glance.


  




  

    Chapter 5




    Dr. Harold K. Smith was a sim­ple coun­try doc­tor. The peo­ple of Oakham, Mas­sachusetts,

    liked Dr. Har­ry, as he was called. He made house calls. No doc­tors made house calls any­more.

    Not when there was so much mon­ey to be made off the sick, and the most ef­fi­cient way was to

    jam them in­to the of­fice wait­ing room with plen­ty of wait­ing.




    Dr. Har­ry had been mak­ing house calls for near­ly forty years. He liked the homey touch.

    It was a nice, stress-​free way to prac­tice medicine. It filled his six­ty-​nine-​year-​old

    soul with peace. And even at his age, peace was what he most yearned for.




    Dr. Har­ry might nev­er have tak­en this route in life, but up­on his grad­ua­tion from

    Tufts Med­ical School, he was draft­ed. That was in 1943. Dr. Har­ry spent the next two years

    as a com­bat medic with the First At­tack Squad, A Com­pa­ny, as they lib­er­at­ed France.




    He had seen young men run­ning one minute and scream­ing in mud­dy ditch­es-​their legs

    chopped to ham­burg­er by .50-cal­iber ma­chine-​gun bul­lets-​the next. Crouched in fox­holes,

    he had watched them be­ing blown to ragged chunks of meat by grenades, crushed un­der panz­er

    treads, and snuffed out with such ap­palling sud­den­ness that even to­day he still had

    night­mares and woke up in cold sweats.




    It had not been the best way to first prac­tice medicine, but it had meant some­thing. For

    some of the wound­ed Dr. Har­ry had treat­ed, it had meant the dif­fer­ence be­tween life and

    death, be­tween walk­ing back on the troop ships to Amer­ica and hob­bling on one leg and two

    crutch­es. Dr. Har­ry had ab­sorbed ev­ery­thing it was pos­si­ble for a physi­cian to learn

    about wound cav­ita­tion, trau­mat­ic am­pu­ta­tion, and hu­man en­durance, but af­ter

    re­turn­ing home in 1946, he went in­to fam­ily medicine and put the war out of his mind.

    Al­most.




    And so, on a par­tic­ular­ly bit­ter win­ter’s day, when a triple am­putee was wheeled,

    unan­nounced, in­to his shab­bi­ly gen­teel of­fice, Dr. Har­ry didn’t hes­itate to greet him.

    Even though the sight of the man brought back shud­der­ing mem­ories.




    The man’s age was im­pos­si­ble to guess. His face was rilled like a to­po­graph­ical map of

    the moun­tains of Mex­ico. His skin was un­nat­ural­ly pale, and the thin red blan­ket that

    rest­ed on his lap, cov­er­ing the front of the mo­tor­ized wheelchair, hung slack. There were

    two blunt bulges un­der it where his legs stopped.




    The man’s right arm end­ed in a steel claw, one of the new ap­pli­ances which were such a

    boon to the am­putee pop­ula­tion. Dr. Har­ry had read about them, but had nev­er seen one. His

    med­ical cu­rios­ity over­came his war mem­ories and he found him­self look­ing for­ward to

    ex­am­in­ing this pa­tient with un­ex­pect­ed ea­ger­ness.




    “I’m Dr. Smith,” said Dr. Har­ry to the old man and his beau­ti­ful blond com­pan­ion. “What

    seems to be the trou­ble’?”




    “I’m Il­sa,” the blond said. “He’s hav­ing trou­ble with his good arm. I think it’s the

    sci­at­ic nerve. It’s act­ed up be­fore. “




    “You are his nurse?”




    “His com­pan­ion,” said Il­sa.




    She is so young, thought Dr. Har­ry, and so beau­ti­ful. He could tell by the so­lic­itous

    way she hov­ered over him that she was in­tense­ly de­vot­ed to this shat­tered shell of a

    hu­man be­ing.




    “Fol­low me in­to the ex­am­ina­tion room, and we’ll have a look,” Dr. Har­ry

    sug­gest­ed.




    “Il­sa, you will wait here,” the man said. His voice was as dry as his eves were bright. And

    they were very bright, un­nat­ural­ly bright.




    “Yes, of course.”




    Be­hind the closed pine door, Dr. Har­ry opened the stain­less-​steel draw­er con­tain­ing

    his in­stru­ments and said, “Please re­move your shirt.”




    Dr. Har­ry watched the man un­but­ton his shirt with his good hand. The fin­gers, gnarled

    and scarred, fum­bled at the but­tons. Dr. Har­ry nod­ded. Dex­ter­ity was im­paired, but not

    as bad as all that. Prob­ably the nerve was just in­flamed.




    When the shirt was off, Dr. Har­ry saw that from the neck down the man’s body was a

    stri­at­ed mass of scar tis­sue. Burns, hor­ri­ble ones, had done that a very long time

    ago.




    “I hope my ap­pear­ance does not dis­turb you,” said the old man. Dr. Har­ry sud­den­ly

    re­mem­bered that he’d not asked the pa­tient’s name. Nor­mal­ly he left that to his

    re­cep­tion­ist, but she had al­ready gone home for the day.




    “I saw as much and worse in my time. Dur­ing the war.”




    The pa­tient seemed to tense as Dr. Har­ry ap­proached with the blood-​pres­sure cuff.




    “You were in the war, World War Two?” the pa­tient asked.




    “Medic. Eu­ro­pean The­ater of Op­er­ations.”




    “Those were ter­ri­ble times, for both sides.”




    Dr. Har­ry nod­ded ab­sent­ly as he fit­ted the blood-​pres­sure sleeve about the pa­tient’s

    bi­cep. “Do you think you could work the pump?” he asked.




    The pa­tient took the bulb and be­gan squeez­ing rhyth­mi­cal­ly. The sleeve be­gan

    in­flat­ing.




    “I have nev­er seen an ap­pli­ance like yours,” Dr. Har­ry said. “Bion­ic?”




    “Yes. It is a boon to me, es­pe­cial­ly af­ter all these years. You see, I, too, was in the

    war. My life end­ed there, for all in­tents.”




    “A ter­ri­ble thing,” said Dr. Har­ry sym­pa­thet­ical­ly, look­ing at his watch, but

    sur­rep­ti­tious­ly ex­am­in­ing the claw. It fit­ted on­to the wood­en stump of the man’s

    wrist, the join­ing sealed in a plas­tic sleeve. Tiny wires led from the base of the

    ap­pli­ance to the man’s in­tact shoul­der mus­cles. Elec­trodes. Brain im­puls­es to those

    mus­cles pro­duced twitch­es which in turn sent elec­tri­cal sig­nals to the ar­ti­fi­cial

    hand. The sig­nals pro­duced hu­man­like fin­ger move­ments.




    Even as Dr. Har­ry watched, the steel claw tensed.




    The ma­chin­ery whirred briefly. It was fas­ci­nat­ing. He couldn’t take his eves off

    it.




    “Med­ical sci­ence is mak­ing re­mark­able strides,” the pa­tient said, notic­ing the

    doc­tor’s gaze.




    “They’re way ahead of this coun­try doc­tor. I un­der­stand they’ll be mak­ing bion­ic legs

    one day.”




    “Yes, but those are for men who still have one good leg. I know, I have looked in­to this.

    They can­not make them strong enough to sup­port a man on two met­al legs.”




    “In­ter­est­ing that you should say that,” said Dr. Har­ry, tak­ing the in­flat­ing bulb

    from the pa­tient’s hand. “I was read­ing about a new pro­cess some­one has in­vent­ed for

    forg­ing ti­ta­ni­um. You know, it’s stronger than steel and lighter as well. They’ve had

    ex­cel­lent luck us­ing it for im­plants, ar­ti­fi­cial joints and the like.”




    “Well, steel is too heavy for some us­es, and lighter met­als, like alu­minum for ex­am­ple,

    are too weak. They can’t take the stress. If this man’s pro­cess works as they say it does, I

    can see the day when they’ll build bion­ic legs of ti­ta­ni­um to help men like your­self to

    walk.”




    “I am in­trigued. I must look in­to this. My doc­tors told me that there was no hope for

    me.”




    “There is al­ways hope. You just have to hang around long enough for sci­ence to catch up to

    our prob­lems.”




    “You are a great be­liev­er in hope, Dr. Smith.”




    Dr. Har­ry laughed. “I imag­ine so.”




    “Were you ev­er in Japan, Dr. Smith?” asked the pa­tient.




    “Af­ter the war, I came home. I haven’t left Mas­sachusetts since.”




    “I meant dur­ing the war. Were you there?”




    “No,”




    “Per­haps you do not remetnber?”




    “I’m sure I would,” Dr. Har­ry said ab­sent­ly, read­ing the sphyg­mo­manome­ter. “Your

    blood pres­sure is high. Hm­mm. it seems to be ris­ing even as you speak. When did this

    trou­ble come on?”




    “Forty years ago. In Japan.”




    “For­get Japan. I meant the nerve.”




    “It all start­ed then.” The steel claw whirred open like a venus fly­trap prepar­ing to

    catch a meal. “I have longed to meet you, Dr. Smith.”




    “Re­al­ly?” said Dr. Har­ry Smith, tak­ing his eyes off the claw with dif­fi­cul­ty.




    “Yes. Ev­er since that day in Japan, June 7, 1949.” The man’s voice had dropped to a growl,

    and Dr. Har­ry took an in­vol­un­tary step back. The man’s arm-​his good one-​shot out,

    catch­ing his open wrist. The grip was firm.




    “Ex­cuse me,” said Dr. Har­ry, wrig­gling free. But pulling free was a mis­take, be­cause

    with the touch of a lever, the griz­zled old man sent the wheelchair surg­ing for­ward. Dr.

    Har­ry felt some­thing clamp on­to his right thigh. He looked down.




    It was the steel claw. It bit through the cloth of his smock, which was red­den­ing. Had he

    spilled some mer­curochrome? But of course, he had not, and that voice was growl­ing close to

    his ear.




    “You thought I was dead, Dr. Smith. Harold K. Smith. You thought you had killed me that day.

    You did kill my fu­ture. But you did not kill my spir­it. I live. I lived for you. All these

    years for you. And this mo­ment.”




    Dr. Har­ry groped for the man’s wrist. Maybe if he snapped the con­nec­tion at the wrist

    sheath. Maybe. But the claw dug deep­er with that damnable whirring, and Dr. Har­ry slipped to

    his knees.




    “Il­sa!”




    Dr. Har­ry heard the throaty bark through ring­ing ears. The pain was in­ten­si­fy­ing.




    The blond bounced in through the door.




    “He’s not dead yet,” she said. Her voice was dis­ap­point­ed.




    “I would not have called you if I did not need help,” the old man snarled. “Hold him

    down.”




    Dr. Har­ry felt soft fin­gers clamp his round­ed shoul­ders, keep­ing him down on both

    knees. He tried to fight, but could not. And then through the ring­ing in his ears, he heard

    the whirring of the steel claw as it found his throat. The last words he heard were the

    girl’s.




    “I hope this one doesn’t wet all over me too.”




    Dr. Har­ry fell on­to the leg­less lap of the man in the wheelchair and slid off, tak­ing

    the thin red blan­ket with him. On the un­der­side, the crooked black cross of the swasti­ka

    blazed like a black­ened em­ber in its white cir­cle.




    “Was it him?” Il­sa asked breath­less­ly.




    “No, it was not him. I could tell the first time he spoke. It was not his voice.”




    “Then why did you kill him?”




    “His name was Harold Smith. It was rea­son enough. Pick up the flag and let us de­part.”




    “Are we go­ing to Boston next? There must be a lot of Harold Smiths there.”




    “No. Boston must wait. This doc­tor told me some­thing im­por­tant. We must re­turn home,

    im­me­di­ate­ly. I must speak with my doc­tor about an im­por­tant new dis­cov­ery in

    met­als.”


  




  

    Chapter 6




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju was un­hap­py.




    Seat­ed amid the op­ulence of the trea­sures of his an­ces­tors, he hung his head low. He

    could not sleep. He lacked ap­petite-​not that it mat­tered to the peo­ple of his vil­lage.




    When Chi­un had not joined the com­mu­nal evening meal, no one had come to in­quire of his

    health. No one had of­fered so much as a bowl of cold rice. Not Pullyang, the for­mer­ly

    faith­ful, nor Mah-​Li, to whom he had be­stowed a dowry of gold so that she could mar­ry

    Re­mo-​a dowry that had been the last ship­ment of gold from the mad non-​em­per­or Harold

    Smith.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju picked up the goose­qui­ll that would in­scribe this day’s in­famy

    in the per­son­al dai­ly records of Chi­un, whom his­to­ry-​he hoped-​would call Chi­un the

    Great.




    Dip­ping the quill in­to the black ink in a stone re­cep­ta­cle, Chi­un be­gan to

    tran­scribe, not for the first time, the sto­ry of how he had tak­en a white, a home­less

    un­want­ed white, and be­stowed up­on him the great art of Sinan­ju. He paused, pon­der­ing how

    best to de­scribe Re­mo.




    In past years, he had avoid­ed the ob­vi­ous; Re­mo the White. Too in­del­icate. Re­mo the

    Fair seemed a good com­pro­mise. But for this scroll, Chi­un de­cid­ed, he would be called

    Re­mo the In­grate.




    Chi­un wrote “Re­mo the In­grate” in the com­pli­cat­ed ideo­graph­ic lan­guage of his

    an­ces­tors and, sat­is­fied, wrote on.




    He record­ed how the vil­lage, daz­zled by the com­ing of the in­grate, Re­mo, had turned

    against Chi­un. Not in ob­vi­ous ways, he has­tened to scrib­ble-​for he did not wish his

    de­scen­dants to call him “Chi­un, the Mas­ter who lost the re­spect of the vil­lage”-but in

    sub­tle ways, in­sid­ious ways. They paid at­ten­tion to Re­mo. And in pay­ing at­ten­tion to

    him, there was less at­ten­tion paid to the prop­er per­son. Chi­un de­cid­ed not to men­tion

    who the prop­er per­son might be. Bet­ter that fu­ture Mas­ters learn to read be­tween the

    lines, where truth usu­al­ly lay.




    Chi­un wrote of his pride-​a pride now sul­lied by in­grat­itude-​in bring­ing the white to

    Sinan­ju. For this fair-​skinned Ko­re­an had tak­en to Sinan­ju bet­ter than any pupil be­fore

    him. He had grown through the phas­es of Sinan­ju, from the night of the salt to that

    glo­ri­ous day when the spir­it of Wang, great­est Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, had vis­it­ed him. It

    had been on­ly last year, but the bound­less pride of it still filled Chi­un’s aged heart.

    Re­mo had seen the great Wang and was now a full Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. It was on­ly meet that

    the vil­lagers ac­cord him due re­spect, de­spite his de­fi­cien­cies of pig­ment. But even the

    great Wang would have been the first to say that in Re­mo’s case, less is more.




    “Less is more,” cack­led Chi­un aloud. He had heard the phrase on an Amer­ican TV

    com­mer­cial and liked it. In a few cen­turies, when Amer­ica had gone the in­evitable way of

    the Ro­man Em­pire and slipped in­to his­to­ry, no one would know that the apho­rism was not

    Chi­un’s own.




    Re­mo, Chi­un wrote, was the ful­fill­ment of the great­est leg­end in the his­to­ry of

    Sinan­ju. He was the night tiger who was white, but who in com­ing to Sinan­ju would be

    re­vealed as the in­car­na­tion of Shi­va, the De­stroy­er. Chi­un had known Re­mo was Shi­va

    for many years. But there had nev­er been proof oth­er than the clues the leg­ends had

    fore­told.




    But in the Amer­ican city of De­troit, Chi­un wrote on, a city so un­hap­py that on cer­tain

    re­li­gious hol­idays the in­hab­itants at­tempt­ed to burn it to the ground, Chi­un had

    con­front­ed, not Shi­va the De­stroy­er, but Shi­va Re­mo.




    Re­mo had been in­jured in a fire. Chi­un had pulled him from a tan­gle of wreck­age. When

    Re­mo had come to life, he spoke not in Re­mo’s voice. He said words that were not words Chi­un

    had come to ex­pect from his for­mer pupil. They were cru­el words. For Re­mo had not

    rec­og­nized Chi­un. Not at all. Not even af­ter all they had been through to­geth­er.




    Even now, months lat­er, Chi­un had dif­fi­cul­ty sup­press­ing the shock he had

    ex­pe­ri­enced see­ing Re­mo un­der the spell of the Hin­du God of De­struc­tion. In one

    ac­ci­dent, all that Chi­un had worked for, the train­ing of a new Mas­ter, one who would one

    day re­turn to Sinan­ju, mar­ry, and raise yet an­oth­er Mas­ter, had been dis­pelled like a

    frag­ile soap bub­ble.




    Re­mo’s spell had been tem­po­rary, but Chinn could not know how long it would be be­fore

    Shi­va re­pos­sessed Re­mo’s mind once more. And so Chi­un, to save the years of train­ing he

    had poured in­to the un­grate­ful white, to en­sure the con­tin­ua­tion of his line, had

    con­trived to break the bonds that tied Re­mo to his home­land. The na­ture of this

    sub­terfuge, Chi­un wrote on the scroll, was not im­por­tant ex­cept per­haps to note in

    pass­ing its bril­liance. Af­ter a pause, Chi­un in­sert­ed the word “un­sur­passed” be­fore

    the word “bril­liance.” Some truths did not be­long be­tween the lines.




    It had worked, Chi­un wrote on. He and Re­mo had re­turned to Sinan­ju, no longer bound to

    work for the client state of Amer­ica. Re­mo had agreed to suc­ceed Chi­un and had fall­en in

    love with a Ko­re­an maid­en. And now they were to wed. In time, there would be

    grand­chil­dren. And Chi­un’s life­work would be com­plete. Chi­un, who had mar­ried un­wise­ly

    and had no liv­ing heir to call his own. Chi­un, who was forced to take a white pupil to

    con­tin­ue the line of Sinan­ju, and al­though his mis­judg­ment might have been

    catas­troph­ic, had in fact pro­duced the great­est Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, Re­mo the Fair.




    Chi­un stopped and crossed out the word “Fair,” sub­sti­tut­ing “In­grate.” Then he crossed

    that word out and tried to think of a word that some­how meant both. He could think of

    none.




    And in think­ing, he was re­mind­ed of his sad­ness. All of his dreams for Re­mo-​and for

    Sinan­ju-​had come true. Yet he was un­hap­py. The trea­sure house of Sinan­ju was burst­ing

    with new gold and old trea­sure. Yet he was un­hap­py. He need nev­er work in a for­eign land

    again. Yet he was un­hap­py. Re­mo had promised to re­main with hirn in Sinan­ju, tak­ing no

    out­side work with­out mu­tu­al agree­ment. And Chi­un was un­hap­py.




    But he dared not ad­mit this. Re­mo had al­ways com­plained about Chi­un’s con­stant

    carp­ing, as he had called it. Chi­un thought the choice of words un­for­tu­nate, even harsh,

    but un­der­stood that there was a grain of truth in them. Chi­un had for years be­seeched Re­mo

    to aban­don Amer­ica and work for more rea­son­able em­pires. Like Per­sia, now fall­en in­to

    dis­grace and called Iran. Chi­un had hoped that work­ing for an­oth­er coun­try would be the

    first step to­ward mak­ing Re­mo a Ko­re­an.




    Now Re­mo had done bet­ter. He had come to Sinan­ju and had won over its in­hab­itants.

    Chi­un had nev­er thought it would hap­pen, much less hap­pen this eas­ily. And still Chi­un

    was un­hap­py.




    He would have liked to com­plain open­ly, but he dared not. If Re­mo thought that Chi­un was

    un­hap­py, as much as Re­mo loved Chi­un, he might do some­thing rash. Like in­sist that they

    re­turn to Amer­ica, where Chi­un had been hap­pi­er. Com­par­ative­ly.




    A pe­cu­liar look crossed the wrin­kled fea­tures of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju at that

    thought.




    He set aside his scroll to dry, and from a low ta­ble took a square piece of parch­ment. It

    had been man­ufac­tured dur­ing the reign of Thut­mo­sis II. By West­ern stan­dards it was

    price­less. To the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju it was notepa­per wor­thy of the great­est house of

    as­sas­sins in his­to­ry.




    Chi­un ad­dressed the note to Re­mo, sud­den­ly think­ing of a word that meant both “fair”

    and “in­grate,” and be­gan to write.




    A green out­line of the Unit­ed States of Amer­ica filled the right-​hand side of the

    com­put­er screen.




    Dr. Harold W. Smith tapped a key and the bor­ders of the forty-​eight con­tigu­ous states

    ap­peared with­in the out­line. On the left-​hand side of the screen, sep­arat­ed by a dot­ted

    line, was a ver­ti­cal list of Harold Smiths, along with the dates and places of their deaths.

    Smith had called up the list af­ter a new man, a Dr. Harold K. Smith, had been found mur­dered

    in his Mas­sachusetts of­fice. His was the last name on the list, which was ar­ranged

    chrono­log­ical­ly by date of death.




    Dr. Smith’s fin­gers flur­ried across the board, tap­ping in a key­ing se­quence.




    One by one, a num­ber was as­signed to each name on the list. And one by one, a

    cor­re­spond­ing num­ber ap­peared on the map. Each time a new num­ber ap­peared on the

    out­line, a sol­id green line ran from the pre­vi­ous num­ber to its lo­ca­tion, like a child’s

    con­nect-​the-​dots game.




    When the pro­gram ceased run­ning, Dr. Smith had a zigzag line run­ning from Al­aba­ma to

    Mas­sachusetts. The line me­an­dered in a wind­ing but def­inite pro­gres­sion. That prob­ably

    meant the mur­der­er-​if there was on­ly one-​trav­eled by road.




    Smith tapped a key and all ma­jor U.S. high­ways ap­peared on the map.




    The zigzag line seemed to cor­re­spond to the ma­jor high­way sys­tems in the states in

    which the mur­ders had been com­mit­ted. It was a con­fir­ma­tion; there was a pat­tern. And

    the line, which had head­ed in a norther­ly di­rec­tion from Al­aba­ma up through the Great

    Lakes re­gion and in­to New Eng­land, was now mov­ing south. The next Harold Smith to die,

    Smith de­duced would be in Mas­sachusetts, Rhode Is­land, or Con­necti­cut. And af­ter

    that?




    The trav­el­ing killer could not drive east in­to the At­lantic Ocean. Thus he could

    con­tin­ue ei­ther south in­to New York, or west, in­to up­state New York. Ei­ther way, Smith

    re­al­ized with a queasy feel­ing, the killer’s path would bring him, even­tu­al­ly,

    in­ex­orably, to Rye, New York.




    And to him­self; Harold W. Smith.


  




  

    Chapter 7




    An ac­ci­dent of seat­ing had made Fer­ris D’Orr one of the lead­ing lights in his

    field.




    Fer­ris D’Orr was in met­als. Some who could make that claim spec­ulat­ed in gold or

    plat­inum, oth­ers in sil­ver. Fer­ris D’Orr was in ti­ta­ni­um. He didn’t buy it, sell it, or

    trade it. He worked it. He was, at age twen­ty-​four, one of the lead­ing met­al­lur­gists in a

    field where prac­ti­cal ap­pli­ca­tion, not scarci­ty, cre­at­ed val­ue.




    As he tooled his sil­ver-​gray BMW in­to the park­ing lot of Ti­tan­ic Ti­ta­ni­um

    Tech­nolo­gies, in Falls Church, Vir­ginia, Fer­ris D’Orr thought again of that por­ten­tous

    day when it had all be­gun.




    D’Orr had been a high-​school stu­dent, and not a very good one in­ci­den­tal­ly, dat­ing

    Dorin­da Dom­michi, the daugh­ter of a den­tist who thought Fer­ris was a lik­able enough

    fel­low, but not much more. That was be­cause Fer­ris lacked am­bi­tion. To­tal­ly. He had no

    plans for col­lege, no par­tic­ular ca­reer di­rec­tion, and a vague hope of win­ning the state

    lot­tery.




    Fer­ris al­so had hopes of mar­ry­ing Dorin­da. If for no oth­er rea­son than that her folks

    had mon­ey. Fer­ris liked mon­ey.




    It had all come crash­ing down one night on the front seat of Fer­ris’ gas-​guz­zling

    Chrysler. Fer­ris had de­cid­ed that it was time that his re­la­tion­ship with Dorin­da, in his

    words, “as­cend to a new plateau of in­ti­ma­cy.”




    “Okay,” said Dorin­da, not ex­act­ly un­der­stand­ing, but lik­ing the sound of the

    words.




    “Ex­cel­lent,” said Fer­ris, pulling her sweater up over her head.




    “What are you do­ing?” asked Darin­da.




    “We’re as­cend­ing. Re­mem­ber?”




    “Then why are you push­ing me down on the seat?”




    “How do you un­lock this thing?” Fer­ris asked, tug­ging on her bra strap.




    “Try the front.”




    “That’s where I’m head­ed. Your front.”




    “I mean it un­locks in front.”




    “Oh. Why didn’t you say so?”




    It had not been the ex­cit­ing, plea­sur­able ex­pe­ri­ence Fer­ris D’Orr had al­ways

    dreamed of. The front seat was too cramped. Af­ter Fer­ris got one leg tan­gled in the

    steer­ing wheel, they tried the back seat.




    “That’s bet­ter,” Fer­ris grunt­ed. He was sweat­ing. It seemed like a lot more work than he

    ex­pect­ed.




    “This is icky,” said Dorin­da, her brows knit­ting.




    “Give it time. We’re just get­ting start­ed.”




    No soon­er were the words out of his mouth than Fer­ris was done.




    “That’s it?” asked Dorin­da in a dis­ap­point­ed voice.




    “Wasn’t it won­der­ful?” asked Fer­ris, dreamy-​eyed.




    “It was icky. Let’s go see a movie and for­get this ev­er hap­pened.”




    “Dorin­da, I love you,” Fer­ris said, tak­ing Dorin­da in his arms. And in his pas­sion, he

    spilled his great­est se­cret. “I want to mar­ry you.”




    “Maybe,” said Dorin­da. “I’ll have to ask my fa­ther first. “




    “My moth­er might ob­ject too,” said Fer­ris. “She’s got some crazy idea of me mar­ry­ing a

    nice Jew­ish girl.”




    “How come?” Dorin­da asked, clos­ing her jeans.




    “My moth­er is Jew­ish. But I’m not.”




    “That’s nice,” said Dorin­da.




    “I’m on­ly telling you this be­cause I don’t want any se­crets be­tween us now. Not af­ter

    tonight. Promise that this will be our lit­tle se­cret?”




    “I promise,” said Dorin­da, who at break­fast the next morn­ing asked her fa­ther a sim­ple

    ques­tion.




    “What’s Jew­ish?”




    “A Per­son who is a Jew is Jew­ish. It’s a re­li­gion. You’ve heard Fa­ther Mal­one men­tion

    them at Mass.”




    “Oh,” said Dorin­da, who skied in the win­ter, sailed in the sum­mer, and rode hors­es the

    rest of the year, but oth­er­wise didn’t get around much. “I thought they on­ly ex­ist­ed in

    the Bible. Like Phar­isees.”




    “Why do you ask?” said Dorin­da’s moth­er.




    “Be­cause Fer­ris said he wasn’t one.”




    “Of course not. He goes to church with us, doesn’t he?”




    “But his moth­er is, though.”




    Mrs. Dom­michi dropped her cof­fee. Dr. Dom­michi coughed vi­olent­ly.




    “When did he tell you this?” asked Dr. Dom­michi ca­su­al­ly.




    “Af­ter,” said Dorin­da, but­ter­ing a muf­fin.




    “Af­ter what’?”




    “Af­ter we as­cend­ed the new plateau of in­ti­ma­cy.” Fer­ris D’Orr no­ticed a def­inite

    cool­ness in the Dom­michi fam­ily’s at­ti­tude to­ward him the next time he hap­pened to drop

    in at sup­per­time. At first, he thought it was some­thing he had said, but when they stopped

    invit­ing him on the week­ly fam­ily boat out­ings, he knew he was in deep trou­ble.




    He asked Dorin­da what was wrong one night while she was re­sist­ing his at­tempts to

    un­clasp her bra.




    “My dad says you’re a Jew.”




    Fer­ris stopped. “You told him!”




    “Of course.”




    “But that was a se­cret. Our se­cret.”




    “Isn’t that what se­crets are for, to tell oth­er peo­ple?”




    “I’m not a Jew. My moth­er is a Jew. My fa­ther was a Catholic. I was raised Catholic. Even

    af­ter my fa­ther died, I stayed Catholic. De­spite my moth­er’s nag­ging.”




    “My fa­ther says a Jew is a Jew.”




    “What else does he say?” asked Fer­ris de­ject­ed­ly, giv­ing up on Dorin­da’s snow-​white

    brassiere.




    “He says that I shouldn’t count on mar­ry­ing you.”




    “Damn,” said Fer­ris D’Orr, re­al­iz­ing his meal tick­et was slip­ping out of his

    fin­gers.




    De­spite that, Dorin­da’s fam­ily had in­vit­ed him to Thanks­giv­ing din­ner. It was a

    typ­ical Ital­ian Thanks­giv­ing, with a lot of wine, gar­lic bread, home­made ravi­oli, and

    lin­guine in clam sauce. And as an af­terthought, a very small turkey. You didn’t eat much

    turkey with all that pas­ta. Fer­ris sus­pect­ed that Dorin­da had to throw a tantrum to

    wan­gle the in­vi­ta­tion.




    His sus­pi­cions were con­firmed when, in­stead of seat­ing him at the fam­ily ta­ble next

    to Dorin­da, her par­ents, and the sev­en Dom­michi chil­dren, he got stuck in a satel­lite

    ta­ble with a gag­gle of cousins.




    Fer­ris made the best of it. He was there for the food, most­ly. And so he struck up a

    con­ver­sa­tion with a short-​haired cousin not many years old­er than he.




    “Fer­ris D’Orr,” he had said, siz­ing up the man.




    “John­ny Tes­ta. Hap­py to meet you.” He had the po­lite air of’an Ea­gle Scout about him.

    In fact, Fer­ris found him too nice. Maybe the guy is a priest or a sem­inary stu­dent, Fer­ris

    thought.




    “You from around here?”




    “Orig­inal­ly. I’m on leave at the mo­ment from the Navy.”




    “Oh yeah? Sub­marines and air­craft car­ri­ers and that stuff.”




    “Ac­tu­al­ly, I on­ly get out on the wa­ter when Un­cle Dom in­vites the fam­ily out on his

    sloop. I’m with the Naval Re­search Lab­ora­to­ry in Wash­ing­ton. I’m a met­al­lur­gist,”




    “You work with met­al?” said Fer­ris, rec­og­niz­ing half of the word. “Like a welder?”




    The Navy man laughed good-​na­tured­ly.




    “No, not ex­act­ly. My team is ex­per­iment­ing with ti­ta­ni­um ap­pli­ca­tions. It’s a

    met­al,” he added, see­ing Fer­ris’ blank look.




    “What’s so great about ti­ta­ni­um?” asked Fer­ris, tast­ing a rub­bery sub­stance that he

    re­al­ized, too late, was squid.




    “Ti­ta­ni­um is a cru­cial de­fense met­al. We use it for crit­ical parts of air­craft,

    sub­marines, satel­lites, sur­gi­cal im­plants, and oth­er high-​tech ap­pli­ca­tions. On the

    one hand, it’s great. It will with­stand cor­ro­sion, stress, and high-​speed pun­ish­ment. But

    it can’t be worked the way steel or iron is worked. You have to form it in cold state and then

    ma­chine it. It’s ex­pen­sive, and you lose a lot of it in the pro­cess. They call that the

    ‘buy-​to-​fly’ ra­tio. How much ti­ta­ni­um do you have to buy to make that air­craft part?

    Usu­al­ly the ra­tio is 1.5 to 1, which means you lose one-​third ofthe met­al in

    fab­ri­ca­tion.”




    “You’re re­al­ly in­to this stuff?” said Fer­ris.




    “Ti­ta­ni­um has oth­er prob­lems. Its melt­ing tem­per­ature is too high. Makes it tough to

    weld-​you have to do it in an in­ert-​gas cham­ber-​and prac­ti­cal­ly im­pos­si­ble to forge.

    When it reach­es its melt­ing point, it ab­sorbs ni­tro­gen, caus­ing em­brit­tle­ment.”




    “That makes it no good, right?” asked Fer­ris D’Orr, who thought he was catch­ing on.




    “Right. Ex­act­ly.”




    “So what do you do?”




    “We’re try­ing to find a way to make ti­ta­ni­um take or­di­nary weld­ing. If we can weld

    it, we can build air­craft from ti­ta­ni­um. Right now, we can on­ly use it for the most

    crit­ical ma­chine parts.”




    “Any­body see any pork?” Fer­ris said loud­ly, look­ing in Dr. Dom­michi’s di­rec­tion.

    “Boy, I could re­al­ly go for some juicy pork chops right about now. Yum yum, my

    fa­vorite.”




    The head ta­ble point­ed­ly ig­nored him and he set­tled for a pas­ta dish he didn’t

    rec­og­nize.




    “The met­al­lur­gist who can fig­ure it out will make bil­lions,” John­ny Tes­ta

    con­tin­ued.




    “Bil­lions? Maybe that guy will be you,” Fer­ris sug­gest­ed, se­cret­ly hop­ing it would

    not be.




    “If I suc­ceed, the Navy will get the mon­ey. I’ll just get the cred­it.”




    “That’s kin­da un­fair.”




    John­ny shook his head. “I won’t crack it. All I’m do­ing is tak­ing high-​speed cam­era

    films of weld­ing checks. We an­alyze the way the sol­der droplets fly off the ti­ta­ni­um

    forms. The re­al break­through will be in solv­ing the hot-​forg­ing prob­lem. They’re years

    away from re­al progress.”




    “How many ears?”




    “Five, maybe ten.”




    “How many years does it take to be­come a met­al­lur­gist’?”




    “Four. But it’s been done in less.”




    “Can you be a met­al­lur­gist with­out join­ing the Navy?”




    “Ab­so­lute­ly. I’ll bet some pri­vate firm pulls off this coup. Those are the boys who’ll

    make the bucks.”




    “Where do you go to learn this stuff?” asked Fer­ris D’Orr, who right then and there was

    mo­ti­vat­ed in­to a ca­reer de­ci­sion.




    “I went to MIT.”




    “That’s in Boston, isn’t it?”




    “Near Boston, any­way.”




    “Can you be more ex­act?” asked Fer­ris D’Orr, scrib­bling fu­ri­ous­ly on his linen

    nap­kin. “And spell ‘met­al­lur­gy’ for me, will ya?”




    The next day Fer­ris D’Orr broke off with the love­ly Dorin­da and start­ed hit­ting the

    text­books with a vengeance. He had two years of high school left and he was go­ing to make the

    best of them. In his spare time he read all he could about met­al­lur­gy so that when he got to

    MIT he’d have a head start. With his luck, some jok­er was go­ing to beat him to all those

    bil­lions of dol­lars.




    But no one did. Fer­ris got to MIT and com­plet­ed the four-​year met­al­lur­gy de­gree in

    three years. In his se­nior year, work­ing en­tire­ly on his own, he dis­cov­ered a method of

    an­neal­ing bronze that ex­perts spec­ulat­ed was sim­ilar to the method once known to the

    an­cient Egyp­tians, but now lost. Fer­ris im­me­di­ate­ly fell in­to a top po­si­tion with

    Ti­tan­ic Ti­ta­ni­um Tech­nolo­gies of Vir­ginia, one of the most im­por­tant

    de­fense-​in­dus­try met­al­lur­gy firms.




    That had been five years ago, thought Fer­ris D’Orr as he stepped from his car. In those

    five years he had risen to the po­si­tion of vice-​pres­ident of ex­ot­ic-​met­als

    ap­pli­ca­tions at Ti­tan­ic Ti­ta­ni­um. All that time, he pur­sued his goal in his per­son­al

    lab. He kept plug­ging away dur­ing the su­per­plas­tic form­ing scare, which dras­ti­cal­ly

    sim­pli­fied ti­ta­ni­um form­ing. He had squeaked through the rev­olu­tion in bond­ing

    ti­ta­ni­um with spaceage plas­tics, and the quartz-​lamp forg­ing ex­per­iments. Still the

    in­dus­try had not solved the ul­ti­mate prob­lem of forg­ing ti­ta­ni­um.




    This morn­ing, Fer­ris D’Orr thought to him­self, he was about to ren­der all those

    ad­vance­ments ob­so­lete. “Good morn­ing, Mr. D’Orr,” said the se­cu­ri­ty guard.




    “Good morn­ing, uh, Gold­stein,” said Fer­ris, squint­ing at the guard’s nametag. He made a

    men­tal note to have the man fired. He didn’t like Jews. They re­mind­ed him of his

    moth­er.




    Fer­ris D’Orr slipped his plas­tic key­card in­to the prop­er slot and the se­cu­ri­ty door

    buzzed open, then clicked shut be­hind him.




    In his pri­vate lab­ora­to­ry, Fer­ris got to work. He was ex­cit­ed. This was the day. Or

    maybe to­mor­row would be. He wasn’t sure, but he knew he was close. Very close.




    Three round bil­lets of gray­ish-​blue ti­ta­ni­um stood on a work­table. They bore the

    Ti­tan­ic Ti­ta­ni­um triple-​T stamp. They looked like or­di­nary lead bars, ex­cept for their

    round­ed cor­ners and high fin­ish. If you saw one ly­ing on the street you wouldn’t give it a

    sec­ond look.




    But Fer­ris knew that in their way, they rep­re­sent­ed the ul­ti­mate in ti­ta­ni­um

    tech­nol­ogy. To get pure ti­ta­ni­um in bar form, the met­al had to be con­sol­idat­ed from

    its mined gran­ule form. Even then, the bil­let was on­ly the raw ma­te­ri­al. It had to be

    painstak­ing­ly ground, cut, or ma­chined in­to us­able parts, and a lot of valu­able

    ti­ta­ni­um was ground away in the pro­cess. It could be weld­ed on­ly with dif­fi­cul­ty and

    it could not be melt­ed. With its high melt­ing tem­per­ature, heat­ing ti­ta­ni­um turned it

    in­to a pourable, but brit­tle, slag that was use­less for com­mer­cial ap­pli­ca­tions.




    The prob­lem seemed in­sol­uble, but Fer­ris D’Orr had hit up­on a so­lu­tion that was as

    per­fect as it was ob­vi­ous. In oth­er words, it was bril­liant.




    If heat­ing ti­ta­ni­um to get it in­to a de­sired shape cre­at­ed more prob­lems than it

    solved, then the trick was to melt the met­al with­out heat­ing it.




    Fer­ris D’Orr had ex­plained his idea to the pres­ident of Ti­tan­ic Ti­ta­ni­um

    Tech­nolo­gies, Og­den Miller. “You’re out of your mind,” Miller said. Fer­ris re­mind­ed him

    of how he had dis­cov­ered the method of an­neal­ing bronze while still in col­lege. Miller

    gave him a pri­vate lab and un­lim­it­ed fund­ing.




    The re­sult was the ti­ta­ni­um neb­uliz­er. Fer­ris D’Orr wheeled the pro­to­type over to

    the work­table where the three bil­lets stood on sep­arate trays.




    The ti­ta­ni­um neb­uliz­er looked like a slide pro­jec­tor on wheels. There were no

    high-​tech di­als, frills, or gim­micks. It was sim­ply a black box with a stub­by tube­like

    muz­zle mount­ed on a mo­bile stand. Fer­ris point­ed the muz­zle at one of the bil­lets, which

    sat in a tray la­beled A. An­oth­er rest­ed in a tray la­beled B. The third lay on the mid­dle

    tray, which was la­beled AB.




    He turned on the neb­uliz­er. It hummed, but oth­er­wise there was no in­di­ca­tion that it

    was work­ing. Fer­ris ad­just­ed two mi­crom­eter set­tings un­til the num­bers matched.




    “Vi­bra­tion fre­quen­cies at­tuned,” he sang hap­pi­ly. “Ready, set, go.”




    He pressed the on­ly oth­er con­trol, a mi­croswitch but­ton.




    The bil­let in the A tray melt­ed like a dropped ice-​cream bar.




    “That’s A,” Fer­ris hummed.




    He read­just­ed the mi­crom­eter set­tings and hit the mi­croswitch.




    The bil­let in the B tray wa­vered and swam, fill­ing the tray like poured cof­fee.




    “That’s B,” Fer­ris sang. “Here comes the hard part.” Fer­ris fid­dled with the mi­crom­eter

    set­tings. Each time he thought he had the vi­bra­tion set­tings he want­ed, he hit the

    but­ton. Noth­ing hap­pened. The melt­ed ti­ta­ni­um in the A and B trays shim­mered

    liq­uid­ly, The mid­dle bil­let just sat there.




    “Damn,” said Fer­ris. “I’m so close.”




    “You’re close to be­ing shut down,” said a voice at his side.




    Fer­ris jumped.




    “Oh, Mr. Miller. I didn’t hear you.”




    “Fer­ris, what’s this about your sec­re­tary leav­ing in tears yes­ter­day?”




    “We had an ar­gu­ment,” said Fer­ris ab­sent­ly, re­mov­ing a pan­el on the side of the

    neb­uliz­er to get at the in­side work­ings.




    “She claims you tried to get in­to her pants.”




    “Ac­tu­al­ly, I suc­ceed­ed.”




    “In this very room, from what I hear.”




    “She en­joyed it. Or so she claimed at the time.”




    “So you fired her af­ter you had your way with her? Is that it? Stop fid­dling with that

    thing and look me in the eye when I talk to you.”




    “Can we dis­cuss this lat­er? I think I’m al­most there.”




    “You’re al­most out the door, is where you are, Fer­ris.”




    “Since when is sleep­ing with my sec­re­tary a crime? Al­most ev­ery­body in this com­pa­ny

    sleeps with some oth­er work­er. At least I don’t sleep with mem­bers of my own sex.




    “We can live with that,” Og­den Miller said nas­ti­ly. “What we can’t live with is a

    dis­crim­ina­tion suit. She claims you fired her for re­li­gious rea­sons.”




    “She was Jew­ish. She ad­mit­ted it. If I’d known it be­fore­hand, I wouldn’t have slept

    with her. Or hired her in the first place.”




    “You’d damn well bet­ter have a stronger ex­cuse than that. We have big gov­ern­ment

    con­tracts that can be tak­en away over some­thing like this.”




    “It’s not my fault,” said Fer­ris for­lorn­ly. “Her last name was Hart. What kind of a

    Jew­ish name is that? Sc­nnebody ought to give them badges, so we can tell them apart or

    some­thing.”




    “Some­one tried that. I think his name was Hitler. What’s got­ten in­to you?”




    “Could you stand aside? I think I have the set­ting syn­chro­nized again.”




    “You’re out of sync, Fer­ris. That’s your prob­lem.”




    “Out of sync,” Fer­ris said, clos­ing the pan­el. “Maybe that’s it. In sync for A and B, out

    of sync for AB. It might work.”




    “What might work?”




    “Watch,” said Fer­ris D’Orr, re­plac­ing the A and B trays with iden­ti­cal trays and

    plac­ing new bil­lets in each tray.




    The tray marked A is al­pha-​phase ti­ta­ni­um,” Fer­ris said as he hit the but­ton.




    The bil­let liq­ue­fied.




    “So what?” said Miller. “We al­ready know you can melt ti­ta­ni­um with a laser. It doesn’t

    mat­ter. The met­al’s too brit­tle to use now. It’s been ex­posed to air.”




    “This isn’t a laser.”




    “Yeah?”




    “It’s a neb­uliz­er. It doesn’t use heat.”




    “No heat,” said Miller thought­ful­ly, tak­ing a cigar out of his mouth.




    “Do you feel any heat?”




    “Now that you men­tion it, no.”




    “Put your hand in front of the noz­zle.”




    “No, thanks.”




    “Then hold this but­ton down while I put my hand in front of the thing.”




    Fer­ris waved his hand in front of the noz­zle. He grinned.




    “Mi­crowaves?” asked Og­den Miller.




    Fer­ris shook his head. “They’d cook my hand to ham­burg­er. It’s son­ic.”




    “No heat at all?”




    “Watch,” said Fer­ris, walk­ing to the A tray. He dipped his in­dex fin­ger in and brought

    it out drip­ping liq­uid ti­ta­ni­um.




    “Oh my God,” said the pres­ident of Ti­tan­ic Ti­ta­ni­um Tech­nolo­gies. “I’ll get a

    doc­tor.”




    He was halfway out of the room when Fer­ris got in his way.




    “Touch the met­al,” he said, hold­ing his met­al-​coat­ed fin­ger un­der Miller’s nose.




    Gin­ger­ly Miller felt the met­al. It was hard, cold. And as Fer­ris pulled the thin

    cov­er­ing off his fin­ger­nails, mal­leable. Def­inite­ly mal­leable.




    “Not brit­tle?” asked Miller in­cred­ulous­ly.




    “Not brit­tle at all.” Fer­ris grinned.




    “Do you re­al­ize what this means? No more su­per­plas­tic form­ing. We can pour the

    bil­lets di­rect­ly in­to molds. Like steel.”




    “Bet­ter,” said Fer­ris D’Orr. “We can skip the mill stage al­to­geth­er. The neb­uliz­er

    will leach the raw ti­ta­ni­um from rock. We can melt and remelt it like it was taffy. “




    “This thing will do that?”




    “That’s not all,” said Fer­ris, pulling a square block off a shelf. He hand­ed it over.




    “What’s this?”




    “Yes­ter­day, it was two rect­an­gu­lar forms. Pure ti­ta­ni­um.”




    “I don’t see any weld seams.”




    “Weld seams are yes­ter­day. Like the 78 RPM record. Or dry-​box weld­ing.”




    “No more dry-​box weld­ing?” Og­den Miller’s voice was tiny, like a child’s.




    Fer­ris nod­ded. “You can throw them all out-​as soon as I lick the al­pha-​be­ta-​phase

    ti­ta­ni­um prob­lem.”




    “Can you?”




    The two men walked over to the neb­uliz­er. “Some­thing you just said makes me think I can,”

    Fer­ris D’Orr said as he played with the mi­crom­eter set­tings. “As you know, ti­ta­ni­um in

    the al­pha phase has its atoms ar­ranged in a hexag­onal for­ma­tion. When the met­al is

    heat­ed above 885 de­grees Centi­grade, it’s trans­formed in­to body-​cen­tered cu­bic be­ta

    ti­ta­ni­um.”




    “I don’t know that tech­ni­cal stuff. I don’t have to. I’m the pres­ident.”




    “But you do know that al­pha-​be­ta ti­ta­ni­um is the best for com­mer­cial use?”




    “I’ve heard it said, yeah.”




    “This de­vice, through fo­cused ul­tra­sound, caus­es the met­al to vi­brate so the atom­ic

    struc­ture is, to put it in lay­man’s terms, dis­com­bob­ulat­ed. It falls in­to a liq­uid

    state with­out heat or loss of ma­te­ri­al.”




    “Just like that?”




    “Just like that. But al­pha-​be­ta ti­ta­ni­um won’t re­spond to the neb­uliz­er. I’ve spent

    the last two weeks try­ing ev­ery pos­si­ble vi­bra­to­ry set­ting to get the same re­ac­tion.

    It’s like try­ing to crack a safe. You know the tum­blers will re­spond if you hit the right

    com­bi­na­tion. You just have to keep search­ing for that ex­act num­ber se­quence.”




    “Well, keep search­ing.”




    “If al­pha ti­ta­ni­um dis­com­bob­ulates when ex­posed to syn­chro­nized fre­quen­cies,

    then might not al­pha-​be­ta-​phase ti­ta­ni­um re­spond to out-​of-​sync vi­bra­tions?”




    “You’re the whiz kid. You tell me.”




    “No, I’ll show you.”




    And Fer­ris D’Orr got to work.




    Og­den Miller, pres­ident of Ti­tan­ic Ti­ta­ni­um Tech­nolo­gies, Inc., pulled up a stool

    and lit an­oth­er cigar. His face shone like a wet light bulb; his eyes glazed in thought. He

    had vi­sions of his com­pa­ny dom­inat­ing Amer­ica’s de­fense and aerospace pro­grams in­to

    the twen­ty-​first cen­tu­ry. Per­haps be­yond. This was big. It was big­ger than big. It was a

    met­al­lur­gi­cal rev­olu­tion. He had vi­sions of a two-​page ad in the next Avi­ation Week

    an­nounc­ing the first one-​to-​one buy-​to-​fly ra­tio in met­al­lur­gi­cal his­to­ry. And it

    had been cre­at­ed on Ti­tan­ic Ti­ta­ni­um com­pa­ny time. Which meant that Og­den Miller

    owned it. If it worked on al­pha-​be­ta ti­ta­ni­um, that is.




    Un­der his su­pe­ri­or’s watch­ful eye, Fer­ris D’Orr worked through lunch. He worked past

    five o’clock. And he worked well in­to the evening, set­ting and re­set­ting the mi­crom­eter

    di­als and trig­ger­ing the neb­uliz­er, with­out re­sult.




    At ex­act­ly 9:48 east­ern stan­dard time, the bil­let in the AB tray liq­ue­fied.




    The two men, their eyes blood­shot from hours of star­ing at that stub­born chunk of bluish

    met­al, blinked fu­ri­ous­ly.




    “Did it melt?” whis­pered Miller. “My eyes tell me it did.”




    “I don’t trust them.”




    “Mine nei­ther.”




    “Do you want to dip your fin­ger in­to it, or should I?”




    “I want the hon­or this time.”




    Og­den Miller walked to the AB tray and care­ful­ly touched the cool sur­face of the bluish

    ma­te­ri­al in the tray. It shim­mered. It felt cool to his touch, like a very dense pud­ding.

    When he lift­ed out his fin­ger, it gleamed sil­very-​gray and the pud­ding­like stuff plopped

    down in­to the tray, one fab­ulous drop at a time.




    Og­den Miller looked back at Fer­ris D’Orr. “AB ti­ta­ni­um. You’re cer­tain?”




    “We did it!” Fer­ris howled. “We can pour ti­ta­ni­um in­to molds like steel.”




    “We can forge it, weld it. Hell, we can prac­ti­cal­ly drink it!”




    “I think that would be go­ing too far; Mr. Miller.”




    “Well, Fer­ris, we can drink cham­pagne, can’t we? Get those out-​of-​sync set­tings down on

    pa­per and we’ll cel­ebrate.”




    “What about that mat­ter?”




    “What mat­ter?”




    “The sec­re­tary.”




    “Hell with her,” said the pres­ident of Ti­tan­ic Ti­ta­ni­um Tech­nolo­gies. “Let her sue.

    We’ll set­tle out of court and still be bil­lions in the black.”




    “Bil­lions,” said Fer­ris D’Orr un­der his breath.




    “Bil­lions.”


  




  

    Chapter 8




    Re­mo Williams awoke with the rain.




    Or rather, the rain woke Re­mo Williams. He had spent the night in his un­fin­ished fu­ture

    home, sleep­ing on the hard floor and col­lect­ing a few splin­ters from the un­planed wood.

    The rain start­ed short­ly af­ter dawn, a light sprin­kle, and pat­tered on his sleep­ing

    form.




    A fat droplet splashed on Re­mo’s high cheek and rilled in­to his part­ed mouth. He came to

    his feet, tast­ing the cool, sweet drop. It was dif­fer­ent from the rain in Amer­ica, which

    tast­ed brack­ish and full of chem­icals. He threw his head back to catch more drops.




    To­day, Re­mo de­cid­ed, he would thatch the roof. Then he re­mem­bered that he didn’t know

    how.




    Re­mo re­luc­tant­ly made his way through the mud to the House of the Mas­ters, which shone

    like a slick jew­el in the rain.




    Re­mo knocked first. There was no an­swer. “C’mon, Chi­un.”




    He knocked again, and re­ceiv­ing no re­ply, fo­cused on his breath­ing. A West­ern­er,

    strain­ing to hear bet­ter, con­cen­trates on his ears. But that tens­es the sen­si­tive

    eardrums and is coun­ter­pro­duc­tive. By fo­cus­ing his breath­ing, Re­mo re­laxed his body

    and at­tuned it to his sur­round­ings.




    Re­mo’s re­laxed but very sen­si­tive ears told him that Chi­un was not in­side the

    house.




    “Any­one see Chi­un?” Re­mo asked of the two wom­en walk­ing by with bur­dens of

    cord­wood.




    They smiled at him and shook their heads no.




    Re­mo shrugged. He tried the door. It was not locked and he went in.




    Ev­ery­thing was as be­fore; heaps of jew­els and bowls of pearls were scat­tered across the

    floor. On the ta­boret be­side Chi­un’s low throne there was a piece of parch­ment. Even across

    the room, Re­mo rec­og­nized his name, writ­ten in En­glish.




    Re­mo snatched up the pa­per. To Re­mo the Un­fair:




    Know that I do not fault you, my son, for the mis­for­tune that has re­cent­ly be­fall­en

    me, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, who has lift­ed you up from the muck of a for­eign land and raised

    you to per­fec­tion. That you have nev­er thanked me for my sac­ri­fices is of no mo­ment, I do

    not hold this against you. Nor do I fault you for the man­ner in which you have stolen the

    af­fec­tion of my peo­ple. It is their af­fec­tion to give, and how could they re­sist the

    in­sid­ious blan­dish­ments of one who has been trained by Chi­un-​whom I know you will re­fer

    to in the his­to­ries that you will write as Chi­un the Great. Not that I am telling you your

    busi­ness. Write the his­to­ries as you see fit.




    Do not wor­ry about me now that I have gone from Sinan­ju. I am in the evening of my life,

    and my work is done. I would stay in the vil­lage I have self­less­ly sup­port­ed, but no one

    wants an old man, not even to hon­or for his great ac­com­plish­ments. But I did not do the

    work of my House to be hon­ored, but to con­tin­ue my line. And now you will take up that

    bur­den from my droop­ing shoul­ders. May you bear many fine sons, Re­mo, and may none of them

    vis­it up­on you the in­grat­itude and in­dig­ni­ties which have been my sor­ry lot.




    The vil­lage is yours. The House of the Mas­ters is yours. Mah-​Li is yours-​al­though I

    ex­pect you to hon­or the tra­di­tion­al en­gage­ment pe­ri­od. I do not blame you for cast­ing

    me aside like an old san­dal and lav­ish­ing your fick­le af­fec­tions up­on

    Mah-​Li-​for­mer­ly known as Mah-​Li the Beast-​for she is young like you, and youth nev­er

    ap­pre­ci­ates the com­pa­ny of the stooped and the el­der­ly, for it re­minds them of the

    lone­li­ness and in­finni­ties that lie in store for them. Some­times de­served­ly so.




    Build your toi­lets, Re­mo. As many as you like. Make them big enough to swim in. I grant

    you my per­mis­sion. And con­doms. Build those too. May the shore­line of Sinan­ju boast

    con­doms taller than any known in the mod­ern world, as a true tes­ta­ment to the glo­ry of

    Re­mo the Un­fair, lat­est Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    I go now to live in an­oth­er land-​the on­ly land in which I have known con­tent­ment and

    the re­spect of a fair and gen­er­ous em­per­or.




    P.S. Do not touch cap­ital. Spend all the gold you wish, but do not sell any trea­sure. The

    gold ex­ists for the use of the Mas­ter, but the trea­sure be­longs to Sinan­ju.




    P.P.S. And do not place your trust in the vil­lagers. Not even Mah-​Li. They are fick­le.

    Like you. And they do not love you, you know, but on­ly cov­et your gold.




    The note was signed with the bi­sect­ed trape­zoid that was the sym­bol of the House of

    Sinan­ju.




    “Oh, great,” said Re­mo in the empti­ness. He plunged in­to the next room, where Chi­un kept

    his most per­son­al ef­fects. They were stored in four­teen steam­er trunks, all of them open.

    There were no clos­ets in Sinan­ju. It was an­oth­er im­prove­ment Re­mo had hoped to make.




    All four­teen steam­er trunks were still there. The note, there­fore, had to be a bluff.

    Chi­un would nev­er leave with­out his steam­er trunks. Re­mo checked Chi­un’s ki­mono trunk.

    There were three gar­ments miss­ing, a gray trav­el­ing robe, a sleep­ing robe, and the

    blue-​and-​gold ki­mono fa­vored for wear when Mas­ters met with for­mer em­per­ors.




    “He re­al­ly has gone,” Re­mo said dul­ly.




    And it was true. Re­mo turned out the whole vil­lage. Ev­ery hut, ev­ery hov­el, was

    checked. Chi­un was nowhere to be found.




    “What does this mean?” asked Mah-​Li, af­ter the truth be­came clear.




    “Chi­un’s gone,” Re­mo said. “He left dur­ing the mid­dle of the night.”




    “But why would he leave? This is his home. He has longed for Sinan­ju ev­er since he

    de­part­ed for Amer­ica.”




    “I think he felt left out,” Re­mo said at last.




    The vil­lagers of Sinan­ju were dis­traught. The wom­en wept. The men howled their an­guish

    to the sky. The chil­dren, fright­ened by the sounds, ran and hid. All had the same plain­tive

    cry. All asked the same burn­ing ques­tion. All feared the an­swer.




    It was Pullyang, the care­tak­er, who ad­dressed it to the new Mas­ter, Re­mo.




    “Did he take the trea­sure with him?”




    And when Re­mo barked, “No!” joy filled the vil­lage like the lift­ing of storm clouds.




    “Shame, shame on you all,” scold­ed Mah-​Li. “The Mas­ter Chi­un has pro­tect­ed us and fed

    us for as long as most of us have lived our lives. Shame that you should be so un­car­ing.”




    “Thanks, Mah-​Li,” said Re­mo, as the vil­lagers slinked away.




    “But where would the Mas­ter go?” she asked in a qui­eter voice.




    Re­mo was stand­ing in the mud out­side of Chi­un’s house when the ques­tion was asked. The

    light rain was steadi­ly oblit­er­at­ing any pos­si­ble trace of foot­steps, and the Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju, whose step would not wrin­kle a silk-​sheet­ed bed, nev­er left a dis­cernible trail

    any­way.




    But, odd­ly, there were traces vis­ible in the melt­ing mud. A deep­er foot­step here, a

    faint thread of gray ki­mono silk there. Could Chi­un be so up­set, Re­mo wan­dered, that he

    did not take the usu­al care in walk­ing?




    With the cu­ri­ous vil­lagers trail­ing be­hind him, Re­mo re­traced Chi­un’s path out of

    the vil­lage and up the lone trail through the rocks to the one road lead­ing in and out of the

    vil­lage.




    At the crest of the hill, Re­mo looked down the dirt road, which, at a re­spect­ful

    dis­tance, widened in­to three black high­ways, built by the lead­er of the Peo­ple’s

    Re­pub­lic of North Ko­rea, Kim Il Sung, to atone for a trans­gres­sion against Sinan­ju made

    not long ago. One high­way ran east; the oth­ers veered north and south.




    Chi­un’s san­daled foot­steps led as far as the end of the dirt road. Re­mo saw faint wet

    im­prints of his steps at the be­gin­ning of the south high­way.




    Chi­un had gone to Py­ongyang, cap­ital of North Ko­rea. And from there, who knew?




    What was it Chi­un had writ­ten? “I go now to live in an­oth­er land-​the on­ly land in

    which I have known con­tent­ment and the re­spect of a fair and gen­er­ous em­per­or.”

    Nor­mal­ly that would have been Per­sia, but even Chi­un ad­mit­ted that Per­sia was a mess

    these days, ruled by priests, not true rulers. Chi­na, then. No, the Chi­nese were thieves,

    ac­cord­ing to Chi­un. Japan? Worse. When Re­mo had elim­inat­ed the Pa­cif­ic rim and Eu­rope

    from his mind, on­ly Africa and North Amer­ica were left.




    Could Chi­un have meant Amer­ica?




    The farmer from Sun­chon would have been glad to give the el­der­ly wise man with the

    stovepipe hat a ride, he said.




    “Then why do you not stop?” Chinn asked, walk­ing along­side.




    “I have no room in my cart,” was the re­ply. The cart was drawn by a lone bul­lock. “See? It

    is full of bar­ley, which I am tak­ing to mar­ket.”




    Chi­un, with­out break­ing stride, peered in­to the square back of the two-​wheeled cart.

    Heaps of bar­ley lay there, soak­ing up the light rain.




    “It is good bar­ley. Do you mind if I walk with you?” asked Chi­un in­no­cent­ly.




    “If you wish, stranger.”




    “I am no stranger,” cor­rect­ed Chi­un. “Ev­ery man knows me.”




    “I do not,” the farmer said rea­son­ably.




    And be­cause Chi­un was trav­el­ing incog­ni­to, he did not tell the farmer who he was. Any

    who wished to fol­low him would have to work at it. Not that any­one would.




    Af­ter a time, the farmer no­ticed that the tired bul­lock was step­ping more smart­ly. The

    show­er had ta­pered off and the clouds were part­ing in the sky. It was go­ing to be a good

    day af­ter all. Then, re­al­iz­ing that the old wise man had been silent too long, he looked

    back to see if he still walked be­side the cart.




    He did not. He was placid­ly sit­ting in the rear of the cart. The emp­ty cart.




    “Where is my bar­ley?” the farmer screeched, pulling the bul­lock to a halt.




    “You have a de­fec­tive cart,” said Chinn even­ly. “It sprang a leak.” The farmer then

    no­ticed the trail of bar­ley beans-​a sin­gle ragged line ex­tend­ing down the high­way back

    to the West Ko­rea Bay.




    “Why did you not tell me?” The farmer was fair­ly jump­ing up and down. His con­ical hat

    fell to the as­phalt.




    Chi­un shrugged. “You did not ask.”




    “What will I do?” wailed the farmer. “I can­not pick them up one by one. I am ru­ined.”




    “No, on­ly your cart is ru­ined,” said Chi­un. “Take me to Py­ongyang air­port and I will

    give you a gold coin.”




    “Two gold coins,” said the farmer.




    “Do not press your luck,” warned Chi­un, ar­rang­ing his trav­el­ing ki­mono so that it

    cov­ered the fin­ger­nail-​size hole that had ap­peared in the bot­tom of the cart, just wide

    enough to let one bar­ley bean at a time fall out, like the grains of sand through the neck of

    an hour­glass. “It is for­tu­nate that I hap­pened to be trav­el­ing with you at this un­hap­py

    time.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju was in­formed at the Peo­ple’s Demo­crat­ic Air­port that, no, he

    could not book a seat on a flight to the West. The North Ko­re­an air­line did not fly to the

    West. If he want­ed to go to Rus­sia, and he had the prop­er doc­umen­ta­tion, fine. If he

    wished to fly to Chi­na, that, too, was pos­si­ble. From Rus­sia or Chi­na, he could ob­tain

    con­nec­tions to any oth­er prop­er des­ti­na­tion in the Com­mu­nist world.




    “Seoul,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, still re­fus­ing to iden­ti­fy him­self. “I can

    change for a West­ern flight in Seoul.”




    The air­port guards ar­rest­ed the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju as soon as the words were out of his

    mouth. They called him a de­fec­tor and a lack­ey of the West.




    Chi­un’s ar­rest last­ed about as long as the ep­ithets hung in the air around him.




    The two se­cu­ri­ty guards found their ri­fles had jumped from their hands and em­bed­ded

    them­selves, muz­zle­first, in the ceil­ing. Plas­ter fell on their bare heads. While they were

    look­ing up, they re­quired ma­jor surgery. Very sud­den­ly.




    The head sur­geon at the Peo­ple’s Demo­crat­ic Emer­gen­cy Ward want­ed to know how the two

    guards had man­aged to en­ter mil­itary ser­vice de­spite their ob­vi­ous con­gen­ital

    de­fect.




    They were not be­lieved when they ex­plained that they were not re­al­ly Siamese twins, born

    fused at the hip, but the vic­tims of a par­tic­ular­ly vi­cious West­ern at­tack. Af­ter

    surgery, they were court-​mar­tialed for con­ceal­ing med­ical dis­abil­ities.




    By that time, Chi­un had been de­posit­ed at Kim­po Air Base in South Ko­rea in a North

    Ko­re­an mil­itary craft which had its mark­ings re­moved. The pi­lot and copi­lot, who had

    vol­un­teered for the mis­sion, swal­lowed poi­son up­on land­ing in Seoul, cap­ital of South

    Ko­rea.




    Chi­un, obliv­ious of the fact that he had pre­cip­itat­ed a ma­jor in­ter­na­tion­al

    in­ci­dent, stepped off the air­craft and dis­ap­peared in­to the driz­zle and fog of

    mid­morn­ing. He was one step ahead of the South Ko­re­an and Amer­ican troops who con­verged

    up­on the plane.




    Hours lat­er, a Strate­gic Air Com­mand bomber took off from Kim­po on a rou­tine flight

    back to the Unit­ed States. Over Hawaii, the pi­lot and copi­lot were more than a lit­tle

    as­ton­ished when they heard a knock­ing on the cab­in door.




    They looked at one an­oth­er. As far as they knew, the rear of the craft was emp­ty. There

    shouldn’t be any­one in hack.




    “Maybe a main­te­nance work­er fell asleep,” the pi­lot sug­gest­ed.




    “I’ll take a look,” said the copi­lot, re­mov­ing his ear­phones.




    When he opened the sealed door, he saw a lit­tle Ko­re­an in a gray robe.




    The lit­tle Ko­re­an smiled pleas­ant­ly.




    “You spea­kee En­glish?” asked the copi­lot.




    “Bet­ter than you,” re­tort­ed Chi­un. “I have been wait­ing pa­tient­ly for many hours.

    When are meals served on this flight?”


  




  

    Chapter 9




    In 1949 they had told him there was no hope.




    He did not be­lieve them, not even in those ear­ly months in the green room. He was in an

    iron lung then. He was in an iron lung a long time, star­ing up at the an­gled mir­ror in which

    his seared face stared back as pale and bald as that of a new hatch­ling.




    The doc­tors had told him there was no hope of his ev­er leav­ing that me­chan­ical bar­rel

    which kept him breath­ing in spite of his weak­ened lungs.




    But the face of the bru­tal Harold Smith stared back at him from the in­escapable mir­ror.

    His hair grew back, in patch­es. His eye­brows re­sprout­ed. The plas­tic sur­geons-​paid for

    by bene­fac­tors from the old days-​re­carved his melt­ed ears un­til they were like any

    nor­mal per­son’s ears, if small­er.




    And in time, they pulled him from the iron lung. He had de­mand­ed it. At first they

    re­fused, in­sist­ing that he would die. But he or­dered them. In the name of the old days of

    the Re­ich that was now nev­er to be, he or­dered it. Fi­nal­ly they re­lent­ed.




    And he breathed on his own.




    They had not told him he had lost both legs.




    “We thought it un­nec­es­sary to bur­den you,” the doc­tor told him. “It is a mir­acle you

    are out of that damnable ma­chine at all.” His ac­cent was of the old coun­try, of the

    un­di­vid­ed Ger­many. He was the on­ly one of the doc­tors he trust­ed. The oth­ers were good,

    but they were mon­grels, with greasy black hair and skin the col­or of heav­ily creamed

    cof­fee. They spoke the de­based Span­ish tongue of Ar­genti­na.




    “I should have been told.” he had railed at them. “Had I known, I would not have al­lowed

    my­self to sur­vive. Had I known, I would have gone to my grave in peace. What good is my

    free­dom if I can­not walk? I have one good arm. With one arm I could stran­gle that

    as­sas­sin, Smith. One arm is all I would need. But no legs.”




    The Ger­man doc­tor had shrugged help­less­ly.




    “You are for­tu­nate to live at all. Be grate­ful for that.” It had tak­en many years of

    ther­apy be­fore he had the strength to sit up in a wheelchair. That was the sec­ond step. The

    third was the year the mo­tor­ized wheelchair was put on the mar­ket. With that, there was no

    need to be pushed around by nurs­es. But that wasn’t what he want­ed.




    He want­ed to walk. Erect, like a whole man.




    The years passed in the hos­pi­tal out­side of Buenos Aires. They gave him a wood­en arm

    with a hook at the end of it. The hook had last­ed bare­ly a week. He would wake up in the

    mid­dle of the night, sweat­ing and scream­ing, try­ing to beat back the flames. The hook

    shat­tered the night-​light, tore the bed­clothes, and ripped open the cheek of one of the

    yelling nurs­es as she tried to hold him to the bed.




    They re­placed the hook with a black plas­tic cap. It was as blunt and im­po­tent as the

    smooth scar tis­sue of his groin, where the sur­geons had, in those ear­ly days, re­moved the

    dead, gan­grenous or­gan, and in­sert­ed a tiny plas­tic flange to keep the in­flamed open­ing

    of the uri­nary tract from seal­ing over.




    It was an in­dig­ni­ty that seemed in­con­se­quen­tial com­pared with the oth­ers Harold

    Smith had vis­it­ed up­on him in one red-​lit evening. It did not mat­ter that he was no

    dif­fer­ent from a wom­an in that re­spect. He was still a man in his heart. And his heart

    lust­ed for a man’s vengeance. An Aryan’s vengeance.




    They told him there was no hope of walk­ing. Ev­er. When they in­tro­duced the first bion­ic

    arms in the 1970’s, he de­mand­ed one. And got it. He was no longer in the green room he had

    come to loathe, but in a stuc­co home near Sai­ta that was paid for by do­na­tions from those

    of Ger­many who still be­lieved and re­mem­bered. “If they can do this with arms, they can do

    it with legs,” he had told his doc­tor at the time.




    “They are work­ing on it,” the doc­tor had told him. “I think they will suc­ceed. It will be

    a boon for those miss­ing one leg, yes. But for those with none . . .” The doc­tor had just

    shak­en his head sad­ly.




    “There is no hope?” he had asked.




    “There is no hope.”




    And he had be­lieved him. But the face of the hat­ed Harold Smith kept star­ing back from

    ev­ery mir­ror, ev­ery pane of glass touched by the Ar­gen­tini­an sun, and taunt­ed him.

    Eter­nal­ly young, he had taunt­ed him.




    By that time he had es­tab­lished con­tacts through­out the world. There were peo­ple, good

    Ger­mans, who had left the dis­mem­bered ru­in of their na­tive coun­try and re­set­tled in

    Amer­ica. Some had vis­it­ed him in his stuc­co home, to rem­inisce, to speak of the old days

    and old glo­ries, glo­ries that might still shine.




    “Find Smith,” he had begged them. “Do not ap­proach him. Do not touch him. Just find

    him.”




    They had not found Smith. The old Of­fice of Strate­gic Ser­vices had been dis­band­ed.

    Smith had been an em­ploy­ee to the end, but there the trail end­ed. There was spec­ula­tion

    that the man might have trans­ferred over to the new in­tel­li­gence or­gan of the Unit­ed

    States gov­ern­ment, the Cen­tral In­tel­li­gence Agen­cy, but the old CIA records were

    im­pos­si­ble to ac­cess. There was no Harold Smith list­ed in the new­er records.




    “Per­haps he is dead,” they sug­gest­ed.




    “No,” he had spat back. “He lives for me. He lives for the day my hands clutch his throat.

    He is not dead. I would feel it if that were true. No, he is not dead. And I will find him.

    Some­how.”




    It was then that he fi­nal­ly came to Amer­ica, back to Amer­ica. It was a changed place,

    but all the world had changed. Even he had changed.




    In Amer­ica he had found many Harold Smiths. And so he had set out to kill them all.




    He had killed sev­er­al. It had been easy, but odd­ly dis­ap­point­ing. None was the right

    one. And there were so many Harold Smiths. He had be­gun to de­spair once more.




    Un­til to­day.




    Now the doc­tor was speak­ing words that brought him back to the present.




    “There is hope.”




    “Are you cer­tain?”




    “If what you tell me is true, there is hope,” the doc­tor said. He was the lat­est doc­tor.

    Young, bril­liant, loy­al and one of the finest bion­ics ex­perts in the coun­try. The doc­tor

    had cre­at­ed his three-​fin­gered claw that was su­pe­ri­or to any­thing avail­able from the

    best Amer­ican med­ical-​sup­ply hous­es.




    “I have heard about this man D’Orr’s dis­cov­ery. If he’s solved the ti­ta­ni­um prob­lem,

    then I can see the day when this method could be ap­plied to bion­ic legs.”




    “When?”




    “Three years. Per­haps less.”




    “I can­not wait three years,” he said.




    He was ly­ing on an ex­am­ing ta­ble, a sheet cov­er­ing his stumps and the ob­scene

    nu­di­ty be­tween them. Il­sa stood off to one side. He was not ashamed to let her see him like

    this, ly­ing like a piece of wrin­kled meat on the ta­ble. She had seen him like this many

    times. She dressed him, fed him, and bathed him. She helped him when he had to use the

    bath­room. He had no se­crets from Il­sa-​ex­cept per­haps his de­sire for her.




    He smiled at her, and she gen­tly soothed his brow with a cool damp cloth.




    “We’re so close to find­ing him,” Il­sa told the doc­tor.




    “I can­not stop now,” he told the doc­tor. “I have be­gun my search. What can you do for

    me?”




    “Noth­ing. “




    “What do you need? I will ob­tain it.”




    “The tech­nol­ogy ex­ists,” the doc­tor said. “The trou­ble is, it ex­ists in two parts. I

    can give you any­thing that mod­ern bion­ic en­gi­neer­ing can pro­vide. But you know the

    prob­lem. Steel is too heavy for the pow­er­ing mech­anisms that would have to be built in­to

    each limb. Alu­minum is too light. The legs would buck­le un­der the strains you pro­pose. I

    could give you legs to­mor­row, but they would not be equal to the task. If I had D’Orr’s

    neb­uliz­er, it would be pos­si­ble to cre­ate ti­ta­ni­um parts that would work. Oth­er­wise,

    we must wait for the de­vice to come on the com­mer­cial mar­ket.”




    “Then we will get D’Orr’s se­cret,” he said, and Il­sa squeezed his re­al hand tight­ly.




    “I will leave that up to you,” said the doc­tor, re­plac­ing his stetho­scope in his black

    bag. “Con­tact me when you have suc­ceed­ed. I want to leave here while it is still dark. A man

    of my rep­uta­tion can­not be seen com­ing and go­ing from this place.”




    “You are a good Ger­man,” he told the doc­tor.




    There was hope. Af­ter all these years, there was hope.


  




  

    Chapter 10




    In his of­fice at Fol­croft San­itar­ium, Dr. Harold W. Smith rubbed his eyes fu­ri­ous­ly.

    Re­plac­ing his steel-​rimmed glass­es, he re­turned to the mock­ing video screen.




    A light snow was falling on Long is­land Sound. Smith had no eyes for its qui­et

    beau­ty.




    Mo­ment by mo­ment, un­usu­al re­ports flashed on­to the silent screen. Tapped off

    wire-​ser­vice and net­work news­feeds, on­ly CURE-​po­ten­tial events showed on the screen.

    Smith had long ago worked out a sys­tem that en­abled the dumb, un­think­ing com­put­er to

    sep­arate hu­man-​in­ter­est and oth­er mis­cel­la­neous events-​the chaff of the dai­ly

    news-​from the wheat, pos­si­ble CURE pri­or­ity ma­te­ri­al. Buz­zwords were the key to the

    pro­gram, buz­zwords like “death,” “mur­der,” “crime.” When the com­put­er found those words,

    it filed those re­ports.




    Smith read each time the screen flashed a new para­graph.




    In Boston, a twen­ty-​two-​year-​old girl was shot twice in the chest in a drug-​re­lat­ed

    mur­der. The pre­vi­ous week she had es­caped a sim­ilar at­tack by un­known per­sons

    bran­dish­ing an Uzi ma­chine gun.




    In Mi­ami, two un­der­cov­er vice cops were miss­ing for the third day and pre­sumed

    dead.




    In San Fran­cis­co, mil­itary po­lice sur­round­ed an Air Force trans­port up­on its

    ar­rival from the Far East. The pi­lots claimed they had a mys­te­ri­ous Ori­en­tal stow­away,

    but when the plane was board­ed, no trace of the stow­away was found.




    And for the fourth day in a row, no one named Harold Smith had been found mur­dered

    any­where in the Unit­ed States.




    Smith brought up the U.S. map on which the trail of the Harold Smith killings was plot­ted.

    The line stopped in Oakham, Mas­sachusetts. Cold. No oth­er Harold Smiths had died in that

    state, as Smith had pro­ject­ed. Or in Rhode Is­land. Or in Con­necti­cut.




    What did it mean?




    Had the killings stopped as mind­less­ly as they had be­gun? Or was the un­known killer

    sim­ply still trav­el­ing to his next vic­tim? In four days, he could have en­tire­ly cov­ered

    Rhode Is­land, the small­est state in the Union. Or Con­necti­cut, for that mat­ter.




    Un­less, of course, the killer in­tend­ed to by­pass those states. Un­less he was al­ready

    in New York State. Un­less he was in the vicin­ity of Rye, New York.




    Smith had or­dered the se­cu­ri­ty guards at­tached to Foleroft on high alert, but they were

    not equipped to han­dle any­thing this se­ri­ous. Fol­croft was an or­di­nary in­sti­tu­tion,

    and the guards be­lieved they were guard­ing an ex­pen­sive health fa­cil­ity. Smith, with the

    re­sources of the Unit­ed States gov­ern­ment at his com­mand, could have or­dered Fol­croft

    sur­round­ed by crack units of the Na­tion­al Guard. Navy he­li­copters could, in less than an

    hour, be de­ployed in the air over the grounds.




    And by the sev­en-​o’clock news, CURE’s cov­er would be ex­posed to the harsh spot­light of

    the me­dia, if not blown en­tire­ly. There was no way to hide Smith’s in­tel­li­gence

    back­ground. A cov­er-​up of his past had been con­sid­ered dur­ing the for­ma­tive days of

    CURE, and re­ject­ed.




    In­stead, Smith had sim­ply re­tired from his CIA po­si­tion and tak­en a dull but

    well-​paid job in the pri­vate sec­tor. It was done all the time. No one would have sus­pect­ed

    Smith’s new po­si­tion as di­rec­tor of Fol­croft masked Amer­ica’s great­est se­cret.




    So no he­li­copters flew the skies to pro­tect Harold W. Smith.




    For the same rea­sons. Smith dared not bring the still-​undis­cov­ered pat­tern of killings

    to the at­ten­tion of law-​en­force­ment agen­cies. In fact, he had spent a good part of the

    last four days pulling strings to make cer­tain that lo­cal po­lice re­ports on the killings

    did not en­ter the in­ter­agen­cy po­lice in­tel­li­gence net­works. Com­put­er files were

    mys­te­ri­ous­ly erased. Pa­per files dis­ap­peared from locked cab­inets.




    No, there must be no head­lines de­tail­ing the killing of Harold Smiths. It would draw

    at­ten­tion to ev­ery Harold Smith in Smith’s age group-​the age group of the thir­teen mur­der

    vic­tims to date.




    And so, Harold W. Smith, with the might of the en­tire Unit­ed States mil­itary at his

    com­mand, but un­able to call the po­lice like any oth­er cit­izen, worked in his Spar­tan

    of­fice, his on­ly pro­tec­tion a Colt .45 au­to­mat­ic in his up­per-​right-​hand desk

    draw­er. His eyes re­mained fixed on the busy com­put­er ter­mi­nal. It would tell him when the

    mys­te­ri­ous killer struck again.




    Un­less, of course, he struck at Fol­croft. In that case, Smith would know in a more

    im­me­di­ate way. Be­cause Smith would be the next vic­tim.




    The phone rang and Smith scooped it up.




    “Harold?”




    It was Smith’s wife. “Yes, dear?”




    “It’s six o’clock. Aren’t you com­ing home tonight?”




    “I’m afraid I’m go­ing to be work­ing late again. I’m sor­ry.”




    “I’m wor­ried about you. Harold, about us.”




    “There’s noth­ing to wor­ry about,” Smith said in an un­con­vinc­ing mono­tone.




    “We’re slip­ping, aren’t we? Back in­to our old ways.”




    “You mean I’m slip­ping, don’t you?” said Smith, his voice warm­ing.




    “I wish you were here.”




    “I wish I was home too.” Out of the cor­ner of his eye Smith saw an en­try flash on his

    video screen. “I have to go now. I’ll be in touch.”




    “Harold-“




    Smith hung up abrupt­ly. Turn­ing to the screen, he saw the name Smith. He re­laxed when he

    saw that the item was a news re­port about a politi­cian, last name Smith, who had been

    ar­rest­ed on a bribery charge.




    False alarm. Smith thought about call­ing his wife back, but what did it mat­ter now? She

    was right. He was slip­ping back in­to his old habits, his cold man­ner.




    They had a good mar­riage, but on­ly be­cause she put up with his long hours, his con­stant

    pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, his dry man­ner. Sr­nith was a good provider, a sta­ble hus­band, and a

    church­go­er, but that was as far as it went. A life­time of pub­lic ser­vice had

    crys­tal­lized him in­to the ul­ti­mate bu­reau­crat. A life­time of re­spon­si­bil­ity for

    Amer­ica’s de­fense had boiled the juices from him.




    When Re­mo and Chi­un were set free from CURE, Smith had found free­dom him­self. Free­dom

    had made a new man of him. He had grown clos­er to his wife. Af­ter forty years of com­pla­cent

    mar­riage, they were like new­ly­weds again.




    And it had last­ed bare­ly three months, Smith thought bit­ter­ly, forc­ing his thoughts to

    re­fo­cus on the here and now.




    Smith did not know who the killer was. He did not know for cer­tain that his ram­page

    through the ranks of Harold Smiths was a hit-​or-​miss at­tempt to snuff out Smith’s own life.

    But he had to as­sume so.




    First there was Smith’s back­ground. His OSS/CIA his­to­ry was full of old en­emies. There

    had been CURE-​re­lat­ed en­emies, but thanks to Re­mo and Chi­un, none of them had lived. No,

    this mat­ter could not in­volve CURE. Any­one know­ing of Smith’s link to CURE had to know

    enough to lo­cate him with ease.




    That made the killer, in­evitably, some­one from Smith’s pre-​CURE days, But who? Who­ev­er

    it was did not know cer­tain im­por­tant facts.




    He did not know where Smith cur­rent­ly lived or worked.




    He did not know Smith’s full name, oth­er­wise on­ly Harold W. Smiths would be

    tar­get­ted.




    But most im­por­tant, he did not know he was stalk­ing a man who could fight back.


  




  

    Chapter 11




    Boyce Bar­low had sin­gle-​hand­ed­ly made the town of Dog­wood, Al­aba­ma-​pop­ula­tion

    334-racial­ly pure. Boyce was very proud of his ac­com­plish­ment. Dog­wood, Al­aba­ma, was his

    home­town, not far from the big city of Huntsville. There were no Jews in Dog­wood. Nev­er had

    been. There were no Asians in Dog­wood, al­though there were a few in Rock­et City. As long as

    they stayed in Rock­et City, Boyce Bar­low didn’t much care about them.




    Boyce Bar­low was the founder of the White Pu­ri­ty League of Al­aba­ma. He had found­ed it

    one night in Buck­horn’s Lounge, about two weeks af­ter his un­em­ploy­ment checks ran out,

    while a string band played bad coun­try mu­sic on the juke­box.




    “This coun­try is go­ing to hell,” Boyce told his cousins Luke and Bud.




    Luke and Bud each lift­ed a bot­tle of Coors in salute to Boyce’s righ­teous sen­ti­ment.

    Luke burped.




    “It’s get­ting so a man can’t count on worth­while em­ploy­ment in the land of his birth no

    more,” said Boyce.




    “There are oth­er gas sta­tions,” said cousin Luke.




    “Not in Dog­wood, there ain’t,” Boyce com­plained. “I can pump gas as good as any­one, but I

    ain’t pump­ing gas in Dog­wood no more.”




    “Move.”




    “Shoot, man. I was born here. Can you beat Old Man Shums up and fir­ing a na­tive son like

    that? I was with him, hell, all of a year and three months. I had se­nior­ity. “




    “Old Man Shums said you al­so had your hand in the till.”




    “So what? I worked there, didn’t I?”




    “He said you had your hand in the till af­ter clos­ing,” Luke point­ed out.




    “I was drunk,” said Bovce. “How the hell’s a man sup­posed to know what he’s about when he’s

    drunk? It ain’t nat­ural.”




    “I hear Old Man Shums got him­self a re­place­ment,” Luke of­fered.




    “Some In­di­an fel­la from Huntsville.”




    “In­di­an! Damn! That’s what’s wrong with this coun­try. Too many damn fur­riners.”




    “I don’t think he’s that kind of an In­di­an.”




    “What oth­er kind of In­di­an is there?” asked Bud, who had dropped out of Dog­wood

    El­emen­tary School af­ter the fifth grade.




    “There’s two kinds. The tur­ban kind and the bow-​and-​ar­row kind,” said Luke, who’d come

    with­in two months of grad­uat­ing from high school. “Nei­ther damn one of them any damn

    good.”




    “Damn straight,” said Boyce. “They’re lazy, don’t like to work, and they sponge off this

    great na­tion of ours.”




    “Sounds like you, Boyce,” the bar­tender called over.




    Boyce threw the bar­tender a surly look. “When I want vour at­ten­tion I’ll piss on the

    floor.”




    “You did that last week.”




    “And this week I’m con­sid­er­ing the oth­er op­tion.”




    “I had no idea you took in solids,” the bar­tender said dry­ly.




    “Which kind stole my job?” Boyce won­dered aloud. “The tur­ban kind or the oth­er?”




    “I hear the guy’s name is Ea­gle,” said Bud. “John Ea­gle.”




    “Must be the bow-​and-​ar­row kind. If it were the oth­er, his name would be John Cow,”

    of­fered Lake, the his­to­ri­an. “They’re big on cows over in In­dia.”




    “It’s un-​Amer­ican,” Boyce com­plained to no one in par­tic­ular. “Him tak­ing my job like

    that.”




    “It’s very Amer­ican,” said the bar­tender, pol­ish­ing a glass. The bar­tender pol­ished

    his glass­es to get some use out of them. No one drank beer out of a glass in Dog­wood. “The

    In­di­ans were here be­fore us. That guy’s more Amer­ican than any of you.”




    The rev­ela­tion seared in­to the brains of the drunk­en trio.




    “I think he’s right,” Luke whis­pered. “I heard some­thing like that on The Ri­fle­man

    once.”




    “Well, he’s not white, is he?” de­mand­ed Boyce.




    “That’s right. They’re red. They call ‘em red men.”




    “Com­mu­nists,” said Bud, spit­ting on the floor.




    “No, but they’re no good nei­ther,” said Luke.




    “I think we should do some­thing,” said Boyce Bar­low.




    “Do what?” asked Bud.




    “Like let’s take Dog­wood back from the In­di­ans.”




    “How many In­di­ans we talk­ing about?” asked Luke, who was a cau­tious soul.




    They looked at Bud.




    Bud shrugged. “I think there’s on­ly one of them.”




    “Good. We out­num­ber him.”




    “Not from what I hear. Them In­juns, they’re tough moth­ers.”




    “We’ll bring a hat with us,” said Boyce Bar­low, pulling his base­ball cap with the

    Con­fed­er­ate flag down low over his mean eyes.




    And that night, the three cousins pulled in­to Old Man Shum’s gas sta­tion and yelled for

    ser­vice.




    “No need to shout,” a deep, rum­bling voice said very close by. “I’m right here.”




    “Where?” der­nand­ed Boyce, stick­ing his shag­gy head out the driv­er’s win­dow of his

    four-​by-​four pick­up. And then he saw John Ea­gle. The man stood near­ly sev­en feet tall. He

    was as wide as a gas pump. In fact they had mis­tak­en him for a gas pump in the dark­ness,

    which was why his sud­den ap­pear­ance was so un­nerv­ing. “You John Ea­gle?” asked Boyce

    Bar­low.




    “That’s right,” said John Ea­gle, lean­ing down. He smiled. It was a big, friend­ly smile,

    but it made John Ea­gle’s wide In­di­an face look like the front of a Mack truck. “Some­thing I

    can do for you?”




    The three cousins stared at John Ea­gle with their mouths open and spilling beer fumes.




    “He’s whiter than us,” whis­pered Luke.




    “And he’s big­ger than us,” added Bud. “All of us. Put to­geth­er. “




    “Fill ‘er up, friend,” Boyce said good-​na­tured­ly, vain­ly try­ing to match the big man’s

    smile.




    Driv­ing off; Bud Bar­low broke the strained si­lence.




    “It was a good idea, any­way.”




    “It still is,” said Boyce Bar­low. “We got­ta make Dog­wood a fit place for white

    Amer­icans.”




    “And In­di­ans, white ones,” added Bud, look­ing back furtive­ly.




    “Who else lives in Dog­wood who ain’t white?” asked Boyce.




    “There’s that pump­kin farmer at the edge of town,” Luke said. “What’s his name? Elmer

    some­thing.”




    “Elmer Hawkins,” said Boyce. “He’s a nig­ger. Yeah, we can run him off.”




    “What’d he do?” de­mand­ed Bud.




    “He ain’t white, is he?” said Bovce. “Ain’t this the idea? We got­ta run off the ones what

    ain’t white.”




    “But Elmer, he’s push­ing sev­en­ty. And who’d he ev­er both­er?”




    “You let one nig­ger in, soon you got a town­ful.”




    “Shoot, Elmer’s been liv­ing here go­ing on fifty years. He come in­to town by him­self.

    He’s the on­ly nig­ger we got.”




    “He’s leav­ing town. Tonight,” Boyce said fi­nal­ly. They crept up on Elmer Hawkins’ neat

    shack by moon­light, Boyce Bar­low in the lead. It was easy go­ing. There was no kudzu to

    tan­gle their feet. Elmer Hawkins’ place was about the on­ly open part of Mar­shall Coun­ty

    that wasn’t over­run with the in­de­struc­tible weed. They knocked on Elmer’s front door. The

    win­dows of the shack were un­lit.




    “Elmer, open up,” Boyce called drunk­en­ly.




    When there was no an­swer af­ter ten min­utes of fu­ri­ous knock­ing; they gave up.




    “Must be mind­ing some­one’s kids,” said Bud. “Elmer’s al­ways do­ing nice stuff like

    that.”




    “Shut up!” yelled Bovce. “I ain’t com­ing back to­mor­row night. I’m in a mean mood now.

    To­mor­row I might not be.”




    “Well, I ain’t wait­ing all night, nei­ther,” said Luke.




    “Who’s got a match?” asked Boyce. “We’ll burn this nig­ger out of Dog­wood.”




    “I don’t like this,” said Bud, but it was too late. Boyce was hold­ing a bu­tane lighter

    un­der one cor­ner of the dry wood shack.




    The cor­ner dark­ened, caught, and a line of yel­low flame climbed the un­paint­ed wood

    un­til there was no chance of putting it out.




    Elmer Hawkins came run­ning up the road not many min­utes lat­er.




    “What’s goin’ on? What you doin’ to my house?” he yelled. He was a lanky old man with

    pep­per­corn hair. Boyce Bar­low yelled back at him.




    “We’re run­ning out all the nig­gers in Dog­wood.”




    “This ain’t Dog­wood, you fool. This is Arab.”




    “Ayrab?” said Luke dazed­ly.




    “The Dog­wood town line is up the road. What you want to go and burn down my house for?”




    “We’re get­ting rid of all the nig­gers in Arab too,” Boyce said smug­ly.




    And he did. But not the way he thought. Elmer Hawkins watched the shack he had lived in for

    most of his life burn to the ground. He did not get mad. He did not call the po­lice, nor did

    he press charges. In­stead, he hired a lawyer and got even.




    The coun­ty judge at the tri­al award­ed Elmer Hawkins sev­en hun­dred dol­lars in puni­tive

    dam­ages for his shack and an ad­di­tion­al fifty thou­sand dol­lars for emo­tion­al dis­tress.

    Be­cause Boyce Bar­iow was dirt poor and un­em­ployed, he could not pay. So the judge or­dered

    Boyce’s house-​which had been in his fam­ily since the Civ­il War-​auc­tioned off and the

    pro­ceeds giv­en to the vic­tirn. Elmer Hawkins took the mon­ey and bought him­self a mod­est

    home in Huntsville. There was enough left over to put a down pay­ment on a din­er near the

    Mar­shall Space Flight Cen­ter, where Elmer Hawkins lived out the rest of his days in busy

    con­tent­ment.




    “At least I won,” Boyce Bar­low said when it was over. He was back at his usu­al ta­ble at

    Buck­horn’s.




    “But you lost your house, Boyce,” Luke point­ed out glum­ly.




    “Dog­wood is racial­ly pure, though, ain’t it?”




    “Al­ways was. Elmer lived in Arab, re­mem­ber?”




    “We’re not stop­ping with Dog­wood any­more,” Boyce said, star­ing in­to the dark Coors

    bot­tle like a man gaz­ing in­to a crys­tal ball. “We’re go­ing to ex­pand.” Ex­pand­ing was

    not easy. The White Pu­ri­ty League of Al­aba­ma picked up a few new mem­bers who thought it

    was a cry­ing shame that Boyce lost his house that way, which brought the ranks to ex­act­ly

    six. Be­cause all six were tem­porar­ily out of work, dues were a prob­lem.




    “How can we ex­pand with­out any mon­ey?” Boyce com­plained one night at Buck­ham’s.




    “We could all go out and get jobs,” Bud sug­gest­ed. He was ig­nored.




    The bar­tender, who had long ago grown tired of the White Pu­ri­ty League of Al­aba­ma

    hold­ing meet­ings in his es­tab­lish­ment and for­get­ting to pay its tab, made a fate­ful

    sug­ges­tion.




    “Go on ca­ble TV,” he said. “They let any group on the air now. It’s called lo­cal ac­cess

    or some­thing like that. It’s free.”




    “We don’t have ca­ble TV in Dog­wood,” Boyce said rea­son­ably.




    “They do in Huntsville,” the bar­tender coun­tered. And so the White Pu­ri­ty League Hour

    was born. With­in three months its mes­sage, “Take Back Amer­ica,” was reach­ing view­ers in

    twen­ty-​nine states and the Dis­trict of Columbia. Mem­ber­ship rose from the found­ing six

    mem­bers to near­ly three thou­sand na­tion­wide. Boyce Bar­low bought him­self a nice white

    frame house in sub­ur­ban Huntsville, a short drive from the na­tion­al head­quar­ters of the

    re­named White Pu­ri­ty League of Amer­ica and Al­aba­ma, a for­mer Boy Scout camp­ground

    Bar­low had pur­chased and con­vert­ed in­to Fortress Pu­ri­ty, a barbed-​wire com­pound off

    Route 431.




    Bare­ly a year af­ter the ground­break­ing of Fortress Pu­ri­ty, a man showed up at the

    elec­tri­fied fence. The man was in a wheelchair.




    “I want to join your wor­thy group,” the man said. He was old, too old. And he had no

    legs.




    “Go ‘way,” said Luke Bar­iow from the gate. “We got stan­dards.”




    “Il­sa!” the old man called.




    A blond girl stepped out of a bronze van.




    “Hi,” she said breathi­ly. Then she smiled sun­ni­ly.




    “Hi!” Luke said, star­ing at her chest.




    “Can we come in? Please?”




    “Sure,” said Luke, who re­al­ized that re­cruit­ment among sin­gle wom­en was

    dis­tress­ing­ly low.




    Af­ter he had un­locked the gate, he said. “Pleased to meet you. I’m Luke. I’m

    vice-​cor­po­ral in charge of se­cu­ri­ty.”




    “I’ve nev­er heard of such a rank,” said the old man in the wheelchair.




    “I made it up,” said Luke proud­ly. “It was ei­ther that or ad­mi­ral of the gate. I liked

    that one best, but the oth­er was longer.”




    The old man smiled. His smile was hideous. It was the smile of a rot-​toothed corpse. “Of

    course.”




    When the old man was brought to Boyce Bar­low, Boyce was three thou­sand dol­lars in the

    hole to his pok­er part­ners and wel­comed the in­ter­rup­tion.




    “I’m call­ing the game. We split the pot,” he an­nounced sud­den­ly, scoop­ing up two

    hand­fuls of mon­ey. “What can I do for you folks?”




    “You are Boyce Bar­low. I have watched your pro­gram. We are kin­dred spir­its, you and

    I.”




    “You and me is kin?”




    “In spir­it. I, too, be­lieve as you do. Amer­ica for Amer­icans.”




    “Who’re you?”




    “This is Herr Kon­rad Blut­sturz,” said Il­sa proud­ly. “He is an Aryan. He is like

    you.”




    “The hell he is. I got both rny legs,” said Boyce Bar­low. “No of­fense,” he added.




    “I have a gift for you,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, toss­ing a book on­to the pok­er

    ta­ble.




    Boyce Bar­low picked up the book and read the ti­tle. Main Kampf,” he said aloud.




    “The first word is pro­nounced ‘mine,’ as in ‘yours or mine,’ ” Kon­rad Blut­sturz

    cor­rect­ed. “Not ‘main.’ “




    “Main’s how they say it at the Chi­na Drag­on. You know, chow mein.”




    “A dif­fer­ent lan­guage al­to­geth­er. The words mean ‘My Bat­tle.’ A great man wrote

    it.”




    “Adolf Hitler,” Boyce read aloud. “Wasn’t he a bad guy.”




    “The losers are al­ways called that. Had Hitler won the war, there would now be no Jews, no

    blacks, no in­fe­ri­or peo­ples liv­ing in Amer­ica, tak­ing Amer­ican jobs from true

    Amer­icans and drain­ing the vi­tal­ity out of this once-​strong na­tion.”




    “Is that so?”




    “His ideas are your ideas,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “He was es­pous­ing them be­fore you

    were born. You, Boyce Bar­low, have rein­vent­ed the wheel. Read this book and see for

    vour­self. When you are done, call me at the num­ber I have writ­ten on the fly­leaf and we

    will talk.”




    Boyce Bar­low had read the book. The old man with­out legs had been right. Boyce Bar­low

    found that the old man was right about many things.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz told them he could triple the mem­ber­ship of the White Pu­ri­ty League

    of Amer­ica and Al­aba­ma. Overnight.




    “You have on­ly to do three things.”




    “What are those?” Boyce had asked sus­pi­cious­ly. “Start­ing to­day, fly this flag from

    your high­est build­ing.”




    Boyce Bar­low took the flag. It was red. In the cen­ter was a twist­ed black crass in a

    white cir­cle. Boyce rec­og­nized the flag; he had seen it in World War Two films. He showed

    the flag to Luke and Bud.




    “What do you guys think?”




    “It would look bet­ter if it were green,” said Luke.




    “I like red,” said Bud, think­ing of the Con­fed­er­ate flag.




    “Me too,” said Boyce. “Done.”




    “Ex­cel­lent. Sec­ond, change the name of your or­ga­ni­za­tion to the Aryan League of

    Amer­ica.”




    “What’s an Aryan?”




    “We are Aryans,” said Kon­rad Blut­strarz. “Aryans are the mas­ter race, de­scen­dants of

    the racial­ly pure war­rior- Vikings. Like Il­sa, here.”




    They all looked at Il­sa. Il­sa looked back. She smiled sweet­ly.




    “We’re all Aryans, ain’t we, boys?” Boyce said. “Es­pe­cial­ly me. How about we call it the

    White Aryan League of Amer­ica, though? So the dumb ones don’t get con­fused. “




    “I will agree to that,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    “And the third thing?”




    “Ap­point me your sec­ond-​in-​com­mand.”




    Boyce Bar­low had done this too, and, true to the old man’s promise, the mem­ber­ship rolls

    swelled. That they swelled with peo­ple who had Ger­man last names was at first trou­ble­some

    to the rul­ing tri­ad of the new­ly re­named White Aryan League of Amer­ica and Al­aba­ma.

    Boyce had in­sist­ed on re­tain­ing the “Al­aba­ma” part, in his words, “to re­mind folks this

    great move­ment be­gan in the heart of Dix­ie.”




    One night, while count­ing up the month’s dues, Boy­ee asked the old man, “Isn’t our slo­gan

    sup­posed to be ‘Amer­ica for Amer­icans’?”




    “That is our slo­gan,” ad­mit­ted Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    “Then what are those damn fur­riners doin’ here?”




    “They are not for­eign­ers. Amer­ica is a melt­ing pot. The best of all white na­tions have

    come to these shores. Ger­man-​Amer­icans are as Amer­ican as any. More so. It is the blacks,

    the Jews, the Smiths who are to be erad­icat­ed.”




    “The smiths?” asked Boyce. “Aren’t they white too? I mean most­ly?”




    “They are the worst of all. They look white. Their skins ap­pear to be white. But their

    souls are black, and evil. We will rid Amer­ica of the blacks and the Jews and oth­er

    in­fe­ri­or peo­ples. But first we must crush the Smiths.”




    Boyce Bar­low didn’t quite fol­low Kon­rad Blut­sturz on that last point, but the dues kept

    com­ing in and so he did ev­ery­thing that Kon­rad Blut­sturz sug­gest­ed.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz had showed how to get the White Aryan League of Amer­ica pub­lic­ity.

    In­stead of just preach­ing the word over ca­ble TV, or on street cor­ners where they were

    hoot­ed and booed, he showed that march­ing down the streets of Amer­ican towns, shout­ing

    racial ep­ithets, usu­al­ly brought me­dia cov­er­age. Free me­dia cov­er­age. And when you

    shout­ed racial slo­gans, the races you in­sult­ed al­ways shout­ed back. Some­times they threw

    rot­ten fruit and bot­tles.




    “Do this and we will get sym­pa­thy. Pro­voke the blacks and Jews and Ori­en­tals to at­tack

    us. We will look good and they will look bad be­cause the net­works can not spend more than

    three min­utes of footage on any news event. They will omit our slo­gans and show our en­emies

    at­tack­ing our peace­ful march.”




    And it had worked. All of it had worked. That man Kon­rad Blut­sturz was a ge­nius. He knew

    ev­ery­thing. And when Blut­sturz had in­sist­ed that he be called Herr Fuhrer, Boyce Bar­low

    had made it White Aryan League pol­icy. And when Herr Fuhrer Blut­sturz had made the find­ing

    of one man named Harold Smith the League’s top pri­or­ity, Boyce Bar­low had not ques­tioned

    him. Af­ter all. Harold Smith was a black-​souled Smith, pos­si­bly the se­cret lead­er of the

    com­ing Smith up­ris­ing that threat­ened to un­der­mine the racial pu­ri­ty of Amer­ica.




    And when Herr Fuhrer Blut­sturz or­dered Boyce Bar­low and his cousins Luke and Bud to

    per­son­al­ly go to Falls Church, Vir­ginia, af­ter a sci­en­tist named Fer­ris D’Orr, Boyce

    Bar­low asked on­ly one ques­tion.




    “You want him alive or dead?”


  




  

    Chapter 12




    At first, Dr. Harold W. Smith thought he was hal­lu­ci­nat­ing. He had not gone home the

    night be­fore. He dared not. First, there was the fear that he would miss some crit­ical

    re­port com­ing over his com­put­ers. And then there was the shame. He did not want to face his

    wife in his cur­rent state, as the old Harold Smith, the lemo­ny-​faced, cold-​blood­ed Harold

    Smith who had been ground down by a life­time of in­tel­li­gence work. Last, there was the fear

    that if he went home, he would lead the un­known killer straight to his door, and to his

    wife.




    “Could you re­peat that, please?” Smith asked, think­ing that lack of sleep had caused him

    to hear things. Mrs. Mikul­ka pa­tient­ly re­peat­ed her­self, speak­ing slow­ly and

    dis­tinct­ly through the of­fice in­ter­com.




    “I said a Mr. Chi­un is here to see you. He’s very in­sis­tent, and the guards at the gate

    don’t know what to do.”




    “You did say Chi­un?”




    “Yes, Dr. Smith. Chi­un. What shall I tell the guards?”




    “Tell them to es­cort Mr. Chi­un to my of­fice. Care­ful­ly. Tell them not to touch him,

    pro­voke him, or oth­er­wise get in his way.”




    “My good­ness, is he an es­caped pa­tient?” asked Mrs. Mikul­ka, plac­ing a plump hand to

    her well-​cush­ioned chest.




    “Just do it,” said Smith, one har­ried eye on his com­put­er con­sole.




    Min­utes lat­er, the guards left their charge out­side Smith’s of­fice door.




    “Oh, hel­lo.” said Mrs. Mikul­ka, rec­og­niz­ing the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. She had seen the

    el­der­ly Ori­en­tal be­fore. He had vis­it­ed Smith on oth­er oc­ca­sions.




    “Greet­ings, la­dy-​in-​wait­ing to the Em­per­or Smith. Please in­form the em­per­or that

    the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, for­mer­ly his roy­al as­sas­sin, has ar­rived.”




    “I’ll do just that,” breathed Mrs. Mikul­ka, won­der­ing if this man was not a can­di­date

    for a Fol­croft rub­ber room.




    “That man is here, Dr. Smith.”




    “Send him in. And take an ear­ly lunch.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, re­splen­dent in his blue-​and-​gold greet­ing ki­mono, en­tered

    the room with dig­ni­fied cer­emo­ny.




    “Hail, Em­per­or Smith,” he called, bow­ing slight­ly. “The House of Sinan­ju brings you

    greet­ings and fe­lic­ita­tions. Great is my plea­sure in be­hold­ing your wise, your

    mag­nif­icent, your ro­bust coun­te­nance once more.”




    “Thank you,” said Smith, whose eyes were red-​rimmed and blood­shot, and whose ashen face

    looked like a dead man’s. “I am sur­prised to see you.”




    “Your joy is re­turned a thou­sand­fold,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    “Er, you’re not work­ing for any­one at the mo­ment, are you? I mean, this is a so­cial

    call-​isn’t it?”




    “I am be­tween em­ploy­ers at present,” ad­mit­ted Chi­un. Smith re­laxed slight­ly. The

    loy­al­ty of a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, he knew, stopped at the ter­mi­na­tion of each con­tract.

    There was no telling what Chi­un want­ed. He might even be here to as­sas­si­nate Smith

    him­self.




    “You’re not here about that un­re­solved mat­ter in Sinan­ju?” asked Smith cau­tious­ly.




    “And what un­re­solved mat­ter is that?” asked Chi­un in­no­cent­ly.




    “When the Rus­sian busi­ness was con­clud­ed, I asked you to ter­mi­nate my life, and you

    re­fused.”




    “Ah.” Chi­un nod­ded. “I re­call I re­fused be­cause you had not enough coin to pay. Oh, I

    am ashamed, Em­per­or Smith, ashamed to the very core of my be­ing. I should not have re­fused

    so mi­nor a boon. In truth, I am here to atone for my er­ror.”




    “I no longer re­quire your ser­vices,” Smith said hasti­ly.




    “No?” The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju looked dis­ap­point­ed, near­ly strick­en. “Are you

    cer­tain?”




    “Quite cer­tain. The Pres­ident has au­tho­rized CURE to con­tin­ue. This re­leas­es me from

    my du­ty to com­mit sui­cide.”




    Chinn lift­ed a long-​nailed fin­ger.




    “This is good,” he said. “For the atone­ment I wish to make has noth­ing to do with killing

    you-​al­though I would glad­ly do so if this were your com­mand. I would do any­thing the

    Em­per­or Smith, in his in­ex­orable wis­dom, com­mands.”




    “You would?” said Smith, dumb­found­ed. “Any­thing?”




    “Any­thing,” Chi­un said placid­ly.




    “But our con­tract has been void­ed. You told me so your­self.”




    “Clause Fifty-​six, Para­graph Four.” Chi­un nod­ded. “Which stip­ulates that con­tracts

    be­tween em­per­ors and the House of Sinan­ju may not be trans­ferred to third par­ties. You

    did this, com­mit­ting the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju to ser­vice to Rus­sia. You did this un­der

    threat of black­mail by the Rus­sians. Re­mo has ex­plained these de­tails to me. I bear you no

    ill for your over­sight, for that is sure­ly all that it was. Em­per­ors, of course, can­not be

    ex­pect­ed to re­mem­ber all the niceties and de­tails, es­pe­cial­ly the fine paint.”




    “I’m glad you feel that way, Mas­ter Chi­un, but I still don’t quite un­der­stand what

    you’re do­ing in Amer­ica.”




    “Clause Fifty-​six, Para­graph Ten.” Chinn smiled. “Un­der the rubric ‘Re­funds.’ “




    “As I re­call, a ship­ment of gold ac­com­pa­nied you on your last sub­ma­rine cross­ing to

    Sinan­ju. Un­der the cir­cum­stances, I didn’t as­sume we were due a re­fund. Are you here then

    to re­turn the gold pre­pay­ment?” asked Smith.




    “Would that it were in my pow­er,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ja sad­ly.




    “Then what?”




    From the folds of his robe the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju ex­tract­ed a gold-​edged scroll tied

    with a blue rib­bon. Chi­un del­icate­ly un­tied the rib­bon, caus­ing the scroll to roll

    open.




    “Al­low me to read. ‘In the event of ter­mi­na­tion of ser­vices, the House of Sinan­ju is

    ob­li­gat­ed to re­fund all pre­pay­ments, pro­rat­ed to the term of un­ful­filled

    ser­vice.’




    “Alas,” con­tin­ued the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, “Re­mo, my adopt­ed son, is to wed a Sinan­ju

    maid­en, and be­cause that maid­en was an or­phan bereft of fam­ily and dowry, and be­cause

    Sinan­ju law for­bids the House of Sinan­ju to re­tain gold that it has not tru­ly earned, I

    was thrown in­to a dilem­ma. I did not know what to do,” said Chi­un, be­cause em­per­ors

    some­times did not know sim­ple words like “dilem­ma.”




    “I could not keep the gold. And you had al­ready re­turned to Amer­ica when I dis­cov­ered

    my lapse. Poor Re­mo, my son, could not mar­ry his cho­sen bride be­cause she had no dowry. It

    was a dif­fi­cult time. But in my wis­dom, I saw a so­lu­tion to all our prob­lems.”




    “You gave the gold to Mah-​Li,” Smith said weari­ly.




    “I gave the gold to Mah-​Li,” said Chi­un tri­umphant­ly, in al­most the same breath. And he

    smiled. “Tru­ly, you are a mind read­er, as well as gen­er­ous and un­der­stand­ing.”




    “You came all the way to Sinan­ju to tell me that you can’t re­turn the gold?”




    “No, I have come all the way to the won­der­ful land of Amer­ica to atone for my er­ror, as

    I have said.”




    “Mean­ing?”




    “Mean­ing my new dilem­ma,” said Chi­un. “I can­not re­turn the gold, for I have giv­en it

    away.”




    “You have a great deal of gold, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,” re­mind­ed Smith.




    “True,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. “But I do not have a sub­ma­rine. On­ly a sub­ma­rine

    is ca­pa­ble of trans­port­ing such gen­er­ous quan­ti­ties of gold from Sinan­ju to these

    hap­py shores.”




    It was true, thought Smith. An­nu­al­ly, he had shipped enough gold in­gots to Sinan­ju to

    pay off the debts of many small na­tions. And Chi­un nev­er spent that gold, ac­cord­ing to

    Re­mo.




    “I can make ar­range­ments for one of our nu­cle­ar subs to pick up the re­pay­ment,” Smith

    said.




    “I can­not al­low that,” said Chi­un. “Why not?”




    “It would be un­fair. The ex­pense you would in­cur in send­ing that ves­sel would de­tract

    from the val­ue of the re­pay­ment.” Chi­un shook his aged head. “No, I would not do that to

    you.”




    “We can work some­thing out.” said Smith.




    “No,” said Chi­un hasti­ly. “For Sinan­ju law dic­tates that all re­pay­ments be made in the

    same coin. No sub­sti­tutes.”




    “I would not mind,” said Smith.




    “But my an­ces­tors would,” re­turned Chi­un.




    “Then what?”




    Chi­un paced the of­fice. “I can­not re­pay in the same coin. It is re­gret­table, but I am

    stuck. There­fore, as dif­fi­cult as it will be, as much as I de­sire to re­main in Sinan­ju

    with my adopt­ed son and my peo­ple who wept bit­ter­ly when I left them, I must ful­fill my

    con­tract with you.”




    “I’m sure we can come up with an al­ter­nate so­lu­tion,” Smith said.




    “I have thought long on this,” Chi­un said firm­ly. “This is the on­ly way.”




    “Things have changed, Mas­ter Chi­un. CURE is no longer set up for op­er­ations.”




    Chi­un waved a dis­mis­sive hand. “A mere de­tail. A tri­fling of no mo­ment in the

    mag­ni­tude of this event. Lo, my de­scen­dants will sing in praise of this hour for

    gen­er­ations to come,” Chi­un said loud­ly. “Af­ter too long a time, the House of Sinan­ju has

    been re­unit­ed with the most kind, most gen­er­ous, most able client it has ev­er known, Smith

    the Wise.”




    “It has been on­ly three months,” re­mind­ed. Smith.




    “Three long months,” Chi­un cor­rect­ed. “Each day a year, each month an eter­ni­ty. But at

    last it is over.”




    “What about Re­mo?”




    Chi­un’s pleased ex­pres­sion fled. “Re­mo is hap­py in Sinan­ju. We do not need him. Or he,

    us.”




    “I see,”




    “You see all,” Chi­un smiled.




    “This could work out,” said Smith slow­ly. His mind was rac­ing. On­ly days ago, the thought

    of hav­ing to deal with the mer­cu­ri­al Chi­un would have sent him reach­ing for his Maalox,

    but now, with this Smith-​killer mat­ter, Chi­un’s reap­pear­ance might be the best thing that

    could hap­pen.




    “Do I un­der­stand that our last con­tract is now in force once more?”




    “Not quite,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, set­tling on the floor in front of Smith’s heavy

    desk.




    And Smith-​who knew that when Chi­un sat on the floor like that it meant that it was time to

    rene­go­ti­ate-​grabbed two ex­tra-​sharp pen­cils and a yel­low le­gal pad and joined him on

    the worn hard­wood floor.




    “Re­mo will not be con­sid­ered a part of this ne­go­ti­ation,” be­gan Chi­un.




    Smith nod­ded. “That would mean a re­duc­tion, retroac­tive, on the pre­pay­ment due to the

    loss of his ser­vices.”




    “Not quite,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    “What then?”




    “It re­quires an ad­di­tion­al pay­ment above the pre­pay­ment.”




    Smith snapped the pen­cil in his hand. “How do you fig­ure that?” he said an­gri­ly.




    “With­out Re­mo, I will have to work twice as hard as be­fore; And I am an old man, frail

    and in my de­clin­ing years.”




    “How much more?” Smith asked tight­ly.




    “Half. Half would be fair.”




    Smith, who was fac­ing death from an un­known as­sas­sin, bal­anced the cost of Chi­un’s

    de­mands against the prob­able ex­pense of find­ing a new CURE di­rec­tor and de­cid­ed they

    were rough­ly equal.




    “Done,” he said, writ­ing it down.




    “And I fur­ther re­quire oth­er ameni­ties-​lodg­ing and clothes.”




    “Clothes?”




    “Be­cause I came by air; I was un­able to car­ry my pos­ses­sions with me. I have on­ly a

    ki­mono or two, noth­ing more.”




    Smith, sud­den­ly re­mem­ber­ing the news re­port of the Air Force trans­port that had the

    mys­te­ri­ous stow­away the day be­fore, un­der­stood com­plete­ly.




    “I don’t know where we’re go­ing to find a cloth­ier who spe­cial­izes in ki­monos, but I’ll

    see what I can do.”




    “Do not trou­ble your­self. In­tro­duce me to a wor­thy tai­lor, and he and I will work out

    the de­tails.”




    “Done. Any­thing else?”




    “One last item. Trav­el­ing ex­pens­es.”




    “How much?” Smith asked, brac­ing him­self.




    “Sev­en dol­lars and thir­ty-​nine cents.”




    “You trav­eled from Sinan­ju to Amer­ica and spent on­ly sev­en-​thir­ty-​nine?”




    “It was the strangest thing. No one asked me for mon­ey. But the Amer­ican flight did not

    serve meals for some rea­son and I was forced to dine in a restau­rant be­fore so­journ­ing

    here to Fortress Fol­croft.”




    And the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju smiled in­no­cent­ly.




    “I imag­ine you’ll re­quire liv­ing ex­pens­es un­til I req­ui­si­tion the gold,” Smith said

    wry­ly.




    “I was not go­ing to men­tion it, but yes,” said Chi­un.




    “I’ll get you an Amer­ican Ex­press card.”




    “Amer­ican . . . ?” said Chi­un, puz­zled.




    “Gold card, of course.”




    “Of course.” Chi­un beamed. He had no idea what Smith was bab­bling about, but was will­ing

    to agree to any­thing that in­volved gold.




    When they had fin­ished amend­ing the old con­tract and ini­tial­ing the changes, the

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju signed with a flour­ish.




    “And now you,” he said hap­pi­ly, turn­ing the con­tract over to Smith.




    Smith scrawled his sig­na­ture, won­der­ing why Chi­un seemed so de­light­ed. Usu­al­ly

    up­on sign­ing even the most gen­er­ous con­tract, he act­ed like he had been vic­tim­ized by

    Smith’s sharp trad­ing. And why had Chi­un will­ing­ly left Re­mo back in Sinan­ju? Could there

    be a prob­lem be­tween the two of them? As soon as the thought en­tered his head, Smith

    dis­missed it. Re­mo and Chi­un were in­sep­ara­ble. But then, why were they sep­arat­ed?




    When Smith fin­ished, Chi­un rose to his feet like smoke aris­ing from an in­cense

    burn­er.




    “I am at your ser­vice, O just one. Mere­ly point and I will cut down your en­emies like the

    wheat in the field.”




    “As a mat­ter of­fact, I do have a prob­lem.”




    “Name it,” said Chi­un.




    “It’s dif­fi­cult. It in­volves an­oth­er as­sas­sin.”




    “There is no oth­er as­sas­sin,” re­tort­ed the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. “Speak the wretch’s

    name and I will place his head at your feet by the set­ting sun.”




    Just then the phone rang. Smith looked up. It was the di­rect line to Wash­ing­ton the

    di­al­less phone which con­nect­ed the Pres­ident of the Unit­ed States with CURE. Smith

    reached up stiffly and pulled the red re­ceiv­er to his ear.




    “Yes, Mr. Pres­ident?”




    “We have a prob­lem, Smith. I don’t know what you can do with­out op­er­atives, but maybe

    you can ad­vise me.”




    “Ex­cuse me, Mr. Pres­ident, but we do have an op­er­ative. “




    “We do?”




    “Yes, the old one.”




    “Old­er one,” Chi­un whis­pered, tug­ging on Smith’s sleeve. “I am old­er than you and

    Re­mo, but I am not old.”




    Smith coughed nois­ily. “Yes, Mr. Pres­ident. You heard me cor­rect­ly. We have just

    fin­ished ne­go­ti­at­ing for an­oth­er year of ser­vice.”




    “I thought he had re­tired,” said the Pres­ident, “and that he was up­set with us over the

    mat­ter with the So­vi­ets. Af­ter all, his pupil did die dur­ing that one.”




    “He’s sit­ting be­fore me even as we speak,” said Smith un­com­fort­ably.




    “Younger than ev­er,” Chi­un said loud­ly.




    Smith clapped a hand over the re­ceiv­er. “Hush. The Pres­ident still thinks Re­mo is

    dead.




    “Strick­en by grief at the loss of my on­ly adopt­ed son, I will nev­er­the­less bear up

    un­der my bur­dens and deal with the en­emies of Amer­ica,” Chi­un added.




    “That’s enough. Don’t over­play it.” Hav­ing lied to the Pres­ident about Re­mo’s sup­posed

    death, there was no way Smith could ad­mit to the truth-​that he had fudged the facts to cov­er

    for Re­mo. As long as this Pres­ident served in the Oval Of­fice, he must nev­er learn that

    Re­mo still lived. That dis­cov­ery would ex­pose Smith as un­re­li­able and could pull the

    CURE op­er­ation down around Smith’s head.




    “All right,” said the Pres­ident. “I won’t ask ques­tions. Here’s our prob­lem. A fel­low

    named Fer­ris D’Orr has just es­caped a kid­nap­ping at­tempt. D’Orr is im­por­tant to

    Amer­ica. He’s dis­cov­ered a re­mark­able way of cold-​forg­ing ti­ta­ni­um. I think you know

    how im­por­tant that is to our De­fense De­part­ment. Why, this pro­cess could cut so much from

    next year’s de­fense bud­get that we could fund a lot of the pro­grams that Congress is now

    try­ing to sti­fle.”




    “Who is re­spon­si­ble?”




    “That’s just it. We don’t know. The So­vi­ets, the Chi­nese, hell, it might even be the

    French. They’ve got a pret­ty fair space pro­gram go­ing now. Who is be­hind this doesn’t

    mat­ter so much. We’ve just got to pro­tect D’Orr.”




    “I’ll put our spe­cial per­son right on it.”




    “Good man, Smith. D’Orr is be­ing trans­port­ed to a safe house in Bal­ti­more. It’s the

    pent­house of the Lafayette Build­ing. Keep me in­formed.”




    “Yes, Mr. Pres­ident,” said Dr. Harold W. Smith, hang­ing up the phone. To Chi­un, Smith

    said, “That was the Pres­ident.”




    “So I gath­ered,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, who, now that he was un­der con­tract, felt

    no press­ing need to gush over Smith. “Some­thing was said about work.”




    “What I be­gan to tell you can wait,” said Smith, know­ing that the threat to his own life

    was a per­son­al mat­ter, but that na­tion­al se­cu­ri­ty was CURE’s prime di­rec­tive. “I’m

    send­ing you to Mary­land.”




    “A love­ly province,” said Chi­un.




    “Yes. Some­one has at­tempt­ed to kid­nap Fer­ris D’Orr, a met­al­lur­gist.”




    “The fiends,” cried Chi­uua, “kid­nap­ping a sick man like that.”




    “Sick?”




    “He is a met­al­lur­gist, cor­rect? He is al­ler­gic to met­als. The poor wretch. Imag­ine

    nev­er be­ing able to touch gold, or hold coins in his hand. He must be be­side him­self.”




    “A met­al­lur­gist is some­one who works with met­als,” said Smith, get­ting to his

    feet.




    “Ah, an ar­ti­san.”




    “Not quite. He’s in­vent­ed a pro­cess for melt­ing ti­ta­ni­um, an im­por­tant met­al.”




    Chi­un shook his head slow­ly. “There is on­ly one im­por­tant met­al, and that is

    yel­low.”




    “Ti­ta­ni­um is im­por­tant to Amer­ica.’




    “Is it yel­low?”




    “No. I be­lieve it is bluish, like lead.”




    Chi­un made a face. “Lead is not a good met­al. Lead killed the Ro­man Em­pire. They used it

    for their plumb­ing. Ro­mans drank wa­ter from their lead pipes and lost first their wits, and

    lat­er their em­pire. No doubt they had lead toi­lets too. Toi­lets will bring down a

    civ­iliza­tion faster than pesti­lence. Even the mighty Greeks would not have been able to

    sur­vive the on­slaught of toi­lets.”




    “Ti­ta­ni­um is im­por­tant to Amer­ica,” Smith re­peat­ed, ig­nor­ing Chi­un’s

    out­burst.




    “Oh? It is valu­able?”




    “Very,” said Smith. “It is used for jet-​en­gine parts and in space-​age

    tech­nolo­gies.”




    “If it is valu­able, why waste it on ma­chines?” Chi­un asked. “Why not make beau­ti­ful

    urns of ti­ta­ni­um in­stead? Or stat­ues of wor­thy per­sons? I am cer­tain I would look

    won­der­ful in ti­ta­ni­um.”




    “Pro­tect D’Orr, and if any­one comes af­ter him,” Smith said weari­ly. “elim­inate

    them.”




    “Of course.” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. “I un­der­stand per­fect­ly.”


  




  

    Chapter 13




    Re­mo Williams had walked most of the way to Py­ongyang, cap­ital of the Peo­ple’s

    Re­pub­lic of Ko­rea, be­fore he saw his first au­to­mo­bile.




    It was an im­port­ed Vol­vo. Re­mo stepped out in­to the mid­dle of the high­way and waved

    his arms for the car to stop.




    The car slowed. The driv­er took a long look at Re­mo and drove around him.




    Re­mo ran af­ter the Vol­vo. The Vol­vo picked up speed. The driv­er of the Vol­vo looked at

    his speedome­ter. It read sev­en­ty. But the white man in the black T-​shirt was still in his

    rearview mir­ror.




    When the run­ning white man drew up along­side the Vol­vo, there were tears in the driv­er’s

    eyes. There was no way this could be hap­pen­ing. The white man must not be a west­ern spy, as

    he had first thought. He had to be an evil spir­it.




    “I need a ride in­to Py­ongyang,” Re­mo yelled at the driv­er.




    It was then that the driv­er knew of a cer­tain­ty that the white be­ing must be an evil

    ap­pari­tion. Not on­ly was he keep­ing pace with a sev­en­ty-​mile-​an-​hour au­to­mo­bile,

    but he spoke Ko­re­an. West­ern spies did not speak Ko­re­an. Ko­re­an ghosts spoke Ko­re­an,

    how­ev­er. Among oth­er things they did, like pass their in­tan­gi­ble hands through sol­id

    ob­jects and pluck out the hearts from the chest cav­ities of the liv­ing.




    “I said I need a ride in­to Py­ongyang,” Re­mo re­peat­ed. When the Ko­re­an did not re­ply,

    Re­mo tapped the win­dow on the driv­er’s side un­til the glass spi­der­webbed and fell

    out.




    The Ko­re­an had the gas ped­al to the floor­boards by that time. The white ghost was still

    run­ning even with the car. There was no es­cape.




    The white ghost had said some­thing about need­ing a ride. Why a ghost who could run in

    ex­cess of sev­en­ty miles an hour would need an earth­ly ve­hi­cle did not mat­ter. Nor did

    the fact that the Vol­vo had cost eight years’ salary. The ghost was de­mand­ing the car, and

    there was no es­cap­ing him. There­fore there was on­ly one thing to do.




    The driv­er braked the Vol­vo, plunged out through the pas­sen­ger’s side, and stum­bled

    in­to the tall grass. The white ghost did not pur­sue him.




    “I on­ly want­ed a ride,” Re­mo Williams said to him­self. He shrugged as he got be­hind the

    wheel of the Vol­vo. The keys were still in the ig­ni­tion. He got the car go­ing.




    Re­mo drove slow­ly, his eyes on the road. The faint im­ages of san­daled feet showed from

    time to time. A mile down the high­way, the trail of foot­prints abrupt­ly stopped. It was

    re­placed by a string of bar­ley beans that seemed to stretch, sin­gle file, all the way to the

    cap­ital city.




    “Chi­un,” Re­mo said un­der his breath.




    An hour lat­er, Py­ongyang was framed in the bugsplat­tered wind­shield. It was a city of

    im­pos­ing white build­ings with a stone torch-​the North Ko­re­an ver­sion of the Stat­ue of

    Lib­er­ty-​dom­inat­ing the sky­line.




    Re­mo drove through the check­point be­cause he was in a hur­ry. Red tape al­ways an­noyed

    him any­way. He was not stopped, be­cause he was driv­ing a for­eign car. On­ly high-​rank­ing

    mem­bers of the North Ko­re­an gov­ern­ment drove for­eign cars. Or any cars, for that

    mat­ter.




    Py­ongyang was not like Moscow. It was not like Peking. It was not one of the drab

    Com­mu­nist cap­itals that give the East­ern bloc a bad name. The build­ings were im­mac­ulate.

    Gor­geous trees lined the banks of the Tae­dong Riv­er. Hap­py chil­dren marched, singing, to

    school. Work­ers marched, singing, to work. No­body walked any­where in Py­ongyang. Ev­ery­one

    marched and sang. The dif­fer­ence was, the chil­dren sang be­cause they en­joyed it. The

    adults sang be­cause not to sing car­ried crim­inal penal­ties. Many mar­ble stat­ues of the

    Great Lead­er, Kim Il Sung, dot­ted the spa­cious parks, and dozens of posters of him smiled

    be­nign­ly from the sides of build­ings.




    Re­mo, who had met Kim Il Sung, knew the stat­ues and posters were a lie. They showed a

    black-​haired and rosy-​cheeked politi­cian, when in fact Kim Il Sung’s cheeks had fall­en in,

    he wore spec­ta­cles, and his hair was the col­or of soiled cot­ton.




    As Re­mo drove around the city look­ing for the air­port, he was amazed at the wide and very

    mod­ern street sys­tem. “There were five lanes, but very few cars. The on­ly cars were

    oc­ca­sion­al Volvos or Toy­otas. For some rea­son, none of the au­tos used the cen­ter lane.

    To save time, not that there was much traf­fic in the first place, Re­mo drove down the cen­ter

    lane.




    He had not gone very far when one of the lit­tle white mil­itary po­lice cars be­gan to

    chase him. The of­fi­cer waved him over to the side of the road.




    “Where’s the air­port?” asked Re­mo in Ko­re­an.




    “Over! Over!” the of­fi­cer yelled hack.




    Re­mo, fig­ur­ing he could get di­rec­tions to the air­port faster by obey­ing, obliged.




    The of­fi­cer came up on him with a drawn pis­tol. “I wasn’t speed­ing, was I?” asked Re­mo

    po­lite­ly.




    “Out of the car,” the of­fi­cer said. “Out!”




    Re­mo got out. The of­fi­cer got a clear look at him for the first time. He yanked his

    whis­tle free of his tu­nic and blew on it fu­ri­ous­ly.




    “What’s the prob­lem?” Re­mo want­ed to know.




    “You are un­der ar­rest. Driv­ing down the lane re­served for the of­fi­cial use of the

    Lead­er for Life, Him­self, Kim Il Sung.”




    “You got­ta be kid­ding,” said Re­mo. “He’s got his own freak­ing lane?”




    “And for be­ing an un­reg­is­tered for­eign­er,” the of­fi­cer added, blow­ing on the

    whis­tle again.




    The of­fi­cer nudged Re­mo with the muz­zle of his pis­tol. That was a mis­take.




    Re­mo plucked the pis­tol from the man’s fin­gers be­fore he could re­act. He held it up

    be­fore the man’s widen­ing eyes.




    “Watch,” said Re­mo. “Mag­ic.” He closed one hand around the pis­tol bar­rel and rubbed it

    very fast, and when he took his hand away, the muz­zle be­gan to droop like a limp rub­ber

    hose.




    Re­mo hand­ed the man back his weapon.




    The of­fi­cer blinked in­cred­ulous­ly. If he pulled the trig­ger now, he would

    un­ques­tion­ably emas­cu­late him­self. “Sinan­ju?” he stam­mered.




    Re­mo nod­ded. “I’m the new Mas­ter.”




    “White?”




    “Not en­tire­ly. It de­pends on who you ask.”




    The of­fi­cer bowed. “I am at your ser­vice.”




    “I like your at­ti­tude. I’m look­ing for the old­er Mas­ter, my teach­er.”




    “He has been here. There was great trou­ble at the air­port. He caused dif­fi­cul­ty with

    the of­fi­cials there. No one knows why. He had on­ly to ask, and we would have obliged him.

    But he re­fused to iden­ti­fy him­self.”




    “Where is he now?” Re­mo asked.




    The of­fi­cer shrugged. “They say he was flown to the un­for­tu­nate South. No one knows

    why. Par­adise is here in the North.”




    “If you’re the Lead­er for Life, it is,” said Re­mo. “How about a po­lice es­cort to the

    air­port?”




    “At once,” said the of­fi­cer.




    At the air­port, they were more than de­light­ed to as­sist the new Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,

    white or not.




    The chief of air­port se­cu­ri­ty smiled his de­light un­til a nerve in his cheek start­ed

    to twitch. He soft­ened the smile in­to a less stress­ful ex­pres­sion.




    “When’s the next flight out of here?” Re­mo asked.




    “Moscow or Peking?”




    “Nei­ther,” Re­mo said. “I’m head­ing for Amer­ica, I think. “




    “You should know,” said the head of se­cu­ri­ty, “but I re­gret I can­not ac­cede to your

    wish, as much as I would like.”




    “Why not?”




    “The Peo­ple’s Demo­crat­ic Re­pub­lic can­not af­ford to lose any more pi­lots

    trans­port­ing Mas­ters of Sinan­ju to un­friend­ly places.”




    “Did Chi­un kill them?”




    “No, they com­mit­ted sui­cide up­on land­ing. They knew that the South is a ter­ri­ble

    place. They chose to ex­tin­guish their lives rather than live with­out the benef­icence of

    Him­self, our glo­ri­ous lead­er.”




    “Tell you what,” Re­mo of­fered. “Give me one pi­lot and I’ll make sure he comes back. Fair

    enough?”




    The se­cu­ri­ty chief shook his moon face.




    “Not pos­si­ble,” he said. He knew that the next pi­lot might not be­lieve the of­fi­cial

    pro­pa­gan­da and de­cide that South Ko­rea was a place worth liv­ing in, af­ter all. “What is

    pos­si­ble?”




    “A land es­cort to, say, ten miles north of the thir­ty-​eighth par­al­lel. You could walk

    from there.”




    “I’m used to curb-​to-​curb ser­vice,” said Re­mo, pick­ing up a brass spit­toon from

    be­side the se­cu­ri­ty chief’s desk and squeez­ing it un­til it squeaked. He placed the

    man­gled re­mains in the se­cu­ri­ty chief’s hands.




    “I will drive you per­son­al­ly,” the Ko­re­an de­cid­ed sud­den­ly, feel­ing the sharp

    met­al edges cut his palms. Hours lat­er, the se­cu­ri­ty chief’s en­closed jeep came to the

    barbed-​wire for­ti­fi­ca­tion that North Ko­re­an pol­icy claimed was de­signed to keep the

    dev­ils of the South out of the Peo­ple’s Re­pub­lic. In fact, it was there to keep the peo­ple

    of the North from spilling down to free­dom.




    “I leave the rest to you,” said the se­cu­ri­ty chief.




    “Thanks,” said Re­mo.




    “I wish your teach­er had been so rea­son­able. If on­ly he had iden­ti­fied him­self, we

    could have come to some re­al­is­tic ac­com­mo­da­tion.”




    “I think he want­ed to be fol­lowed.”




    “Then why maim two of our sol­diers in­stead of re­veal­ing him­self?”




    “I think he want­ed to be sub­tle,” said Re­mo, melt­ing in­to the trees.


  




  

    Chapter 14




    Ev­ery­one knew that Fer­ris D’Orr was in hid­ing. The whole world knew that the fed­er­al

    gov­ern­ment had placed him in a safe house ev­er since the first an­nounce­ment that Fer­ris

    D’Orr, dis­cov­er­er of the se­cret of cold-​cast­ing ti­ta­ni­um, had been the tar­get of a

    kid­nap­ping at­tempt.




    And the whole world knew, thanks to the ev­er-​present news me­dia, that the safe house was

    not a house at all, but a pent­house in down­town Bal­ti­more.




    “This is cor­re­spon­dent Don Cood­er, re­port­ing from out­side the Lafayette Build­ing,

    the prob­able-​but not def­inite-​lo­ca­tion of the safe house where FBI agents have se­cret­ed

    met­al­lur­gi­cal ge­nius Fer­ris D’Orr, the man who may rev­olu­tion­ize de­fense

    ap­pli­ca­tions of ti­ta­ni­um. Can you con­firm any of that for me, Field Agent Gro­gan?” the

    news­man asked, shov­ing his mi­cro­phone in­to the face of a big stone-​faced man in a blue

    jack­et with the yel­low plas­tic let­ters FBI on the back.




    “No com­ment,” said the FBI man. He cra­dled an au­to­mat­ic ri­fle in his arms. Be­hind

    him, the glass en­trance to the Lafayette Build­ing was sealed off by wood­en sawhors­es.

    Oth­er men, all wear­ing FBI jack­ets and bran­dish­ing firearms, loi­tered out­side the doors.

    Over­head, a he­li­copter flew in noisy cir­cles. The let­ters FBI were sten­ciled on it

    too.




    The whole FBI team had been moved in­to the street on­ly an hour ago.




    “Our in­for­ma­tion is that Fer­ris D’Orr has set up a lab­ora­to­ry in the pent­house

    suite, where he is con­tin­uing his work,” the news­man per­sist­ed. “Can you con­firm

    that?”




    “No com­ment,” the FBI man said la­con­ical­ly.




    “Then ex­plain for me, if you can. Agent Gro­gan, why there is a high­ly vis­ible FBI

    pres­ence in front of this build­ing at this par­tic­ular time.”




    “To con­trol the me­dia. We weren’t called in un­til you peo­ple prac­ti­cal­ly stormed the

    place.”




    “Are you say­ing that you are not here to pro­tect Fer­ris D’Orr, pos­si­bly the most

    im­por­tant sci­en­tist in Amer­ica to­day?”




    “I know what Fer­ris D’Orr is,” Agent Gro­gan said testi­ly. “You don’t have to give me the

    man’s whole his­to­ry. And yes, I am cat­egor­ical­ly deny­ing that my team is guard­ing

    Fer­ris D’Qrr. I just fin­ished ex­plain­ing to you. Here it is again. We’re on sta­tion to

    con­trol the me­dia. You don’t muster a force like this to guard a safe house. That’s like

    hang­ing out a shin­gle that says ‘Hostage for Rent.’ “




    “But you’re not denving that Fer­ris D’Orr is hid­ing twen­ty floors above our heads in fear

    of his life?”




    “No com­ment,” said FBI Agent Gro­gan, rolling his eyes heav­en­ward.




    “How about the at­tempt­ed kid­nap­ping of Mr. D’Orr? Are there any leads on that?”




    “You’d have to talk to the dis­trict su­per­vi­sor on that one.”




    “But you ex­pect an­oth­er at­tempt, do you not?”




    “No com­ment.”




    The news­man turned to­ward his cam­era­man and fixed the video­cam with a steely gaze.




    “There you have it, ladies and gen­tle­men of the au­di­ence. Not quite proof pos­itive, but

    cer­tain­ly a re­veal­ing in­di­ca­tion, that sci­en­tist Fer­ris D’Orr is be­ing held in

    pro­tec­tive cus­tody on this very block. What does this say about our gov­erni­nent’s abil­ity

    to pro­tect im­por­tant mem­bers of the de­fense com­mu­ni­ty? Is se­cu­ri­ty so lax that just

    any­one can un­cov­er a so-​called ’safe’ house? A dis­cus­sion on these dis­turb­ing

    ques­tions and a spe­cial back­ground fea­ture, ‘Ti­ta­ni­um and Your Tax­es,’ will air on a

    Ca­bleTalk Spe­cial tonight at eleven, ten cen­tral time. Un­til then, this is Don Cood­er,

    Ca­bleTalk Net­work News, Bal­ti­more.”




    Af­ter the news crews had gone home, con­fi­dent that they had sat­is­fied the Amer­ican

    peo­ple’s press­ing need to know that a man cru­cial to Amer­ica’s de­fense fu­ture was

    safe­ly-​if no longer se­cre­ty-​pro­tect­ed by the FBI, a taxi pulled up be­fore the Lafayette

    Build­ing and a man stepped out.




    The man was bare­ly five feet tall, Ori­en­tal, and wore a gray ki­mono, and he in­formed

    the FBI agents that they could go home.




    “You are no longer need­ed now that I am here,” the lit­tle man said in a pleas­ant, squeaky

    voice.




    When FBI Agent Gro­gan po­lite­ly re­quest­ed the cit­izen’s name, the cit­izen waved him

    away. And when the FBI man at­tempt­ed to lay hands on the Ori­en­tal, he found him­self

    clutch­ing air.




    “Stop that guy,” he yelled to the guards at the door. Five FBI agents barred the door. There

    was a sud­den flur­ry of move­ment, a flash of gray, and a sound sim­ilar to that of co­conuts

    be­ing cracked to­geth­er.




    Five high­ly trained FBI agents sank to the pave­ment, their eyes glaz­ing, their heads

    bob­bing on their un­steady necks af­ter the old Ori­en­tal had knocked their heads to­geth­er

    in sets of two.




    Agent Gro­gan lunged for the old Ori­en­tal. The Ori­en­tal turned, and Gro­gan had a

    mo­men­tary glimpse of two yel­low­ish fin­gers com­ing at his eyes. That was usu­al­ly enough

    time for the hu­man blink­ing re­flex, one of the fastest re­flex­es in na­ture, to re­act. In

    this case, the fin­gers were swifter than the blink and Agent Gro­gan found him­self sit­ting

    on the street clutch­ing his face. Tears streamed be­tween his fin­gers and he could not

    see.




    The squeaky voice called back, “Re­mind me to kill you lat­er.”




    A few min­utes lat­er, the dis­trict su­per­vi­sor ar­rived, trailed by a bat­tery of

    cam­ou­flaged agents.




    “What hap­pened here?” he de­mand­ed.




    Agent Gro­gan stum­bled to his feet, stab­bing at his tear­ing eyes with a

    hand­ker­chief.




    “I think he poked me in the eyes,” he said. “A lit­tle guy. An Ori­en­tal. Did you get

    him?”




    “No-​but he ob­vi­ous­ly got you. All of you.”




    “We’ve got to stop him.”




    “No, we don’t. We’ve got to go home. We’re re­lieved.”




    “Re­lieved! By who?”




    “By the lit­tle Ori­en­tal who played Moe to your Six Stooges. Don’t ask me to ex­plain. I

    don’t un­der­stand it any more than you do. But the word came from the top. Let’s call it a

    night.”




    The next morn­ing, when the net­work news re­turned for more no-​com­ments, it found ev­ery

    trace of FBI pres­ence mys­te­ri­ous­ly gone. They in­stant­ly as­sumed Fer­ris D’Orr had been

    re­moved to an even more se­cure safe house, and fran­ti­cal­ly scat­tered to chase it down, so

    that the Amer­ican peo­ple would sleep bet­ter in the knowl­edge that he was still in safe

    hands. In their quest for truth and a high­er rat­ings share, they ne­glect­ed to do a sim­ple

    thing. They for­got to en­ter the build­ing to con­firm that Fer­ris D’Orr had, in fact, been

    moved.




    Fer­ris D’Orr could not be­lieve his ears.




    “One man?” he yelled. “One man is sup­posed to pro­tect me? Are you crazy? Do you have any

    con­cep­tion of how valu­able I am to our De­fense De­part­ment right now?”




    “Yes, sir,” said the FBI field su­per­vi­sor. “I un­der­stand my su­pe­ri­or re­ceived word

    of the change from the Sec­re­tary of De­fense him­self.”




    “Why would he do a crazy thing like that?” cried Fer­ris. “Wait a minute. What’s his

    name-​Some­thing­berg­er, right? He must be Jew­ish. That’s it! This is a Zion­ist plot, isn’t

    it?”




    “I’m sure the Sec­re­tary of De­fense knows what he’s do­ing,” the FBI man said.




    “Are you Jew­ish?” Fer­ris asked sud­den­ly, sus­pi­cious­ly.




    “Sir?”




    “I asked you an im­por­tant ques­tion.”




    “Well, ac­tu­al­ly, no.”




    “Yon prob­ably wouldn’t ad­mit it if you were.”




    “I have my or­ders,” the FBI su­per­vi­sor said stiffly. “Now, if you’ll ex­cuse me . .

    .”




    The FBI su­per­vi­sor led his men away, shak­ing his head. It had been a while since he’d

    seen such ra­bid re­li­gious ha­tred. Fun­ny thing was, the guy looked Jew­ish him­self.




    Af­ter he had left, Fer­ris D’Orr dazed­ly sank in­to a chair. His face was drained of

    col­or.




    “You poor man,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, en­ter­ing the room. “Let me help you.”




    “Who? What? How did you get in here?”




    “The el­eva­tor,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, push­ing the ti­ta­ni­um neb­uliz­er in­to

    an­oth­er room.




    Fer­ris jumped to his feet. “What are you do­ing? Where are you go­ing with that?”




    The Ori­en­tal stopped mo­men­tar­ily. “I am Chi­un, reign­ing Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. You are

    Fer­ris?”




    “Fer­ris D’Orr. “




    “You are a met­al­lur­gist?”




    “That’s right.”




    Chi­un nod­ded. “I am re­mov­ing the of­fend­ing met­als from this room. It is a good thing

    I am here. Those who guard­ed you be­fore me should have known bet­ter than to leave you alone

    with the cause of your ill­ness.”




    “What ill­ness?” de­mand­ed Fer­ris D’Orr, block­ing Chi­un from leav­ing the room with the

    neb­uliz­er.




    “You are a met­al­lur­gist. You said so.”




    “We’ve been through that.”




    “You are al­ler­gic to met­al. I am re­mov­ing the met­als.”




    “I didn’t ask for a clean­ing per­son,” said Fer­ris D’Orr haugh­ti­ly. “Cer­tain­ly not one

    who can’t speak the lan­guage. “




    “I was speak­ing En­glish be­fore you were born,” Chi­un said. “But I will not hold your

    in­sult against you. You are ob­vi­ous­ly in a weak­ened men­tal state from this cru­el

    ex­po­sure to met­al. Look at this room. It is filled with blocks of met­al, all ug­ly and dull

    and use­less.”




    “This is my lab­ora­to­ry,’ said Fer­ris D’Orr, try­ing to shove the neb­uliz­er back in­to

    the room. For some rea­son, it would not budge, even af­ter he pushed with all his might. It

    was as if the de­vice was bolt­ed to the floor.




    “You are be­gin­ning to sweat, poor man. Come. It will be bet­ter if I take you in­to the

    next room.”




    “I don’t want to go in­to the next room!” said Fer­ris D’Orr, and al­though the old

    Ori­en­tal on­ly took his wrist be­tween two del­icate fin­gers, Fer­ris found him­self pulled

    in­to the next room as if by a tow ca­ble.




    “I have a very dan­ger­ous guard com­ing to pro­tect me,” Fer­ris warned af­ter he was

    gen­tly but fir­miy de­posit­ed on an over­stuffed chair. “This man is so dan­ger­ous he’s

    re­plac­ing a crack team of FBI agents. So you bet­ter get out­ta here, pal.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, re­ceiv­ing a com­pli­ment, bowed and al­lowed the faintest of

    sat­is­fied smiles to etch his fea­tures.




    “I am Chi­un. I have on­ly to­day re­turned to your won­der­ful land, which I see with new

    eyes. I will there­fore al­low you to call me Chi­un, as oth­er Amer­icans fa­mil­iar­ly call

    one an­oth­er by their first names.”




    “Won­der­ful. But my warn­ing still goes. This guy is a killer.”




    “I am that guy, the killer,” said Chi­un.




    “You?”




    “Me.”




    “I nev­er saw a killer who looked like you.”




    “You nev­er saw a killer who killed like me,” Chi­un said rea­son­ably.




    “What do we do now?”




    “You have a tele­vi­sion set?”




    “Right be­hind you.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju turned. “I see no such thing,” he sniffed.




    “The cab­inet. It’s a pro­jec­tion TV. You lift it by the han­dle. “




    Puz­zled, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju walked over to a false wood ta­ble with a hand slot on the

    top, He reached in, and the hinged top lift­ed, ex­pos­ing not the glass tube of the usu­al TV

    set, but a large white screen. Then the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju saw the fa­mil­iar knobs. He

    pressed the On but­ton.




    The news ap­peared on the screen and Chi­un quick­ly changed the chan­nel.




    “What are you do­ing?”




    “I am try­ing to find one of my beau­ti­ful dra­mas of hap­pi­er days. I did not bring my

    tapes with me, alas.”




    “Beau­ti­ful dra­mas?”




    “Is Edge of Dark­ness still shown?”




    “I think it was can­celed.”




    Chi­un’s face wrin­kled. “It was prob­ably the vi­olence. It had fall­en far from the

    heights of Mrs. Lapon’s hys­terec­to­my, and the un­for­tu­nate drug ad­dic­tion of her son,

    who she mis­tak­en­ly be­lieved was fa­thered by her ex-​hus­band, and not Dar­ryl, the

    doc­tor.”




    “Who’s go­ing to pro­tect me while you watch the soaps?”




    “Me, of course.”




    “And what am I sup­posed to be do­ing?”




    “Sit­ting here re­cov­er­ing from your un­for­tu­nate ex­po­sure to ug­ly met­al

    ob­jects.”




    “You’re go­ing to guard me and watch soaps at the same time?”




    “Mas­ters of Sinan­ju are am­bidex­trous,” said Chi­un, flip­ping the chan­nel se­lec­tor in

    search of some­thing fa­mil­iar.




    “Mas­ters of what?”




    “Sinan­ju,”




    “Sinan­jew? You don’t look Jew­ish,” said Fer­ris D’Orr.




    “That is be­cause I am not Jew­ish.”




    “Good. I don’t like Jews.”




    “My an­ces­tors would agree with you. They nev­er got any work from the House of David.

    Herod was an­oth­er mat­ter. “




    A round bald­ing face ap­peared in the big TV screen just in time to re­ceive a thrown

    grape­fruit.




    “Ah, they are on TV too,” Chi­un said plea­sur­ably. “I saw them be­fore in a movie. They

    must be very pop­ular.”




    “Them? Those are the Three Stooges, aren’t they?”




    “They are won­der­ful,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, set­tling on­to the couch. He

    ar­ranged his ki­mono skirts mod­est­ly se that they cov­ered his legs.




    Fer­ris D’Orr watched as the three men on the screen hit one an­oth­er over the head with an

    as­sort­ment of blunt ob­jects, chased each oth­er through a house, and cli­maxed their an­tics

    with an ink-​squirt­ing du­el.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju cack­led hap­pi­ly. “I love them. They are so . . . so . . .”




    “Stupid,” Fer­ris sup­plied.




    “So Amer­ican,” said Chi­un.




    “You like Amer­ican stuff, huh?” asked Fer­ris D’Orr. “




    Amer­ican stuff is an ac­quired taste, I know, but I am try­ing. “




    “Well, if I were you, I’d get a change of clothes. You dress like a sis­sy.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju re­strained his anger at the white met­al­lur­gist. No doubt he was

    still suf­fer­ing from his ex­po­sure to the lab­ora­to­ry.




    “Alas,” he said. “I have on­ly one de­cent ki­mono left. Do you know a good tai­lor?”




    “There’s got­ta be at least one de­cent one in this city.”




    “Af­ter this is over, we will vis­it him.”




    “Can’t,” said Fer­ris D’Orr. “I’m sup­posed to stay here. This is the safe house,

    re­mem­ber?”




    “Where would you feel safer,” coun­tered Chi­um, “alone in this house where killers can walk

    through the door with im­puni­ty, or on the street with the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju?”




    Fer­ris D’Orr re­mem­bered his in­abil­ity to budge the neb­uliz­er and how the fun­ny

    lit­tle Ori­en­tal had dragged him out of the lab with no ap­par­ent ef­fort.




    “No con­test. I’ll call a cab,” he said.


  




  

    Chapter 15




    The phone rang on the desk of Dr. Harold W. Smith. Smith jerked away from his video screen.

    It was the reg­ular line, not the di­rect con­nec­tion to the White House. Smith looked at his

    watch. It was af­ter eleven p.m. That meant his wife.




    He de­cid­ed to ig­nore it.




    But when the phone con­tin­ued to ring, shat­ter­ing his con­cen­tra­tion, Smith

    re­lent­ed.




    “Yes, dear?”




    “Who is she?” Mrs. Smith de­mand­ed, her voice clogged with emo­tion.




    “Again?”




    “The oth­er wom­an. You can’t hide it any­more, Harold. First you de­vel­op a sud­den

    in­ter­est in me, now you’re out at all hours. Is it your sec­re­tary? That Mikul­ka

    wom­an?”




    In spite of him­self, Harold Smith burst out laugh­ing. “Harold? What is it? Are you

    chok­ing? If you’re chok­ing, hand this phone to who­ev­er the tramp is. Maybe she knows the

    Heim­lich ma­neu­ver.”




    “I . . . I’m not chok­ing,” Harold Smith said up­roar­ious­ly. “I’m laugh­ing.”




    “You sound like a ma­chine gun hav­ing con­vul­sions. Are you sure that’s laugh­ter?”




    “Yes, dear, I’m sure. And there’s no oth­er wom­an in my life. But thank you for think­ing

    that. You’ve made my day.”




    “It’s night, Harold. Al­most mid­night. I’m in bed. Alone. Just as I’ve been alone for the

    last week. How long can this go on?”




    “I don’t know, dear,” Smith said in a more sober tone. “I re­al­ly don’t.”




    “Stop tap­ping those in­fer­nal com­put­er keys when I’m talk­ing to you.”




    “What? Oh, I’m sor­ry.”




    “You re­al­ly are work­ing, aren’t you?”




    “Yes, dear,” said Harold Smith, turn­ing away from the screen. But on­ly slight­ly.




    “It’s se­ri­ous, isn’t it?”




    “Yes,” said Harold Smith. “Very se­ri­ous.”




    “Do you want to talk about it?”




    Re­lief surged through Harold Smith. “Yes, I do. I re­al­lv do. But I can’t.”




    “You know that I know. You don’t have to pre­tend any­more.”




    “Shhh, this is an open line,” said Harold Smith.




    “I’m sor­ry. But you know what I’m talk­ing about.”




    “Yes, I do. And hon­est­ly, if I could talk about it, you would be the one I’d be talk­ing

    to. But the na­ture of my work-“




    “Harold, there’s a big wide-​open space right be­side me. I’m pat­ting it, Harold. Can you

    hear me pat­ting it?” Her voice was low and sooth­ing.




    “Yes, I can,” Harold Smith said un­com­fort­ably.




    “I wish you were in this big wide emp­ty space right now.”




    “I will be soon. Please be­lieve me. I will be home as soon as I pos­si­bly can. It will be

    like it was.”




    “Like it has been-​or like it used to be? It feels like we’re set­tling back in­to old

    pat­terns. Me the un­de­mand­ing wife and you the up­right hus­band whose work comes

    first-​al­ways first. I’m not sure I could stand go­ing back to that life, Harold.”




    “No, that isn’t hap­pen­ing, I promise.”




    “I love you, Harold.”




    “I know. I feel the same way,”




    “But you can’t say the words, even af­ter all these years. Those three sim­ple words. Can

    you, Harold,”




    “Some things don’t have to be said.”




    “Call me. Soon.”




    “Good night, dear,” said Harold Smith qui­et­ly, and hung up. He wished she hadn’t used that

    sexy voice. It made him yearn for her again. But to pro­tect her, Harold Smith had to keep his

    dis­tance.




    Smith re­turned to his com­put­er. He felt a re­newed burst of stami­na. It had been so hard

    these last days, cooped up in his of­fice, shield­ed by the Fol­croft se­cu­ri­ty guards, who

    were start­ing to won­der if they were tru­ly on alert to keep a de­ranged pa­tient from

    es­cap­ing-​as Dr. Smith had told them-​or to keep some­one out.




    Talk­ing to his wife, Smith had felt his pent-​up frus­tra­tion drain away. He re­turned to

    his com­put­er ter­mi­nal, a faint smile tug­ging at the dry­ish cor­ners of his mouth. His

    wife thought he still se­cret­ly worked for the CIA. For years, he had kept the true na­ture of

    his job at Fol­croft from her. But in­tu­itive­ly she knew. She had known for a long time. She

    didn’t, how­ev­er, sus­pect CURE’s ex­is­tence. As long as she didn’t, Harold Smith would

    con­tin­ue to let her be­lieve she was mere­ly the long-​suf­fer­ing wife of a ded­icat­ed CIA

    bu­reau­crat. And ad­mire her for that.




    Smith pushed the thoughts of her from his mind and re­turned to the prob­lem at hand.




    Over and over, he had run test pro­grams on the pat­tern of the Harold Smith killings. Over

    and over, there had been no cor­re­la­tions-​no com­mon back­ground fea­tures, no fam­ily

    re­la­tion­ships, no pat­terns of crim­inal ac­tiv­ities. Noth­ing tied the Harold Smiths

    to­geth­er ex­cept that they were all named Harold Smith, were males over six­ty, and had

    dis­ap­peared or died in gris­ly cir­cum­stances.




    The ev­idence was cir­cum­stan­tial, but it was com­pelling. It looked like the work of a

    pos­si­bly in­sane se­ri­al killer. Cer­tain­ly nor­mal law-​en­force­ment agen­cies, if they

    ev­er learned of the pat­tern, would come to that con­clu­sion.




    Dr. Harold W. Smith knew that he was the killer’s re­al tar­get. He knew it with a

    cer­tain­ty that bor­dered on the psy­chic. He knew it be­cause of who he was, and he knew he

    was next on the killer’s route.




    The wait­ing was be­com­ing a prob­lem. Smith wished the killer would find him, just to get

    it over with. Just to learn the iden­ti­ty of his en­emy.




    Smith de­cid­ed to at­tack the prob­lem from an­oth­er an­gle. He ran a log­ical

    ex­trac­tion pro­gram and be­gan en­ter­ing facts.




    Fact 1: Un­known killer knows name of tar­get.




    Fact 2: Un­known killer knows ap­prox­imate age of tar­get.




    Fact 3: Un­known killer se­lects tar­gets as he trav­els, prob­ably by road.




    Query: How does un­known killer lo­cate his tar­gets? The com­put­er busi­ly searched its

    files, cor­re­lat­ing da­ta faster than any ma­chine but the num­ber-​crunch­ing

    su­per­com­put­ers owned by the Pen­tagon. Af­ter a minute, an­swers be­gan to scroll up the

    screen, each rat­ed by prob­abil­ity fac­tors. Smith se­lect­ed the least like­ly prob­abil­ity

    for a con­trol test.




    The least like­ly prob­abil­ity in­di­cat­ed that the un­known killer se­lect­ed his

    tar­gets from lo­cal phone books. Smith asked the com­put­er to sort the names of the mur­dered

    Harold Smiths in­to two cat­egories: those who were list­ed in lo­cal phone di­rec­to­ries and

    those with un­list­ed num­bers. As an af­terthought, he added a third cat­ego­ry, those who did

    not own phones or were not list­ed un­der their own names.




    Smith stared for a long mo­ment at the com­put­er’s an­swer.




    All thir­teen vic­tims were list­ed in the lo­cal phone di­rec­to­ries.




    “It’s too sim­ple,” Smith told him­self. “It can’t be.” But it was. Smith had been

    op­er­at­ing on the as­sump­tion that the killer was some high­ly trained in­tel­li­gence agent

    who would use so­phis­ti­cat­ed re­sources and ex­pe­ri­enced meth­ods to ex­ecute his goals.

    This was too crude, too am­ateur­ish, too ran­dom. It would take months, even years, be­fore

    the un­known killer reached his ob­jec­tive. Con­ceiv­ably, he might kill ev­ery Harold Smith

    in the tar­get group be­fore reach­ing the right one. If then.




    Smith en­tered the So­cial Se­cu­ri­ty files in Wash­ing­ton-​the great­est repos­ito­ry of

    da­ta on U.S. cit­izens in ex­is­tence-​and pulled out the ad­dress­es of all Harold Smiths in

    the tar­get group cur­rent­ly liv­ing in Mas­sachusetts, Rhode Is­land, Con­necti­cut, and

    up­state New York-​the states where the un­known killer was like­ly to strike next.




    There were on­ly three Harold Smiths in that ge­ograph­ical area who were over six­ty. The

    on­ly one list­ed in the tele­phone book was Dr. Harold VV. Smith of Rye, New York, list­ed as

    the di­rec­tor of Fol­croft. Smith did not have a list­ed home num­ber.




    T’he sweat be­gan pour­ing from Smith’s body so hot and so fast his glass­es ac­tu­al­ly

    steamed. He wiped them off hasti­ly.




    If the killer was in­deed pick­ing his vic­tims out of tele­phone di­rec­to­ries, he should

    have been to Fol­croft by now. He was over­due.




    At that crit­ical psy­cho­log­ical mo­ment, gun­fire erupt­ed out­side Smith’s of­fice.




    It was a short vol­ley of shots, like a string of fire­crack­ers go­ing off. It bare­ly

    pen­etrat­ed the walls of Smith’s of­fice, but to a man trained to rec­og­nize gun­fire, there

    was no mis­tak­ing it.




    Smith grabbed the desk phone and punched the front­gate ex­ten­sion.




    “What’s hap­pen­ing down there?” he de­mand­ed.




    “There’s some­one try­ing to get in, Dr. Smith. I think we chased him off.”




    “What did he look like?” Smith de­mand­ed. “De­scribe him.”




    “Wait. There he goes. He’s gone over the fence.”




    “The fence! Is he on the fence or over it?”




    “I dun­no. He moved too fast.”




    “De­scribe him, please,” said Dr. Smith, gain­ing con­trol over his voice. Calm­ly he

    reached in­to his desk draw­er and re­moved his old OSS-​vin­tage .45 au­to­mat­ic. Gun­shots

    came through on the re­ceiv­er.




    “Guard? Guard?” called Dr. Smith, cradling the re­ceiv­er be­tween shoul­der and ear. He

    sent a round in­to the au­to­mat­ic’s cham­ber with a hard pull on the slide. He was ready, but

    for what?




    Smith heard the guard shout­ing. “In­side, he’s in­side!” the guard was say­ing.




    Then there was on­ly a clat­ter­ing noise. The guard’s phone had been dropped.

    Sud­den­ly.




    Dim­ly the sounds of squeal­ing tires, ragged gun­shots, and an­gry shout­ing men fil­tered

    in through the walls and were echoed through the phone. Smith hung up, get­ting to his

    feet.




    A loud knock­ing came at his door. “Yes?”




    “Hast­ings, Dr. Smith. We have a prob­lem out here.”




    “I know,” Smith told the guard. “I think we have an in­trud­er.”




    “Or­ders, sir?”




    “Keep him out at all costs. And shoot on sight. To wound if pos­si­ble. To kill if

    nec­es­sary.”




    “Yes, sir,” called the guard. Smith heard his foot­steps fade away. He ex­tin­guished the

    lights in his of­fice. Bit­ter moon­light poured through the spa­cious pic­ture win­dow. There

    would be no dan­ger from that quar­ter. The glass was bul­let­proof, un­shat­ter­able.




    Stand­ing be­hind his desk, Smith was a res­olute, ragged fig­ure. Men who had stood and

    fought at Lex­ing­ton and Con­cord looked as he did, sim­ple Yan­kee stock fight­ing for their

    farms and their fam­ilies. Smith, de­spite his high-​tech re­sources and his awe­some

    in­ter­na­tion­al re­spon­si­bil­ities, was at heart a Ver­mont Yan­kee who firm­ly be­lieved

    in his coun­try and its prin­ci­ples and was will­ing to lay down his life for both.




    The au­to­mat­ic felt cool in his moist palm.




    Who? he thought for the thou­sandth time. Who was this man who knew on­ly his name and age

    and with a mur­der­ous, ob­ses­sive sin­gle-​mind­ed­ness had killed and killed in a blind

    bru­tal pat­tern de­signed to erad­icate him? Why had the killer wait­ed so long to seek him

    out?




    “He’s in the el­eva­tor!” Hast­ings’ voice called faint­ly. The moon went be­hind a cloud,

    plung­ing the room in­to ab­ject dark­ness. Smith gripped his weapon more tight­ly. He cut the

    video ter­mi­nal, its green­ish wash of light dis­tract­ing him at this cru­cial mo­ment.




    More gun­shots came, too many. It was a fire­fight. It had to be. How­ev­er, the in­trud­er

    did not sound as if he were heav­ily armed. No rapid fir­ing from a ma­chine pis­tol or oth­er

    high-​ve­loc­ity weapons ric­ocheted in the cor­ri­dors. There was on­ly the ragged bark of

    hand­guns.




    “Here he comes,” a voice yelled. “The el­eva­tor door’s open­ing. Take him now.”




    Bul­lets stormed in the out­er hall. Then there was si­lence.




    “Did you get him?” Smith called. He was not leav­ing the room. Not that he was afraid. But

    there was on­ly one way in­to his of­fice. That one door would give him a clear shot. And one

    clear shot was all that Harold Smith want­ed. Or need­ed.




    “Did you get him?” Smith re­peat­ed.




    “He mus­ta tricked us,” Hast­ings called through the door. “He’s not in the el­eva­tor.”




    And sud­den­ly Hast­ings howled in fright.




    “There he is! There he is!” The bul­let sounds be­gan again. Briefly.




    They stopped one by one, un­til Smith could hear on­ly the ner­vous click­ing of a gun

    ham­mer drop­ping on emp­ty cham­bers.




    “Don’t hurt me!” a guard screeched. “Don’t hurt me.” And his voice choked off. Smith heard

    the mushy thud of a body falling to the floor.




    Smith swal­lowed hard. One clear shot, that was all. Light foot­steps ap­proached. The door

    was out­lined in yeilow light from the foy­er. At the bot­tom crack, the light was

    in­ter­cept­ed by mov­ing feet. It seemed like one man. One man, one bul­let. Smith was

    ready.




    “The door is un­locked, who­ev­er you are,” Smith called out.




    The door whipped open. A lean shad­ow stood framed in the door­way. Smith fired once

    cool­ly.




    And missed.




    The lean shad­ow fad­ed off to one side, and the door slammed shut, re­turn­ing the room to

    dark­ness.




    Smith lis­tened for foot­steps, his gun held two-​hand­ed be­fore him. He swept the room

    with its muz­zle, one eye on the big win­dow, made faint­ly vis­ible by cloud-​screened

    moon­light. If he passed in front of the win­dow, Smith had him.




    The in­trud­er did not pass be­fore the win­dow. He came the oth­er way.




    Sud­den­ly Smith felt a vise clamp around his weapon. It was no longer in his fin­gers.




    He was help­less, and for the first time, a sob racked his throat. It was all over. He would

    nev­er see his wife again.




    “I just want to see your face be­fore I die,” Smith said chok­ing­ly.




    Light blazed sud­den­ly in the room and Smith looked in­to a pair of the cold­est,

    dead­li­est eyes he had ev­er seen.




    “Don’t break up, Smit­ty,” Re­mo Williams said. “I missed you too.”


  




  

    Chapter 16




    Boyce Bar­low wasn’t go­ing to make the same mis­take twice.




    He had been out­wit­ted the first time, he and his cousins Luke and Bud. He ad­mit­ted it.

    He told the Fuhrer Blut­sturz straight out, “I screwed up.”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz’ voice crack­led over the re­ceiv­er. “I know. It is all over the evening

    news. What hap­pened?”




    “Me and Luke and Bud snuck in that build­ing, like you said. We asked at the door for

    Fer­ris Wheel.”




    “D’Orr. Fer­ris D’Orr.”




    “Fer­ris Door. That’s a fun­ny name, Door. We asked if the guy was work­ing late. It was

    late on ac­count of we took a wrong turn out­side of Roanoke and lost three hours. It’s hard

    get­ting good di­rec­tions from folks out here. They all talk fun­ny.”




    “Go on,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    “Well, when the guard fel­la said that Fer­ris guy was in­side, we asked re­al po­lite if we

    could see him. We said we were big ad­mir­ers of his. When the guard said no, we weren’t sure

    what to do so we shot him.”




    “You shot him. Good.”




    “We couldn’t get the door open, though. It was locked, but there wasn’t no key­hole. The

    guard had a bunch of keys, but there was no key­hole in the door. Can you beat that?”




    “Then what?”




    “We bust­ed a win­dow.”




    “Which set off an alarm.”




    “Hey! How’d you know that?”




    “Nev­er mind,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “Con­tin­ue.”




    “Well, we looked and we looked and fi­nal­ly we found one guy hid­ing in a big room with all

    this sci­ence-​look­ing stuff. He kin­da looked like the news­pa­per pic­ture of the Fer­ris

    Wheel guy and so we asked if he was him.”




    “And he said no,” Kon­rad Blut­sturz said tired­ly.




    “Hey, that’s right. How’d you know?”




    “Please con­tin­ue.”




    “Well, when he said no, nat­ural­ly we kept on look­ing. But we couldn’t find the guy. I

    think he mus­ta gone home. About that time, the cops showed up and we cut out of there. Bare­ly

    made it, too. I think Luke shot one of the cops. I dun­no. Are we in trou­ble?”




    There was a long si­lence. The re­ceiv­er hissed.




    “Herr Fuhrer?” said Bovee Bar­low. He pro­nounced it “Hair Fair­er.” He couldn’t help it. It

    kept com­ing out that way. It al­ways an­noyed Herr Fuhrer Blut­sturz, but he couldn’t help

    it.




    “Ev­ery­one knows you’re look­ing for Fer­ris D’Orr now,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz slow­ly.

    “They will move him. It will be more dif­fi­cult now.”




    “Can we come home now? Bud is home­sick. And you can’t find coun­try mu­sic on any of the

    ra­dio sta­tions around here.”




    “No. You screwed up. You ad­mit­ted so your­self.”




    “The guy who said he wasn’t this Fer­ris guy re­al­ly was, wasn’t he?”




    “He was.”




    “Hey, you were right, Bud,” Boyce called. “It was him, the stinker.”




    “Boyce Bar­low,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, “find a place to hide your truck. Find some woods.

    Stay there. Sleep there. Call me in the morn­ing. I will have new in­struc­tions for you.”




    “We gonna try to get him again?”




    “Ex­act­ly.”




    “Well, okay. I’m kin­da scared, but the way that guy up and lied through his teeth at us,

    well, it sets my boil to boil­ing.”




    “Hold that thought,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, and hung up.




    Il­sa Gans came in­to the of­fice car­ry­ing a stack of let­ters.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz looked up from his desk. He wore a ter­rycloth robe for com­fort. Rougher

    cloth scratched his rav­aged skin. An­oth­er scourge vis­it­ed by that dev­il Harold Smith.




    “More good­ies,” Il­sa said bright­ly.




    She perched her­self on the arm­rest of the wheelchair. Her per­fume filled his

    nos­trils.




    “From the mem­bers?”




    “Yes, this one is from St. Louis,” she said, ra­zor­ing the en­ve­lope open with a

    multi­blade let­ter open­er in the shape of a swasti­ka. It spilled thin fold­ed pages torn

    from a phone di­rec­to­ry in­to her lap.




    “There are lots and lots of Harold Smiths on this page,” Il­sa breathed hap­pi­ly.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz made a dis­gust­ed sound in his throat. “Why couldn’t his name have been

    Zankows­ki or Boy­ing­ton?” he said mis­er­ably.




    “It’s not that bad. The over-​six­ties are cir­cled. There’s on­ly . . . one-​two-​three . .

    . um, twelve of them. Ac­cord­ing to the let­ter, our man in St. Louis pre­tend­ed to be a

    poll­ster and got their ages.”




    “Twelve is too many, Il­sa. I am not vot­ing, I can­not drive around this coun­try killing

    Harold Smiths for the rest of my days.”




    “Oh, but I’ll be with you. You know that.”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz pat­ted Iisa’s hand warm­ly. “I know that, liebchen, but look how few we

    have done in two months.”




    “You’re not giv­ing Lip!” Il­sa said, jump­ing to her feet. There was fire in her eves. “I

    was count­ing on hav­ing his skin. I want to cov­er my di­ary with it. Don’t you think that

    would be neat? On the last page I could write, ‘We fi­nal­ly caught him and used his skin to

    cov­er this book.’ “




    “No, Il­sa, I am not giv­ing up. It is just that I have been think­ing. This way is not

    work­ing. in­stead of go­ing to them, they should be com­ing to us.”




    “How are we go­ing to do that?’




    “We will in­vite them. We will send out in­vi­ta­tions to ev­ery Harold Smith we can

    find.”




    “You mean a par­ty?”




    “No, I mean a mas­sacre.”




    Il­sa dropped to her knees be­fore Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “Tell me more.”




    “No, it is just an idea form­ing. I must talk to Dr. Be­fleck­en first. I am go­ing to ask

    him to do more for me than just pro­vide legs of ti­ta­ni­um. Much more,” he said, eye­ing the

    gen­tly ris­ing val­ley of her cleav­age. And he smiled.




    “Oooh, I can hard­ly wait. Does this mean that Boyce cap­tured Fer­ris?”




    “No, he failed. He is a fool. But on­ly a fool would have al­lowed me to gain so much

    con­trol over so many blind­ly obe­di­ent fol­low­ers so quick­ly.”




    “Oh, poo. Can’t we do some­thing? You just have to have legs.”




    “You are so ea­ger, Il­sa. You have no pa­tience. I ad­mit my pa­tience is wear­ing, as

    well. But our time is com­ing soon, I promise.”




    “I was think­ing,” said Il­sa slow­ly. “Af­ter we get Harold Smith-​the re­al one, I

    mean-​do you think we could go af­ter the Jews next?”




    “The Jews?”




    “I mean, re­al­ly go af­ter them. Not just pick­et them and in­sult them.”




    “Why would you want to do that, my child?”




    “Don’t you re­mem­ber? They mur­dered my par­ents. You told me so.”




    “Ach, I had for­got­ten. Yes, the Jews hacked them to pieces with ma­chetes.”




    “I thought they beat them to death,” Il­sa said puz­zled­ly.




    “They beat them first. Then they hacked them. I ne­glect­ed to tell you the whole sto­ry.

    You were too young in those days to hear the whole sto­ry,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, gen­tly

    stroking her blond hair. “But why do you wish to kill all Jews, when on­ly a hand­ful

    com­mit­ted that heinous deed?”




    “To car­ry on, of course. Just be­cause we lost the war doesn’t mean we give up. You didn’t

    give up. No mat­ter what they did to you, you didn’t give up.”




    “I am af­ter one man,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, flex­ing his steel claw.




    “What about af­ter that? I mean, we’ll have this won­der­ful or­ga­ni­za­tion and all these

    guns and bombs and sol­diers. We have to do some­thing with them. We just have to.”




    “Af­ter Smith . . .” Kon­rad Blut­sturz said. “Af­ter Smith we will dis­cuss this. You are

    so young and trust­ing, Il­sa. That is what I like about you.” And he gave her a squeeze that

    just hap­pened to crush one breast. Il­sa didn’t seem to no­tice. In fact, she smiled.




    Boyce Bar­low took a last swig of break­fast, and crush­ing it, threw the Coors can in­to a

    ditch.




    “Paugh!” he said. “That’s good.”




    “You gonna call Hair Fair­er now, Boyce? Are you?” asked Luke.




    “Yeah. There’s a pay phone up the road. I’ll walk.”




    Boyce Bar­low got the sec­re­tary at Fortress Pu­ri­ty on the sec­ond ring. He winced

    slight­ly at the sound of her voice. It was so thick­ly Ger­man­ic it both­ered him. “Yes?” the

    sec­re­tary said.




    “Put me though to Hair Fair­er,” Boyce said.




    The line clicked and the dry voice of Kon­rad Blut­sturz came on.




    “Hair Fair­er? It’s Boyce.”




    “They have moved Fer­ris D’Orr to a safe house, as I an­tic­ipat­ed,” Kon­rad Blut­sturz

    said with­out pream­ble. “The news me­dia have dis­cov­ered the lo­ca­tion. It is in

    Bal­ti­more.”




    “Where’s that?”




    “In Mary­land.”




    “Nev­er heard of it.”




    “Get in your truck and drive north. Go through Wash­ing­ton, D.C.”




    “I’ve heard of that one.”




    “Good. Keep go­ing through Wash­ing­ton and you will see the signs say­ing Bal­ti­more. The

    ad­dress is 445 Lafayette Street. Fer­ris D’Orr is in the pent­house, the top floor.”




    “Sounds sim­ple enough,” said Boyce Bar­low.




    “It is sim­ple. That is why I am trust­ing this im­por­tant task to you.”




    “On our way, then.”




    “Don’t for­get the neb­uliz­er.”




    “I won’t.”




    “And throw away your wal­lets. Just in case.”




    “Just in case of what?”




    “Cap­ture,” said hon­rad Blut­sturz.




    “Shoot, Hair Fair­er, there’s three of us. I got a twelve-​gauge shot­gun and Luke and Bud

    got good mailorder ri­fles. Who’s gonna cap­ture us? We got just about ev­ery­body

    out­gunned.”




    “D’Orr will be pro­tect­ed. Go in shoot­ing if you have to, but do not shoot him and do not

    get cap­tured. If you are cap­tured, say noth­ing. Tell the oth­ers to do the same. Keep your

    mouths shut like the proud Aryans that you are and we will take care of you. Now, do as I say.

    Get rid of ev­ery­thing in your wal­lets.”




    “The mon­ey too?”




    “No, not the mon­ey. Just your per­son­al pa­pers.”




    “Good. I fig­ger we might need the mon­ey for gas.”




    “Call me as soon as you have suc­ceed­ed,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    Boyce Bar­low trudged back to his truck, which was parked be­hind a mas­sive stand of

    mag­no­lia trees.




    “Hair Fair­er says we got­ta get rid of our per­son­al pa­pers,” he told Luke and Bud.




    “Why?” Bud and Luke asked in uni­son.




    “In case we get cap­tured, he said.”




    Boyce got be­hind the wheel of the truck and turned the ig­ni­tion.




    “Who’s gonna try and cap­ture us?” Luke said, climb­ing in be­side him while Bud vault­ed

    in­to the truck bed. “You got a dou­ble-​bar­reled shot­gun.”




    “I tried tellin’ the man that, but you know how he is-​ex­tra cau­tious.”




    They dug out their wal­lets, tore their So­cial Se­cu­ri­ty cards and the pa­pers to tiny

    bits and, as Boyce Bar­low set the pick­up in mo­tion, re­leased them, piece by piece, down the

    high­way, where they joined the light­ly falling snow.




    At Fortress Pu­ri­ty, Herr Fuhrer Kan­rad Blut­sturz hung up the phone and turned to

    Il­sa.




    “They are try­ing again.”




    “Think they’ll get it right this time?”




    “No, I do not.”




    Il­sa’s face pout­ed. “Then why send them?”




    “Be­cause they might. If they do, it will save us more ex­er­tion. If they do not, then the

    White Aryan League falls en­tire­ly in­to our hands, Il­sa.”




    “Oooh, good think­ing.”




    “And then, Il­sa, you and I will get Fer­ris D’Orr.”




    “And Harold Smith,” said Il­sa. “Don’t for­get him.”




    “I will nev­er for­get Harold Smith.” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, his black but­ton eyes

    re­flect­ing the light of the fire­place. “Nev­er.”


  




  

    Chapter 17




    Re­mo Williams took the big au­to­mat­ic in one hand and shut­tled the ejec­tor slide with

    the oth­er. The mech­anism spewed shells like quar­ters from a slot ma­chine.




    He tossed the emp­ty gun on­to the desk.




    “Re­mo,” Dr. Harold Smith said, ashen-​faced, “what on earth are you do­ing here? You’re

    sup­posed to be in Sinan­ju.”




    “I’m de­light­ed to see you too, Smit­ty,” Re­mo replied sar­cas­ti­cal­ly.




    Smith sank in­to his leather chair, threw his gray head back, and closed his eyes. A long

    sigh es­caped his thin tips.




    “At this mo­ment, even your flip re­marks are wel­come.” Re­mo no­ticed Smith’s corpse­like

    face and de­tect­ed the fu­ri­ous pound­ing of his heart, which, as Re­mo lis­tened, slow­ly

    calmed.




    “What’s go­ing on, Smith? I’m gone a cou­ple of months and this place is an armed camp.”




    “I’m in trou­ble,” Smith said, open­ing his eyes. “Se­ri­ous trou­ble.”




    “Is there any oth­er kind?” Re­mo asked. And when Smith didn’t re­act, he added: “The

    op­er­ation?”




    “CURE is se­cure-​I think. I’m be­ing stalked by a killer.”




    “Any­one I know?” asked Re­mo cool­ly.




    “I don’t know who he is. But I’m the tar­get of an as­sas­sin. Your show­ing up now may be

    the so­lu­tion to my prob­lem.”




    Re­mo’s shoul­ders fell a lit­tle.




    “I guess that an­swers my next ques­tion,” he said. “If Chi­un were here you wouldn’t need

    me. Fun­ny, I fig­ured Chi­un would have come here first thing.”




    “He was here,” Smith ad­mit­ted.




    “Yeah? What did he say? Did he tell you where he was go­ing? I’m try­ing to catch up with

    him.”




    “Is there a prob­lem be­tween the two of you?” Smith asked.




    “Noth­ing I can’t han­dle. So where is he?”




    “In Bal­ti­more. On as­sign­ment.”




    Re­mo’s eyes nar­rowed. “For who?”




    “Whom. For whom,” Smith cor­rect­ed ab­sent­ly.




    “I asked a ques­tion, Smit­ty. I don’t think I’m go­ing to like the an­swer, but let’s just

    get it over with, shall we?”




    Smith sighed. “All right. I’ve re­hired him.”




    “Un­hire him.”




    “Be­lieve me, I wish I could. I had no de­sire to see ei­ther of you ev­er again. Life has

    been peace­ful these last weeks. Then this Harold Smith killer busi­ness, and then-“




    “The which killer?”




    “Let me rephrase that. Some­one is killing men named Harold Smith all over the coun­try. I

    be­lieve he’s af­ter me.”




    “What is he do­ing, sav­ing you for dessert?”




    “Don’t be smart, Re­mo. This is se­ri­ous. I don’t have many facts. Thir­teen men named

    Harold Smith have been mur­dered since last Novem­ber. All were over six­ty years old. I have

    rea­son to sus­pect their killer is an old en­emy from my past ap­par­ent­ly some­one who knows

    my name, my age, but not my cur­rent where­abouts. He is there­fore at­tempt­ing to kill ev­ery

    Harold Smith in my age group he can lo­cate. It’s on­ly a mat­ter of time be­fore I’m

    next.”




    “On­ly you, Smit­ty, could up­set some­one so much he’d go to all this trou­ble to set­tle a

    score.”




    “Re­mo,” Smith said lev­el­ly, “I could use your help.”




    “If you think I’m hir­ing back on, for­get it. I’m back in town to find Chi­un. Pe­ri­od.

    He’s a big enough prob­lem with­out my adding an­oth­er.”




    “Then there is a prob­lem,” Smith said.




    “I don’t know,” Re­mo ad­mit­ted. “He’s been act­ing strange, more so than usu­al. The

    oth­er night he walked off. Left his steam­er trunks and a note. Some­thing about be­ing an old

    san­dal. I fig­ured he had to come here. You mean he ac­tu­al­ly vol­un­teered for work?”




    “He didn’t put it that way ex­act­ly, Re­mo. He said he owed me a year’s ser­vice to

    re­place the gold pre­pay­ment from last year.”




    “I’ll give it back,” Re­mo said hasti­ly. “With in­ter­est.”




    “I sug­gest­ed that, be­lieve me. Chi­un re­fused. He claimed he couldn’t do it. He had to

    re­pay in ser­vices. I tried to talk him out of it, but he wouldn’t hear of it. If you want my

    opin­ion, Re­mo, he sound­ed lone­ly.”




    “Great. Well, tell me where he is and I’ll try to talk some sense in­to him. When we come

    back, I’ll see what I can do about your prob­lem. For old times’ sake.”




    “Go to Bal­ti­more, the pent­house of the Lafayette Build­ing. He’s guard­ing a

    met­al­lur­gist named Fer­ris D’Orr. It’s too com­pli­cat­ed to ex­plain now, but it’s

    im­por­tant to Amer­ica that D’Orr and his ti­ta­ni­um neb­uliz­er do not fall in­to

    un­friend­ly hands.”




    “Ti­ta­ni­um neb­uliz­er?” said Re­mo. Then he held up his hands. “For­get I asked. I don’t

    want to know. I just want to find Chi­un and talk sense in­to him.




    “Were you hap­py in Sinan­ju, Re­mo?”




    Re­mo paused. “Yeah, kin­da. I wasn’t un­hap­py. I was still set­tling in. It takes some

    get­ting used to.”




    “Mar­ried yet?”




    “No, that’s an­oth­er prob­lem I’m hav­ing. Chi­un is try­ing to stall the wed­ding.




    “Mar­riage is a won­der­ful thing, Re­mo. I rec­om­mend it. “




    “How is Mrs. Smith?”




    “She’s fine. Lone­ly. I haven’t been home in a week. If this killer finds me, I want him to

    find me at Fol­croft, not at home where my wife could be hurt.”




    “Sounds like you’re hurt­ing too, Smit­ty.”




    “I am, Re­mo. I feel like a big piece of my life was re­placed, on­ly to be ripped out just

    when I was ad­just­ing to be­ing whole.”




    “Yeah. I feel that way about Mah-​Li. Fun­ny how that is. What do you want me to do about

    these guards?”




    “They’re not dead?”




    “No, I just put them to sleep. They’ll re­cov­er.”




    “I’ll han­dle this as an in­ter­nal prob­lem. I must keep the po­lice out of this.

    En­tire­ly.”




    “Your call, Smit­ty. Catch you lat­er.”




    The flight from New York’s La Guardia Air­port to Bal­ti­more, Mary­land, was ad­ver­tised

    as fifty-​five rn­in­utes. It was ac­cu­rate if you didn’t in­clude the thir­ty-​six-​minute

    board­ing de­lay, the ap­prox­imate­ly two hours in which the plane sat on the run­way with its

    air con­di­tion­er off to save fu­el and in­crease pas­sen­ger ir­ri­tabil­ity, and the

    forty-​two min­utes stacked up over Bal­ti­more-​Wash­ing­ton Air­port.




    It was dawn be­fore Re­mo Williams found him­self in down­town Bal­ti­more, and he

    con­sid­ered him­self lucky. The oth­er pas­sen­gers were de­layed an­oth­er five hours while

    their lug­gage was rerout­ed from At­lanta, where it had ac­ci­den­tal­ly been sent. Re­mo had

    no lug­gage.




    A cab de­posit­ed Re­mo in front of the Lafayette Build­ing. He tried to pay the

    driv­er.




    “What’s this?” the cab­by de­mand­ed.




    “Look, I don’t have any Amer­ican mon­ey on me, all right? Don’t give me a hard time.”




    “Don’t give ine a hard time. The fare is twen­ty-​three eighty-​sev­en. Pay up.”




    “This is a gen­uine gold coin. It’s worth over four hun­dred dol­lars.”




    The cab­by took the coin in his hand and heft­ed it. “It’s heavy like re­al gold,” he said

    slow­ly.




    “It is re­al gold,” said Re­mo weari­ly, wish­ing he had thought to ask Smith for a cash

    loan. Re­mo had made his way from Seoul, South Ko­rea, to the Unit­ed States on a hand­ful of

    ounce-​weight gold in­gots he had tak­en from the trea­sure house of Sinan­ju. He over­paid

    out­ra­geous­ly for ev­ery fare, but be­cause he paid in gold, the true item of val­ue be­hind

    the world’s pa­per-​mon­ey sup­ply, he had re­ceived noth­ing but a hard time. Peo­ple were

    will­ing to ac­cept cash, checks, or cred­it cards, but not gold. Not the one thing that was of

    true val­ue in the world.




    “If it’s re­al gold, why are you over­pay­ing me by over three hun­dred and fifty dol­lars?”

    the cab­driv­er want­ed to know.




    “I’d ap­pre­ci­ate change,” Re­mo said sweet­ly, and he smiled.




    “Noth­ing do­ing,” said the cab­by, who was be­gin­ning to sus­pect the gold was gen­uine.

    Es­pe­cial­ly af­ter he bit in­to the yel­low in­got and saw tooth­marks. A get cash or I keep

    the whole thing.”




    “Then keep the whole thing,” Re­mo said in a pleas­ant tone while he rubbed a fin­ger

    against the lock on the driv­er’s side. A wisp of smoke came out of the lock aper­ture. When

    the driv­er next tried to open the door, he would find he couldn’t. He would learn that the

    door would have to be re­placed, but that it could not be re­moved for re­place­ment with­out

    dis­man­tling the taxi.




    It wasn’t as good as ex­act change, Re­mo thought as he took the el­eva­tor to the

    pent­house, but true sat­is­fac­tion is with­out price. He de­cid­ed to write that down

    some­where. It would be the first thing he wrote in his his­to­ries of Sinan­ju when he got

    around to writ­ing them.




    The el­eva­tor took Re­mo to the pent­house floor. When the doors opened, he found him­self

    con­front­ed by an un­usu­al sight.




    A man stood fac­ing the el­eva­tor, as if he had ex­pect­ed vis­itors. The man was short,

    very short. He wore sun­glass­es. A bowler hat sat on his head, cant­ed at a rak­ish an­gle.

    The hat was green, Christ­mas-​pack­age green. So was the tiny man’s neat jack­et. The pants,

    how­ev­er; were ca­nary yel­low, as was the man’s shirt. He wore a pur­ple tie. Silk.




    “Ex­cuse me, I’m look­ing for Fer­ris Wheel.”




    “D’Orr,” the voice said, pitched very low.




    “Which door?” asked Re­mo, look­ing around. The lit­tle man fol­lowed him.




    “Not door. Not wheel. D’Orr. Fer­ris D’Orr,” the lit­tle man said, his voice ris­ing to a

    squeaky pitch. “Hon­est­ly, Re­mo, have you so soon lost com­mand of your na­tive tongue?”




    Re­mo spun as if on a piv­ot. He looked clos­er. The lit­tle man beamed, and Re­mo no­ticed

    for the first time the wisps of white hair on the lit­tle man’s face and the Ko­re­an san­dals

    peep­ing out from the trous­er cuffs.




    Re­mo lift­ed the green hat and ex­posed a bald­ing head with tufts of white hair over the

    ears.




    “Chi­un?”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju re­moved his sun­glass­es and did a del­icate pirou­ette to show off

    his new Amer­ican at­tire.




    “Brooks Broth­ers,” said Chi­un hap­pi­ly. “On­ly the best. How do I look?”




    “Like a lemon-​lime sher­bet,” Re­mo said, hard­ly be­liev­ing his eyes.




    “You must have searched far and wide to find me,” said Chi­un with sat­is­fac­tion. “You

    must have cov­ered all of Asia be­fore you knew I was not there. Africa’s sands must have known

    your im­pla­ca­ble step be­fore that con­ti­nent, too, was elim­inat­ed from your ar­du­ous

    search. Lo, in the gen­er­ations to come, fu­ture Mas­ters will sing of how Re­mo the Un­fair

    shunned his bride, telling her she was no longer im­por­tant, bade his vil­lagers a tear­ful

    farewell, and said to the heav­ens, ‘I must go, though it take me to the end of my days, and

    seek out the Mas­ter who made me whole, and throw my­self at his feet to beg his for­give­ness.

    Though it take me decades, and Chi­un the Great spit up­on me when I find him, I will do this

    glad­ly, for I owe him ev­ery­thing.’ “




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju stepped back a pace to al­low his pupil grov­el­ing room.




    Re­mo frowned, putting his hands on his hips.




    “You left a trail a pig could fol­low. A blind pig,” he said.




    The coun­te­nance of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju as­sumed a hurt ex­pres­sion.




    “You are not here to grov­el?”




    “I’m here to take you back. To Sinan­ju.”




    “Im­pos­si­ble,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, turn­ing on his beef. “I am un­der

    con­tract.”




    “We’ll break it. You’ve done it be­fore.”




    “I have a new ap­pre­ci­ation for Amer­ica.” Chi­un said.




    “You didn’t ev­er have an old ap­pre­ci­ation for Amer­ica. It was a bar­bar­ian land,

    re­mem­ber? It was a land of round-​eyed whites who smelled of beef and pork fat and had feet

    so big it was a mir­acle they could walk.”




    “I was younger when I said those things. Much younger. I have grown in wis­dom since those

    long-​ago days.”




    “Since last week?”




    “What’s that rack­et?” asked Fer­ris D’Orr, pok­ing his head out of his lab­ora­to­ry.




    “Who’s he?” asked Re­mo pee­vish­ly.




    “That is Fer­ris. Do not mind him. He al­ways gets ir­ri­ta­ble when he is around met­als.

    He is a met­al­lur­gist, poor fel­low.”




    “Is that the kid­nap­per?” asked Fer­ris, look­ing at Re­mo. “No, this is my son. The son I

    told you about. Al­low me to present Re­mo to you. He is in con­doms. And toi­lets.”




    Fer­ris looked Re­mo up and down. “Keep him away from me, then. I don’t swing that way.”




    “Can we have a lit­tle pri­va­cy, please?” Re­mo asked.




    “Sure thing,” said Fer­ris D’Orr, hang­ing a Do Not Dis­turb sign on the lab door and

    slam­ming it be­hind him.




    “The trea­sure house?” Chi­un asked low-​voiced. “Did you lock it be­hind you?”




    “Dou­ble-​locked. I left Pullyang in charge.”




    “Pah! Bet­ter you had staked one of the vil­lage dogs at the door. A dog does not bray at

    lame jokes.”




    “What’s eat­ing you? Will you tell me that?”




    Chi­un reached in­to his breast pock­et and ex­tract­ed a red leather wal­let “Look,” he

    said.




    Re­mo looked.




    “A wom­an’s wal­let. So what?”




    “It is a wom­an’s?” asked Chi­un, sur­prised. “I chose it be­cause it was the most

    ap­peal­ing in col­or.”




    “A man’s wal­let is nev­er red. Black or brown. Nev­er red.”




    “I al­most bought a green one,” Chi­un said hope­ful­ly, with a sil­ver clasp.”




    “Wom­an’s,”




    “Oh,” said Chi­un. “Then show me your wal­let.”




    “I don’t have one. I threw it away when I knew I wasn’t com­ing back to Amer­ica. Or so I

    thought.”




    “Then do not in­sult my fine Amer­ican wal­let if do not have one of your own. This will

    serve me well, for it car­ries some­thing that is price­less.”




    “Gold?”




    “Bet­ter than gold,” said Chi­un.




    “Am I dream­ing, or did you say bet­ter than gold?” The Mas­ter of Sinan­jaa ex­tract­ed a

    gold-​col­ored plas­tic card from the oth­er­wise emp­ty wal­let. “Be­hold.” Re­mo took the

    card.




    “Amer­ican Ex­press,” he said. On the card was em­bossed the name M.O.S. Chi­un.

    “M.O.S.?”




    “Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,” Chi­un replied. “I want­ed it to read ‘Reign­ing Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju,’ in ac­knowl­edg­ment of your cur­rent sta­tus as sub­or­di­nate Mas­ter, but there

    was not enough room on the card, so I had to set­tle.”




    “I didn’t know I was sup­posed to be sub­or­di­nate Mas­ter. Is that my ti­tle?”




    “I just made it up,” Chi­un ad­mit­ted. “But let me ex­plain how this won­der­ful Amer­ican

    in­ven­tion works.” Re­mo was about to say that he al­ready knew, but re­al­ized that Chi­un

    would go on any­way, so he shut his mouth to save time.




    “In­stead of mon­ey, you give this card to mer­chants in re­turn for ser­vices.”




    “Oh re­al­ly?” Re­mo said.




    “Oh, I know that does not seem like much,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, low­er­ing his

    voice to a con­spir­ato­ri­al whis­per. “But that is not the won­drous thing.”




    “What is?”




    “They al­ways give the card back.”




    “They al­ways give-“




    “Shh­hh,” said Chi­un. “I do not want this to get out. Then ev­ery­one will go to Smith for

    one of these won­drous cards.”




    “Can’t have that,” Re­mo said.




    “It is bet­ter than gold. You give a mer­chant gold and what hap­pens?”




    “He bites it to see if it’s re­al,” said Re­mo, think­ing of the cab­driv­er who had brought

    him to this pre­cious mo­ment in life.




    “Ex­act­ly. Be­cause he has your gold. But un­like gold, mer­chants in Amer­ica do not get

    to keep this card. They put it through crude ma­chines or copy down the un­nec­es­sary num­bers

    which for some rea­son are on my won­drous card. And then they give it back. Some of them even

    say thank you.”




    “Imag­ine that. They must not know how you’re putting one over on them.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju drew him­self up haugh­ti­ly. “I am do­ing noth­ing of the kind,

    Re­mo. I give them the card. They give it back. How am I at fault if the mer­chants of Amer­ica

    are so fee­ble-​wit­ted that they cheat them­selves at ev­ery turn?”




    “You have a point there, Lit­tle Fa­ther. But maybe it isn’t what you think.”




    “Do you know some­thing I do not, Re­mo?”




    “Let’s go see Smith. He’ll ex­plain it.”




    “I can­not. I am here on im­por­tant ser­vice to the Gen­er­ous Em­per­or Smith, Dis­penser

    of Amer­ican Ex­press.”




    “Last week he was Mad Harold.”




    “He has changed, Re­mo. Sure­ly you no­ticed.”




    “He did look gray­er, at that.”




    “He has many bur­dens. Bur­dens whiten the hair.” And the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju made a point

    of stroking his snowy beard.




    “I was talk­ing about his face.”




    “He is not ill?” squeaked Chi­un.




    “He has prob­lems. But nev­er mind that now. What’s this about your re­turn­ing to

    ser­vice?”




    “It is true. I am bound to serve Gen­er­ous Harold an­oth­er year.”




    “Mah-​Li will give up the gold.”




    “But then what will you do?” asked Chi­un. “You can’t mar­ry her with­out the gold for a

    dowry. It is con­trary to Sinan­ju law. Un­less you wish to break the en­gage­ment. If you wish

    to break the en­gage­ment, I will be dis­ap­point­ed, but I will try to bear up. Yes, if that

    is what you must do, let us sit down now and write to the poor child and in­form her of your

    de­ci­sion while there is still strength in our break­ing hearts.”




    “Noth­ing do­ing,” Re­mo said flat­ly. “We’re get­ting mar­ried. As for the dowry, I’ll go

    earn a new dowry for her.”




    “That is for­bid­den,” said Chi­un. “The hus­band does not pro­vide the dowry. It is as

    fool­ish as the Amer­ican mer­chants re­turn­ing the won­der card.”




    “I’m not go­ing back to Sinan­ju with­out you, Chi­un. You know that.”




    “Maybe Smith has a place for you in the or­ga­ni­za­tion,” said Chi­un thought­ful­ly. “I

    can­not guar­an­tee this, but I will put in a good word for you, if that is your wish. I

    can­not promise you a mag­ic card, for ob­vi­ous­ly on­ly as­sas­sins with se­nior­ity get

    these, but per­haps there is such a thing as a sil­ver card. Or a ti­ta­ni­um card. I

    un­der­stand ti­ta­ni­um is a very valu­able met­al in Amer­ica.”




    “For­get it. I’m not work­ing for Smith. Those days are gone.”




    “But their pleas­ant­ness lingers in the mem­ory, does it not?” Chi­un asked.




    “Right,” said Re­mo. “It does not.”




    Just then the el­eva­tor doors slid open.




    “Ex­pect­ing com­pa­ny?” Re­mo asked.




    “Not such as these,” said Chi­un dis­dain­ful­ly.




    The three men who gin­ger­ly stepped from the el­eva­tor cage wore goose­down jack­ets,

    stained blue­jeans, and plas­tic base­ball caps dec­orat­ed with Con­fed­er­ate-​flag de­cals.

    Their pores reeked of beer.




    “We’re lookin’ for Fer­ris Wheel,” said Boyce Bar­low, point­ing a dou­ble-​bar­reled

    shot­gun at Re­mo and Chi­un. “Try a car­ni­val,” said Re­mo.




    “Do you mean Fer­ris D’Orr?” asked Chi­un.




    “Yeah, that’s him,” said Boyce Bar­low. “Trot him out, hear?”




    “I am not deaf,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. “One mo­ment.”




    “What are you do­ing?” Re­mo asked Chi­un, who was calm­ly walk­ing to the door with the Do

    Not Dis­turb sign on it. Chi­un knocked.




    “What?” Fer­ris D’Orr called an­gri­ly.




    “A mo­ment of your time, O met­al­lur­gi­cal one.” Fer­ris stuck his head out the door.




    “Are these the ban­dits who at­tempt­ed to kid­nap you?”




    “Ye­ow!” said Fer­ris, slam­ming the door.




    “I think that was a yes,” Re­mo point­ed out.




    “I think it was too,” said Chi­un, walk­ing up to the three men. “Watch this,” he added

    un­der his breath. Re­mo leaned back against the wall. He yawned, The Mas­ter of Sinnnju

    stopped be­fore the three men. They point­ed ri­fles at his head. The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju

    smiled and bowed from the waist, first un­but­ton­ing his coat.




    The three men looked un­cer­tain. When they did not bow in re­turn, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju

    kicked them in their shins, pro­duc­ing the re­quired bow­ing ac­tion.




    With fin­gers so fast they blurred, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju sent the first two fin­gers on

    his right hand in­to the eyes of the man on the end.




    The man dropped his ri­fle. His hands start­ed to reach for his eyes, but he fell back­ward

    be­fore com­plet­ing the mo­tion.




    Boyce Bar­low heard his cousin Luke fall over. The clos­ing el­eva­tor doors vised his head.

    Then he heard Bud, on the oth­er side, do the same. Boyce tight­ened down on the dou­ble

    trig­gers of his shot­gun. He stopped squeez­ing be­cause, sud­den­ly, two fin­gers pushed his

    eyes back in­to his brain with such force that the pres­sure cracked his skull. That crack was

    the last sound Boyce Bar­low ev­er heard.




    Chi­un re­turned to Re­mo’s side, dry-​wash­ing his hands. “I’ve nev­er seen you do moves

    like that be­fore, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said.




    “I learned them from Moe Stooge,” said Chi­un hap­pi­ly.




    “Nev­er heard of him.”




    “Re­al­ly, Re­mo, he is very fa­mous in Amer­ica. He is one of the Stooge Broth­ers. They

    are ex­cel­lent en­ter­tain­ers. Pos­si­bly bril­liant. I would like to vis­it them as soon as

    pos­si­ble. I may be able to help them re­fine some of their moves.”




    “No chance,” said Re­mo.




    “You would de­ny me such a tiny re­quest?”




    “I’m sor­ry to be the one to break this to you, but they all died years ago.”




    Chi­un trem­bled. “Curly too?”




    “He was the first to go.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju bowed his head in sor­row. “The good die young,” he said.




    Re­mo went over to the three bod­ies and test­ed their carotid ar­ter­ies.




    “They’re dead,” he said.




    “Of, course. They are the vi­cious would-​be kid­nap­pers of Fer­ris the Met­al­lur­gist.

    They did not de­serve to live. What are you do­ing?”




    “Check­ing them for iden­ti­fi­ca­tion.”




    “Why both­er? The dead have no need of their names.”




    “But Smith might. Noth­ing. Their wal­lets are emp­ty.”




    “What col­or?” asked Chi­un.




    “This one’s black.”




    “I will take it, see­ing he does not need it any longer.”




    “Okay, let’s go,” said Re­mo, straight­en­ing.




    “Where?”




    “Back to Smith. We’re go­ing to get you un­hired.”




    “But, Re­mo, what about Fer­ris?”




    “Smith sent you to pro­tect him from these guys. He’s pro­tect­ed. Per­ma­nent­ly. Let’s

    go.”




    “I can­not. My du­ty is to stand guard un­til my em­per­or or­ders oth­er­wise,” said

    Chi­un.




    “What’s go­ing on out there?” Fer­ris’ fright­ened voice called out from be­hind the lab

    door.




    “It is all right, Fer­ris. Your as­sailants have been van­quished by the awe­some

    mag­nif­icence that is Sinan­ju.”




    “Are they dead?” asked Fer­ris, step­ping care­ful­ly in­to the hall.




    “Of course,” said Chi­un, drag­ging the bod­ies in­to the el­eva­tor.




    “Is he al­ways like this?” Fer­ris asked Re­mo. “Usu­al­ly he makes me dis­pose of the

    bod­ies,” Re­mo said. “Watch. He’ll say some­thing about be­ing too old to lug them on­to the

    el­eva­tor.”




    But when the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju con­tin­ued pil­ing the three Bar­low cousins on­to the

    el­eva­tor in si­lence, Re­mo was forced to ask, “Need any help, Lit­tle Fa­ther?”




    “I am fine,” said Chi­un. “Do not trou­ble your­self. I will dis­pose of these car­rion and

    re­turn mo­men­tar­ily.”




    “I don’t get it,” Re­mo said in a shocked voice. “He nev­er han­dles the bod­ies

    him­self.”




    “They pile up a lot, huh?” asked Fer­ris D’Orr.




    “Some­times they’re hip-​deep.”




    In the al­ley be­hind the Lafayette Build­ing, the Mas­ter of Sinayju tossed the Bar­low

    cousins in­to the build­ing dump­ster. See­ing that it was near­ly full, he stirred the garbage

    un­til the bod­ies were cov­ered.




    Chi­un did not know who these men were and he did not care. Per­haps they were free-​lance,

    pos­si­bly they worked for some­one else. Smith would know. But if Smith iden­ti­fied them as

    the in­sti­ga­tors, and not hirelings, then Chi­un might be re­called to Fol­croft, his

    mis­sion ac­com­plished.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju did not wish to be re­called to Fol­croft, where Re­mo might

    con­vince Smith to re­lease him from his con­tract. He did not wish that at all.


  




  

    Chapter 18




    They wel­comed Kon­rad Blut­sturz with the straight-​arm salute of the past.




    As one, they came to their feet in the great au­di­to­ri­um of Fortress Pu­ri­ty, their arms

    shoot­ing out and up in per­fect­ly stiff Nazi salutes, more like robots than men and

    wom­en.




    “Sieg Heil!” they shout­ed, as Kon­rad Blut­sturz, Fuhrer of the White Aryan League of

    Amer­ica and Al­aba­ma, sent his wheelchair buzzing down the aisle, be­neath the swasti­ka

    flags hang­ing in or­dered rows. The wheelchair la­bored up the low in­clined ramp to the

    podi­um like a wind-​up toy that didn’t quite work. The hand­icapped ramp was one of the first

    things Kon­rad Blut­sturz had in­stalled ear­li­er in the day. By night­fall, ev­ery stair­case

    in Fortress Pu­ri­ty would be re­placed by a ramp.




    At­tired in a jet-​black mil­itary shirt, Kon­rad Blut­sturz Joined Il­sa, who stood

    wait­ing, mi­cro­phone in hand, and faced the au­di­ence. A huge Nazi ban­ner served as a

    back­drop.




    He re­turned the salute and lift­ed the mi­cro­phone slow­ly, soak­ing up the cheer­ing like

    a thirsty man. For a mo­ment he knew how Hitler had felt. For an in­stant he felt the thrill

    the true Fuhrer must have known. But then he looked hard in­to the faces of the crowd, these

    sons and daugh­ters of Al­aba­ma and North Dako­ta and Ohio and Illi­nois, and made a

    dis­gust­ed noise low in his throat.




    Hitler had spo­ken to a uni­fied peo­ple. These were rab­ble. It was not the same at all. He

    let the noise of the crowd run its course and mo­tioned them to be seat­ed.




    At a nod from him, Il­sa dropped to her knees so that no one sat high­er than Kon­rad

    Blut­sturz.




    “A war is com­ing,” he told the crowd, his dry voice rum­bling over the pub­lic-​ad­dress

    sys­tem. “A race war. You know it. I know it. Our beloved founder, Boyce Bar­low, knew it. That

    is why he found­ed the White Aryan League. This is why he built Fortress Pu­ri­ty. That is why

    we have had to erect ra­zor wire around our set­tle­ment and top it with elec­tric­ity.

    Be­cause the rest of Amer­ica-​mon­grel Amer­ica-​re­sent­ed our prophet­ic vi­sion.”




    The crowd ap­plaud­ed.




    “The Jews al­ready con­trol Amer­ica. Ev­ery­one knows it. They con­trol the me­dia. They

    con­trol Wall Street, and the cor­po­ra­tions. If their pow­er grows, they will con­trol

    Amer­ica the way they con­trol Is­rael. If this goes on, we true, white, pa­tri­ot­ic

    Amer­icans will be dis­placed as the long-​suf­fer­ing Pales­tini­ans have been dis­placed.

    Amer­ica will be­come the new Is­rael-​an oc­cu­pied land!” Kon­rad Blut­sturz shout­ed, and

    the ef­fort set him cough­ing.




    Il­sa hand­ed him a glass of wa­ter. He sipped.




    “But this day may nev­er come to pass,” he went on.




    The crowd cheered.




    “It may nev­er come be­cause the in­fe­ri­or blacks will bring this proud na­tion to its

    knees be­fore then. Look at the ma­jor cities of Amer­ica. Once they were proud and white. Now

    they are dirty and black. Many peo­ple have come to these shores. Ger­mans have come, and the

    En­glish, and the French. Even the Pol­ish. They have giv­en to Amer­ica. The blacks on­ly

    take. They steal from our mouths by re­fus­ing to work. They live off wel­fare. Our tax­es pay

    for their loud ra­dios, their many chil­dren, their vile drugs. Now, the Jews are bad, but the

    blacks-​they are like the kudzu weed you chop from the perime­ter fence each day. The blacks,

    by their sheer num­bers, are stran­gling this land.”




    “Down with the blacks!” the crowd roared, and Kon­rad Blut­sturz had them. He grinned his

    skull-​like grin.




    “Keep it up,” Il­sa whis­pered. “You’ve got them go­ing good now.”




    “But the blacks are not or­ga­nized,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, his voice crack­ing with

    ex­er­tion. “And the Jews are pa­tient. There is a third en­emy, the Ori­en­tals. They are the

    more im­me­di­ate men­ace.”




    The crowd hissed. Some yelled “Gook” and “Slanteyes. “




    “The Ori­en­tals com­bine the worst traits of the oth­ers. They are be­com­ing as nu­mer­ous

    as the blacks, but they are as crafty and avari­cious as the Jews. You have seen them com­ing

    to these shores in in­creas­ing num­bers. Even here in Huntsville, there are many. It does not

    mat­ter whether they are Chi­nese, or Japanese, or Viet­namese, or any oth­er ‘ese.’ They are

    all the same. You know it. I know it.”




    The crowd cheered the words of Kon­rad Blut­sturz as oth­er crowds had cheered the words of

    Adolf Hitler fifty years ago, be­cause the words were the same and the crowd-​like all

    mobs-​was al­so the same.




    “How is it,” Kon­rad Blut­sturz shout­ed, “that when Amer­ica de­feat­ed the Japanese, the

    Japanese end­ed up with eco­nom­ic su­pe­ri­or­ity?”




    “They cheat­ed,” the crowd yelled.




    “When the Viet­namese de­feat­ed the Amer­icans in the last decade, the Viet­namese flocked

    to these shores, to steal the jobs that the Japanese in­dus­tries did not al­ready take, and

    buy up the homes that true Amer­icans could no longer af­ford. These peo­ple are so un­fair,

    they work two or three jobs. For ev­ery em­ployed Viet­namese, there are three un­em­ployed

    Amer­icans!”




    The crowd screamed its an­guish at the in­jus­tice of the self­ish Viet­namese

    im­mi­grants.




    “But the Ori­en­tals are not the worst. No,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz in a low voice that

    forced the au­di­to­ri­um to lis­ten very hard.




    “The fourth group is the worst. We can­not rec­og­nize them by the col­or of their skins, or

    by their habits. Be­cause they are chameleons, poi­sonous chameleons.”




    “I didn’t know chameleons were poi­sonous,” Il­sa whis­pered.




    “Poi­sonous chameleons,” Kon­rad Blut­sturz re­peat­ed, ig­nor­ing the girl. “For they come

    in all sizes and shapes. They blend in­to our so­ci­ety un­sus­pect­ed and un­chal­lenged. You

    know them for what they are, the Smiths.” Kon­rad Blut­sturz hissed the word.




    The crowd screeched its hor­ror at the men­ace of the Smiths un­til the walls shook.




    “You know that I have just re­turned from in­ves­ti­gat­ing the Smith men­ace first­hand. I

    have seen the ev­idence with my very eyes. The Smiths are as nu­mer­ous as the blacks, more

    nu­mer­ous than the Asians, and crafti­er than the Jews. I have fought them in un­re­port­ed

    skir­mish­es. I have in­flict­ed Aryan vengeance up­on their seem­ing­ly white heads.”




    “Aryan vengeance,” howled the mem­bers of the White Aryan League of Amer­ica and

    Al­aba­ma.




    “When the race war be­gins, it will be be­gun by the Smiths. Not the Jews, not the blacks,

    not the Asians, but by the Smiths. Have I not al­ways said so?”




    “Yes!”




    “Did not Boyce Bar­low, our founder, proph­esy this?”




    “Yes!”




    “And it has come to pass!”




    “No,” the crowd protest­ed.




    “They have struck the first blow.”




    “No!”




    “A cru­el blow,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “They have ex­tin­guished the pure flame that was

    Boyce Bar­low.” A low moan lift­ed from the au­di­ence. Faces con­tort­ed in pain, “And his

    cousins Luke and Bud.”




    The crowd was strick­en. There were shouts for re­venge and, amid them, cries for the heads

    of the agents of this atroc­ity.




    “But fear not,” Kon­rad Blut­sturz went on. “We are not lost. I will lift up the ban­ner

    they have dropped. I will car­ry on in their place. If you will have me.




    “Yes! Yes! Yes!”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz let the howls of ado­ra­tion con­tin­ue un­til the crowd grew hoarse. He

    liked them bet­ter when they were hoarse. Their Amer­ican twangs and drawls and nasal

    con­so­nants of­fend­ed his ears. It was a mon­grel sound.




    Fi­nal­ly Kon­rad Blut­sturz waved for them to calm down.




    The crowd qui­et­ed, their heads turned up­ward, their emo­tions spent. They be­lieved. They

    be­lieved in the pu­ri­ty of their skin col­or. They be­lieved in the righ­teous­ness of their

    cause. And they be­lieved in Kon­rad Blut­sturz. They did not know they be­lieved in a lie. Or

    that Kon­rad Bi­ut­sturz, who spoke so ring­ing­ly de­spite his many hand­icaps, be­lieved none

    of it.




    “The blow has been struck. We will not wait long to coun­ter­strike. I have se­lect­ed men

    among you to be­come my lieu­tenants. They will form you in­to squads. You will march, you will

    drill, and you will learn to use the weapons we have stock­piled in se­cret. In­stead of

    hid­ing from an im­pure world, we will march in­to it. In­stead of cling­ing to our vi­sion of

    a white Amer­ica in­side Fortress Pu­ri­ty, we will ex­pand Fortress Pu­ri­ty. Fortress

    Pu­ri­ty will be­come Amer­ica!”




    “Take back Amer­ica! Take back Amer­ica! Amer­ica for Amer­icans!” the crowd screamed.




    “I will name those I have se­lect­ed as my lieu­tenants. They will stand as I call out their

    names.




    “Goetz, Gun­ther.




    “Schoen­er, Karl.




    “Stahl, Ernst.




    “Gans, Il­sa.”




    “Does this mean I get to run the White Aryan League Hour?” Il­sa whis­pered in his ear.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz hushed her.




    A man ju­rnped up from the au­di­ence. He spoke in a Texas drawl.




    “Hey! How come none of us good ol’ boys are get­tin’ to be lieu­tenants?”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz fixed his bright black eyes up­on the protester. This was the mo­ment be

    had ex­pect­ed. The cru­cial mo­ment where his lead­er­ship would be test­ed. “Your name?”




    “Jim­my-​Joe. Jim­my-​Joe Bleek­er.”




    “Are you sure?”




    “Huh?”




    “Are you sure your name is Bleek­er, I asked.”




    “What else would it be’]?” Jim­my-​Joe Bleek­er sneered, shov­ing his hands in­to the

    pock­ets of his loose-​fit­ting jearis.




    “Are you sure your name isn’t , . . Smith?”




    “Naw, it ain’t Smith.”




    “You sound like a Smith,” sug­gest­ed Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    “He even looks a lit­tle like a Smith,” chimed in Il­sa. “Around the eyes. A lit­tle.”




    “I ain’t no Smith,” said Jim­my-​Joe Bleek­er. “Smiths are poi­son.”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz snaked out his left hand. It glit­tered un­der the light, de­formed and

    shin­ing.




    “There are Smiths ev­ery­where. They are ser­pents in our par­adise, ly­ing, schem­ing,

    twist­ing facts. You have crit­icized the White Aryan League of Amer­ica. I de­clare you a

    se­cret Smith, and ask the crowd to pro­nounce your sen­tence.”




    The crowd hes­itat­ed. All knew Jim­my-​Joe Bleek­er. He was a reg­ular, one of the first

    mem­bers.




    “Death,” said Il­sa, turn­ing her thumbs down. To Kon­rad. she added, “Can I kill him?”




    “Death!” said the crowd.




    “Aryan lieu­tenants, take this man out to the cen­ter of the com­pound and have him shot.

    This vile Smith will be an ex­am­ple to all Smiths of what is cam­ing. Vengeance!”




    “Aryan vengeance.” screamed the crowd, and drag­ging the man, they broke open the great

    au­di­to­ri­um doors.




    Il­sa ran af­ter them. “I want to watch.” she said.




    Left alone on the podi­um, Kon­rad Blut­sturz fin­ished his glass of wa­ter greed­ily.

    Pub­lic speak­ing al­ways wore his throat raw. He did not un­der­stand how Hitler had done it.

    The wa­ter ac­ci­den­tal­ly went down the wrong way and he start­ed chok­ing. When the raw

    cough­ing fit sub­sid­ed, he thought he could again taste the smoke of that night in Japan,

    al­most forty years ago.




    When the crack of ri­fle fire echoed back in­to the vast hall, he vowed again that Harold

    Smith would pay for his deeds on that long-​ago night.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz lay dream­ing.




    He dreamed he lay in bed with the hands on the clock across from him read­ing three min­utes

    to mid­night, but that wasn’t what brought the pan­icky sweat to his chest. Caught be­tween the

    clock hands was a sev­ered gan­grenous green­ish-​blue male or­gan. It looked fa­mil­iar. And

    when he felt the smooth­ness be­tween his legs, he knew the or­gan was his own. Kon­rad

    Blut­sturz fum­bled des­per­ate­ly for the clock, but it was out of reach. He tried to climb

    out of bed, but found he had no legs.




    And then, like slic­ing scis­sors, the minute hand clicked to two min­utes to mid­night.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz snapped awake from his nap. A dream, it had been a dream. But look­ing

    down at him­self, he knew it was not a dream.




    Reach­ing for his wheelchair, he ma­neu­vered him­self in­to a sit­ting po­si­tion, and with

    simi­an agili­ty, fum­bled on the blunt­ness of his lost legs in­to the wheelchair, where he

    buck­led him­self in.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz sent the wheelchair over to the bal­cony of his bed­room, which

    over­looked the grounds of Fortress Pu­ri­ty, and con­sid­ered how easy it had been.




    Be­low, sol­diers of the White Aryan League goos­es­tepped in their brown uni­forms. They

    were sol­diers in name on­ly. They were the mal­con­tents of Amer­ica, the un­em­ployed and

    un­em­ploy­able. They were men with­out hope or di­rec­tion, who nursed smol­der­ing

    re­sent­ments against life. Boyce Bar­low had giv­en them a place to hide from the world, but

    Boyce Bar­low was gone.




    Now, un­der the guid­ance of good Ger­man stock, they were be­ing weld­ed in­to killing

    teams to fight the race war they be­lieved would in­evitably come. But Kon­rad Blut­sturz

    be­lieved in no com­ing race war. He be­lieved even less in the scar­let-​and-​white flag that

    flew from ev­ery build­ing in Fortress Pu­ri­ty.




    The Third Re­ich was long dead. 3t lived on on­ly in the nos­tal­gic mem­ories of very old

    men, and the sons of those men, whom he had re­cruit­ed to the White Aryan League of Amer­ica.

    It lived, too, in the mud­dled think­ing of the mor­bid young, like Il­sa, who even now was

    com­mand­ing a squad of men with the crack­le and fire of a sea­soned boot-​camp

    in­struc­tor.




    Good rid­dance to the Third Re­ich, thought Kon­rad Blut­sturz. In his youth it had promised

    him so much, and cost him so dear­ly.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz had come to the Unit­ed States in 1937, a young man of nine­teen. He had

    come with a man­date-​or­ga­nize the Ger­man el­ement for the com­ing war. He had be­lieved in

    it all then, be­lieved in the myth of Ger­man su­pe­ri­or­ity, be­lieved in the great Jew­ish

    con­spir­acy, and he had be­lieved in Hitler.




    It was Hitler him­self who had plucked Kon­rad Blut­sturz from a Hitler Youth group and

    giv­en him his mis­sion. “Go to Amer­ica. Suc­ceed, and you will be the Re­gent of Amer­ica

    when their gov­ern­ment is over­thrown,” Hitler had told him.




    It had seemed so grandiose, in those days. So pos­si­ble. Kon­rad Blut­sturz spat over the

    rail­ing a great green­ish glob of ex­pec­to­rate at the mem­ory of his naivete. In Amer­ica,

    Kon­rad Blut­sturz formed the Nazi Al­liance. He did not build Bund camps or make

    in­flam­matary pub­lic speech­es. He could have du­pli­cat­ed Fritz Kuhn’s 1936 Madi­son Square

    Gar­den ral­ly of twen­ty-​two thou­sand peo­ple-​if he didn’t care about the qual­ity of those

    peo­ple.




    But he did care. Kon­rad Blut­sturz did not want quan­ti­ty. He want­ed qual­ity.

    Ger­man-​Amer­icans in the days be­fore World War Two were much more Amer­ican than they were

    Ger­man, which is to say, they were an­ti-​Nazi, but there were those who be­lieved in the New

    Ger­many, and Kon­rad Blut­sturz had sought them out and or­ga­nized them. They ex­ist­ed as a

    pro­vi­sion­al gov­ern­ment in wait­ing, wait­ing for the fall of Eu­rope.




    But Eu­rope nev­er fell. And Kon­rad Blut­sturz’ con­tacts with Berlin, over shout­wave

    ra­dio re­layed from the Ger­man Lega­tion in Mex­ico City, grew less and less fre­quent.




    Af­ter Ger­many was de­feat­ed, Kon­rad Blut­sturz fled to Mex­ico. And af­ter the Al­lies

    dis­cov­ered cer­tain doc­uments in Berlin, they sent OSS agents on his trail. His Nazi

    Al­liance had been qui­et­ly round­ed up.




    Alone, un­sup­port­ed, Kon­rad Blut­sturz fled in­to South Amer­ica, and from there he was

    spir­it­ed to Japan, where he had in­tend­ed to of­fer his ser­vices to the em­per­or.




    Then came Hi­roshi­ma and Na­gasa­ki. It was as if the mighty fist of the Al­lies was

    fol­low­ing him in­to hell it­self.




    And in­to that hell came Harold Smith.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz blot­ted out the mem­ory. He re­mem­bered it in his dreams of­ten enough.

    It was too painful to re­live in his wak­ing hours. It was enough that he had sur­vived the

    hell of Tokyo. It was enough that he had re­turned to Amer­ica at last.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz had known Hitler him­self, per­son­al­ly. It was that brief

    re­la­tion­ship that seemed to com­pel those he met. It moved the Ger­mans of Ar­genti­na and

    Paraguay, as if some­how Hitler lived on through this bro­ken wreck of a Nazi dupe. It had

    moved Il­sa, the Amer­ican girl who was no more Ger­man-​re­al­ly Ger­man-​than Svlvester

    Stal­lone.




    And it had moved Boyce Bar­low and his White Aryan League of Amer­ica, who were des­per­ate

    for the Amer­ican dream and were will­ing to ac­cept a night­mare in its place–just as long as

    they could call that night­mare their own.




    It had been so easy.




    When a day had passed and Boyce Bar­low was not heard from, Herr Fuhrer Kon­rad Blut­sturz

    as­sumed he and his cousins had got­ten lost on the way to Bal­ti­more.




    When two days passed, he as­sumed that they had been cap­tured, and or­dered his spe­cial­ly

    equipped van gassed up for a quick es­cape. If the Bar­lows were in FBI hands, they would spill

    their guts for a warm beer.




    When a third day came and went with­out an FBI raid on Fortress Pu­ri­ty, Kon­rad Blut­sturz

    knew they were dead and had not talked.




    And all they had lived for was now his.


  




  

    Chapter 19




    Fer­ris D’Orr’s moth­er was crushed when he was chris­tened at St. An­drew’s Church in

    Dun­dalk, Mary­land. She had wept on that first day when he went to Sun­day school years

    lat­er. At his First Com­mu­nion, she was bit­ter, and at his Con­fir­ma­tion at the age of

    four­teen, she was in­con­solable.




    Dur­ing the drive home, Mrs. So­phie D’Orr went on and on.




    “Your fa­ther was a good man, God rest his soul,” Mrs. D’Qrr said. “Don’t get me wrong, he

    was good to me. The best.”




    “I know, Ma,” Fer­ris said. He sat in the back seat, slip­ping low­er and low­er in­to the

    cush­ions with ev­ery word. He was too ashamed to sit up front with his moth­er.




    “We loved each oth­er.” Mrs. D’Orr went on. “We couldn’t help it. It was one of those

    things, a Catholic and a Jew. It hap­pens. It hap­pened to us.”




    Fer­ris D’Orr sank even low­er in his seat. He hat­ed it when his moth­er raised her voice.

    The loud­er she got, the more her ac­cent showed. The oth­er kids al­ways made fun of him over

    that. She sound­ed like a car­toon Ger­man. It em­bar­rassed him. He wished he had a lemon Coke

    right then. Lemon Cokes al­ways made him feel bet­ter.




    “So we mar­ried. That wasn’t the hard part. But your fa­ther, and the priest who mar­ried

    us, got to­geth­er. This priest said we could mar­ry if we promised to raise the prod­uct of

    our union-​that was the phrase that priest used, can you be­lieve it-​the prod­uct of our union

    in the faith. They called it that, too, the faith. Like there’s no oth­er.”




    “Ma, I like be­ing a Catholic.”




    “What do you know? You don’t know any oth­er way. You’re four­teen now and you don’t know

    your maftir. You’ve nev­er been to shul. I should have had you bar-​mitz­va­hed. It’s too late

    now.”




    “Ma, I don’t want to be a Jew.”




    “You are a Jew. “




    “I’m Catholic, Ma. I’ve just been con­firmed.”




    “You can be bar-​mitz­va­hed at any age. It is done. Ask your cousins. They will tell you

    how it is.”




    “Kikes,” mum­bled Fer­ris l un­der his breath, us­ing a word he had picked up in Sun­day

    school to de­scribe his cousins on his moth­er’s side. Oth­er kids called him that some­times.

    When they didn’t call him Fer­ris Wheel. “What?”




    “I’m thirsty.”




    “I’ll buy you a lemon Coke. Will you promise to think about it if I buy you a lemon

    Coke?”




    “No.”




    Lat­er that night, his moth­er had tak­en him aside and pa­tient­ly ex­plained to Fer­ris

    what it meant to be a Jew. “Whether you want to ac­cept it or not, Fer­ris my lamb, you are a

    Jew. Be­cause be­ing a Jew is not just be­ing bar-​mitz­va­hed and go­ing to tem­ple. It is not

    like some of your friends who go to church ev­ery Sun­day and raise hell on the oth­er six days

    of the week. Be­ing Jew­ish is in the blood. It is a spe­cial re­spon­si­bil­ity to keep God’s

    covenant. It is a her­itage. You are Jew­ish by her­itage, Catholic or not. Do you

    un­der­stand?”




    “No,” Fer­ris had told her. He didn’t un­der­stand at all.




    His moth­er tried to ex­plain about the holo­caust.




    He had ex­plained back how his friends some­times taunt­ed him be­cause his moth­er was a

    Jew, and how some of them said that it was the Jews who killed Je­sus.




    His moth­er said that they were talk­ing about the same idea. Good Jews had died in the

    con­cen­tra­tion camps of Nazi Ger­many be­cause of lies like those. For no oth­er rea­son, six

    mil­lion good peo­ple had died. She showed him pic­ture books of the ovens and the gas

    cham­bers.




    Fer­ris had said that had all hap­pened in the past, and he did not live in the past. “The

    Nazis are dead.” he told her. “They don’t ex­ist any­more.”




    “It will not be the Nazis next time. It might not even be the Jews next time. This is why we

    must re­mem­ber.”




    “You re­mem­ber,” Fer­ris said. “I wouldn’t be a kike for a mil­lion dol­lars.”




    And his moth­er had slapped him, lat­er apol­ogiz­ing for it with tears in her eyes.




    “I on­ly want­ed you to un­der­stand. Some­day you will un­der­stand, my Fer­ris.”




    All Fer­ris un­der­stood was that his moth­er wouldn’t stop go­ing on about what a mis­take

    it was to let him be raised a Catholic, and that he nev­er, nev­er want­ed to be Jew­ish.




    When Fer­ris went off to Boston to col­lege, he nev­er looked back. He worked through the

    sum­mer just so he didn’t have to re­turn to his moth­er’s home and the rel­atives who were

    strangers to him.




    When he grad­uat­ed from MIT in three years in­stead of four, he didn’t tell his moth­er,

    be­cause he was ashamed to have her show up at the cer­emo­ny. And when he went look­ing for

    his first job, he made sure it was as far away from his home­town as pos­si­ble.




    Now Fer­ris D’Orr was an im­por­tant sci­en­tist. His face was on the cov­er of Time

    mag­azine. He was be­ing called a ge­nius. In a re­cent speech the Pres­ident of the Unit­ed

    States had called him “the key­stone of Amer­ica’s de­fense fu­ture.”




    But his moth­er wouldn’t stop call­ing him.




    “Don’t an­swer that phone,” Fer­ris D’Orr yelled. “This is a safe house. There’s on­ly one

    per­son in the world who would call me at a safe house.”




    “Who?” asked Re­mo Williams, who, out of bore­dom, was watch­ing Fer­ris melt lit­tle blocks

    of met­al in­to lit­tle pud­dles of met­al. When the lit­tle pud­dles hard­ened, Fer­ris would

    melt them again. Over and over. Re­mo thought it was like watch­ing paint dry, but Fer­ris

    didn’t seem bored by the rep­eti­tion. He ac­tu­al­ly be­came more ex­cit­ed.




    “Nev­er mind,” said Fer­ris, remelt­ing an inch-​square block for the thir­ty-​first time.

    By ac­tu­al count. “Just don’t an­swer it.”




    “It might be im­por­tant,” Re­mo said. “They keep ring­ing. “




    “Not they, her. On­ly one per­son would keep ring­ing like that. Any­one else would fig­ure

    out I’m not here. Not her. She’ll keep ring­ing un­til I give up and an­swer.”




    Fi­nal­ly Re­mo picked up the phone be­cause he didn’t want to hear any com­plaints from

    Chi­un. Not that Chi­un had been com­plain­ing these last few days. In fact, he hadn’t

    com­plained once, not once.




    “Hel­lo? Yes, he is,” Re­mo said.




    Re­mo turned to Fer­ris D’Orr. “It’s for you. It’s your moth­er.”




    “What did I tell you?” Fer­ris moaned. “Tell her I’m not here.”




    “She can hear you yelling,” Re­mo said.




    “She won’t leave me alone,” Fer­ris said. “She got the FBI on the phone and brow­beat them

    in­to giv­ing her this num­ber. The com­bined ef­forts of the KGB and the In­ter­nal Rev­enue

    Ser­vice couldn’t squeeze that in­for­ma­tion out of the FBI, but my moth­er did.”




    “He’s very wrought up right now,” Re­mo said in­to the phone. “No, he hasn’t been

    kid­napped. No, ma’am, I wouldn’t fib to you. Yes, ma’am, I’m one of his guards. I’m sure he’ll

    be all right. Yes, ma’am, I will.”




    Re­mo hung up.




    “What did she say?” Fer­ris asked.




    “She said you should write her.”




    “I did, long ago. I wrote her off.”




    “That’s not nice,” said Re­mo, watch­ing Fer­ris ad­just his neb­uliz­er. “What are you

    do­ing?”




    “It’s too com­pli­cat­ed for a lay­man to un­der­stand.”




    “Try me,” said Re­mo.




    “I’m slag­ging this ti­ta­ni­um block over and over again to see if fa­tigue sets in.”




    “I nev­er get tired,” said Re­mo.




    “I meant the met­al.”




    “Oh,” said Re­mo.




    At that mo­ment the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju walked in. “What tran­spires?” he asked.




    “Fer­ris is avoid­ing his moth­er,” Re­mo said.




    “For shame,” said Chi­un. “You call her this very mo­ment.”




    “Noth­ing do­ing.”




    “Yon shouldn’t have said that,” Re­mo warned.




    “What is the num­ber?” Chi­un asked.




    “I for­get. It’s been so long.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju car­ried the phone over to Fer­ris D’Orr. He picked it up

    del­icate­ly and placed the re­ceiv­er in the met­al­lur­gist’s left hand. He in­sert­ed

    Fer­ris’ right in­dex fin­ger in­to the ro­tary di­al.




    “I will, help,” said Chi­un. “As you be­gin to work this in­stru­ment, I am sure the num­ber

    will come to you.” It came to Fer­ris D’Orr sud­den­ly, be­tween the first fric­tion burn from

    di­al­ing 1 and the mo­ment the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju in­sert­ed his fin­ger in the

    0-for-​Op­er­ator hole.




    “Hel­lo, Ma?” Fer­ris said, suck­ing on his di­al­ing fin­ger. He did not sound hap­py.

    Chi­un stepped back, beam­ing. He loved re­unions. They re­mind­ed him of his beau­ti­ful

    Amer­ican dra­mas.




    Fer­ris D’Orr did not talk very long on the phone, but he did lis­ten. Fi­nal­ly he said,

    “Bye, Ma,” and hung up.




    “Wasn’t that nice?” asked Chi­un.




    “Yes, very,” Re­mo agreed.




    “I want you both to know two things,” Fer­ris said, glow­er­ing at them. “One, I am not a

    mom­ma’s boy. Two, I am not-​re­peat not-​Jew­ish.”




    “Who said you were?” Re­mo asked. “My moth­er. But she’s crazy.”




    Re­mo and Chinn looked at one an­oth­er. They shrugged. “Now, if you’ll ex­cuse me,” Fer­ris

    said. “I have work to do.”




    Re­mo and Chi­un left the room.




    “You came all the way back to Amer­ica for this?” Re­mo asked Chi­un when they were out of

    earshot.




    “Fer­ris is a ge­nius,” said Chi­un. “An im­por­tant ge­nius. Guard­ing him is a sa­cred

    trust.”




    “What he does is fid­dle with that ma­chine of his and melt blocks of met­al.”




    “Ti­ta­ni­um,” cor­rect­ed Chi­un.




    “Does it mat­ter?”




    Chi­un led Re­mo in­to the liv­ing room, where the big pro­jec­tion TV stood. Chi­un

    set­tled on­to the couch. Re­mo sat on the floor.




    “You don’t wish to sit with me?” Chi­un asked.




    “Couch­es are bad for the pos­ture.”




    “Who says?” asked Chi­un.




    “You. Con­stant­ly.”




    “This one is dif­fer­ent. It is ex­cep­tion­al­ly com­fort­able.”




    “I’ll stick with the floor, thank you.”




    “You have that right,” said Chi­un in a vague voice.




    “How long is this go­ing to go on?” Re­mo asked af­ter a pause.




    “How long is what go­ing to go on?”




    “This guard­ing Fer­ris.”




    “Un­til Em­per­or Smith in­forms us oth­er­wise.”




    “In­forms you oth­er­wise. I’m just a bored groupie. I told Mah-​Li I’d be back in a week.

    It’s al­most that now.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju shrugged as if Mah-​Li were of no con­se­quence. “Then go. I am not

    keep­ing you.”




    “I told you I’m not go­ing back with­out you.”




    “Then I would ad­vise you to find work. I, who have work, will be em­ployed for the next

    year. At least.”




    “I think we should talk to Smith about this,” Re­mo said. “To­geth­er.”




    “There is noth­ing to talk about. I am un­der con­tract.”




    “I’m still try­ing to fig­ure that one out. And why did you leave Sinan­ju at night?

    With­out say­ing good-​bye. An­swer me that, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “I was in a rush.”




    “What rush?”




    “To make my flight.”




    “What flight? You prac­ti­cal­ly hi­jacked your way across the Pa­cif­ic.”




    “I did not wish to de­prive Em­per­or Smith of one hour’s worth of the al­lot­ted ser­vice

    due him. What if, in the ab­sence of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, he were to be as­sas­si­nat­ed?

    Then I would have to break in a new em­per­or.” Chi­no shook his aged head. “No, I am too old

    to break in a new em­per­or. Old, and un­want­ed.”




    “VVhat do you mean, un­want­ed?”




    “I am un­want­ed by my vil­lagers, and by you.” Re­mo came to his feet.




    “That’s a low blow, Chi­un. Would I be here right now if I didn’t want you back’?”




    “Guilt makes men do strange things. You do not want me. You want Mah-​Li.”




    “I’m go­ing to mar­ry Mah-​Li with your bless­ing, re­mem­ber? You al­ways want­ed me to

    mar­ry a Ko­re­an girl. It’s been your ob­ses­sion.”




    “Mah-​Li does not want you,” Chi­un said. Re­mo’s brows ran to­geth­er.




    “What makes you say that?” he asked, “How could you say that?”




    “Has she writ­ten?”




    “It’s on­ly been a few days, and she doesn’t know where I am ex­act­ly. How could she

    write?”




    “A wor­thy bride would write let­ters day and night, send­ing them hith­er and yon un­til

    they found you. Mah-​Li is prob­ably spend­ing your gold even as we speak. “




    “Fine. Let’s go back and stop her.”




    “You go. I must guard Fer­ris.”




    “We got the guys who were af­ter him. What are we guard­ing him against-​un­want­ed calls

    from his Moth­er, for cry­ing out loud?”




    “Do not shout, Re­mo. It is un­seem­ly. We nev­er used to ar­gue like this in the hap­pi­er

    days.”




    “In the hap­pi­er days we would ar­gue all the time.”




    “Not like this,” said Chi­un, se­cret­ly pleased that Re­mo, in his anger, had ad­mit­ted

    those days were in­deed hap­pi­er.




    “No, you’re right, not like this. In the old days, you would carp about me re­fus­ing to go

    hack to Sinan­ju with you and I would hold my ground to stay in Amer­ica. Now you’ve man­aged

    to get it all twist­ed up. On­ly you, Chi­un, on­ly you.”




    “You are be­gin­ning to sound like Fer­ris,” Chi­un sniffed.




    “Is that good or bad? You seem to like Fer­ris, for a white.”




    “Whites are not that bad. I am be­gin­ning to like whites, some of them. Whites

    ap­pre­ci­ate tal­ent. I feel ap­pre­ci­at­ed in Amer­ica.”




    “You are ap­pre­ci­at­ed in Sinan­ju too, Lit­tle Fa­ther. I ap­pre­ci­ate you. Mah-​Li does

    too. She wor­ships you.”




    “Then why did you both let me leave in the mid­dle of the night with on­ly three ki­monos

    and one pair of san­dals?”




    “Be­cause we didn’t know you were go­ing to pull a dis­ap­pear­ing act!”




    “You should have known. You should have seen the signs. They were ev­ery­where.”




    “There are signs ev­ery­where around here, any­way,” Re­mo said, look­ing out the pent­house

    win­dow in dis­gust. Be­low, the city of Bal­ti­more lay, a mix­ture of old build­ings and new

    skyscrap­ers. Noth­ing matched or har­mo­nized. In the streets, au­to­mo­biles sent ex­haust

    fumes in­to the air. Re­mo could smell them even through the dou­ble-​sealed win­dows.




    Once Amer­ica had been his home. Now he felt like a stranger here. He hadn’t lived in

    Sinan­ju long enough to love it, but the on­ly two peo­ple in the world he did love were of

    Sinan­ju. That was enough for a start. At least in Sinan­ju the rain was clean, and the on­ly

    dirt was on the ground, where dirt be­longed. With some im­prove­ments, Re­mo knew he could

    make Sinan­ju a par­adise for Mah-​Li, him­self, and Chi­un. If on­ly he could con­vince the

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    “A pen­ny for your thoughts?” asked Chi­un.




    Re­mo was silent for sev­er­al ticks of the clock be­fore he turned to the Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju. His voice was clear and steady, his dark eyes de­ter­mined.




    “I’m not an Amer­ican any­more ,” he said.




    “So?”




    “It’s not fair that you do this to me. I did ev­ery­thing you want­ed. I trained, I learned,

    and fi­nal­ly I gave you the last thing you want­ed: set­tled in Sinan­ju. Now you do this to

    me.”




    “Do what?” Chi­un said in­no­cent­ly.




    “Pull the rug out from un­der me.”




    “You are stand­ing on linoleum,” ob­served Chi­un.




    “You know what I mean, dammit?” Re­mo was shout­ing. There were tears in his eyes now, tears

    of frus­tra­tion. “I’m more Ko­re­an than white now.”




    “You are more Sinan­ju than white, nev­er Ko­re­an.”




    “You for­get. Mah-​Li told me the sto­ry about Ko­jing and Ko­jong, the twin Mas­ters of

    Sinan­ju. Their moth­er raised one of them se­cret­ly so their fa­ther wouldn’t know he had

    twins and drown one of them in the bay. Both learned Sinan­ju, and Ko­jong went out in­to the

    out­er world and was nev­er seen again. You’ve al­ways said I was part Ko­re­an, and I’ve

    al­ways de­nied it. Now I don’t. Ke­jong was my great-​great-​grand­fa­ther or some­thing. This

    is why I learned Sinan­ju de­spite my white­ness. “




    “Any­one would have learned as you did-​with me as his teach­er,” said Chi­un.




    “Cut it out! You know that isn’t true. We’re part of the same blood­line. You found me, and

    you brought me back in­to the fold. It was a long, hard strug­gle and I fought you ev­ery step

    of the freak­ing way, but now I’m where I be­long.”




    “In Amer­ica.”




    “No, dammit. In Sinan­ju. Part of Sinan­ju. One with Sinan­ju. Why do you have to screw it

    up now? Why do you have to screw me up now?”




    “Mah-​Li told the sto­ry wrong,” Chinn said huffi­ly. “You are not the off­spring of

    Ko­jong. The off­spring of Ko­jong would not speak to me this way.”




    “Are you com­ing back to Sinan­ju or not? Last chance. Right now.”




    “No,” said Chi­un. “I am bound to Smith by my in­vi­olate word.”




    “See you lat­er, then,” said Re­mo, leav­ing the room. The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju sank back

    in­to the so­fa af­ter Re­mo Williarns stomped out. It had been the most dif­fi­cult

    con­ver­sa­tion he had ev­er had with his pupil. Chinn had had to de­ny Re­mo. But the

    al­ter­na­tive was worse. If they re­turned to Sinan­ju, he would lose him en­tire­ly, and with

    him lose his mas­tery over his vil­lage. When that hap­pened, Chi­un knew he would lose all

    de­sire for liv­ing.




    In Amer­ica, they could be hap­py. Not in Sinan­ju. Nev­er in Sinan­ju. Re­mo had been

    cor­rect, in all ways. De­spite his carp­ing, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju was not ready to al­low

    Re­mo to be­come a Ko­re­an. Not yet. One day, per­haps, but not yet.




    Chi­un brushed a tear from the cor­ner of his eve and turned on the TV. But even the Three

    Stooges did not bring laugh­ter to his hazel eyes on this bit­ter­est of af­ter­noons.


  




  

    Chapter 20




    For a week, the world won­dered what had be­come of Fer­ris D’Orr. The net­work re­porters

    worked over­time to lo­cate him, but with­out suc­cess. The FBI re­fused to com­ment. The CIA

    re­fused to com­ment. The De­fense De­part­ment re­fused to com­ment. The Pres­ident’s press

    sec­re­tary, at a prime-​time news con­fer­ence called to set­tle the rag­ing ques­tion of his

    where­abouts, as­sured the net­works that Fer­ris D’Orr re­mained in safe hands.




    Even af­ter a well-​known White House cor­re­spon­dent, cit­ing his broth­er-​in-​law as an

    “anony­mous source,” claimed to know for a fact that Fer­ris D’Orr was a pris­on­er of an

    Ira­ni­an-​backed Lebanese splin­ter group and failed to get the White House to pro­duce

    Fer­ris on cam­era, no one had a clue.




    “I know where he is,” Herr Fuhrer Kon­rad Blut­sturz said firm­ly, watch­ing the news

    con­fer­ence from his com­mand-​cen­ter bed­room at Fortress Pu­ri­ty.




    “You do? Where?” asked Il­sa. She was strip­ping him of his silk dress­ing gown. His bion­ic

    left arm lay on a near­by ta­ble, where Il­sa had placed it.




    “At the pent­house in Bal­ti­more.”




    “They moved him. Ev­ery­body knows that,” said Il­sa, pour­ing ep­som salt in­to a pan of

    warm wa­ter. She dipped a face­cloth in­to it and wrung the cloth un­til it was moist but not

    wet.




    “They did not move him, Il­sa. Ah, that feels good. If they had moved him the net­works

    would have found him. They found him once. The net­works have no re­stric­tions on them. They

    are free to ask ques­tions, poke their noses in­to files and do in­ves­ti­ga­to­ry work that

    would cause the ACLU to shut down any oth­er in­ves­tiga­tive body, gov­ern­ment or pri­vate.

    By now, they would have found a leak. Ev­ery­thing leaks. But they have found no leak. They

    have found no clue pre­cise­ly be­cause there is no new lo­ca­tion. No one would be­lieve they

    did not move Fer­ris D’Orr af­ter his lo­ca­tion was re­vealed on the sev­en o’clock news, but

    that is what they did.”




    “You sure? Lift, I want to get un­der your arm.”




    “If they had moved D’Orr,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, “they would have moved him

    im­me­di­ate­ly. Had they done so, Boyce Bar­low would still be alive. Con­sid­er, the news of

    D’Orr’s lo­ca­tion broke on a Thurs­day night. The fol­low­ing morn­ing, I sent Boyce to the

    safe house. It would have tak­en him most of the morn­ing-​prob­ably longer, the way he gets

    lost-​to find the safe house. By the time he got there, D’Orr would have been rnoved-​if the

    FBI in­tend­ed to move him. We nev­er heard from Bar­low, there­fore he and his cousins are

    dead. Had he died storm­ing an emp­ty safe house, the in­ci­dent would have made ev­ery news

    show. No doubt he was killed by the de­fend­ers of Fer­ris D’Orr, and the in­ci­dent has been

    hushed up to con­ceal D’Orr’s ac­tu­al lo­ca­tion-​the one place no one would think of

    look­ing.”




    “That makes sense. Low­er?”




    “Al­ways low­er. You know what I like, Il­sa.”




    “So what do we do?”




    “We go to Bal­ti­more and get Fer­ris D’Orr and his neb­uliz­er.”




    “Just the two of us?”




    “We are Aryans. To­geth­er, we are equal to any chal­lenge.”




    “I love it when you talk like that,” Il­sa said melt­ing­ly. The flight reser­va­tions desk

    was apolo­get­ic.




    “I’m sor­ry, sir. We have no flights leav­ing Bal­ti­more-​Wash­ing­ton Air­port tonight. If

    you’d like to come back in the morn­ing, I be­lieve we’ll be able to ac­com­mo­date you. Or you

    could try one of the oth­er car­ri­ers.”




    “I did try the oth­er car­ri­ers,” Re­mo Williams snarled. “You’re my last hope. Why aren’t

    there any flights avail­able?”




    “It’s com­pli­cat­ed.”




    “I’ve got all night,” Re­mo said, drum­ming his fin­gers on the desk. The flight

    reser­va­tions clerk no­ticed that the da­ta on his reser­va­tions ter­mi­nal was jump­ing in

    time to the skin­ny man’s fin­ger drum­ming. He tapped the side of the com­put­er to set­tle it

    down. It did not set­tle down. In fact, it got worse be­cause the man in the black T-​shirt

    drummed his fin­gers faster.




    The clerk, who knew his ter­mi­nal was jar-​proof, couldn’t imag­ine how the man’s drum­ming

    fin­gers could cause that kind of on-​screen dis­rup­tion. It was an elec­tri­cal phe­nomenon.

    How could the man’s fin­gers be in­ter­rupt­ing the elec­tron flow to the screen?




    He de­cid­ed to an­swer the man’s ques­tion de­spite strict com­pa­ny pol­icy against do­ing

    so.




    “The weath­er, sir.”




    “The sun is shin­ing,” Re­mo point­ed out. Be­yond the big win­dows, jet­lin­ers sat bathing

    in the dull win­ter sun­shine.




    “In Kansas City, I mean.”




    “I’m fly­ing to New York City.”




    “I know, sir, but Kansas City is our air­line’s hub. All flights ei­ther orig­inate, or

    ter­mi­nate, or pass through Kansas City, and they’re hav­ing a bliz­zard out there.”




    “Let me get this straight,” Re­mo said slow­ly. “You don’t have any flights be­cause they’re

    all in Kansas City?”




    “I didn’t say that, sir. I said our hub is snow­bound at present. It should be dug out by

    morn­ing.”




    “Isn’t that one of your jets out by the gate?” Re­mo asked calm­ly.




    “That’s right, sir.”




    “Why not use it, then?”




    “Can’t. It’s our Kansas City flight.”




    “We both know it’s not go­ing any­where, so why not reroute it to New York?”




    “Sor­ry, it’s against com­pa­ny pol­icy. All flights have to go through Kansas City.”




    The clerk no­ticed his on-​screen da­ta had all run to­geth­er to form a lu­mi­nous green

    blob that float­ed in the cen­ter of the black screen. Now, that was im­pos­si­ble.




    “Bal­ti­more and New York City are both on the east coast,” Re­mo in­formed the clerk. “Do

    you mean that to fly from one to the oth­er, I have to go through Kansas City, about a

    thou­sand miles out of the way?”




    “It’s the way we here at Wing­light Air­lines op­er­ate. It’s ac­tu­al­ly more ef­fi­cient

    that way.”




    “How is that pos­si­ble?” Re­mo want­ed to know.




    “To save trans­porta­tion costs and ex­cise tax­es, not to men­tion lo­cal fu­el sur­charge

    tax­es, all our Jet-​A fu­el is stored in Kansas City. The ex­tra fu­el mileage is more than

    made up for by re­fu­el­ing in Kansas City ex­clu­sive­ly.”




    “That ex­plains your prob­lem. What about the oth­er car­ri­ers?”




    “I think they just nor­mal­ly screwed up, sir. Dereg­ula­tion, you know.”




    Re­mo looked at the man and stopped drum­ming his fin­gers. The on-​screen da­ta blob

    sud­den­ly ex­plod­ed like a fire­works dis­play. When the lit­tle green sparks set­tled down,

    the clerk no­ticed that they had re­formed in­to let­ters and num­bers. He ex­pend­ed a sigh of

    re­lief. Then he looked clos­er. The let­ters and num­bers were in­ex­pli­ca­bly back­ward.




    By that time, the un­hap­py would-​be pas­sen­ger was gone.




    Re­mo Williams had to wait an hour to use a pay phone. The pay phones at

    Bal­ti­more-​Wash­ing­ton Air­port had lines in front of them that were longer than the ones at

    the reser­va­tion desks. But at least the phones worked when you got to them.




    Re­mo called Dr. Harold W. Smith. He called col­lect. “Re­mo? What have you to re­port?”




    “Noth­ing,” said Re­mo. “I don’t work for you, re­mem­ber?”




    “Yes, of course. But from what Chi­un has been say­ing, I thought you were more or less

    un­of­fi­cial­ly back on the team.”




    “For­get what Chi­un said. You should see him now. He’s tricked out like some freak­ing Pee

    Wee Her­man clone. Look, Smit­ty, I’m try­ing to get back to Sinan­ju, but I’m stuck in

    Bal­ti­more. No flights are go­ing out un­til morn­ing, if ev­er. Can you swing some­thing?

    Say, a he­li­copter?”




    “No he­li­copter would car­ry you across the Pa­cif­ic.”




    “I know that, Smit­ty. I just want to get out of Bal­ti­more, okay?”




    “Not okay. As you know, I’m re­spon­si­ble for al­lo­cat­ing mil­lions in tax­pay­ers’

    dol­lars. I would be re­miss in my re­spon­si­bil­ity if I used even a cent of it for

    non­op­er­ational ex­pens­es. You are no longer a mem­ber of the or­ga­ni­za­tion. You

    ad­mit­ted it. I’m sor­ry, I can’t jus­ti­fy the cost of re­turn­ing you to Ko­rea.”




    “That’s your an­swer?”




    “Well, you could re­con­sid­er your de­ci­sion to go. I have that mat­ter we dis­cussed.

    Some­one is try­ing to kill me.”




    “I know how he feels,” Re­mo said through clenched teeth.




    “I’m sor­ry, Re­mo,” Smith said for­mal­ly. “I just can’t see it your way.”




    “Thanks a lot,” Re­mo said, hang­ing up. Be­hind him, a long snaky line of wait­ing

    cus­tomers groaned with one voice.




    “What’s eat­ing you?” Re­mo asked them.




    “You broke the phone,” said a bony wom­an.




    Re­mo looked back. The re­ceiv­er was a mush of plas­tic at­tached to the di­al pad. “Oh,

    sor­ry,” he said sheep­ish­ly.




    “That’s easy for you to say. You al­ready made your call. “




    “I said I was sor­ry.”




    At the oth­er side of the ter­mi­nal, Re­mo tried to rent a car. He was told in no

    un­cer­tain terms that he could not have one.




    “Give me two rea­sons,” Re­mo said.




    “One, they’ve all been rent­ed. Two, we don’t ac­cept pay­ment in al­leged gold in­gots.

    Please take this thing off my counter.”




    Re­mo pock­et­ed the bar of met­al.




    “Do you have a cred­it card and iden­ti­fi­ca­tion?” the clerk asked.




    “No. What if I did? You al­ready told me you don’t have any cars.”




    “True, but if you had a cred­it card we could fit you in in the rnorn­ing.”




    “I can get a flight in the morn­ing,” Re­mo said. “I won’t need a car then.”




    “The cus­tomer is al­ways right,” the clerk told Re­mo.




    Re­mo de­cid­ed to sit out the night in the air­port cafe­te­ria. It was mobbed. The

    fast-​food restau­rants were jammed too. Not that Re­mo would have eat­en in one. His high­ly

    at­tuned ner­vous sys­tem would have short­cir­cuit­ed with the in­ges­tion of the small­est

    par­ti­cle of ham­burg­er or french fry.




    “Ah, the hell with it,” Re­mo mut­tered to him­self, look­ing for a cab to take him back

    in­to Bal­ti­more. “Even deal­ing with Chi­un is bet­ter than this crap.”




    But there were no cabs to be had, ei­ther, and Re­mo had to walk all the way back to the

    city.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju did not sleep that night. He could not, try as he might. The pain

    was too great. Even now, his pupil was many thou­sands of miles away, fly­ing back to Ko­rea.

    In his heart of hearts, Chi­un wished he, too, could fly back to Ko­rea, back to the land of

    his child­hood. True, there were many painful mem­ories back in Sinan­ju, of his stern fa­ther,

    who trained him in the art of Sinan­ju, of his cru­el wife and her un­wor­thy rel­atives, and

    of the shame of hav­ing been left, at an old age, with­out a prop­er pupil to car­ry on the

    Sinan­ju tra­di­tions.




    Re­mo had wiped away that shame. Re­mo had be­come the son Chi­un had been cheat­ed of

    hav­ing. In the ear­ly days Chi­un had not ex­pend­ed any great ef­fort on mak­ing Re­mo a fit

    as­sas­sin for CURE. Re­mo was white, and there­fore in­ept. His un­wor­thi­ness would cause

    him to re­ject the bet­ter por­tions of Sinan­ju train­ing. And even when Chi­un grew to

    re­spect Re­mo, he avoid­ed get­ting to know the man. He was white and there­fore doomed to

    even­tu­al fail­ure. There was no sense in get­ting friend­ly. Re­mo would on­ly die.




    And it had hap­pened. Re­mo had died dur­ing a mis­sion. But Chi­un, sens­ing a change in

    Re­mo re­vived him. Re­mo had come back from the dead less white than he had been when he had

    lived. He had come back Sinan­ju.




    It was then that Chi­un knew des­tiny had de­liv­ered in­to his aged hands a greater fu­ture

    for the House of Sinan­ju than he had ev­er dreamed there would be. De­liv­ered to Chi­un the

    Dis­graced, the old Mas­ter who should have re­tired but was stuck in a bar­bar­ian land so

    back­ward even the Great Wang had nev­er known of it. Chi­un un­der­stood he had the great­est

    Mas­ter, the avatar of Shi­va, in his care.




    Chi­un had poured his heart and his love in­to the train­ing of Re­mo Williams af­ter that,

    and Re­mo had grown through the stages of Sinan­ju. Now he was a Mas­ter him­self, tied to the

    vil­lage by bonds of tra­di­tion and hon­or.




    Chi­un would nev­er have be­lieved that when Re­mo fi­nal­ly agreed to set­tle in Sinan­ju,

    it would be the be­gin­ning of the great­est pain he would ev­er know: ig­nored by his

    un­grate­ful vil­lagers, cast aside by Re­mo for a mere girl. All that he had worked for had

    turned to smoke.




    And so, be­cause he dared not ad­mit his un­hap­pi­ness, he had fled to Amer­ica and tricked

    Harold Smith in­to an­oth­er year’s ser­vice, con­fi­dent that Re­mo would fol­low him. And he

    had.




    Yet now Re­mo was leav­ing again. He was ac­tu­al­ly re­turn­ing to Sinan­ju, alone. Chi­un

    would not see him again for a year, or longer.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju walked to a win­dow. A clear full moon hung in the sky. Chi­un

    won­dered if that same moon shone down on the air­craft now car­ry­ing Re­mo back to Sinan­ju.

    Just the thought made him feel some­how clos­er to his pupil.




    Chi­un had gam­bled that Re­mo’s love for him would be stronger than his love for Mah-​Li.

    He had been wrong, and now he was pre­pared to pay the price-​a year of sep­ara­tion.




    Out in the hall­way, the el­eva­tor door opened. Chi­un cocked his head in the di­rec­tion

    of the door.




    A soft padding sound­ed on the car­pet. It was not the heavy tread of Amer­ican-​shod feet,

    or the crush of bare feet. It was an eflort­less glid­ing that on­ly one pair of feet oth­er

    than Chi­un’s could make.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju burst in­to the hall­way in his sleep­ing ki­mono.




    “Re­mo, my son! I knew you would re­turn. You can­not live with­out me.”




    “My flight was can­celed,” Re­mo said sourly.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju looked strick­en. Then he slammed the door in Re­mo’s face like an

    of­fend­ed spin­ster.




    “I didn’t mean it like that,” Re­mo said ex­as­per­at­ed­ly. There was no an­swer from the

    oth­er side.




    “Look, I’ll make you a deal,” Re­mo called through the pan­el. “I’ll stick around un­til

    this Fer­ris thing is over, then we’ll talk to Smith and get this straight­ened out. Okay?”




    The door opened slow­ly. Chi­un stood framed in it, moon­light sil­ver­ing his aged head.

    His face was im­pas­sive, and his hands fold­ed in­to the sleeves of his sleep­ing ki­mono.




    “Deal,” he said, his face light­ing up.


  




  

    Chapter 21




    Il­sa Gans sent the spe­cial­ly equipped van cir­cling the block for the last time.




    “It looks clear,” she called back over her shoul­der. Peer­ing through the pri­va­cy glass,

    see­ing but un­seen, Kon­rad Blut­sturz searched with avid eyes. There were no signs of guards

    in the lob­by of the Lafavette Build­ing, no ob­vi­ous FBI agents post­ed an foot or in cars.

    No dan­ger.




    It was night, the per­fect time. kon­rad Blut­sturz de­cid­ed ev­ery­thing was per­fect.




    “On the next pass,” he told Il­sa, reach­ing down to un­bolt his wheelchair re­straints,

    “park.”




    Com­ing around the block, Il­sa looked for the open space she had picked out in the

    parailel-​park­ing zone, the one with the spray-​paint­ed

    stick-​fig­ure-​seat­ed-​on-​a-​half-​cir­cle-​wheelchair-​sym­bol-​the uni­ver­sal sign of

    hand­icapped-​on­ly park­ing.




    A blue Mer­cedes sud­den­ly pulled ahead and cut her off.




    “He took it!” Il­sa said sud­den­ly.




    “Who took what?”




    “The space,” Il­sa an­swered. “The hand­icapped space. That guy in the Mer­cedes just

    scoot­ed right in. He knew I was go­ing for that space.”




    “Is there an­oth­er?” de­mand­ed Kon­rad Blut­sturz anx­ious­ly.




    “No,” Il­sa said mis­er­ably. “That’s the on­ly one.”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz banged his hand on the arm­rest. “There is al­ways on­ly one,” he yelled.

    “What is wrong with this coun­try? Do they think we hand­icapped trav­el on­ly one at a

    time?”




    “What do I do?” Il­sa moaned.




    “We must park here. Is there an­oth­er space of any kind?”




    “No, and even if there was, it wouldn’t be wide enough to of­fload in.”




    “Ram the car, then.”




    “Okay,” said Il­sa, turn­ing the van around un­til its rear wheels rode up on the op­po­site

    side­walk. She point­ed the van at the rear of the Mer­cedes in the hand­icapped space. The

    driv­er was just step­ping out.




    Il­sa sent the van shoot­ing for­ward.




    The van hit the back of the car like a tank, which, be­ing built of bul­let­proof

    ma­te­ri­als, was what it re­al­ly was. The van pushed in­to the park­ing slot.




    The Mer­cedes lurched for­ward, throw­ing the driv­er off his feet. He picked him­self off

    the ground, swear­ing. “Hey! What do you think you’re do­ing?” he de­mand­ed.




    “This is a hand­icapped space!” Il­sa yelled in­dig­nant­ly. “Are you hand­icapped?”




    “It’s the mid­dle of the night, la­dy.”




    “They don’t re­grow their legs af­ter dark, you know,” said Il­sa, step­ping out.




    “I’m a lawyer, and I’m go­ing to sue you for this!”




    “He’s mak­ing too much noise,” Kon­rad Blut­sturz said. “Kill him.”




    Il­sa reached for her Luger.




    “No,” hissed Kon­rad Blt­st­sturz. “Qui­et­ly.”




    “Right,” Il­sa said, ex­tract­ing her swasti­ka-​shaped let­ter open­er from the glove

    com­part­ment. Its edges gleamed in the moon­light.




    “Catch,” said Il­sa.




    The man caught it. In the throat. He went down clutch­ing him­self, his fin­gers split­ting

    open where they touched the mul­ti­ple blades. He writhed and gur­gled in the gut­ter.




    “That’ll teach him,” Il­sa said, open­ing the side of the van. “The in­con­sid­er­ate

    bas­tard.”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz sent his mo­tor­ized wheelchair on­to the van’s hy­draulic lift. Il­sa

    grabbed the con­trol levers and jerked it first one way, then the oth­er. The steel plat­form,

    car­ry­ing Kon­rad Blut­sturz, lift­ed out through the side door and set­tled to the street

    with a low hiss­ing re­lease of sound.




    He sent the wheelchair scoot­ing to the build­ing en­trance.




    “Let’s go.” he called.




    “What about this guy?” asked Il­sa.




    “He looks Aryan. Put him out of his mis­ery.”




    Il­sa placed the Luger against the man’s fore­head to smoth­er the sound, said,

    “Nighty-​night” sweet­ly, and fired once.




    “Yuck! He splat­tered a lit­tle,” Il­sa com­plained, look­ing at her for­mer­ly white

    blouse.




    “You should nev­er stand that close to your kills if you in­sist on be­ing fussy. Come.”




    Fer­ris D’Orr lay dream­ing. He dreamed that he was a gin­ger­bread man. He had had that

    dream of­ten as a child. He was a gin­ger­bread man, and evil men who talked in fun­ny voic­es

    were try­ing to cook him in a great big oven.




    Fer­ris kept telling the men that they had the wrong per­son each time they pulled him from

    the oven and poked their fin­gers in­to his brown­ing stom­ach that was dec­orat­ed with huge

    M…M’s.




    “Put him in again. He’s not done,” they would say. And Fer­ris would shout the words that

    they re­fused to be­lieve over and over again.




    Fer­ris D’Orr woke up cry­ing the words: “I’m not Jew­ish! I’m not Jew­ish!”




    And for the first time, a voice an­swered his plea. It was a hoarse voice, an old voice, and

    through the hoarse­ness, Fer­ris rec­og­nized the gut­tural ac­cents of his night­mares.




    “Of course you are not,” the voice said. “You are Fer­ris D’Orr, the bril­liant

    met­al­lur­gist, and I am Kon­rad Blut­sturz, here to en­list you in a great cause.”




    Light sud­den­ly flared in the room and Fer­ris D’Orr saw the man who spoke. He was a

    hideous old man with a met­al arm that clenched and un­clenched ner­vous­ly. It whirred like a

    den­tist’s drill as it worked. The man was in a wheelchair, his face lean­ing close to Fer­ris’

    own. Too close.




    Fer­ris sat up sud­den­ly, be­cause as ug­ly as the man was, the red blan­ket that draped

    the stumps where the old man’s legs stopped was ugli­er. In its cen­ter was the twist­ed cross

    of the Nazis.




    The blond girl stand­ing be­side the old man al­so wore a swasti­ka. It was on an arm­band

    cir­cling her right arm, and the arm point­ed a long-​snout­ed pis­tol at his face.




    “You must have great night vi­sion,” she said sweet­ly, to be able to see our col­ors in the

    dark.”




    Fer­ris D’Orr had on­ly one thing to say, one word. The word was: “Mom­ma!”




    “Thank you far treat­ing me, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo Williams said.




    Chi­un waved dis­mis­sive­ly as he hand­ed his Amer­ican Ex­press card to the restau­rant

    cashier. Tonight his suit was ma­roon and gold. The tie was pink.




    “You said you had not eat­en,” he said. “Now you have eat­en.”




    The cashier took the cred­it card and filled out the charge slip. Then she placed both in

    the charge ma­chine and ran the em­boss­ing han­dle back and forth with a loud chunk­ing

    noise.




    “Sign here, please,” she told Chi­un.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju took the prof­fered pen and signed with a flour­ish. He wait­ed

    pa­tient­ly. When the card was re­turned to him with the slip, he placed the card in his

    wal­let and threw the slip in­to the near­est lit­ter bas­ket.




    “Did you see that, Re­mo?” he asked once they were on the street. It was near­ly four a.m.

    and there was not much traf­fic.




    “Yes, I did, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “I have been think­ing,” said Chi­un. “I do not be­lieve that even Amer­ican mer­chants

    could be so fool­ish as to not re­al­ize I have not had to pay for their wares.”




    “Oh?”




    “I think the card it­self is not the won­drous thing af­ter all. “




    “No, then what is?”




    “Why, my name, of course.”




    “Your name?”




    “Yes, Chi­un. See? Here is my name print­ed on this gold card. It says Chi­un, my name. This

    is the mag­ic thing, not the card. Ob­vi­ous­ly it is like the old seals of the Egyp­tians,

    in­tend­ed to iden­ti­fy roy­al per­son­ages to com­mon­ers. When I show this card, they look

    for my name and see that they are deal­ing with the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. Then they ask me to

    sign, us­ing my sig­na­ture for ver­ifi­ca­tion the way the Egyp­tian seals were once used.

    Thus, they do not ask for gold.”




    “It makes sense when you say it,” said Re­mo good-​na­tured­ly.




    “This means that Amer­ica has fi­nal­ly learned to ap­pre­ci­ate me. Smith must have told

    them. Yes, that is it. In the weeks when we were gone from his ser­vice, see­ing that he no

    longer need­ed to keep our past em­ploy­ment with him se­cret, he has spread word of the good

    ser­vice that he for­mer­ly en­joyed from the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. And sub­or­di­nate Mas­ter,

    of course.’




    “Of course,” said Re­mo; hid­ing a grin. “By the way, what did Smith say about the

    bod­ies?”




    “What bod­ies?”




    “The three guys you elim­inat­ed, the kid­nap­pers. Was Smith able to iden­ti­fy them?”




    “He said some­thing vague about their unim­por­tance. I do not re­mem­ber what.”




    “That’s strange,” said Re­mo. “Usu­al­ly Smith’s com­put­ers can iden­ti­fy any­one from

    fin­ger­prints or den­tal records.”




    “I think these must have been spe­cial nonen­ti­ties,” said Chi­un, hop­ing that Smith

    nev­er found out about the bod­ies in the dump­ster. “What dif­fer­ence would it make?”




    “Know­ing who they were might mean know­ing if they were op­er­at­ing on their own or

    work­ing for some­one.”




    “Why do you bring this up?” asked Chum.




    “I won­der if it was a good idea to leave Fer­ris alone.”




    “What harm is in it? Fer­ris is asleep, and Smith had ob­vi­ous­ly spread the word that he

    is pro­tect­ed by the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. Our rep­uta­tion does most of our work for us, you

    know.”




    Re­mo start­ed to ar­gue, but as he turned the cor­ner he sud­den­ly saw Fer­ris D’Orr.




    Fer­ris was still asleep. But he was asleep in the arms of an old man in a wheelchair. The

    old man was be­ing hoist­ed, wheelchair and all, in­to a wait­ing van. A blond girl in some

    kind of mil­itary uni­form was work­ing the lift. Re­mo rec­og­nized the ti­ta­ni­um

    neb­uliz­er rock­ing be­side the wheelchair on the ris­ing plat­form.




    The blond slammed the side door closed and jumped for the driv­er’s seat.




    “They’ve got Fer­ris!” Re­mo said.




    The van backed out of the space and bar­reled down the street.




    Re­mo start­ed af­ter it and then no­ticed a man ly­ing in the street be­side a crum­pled

    Mer­cedes that had been thrown up on the side­walk.




    “He’s dead, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo. Re­mo didn’t no­tice that Chi­un did not an­swer

    be­cause Re­mo sud­den­ly saw the shiny ob­ject em­bed­ded in the man’s throat. He re­moved it,

    and found him­self hold­ing a steel-​blad­ed swasti­ka.




    A car screeched to a stop be­side Re­mo’s crouch­ing form.




    “Hur­ry.” a voice called from the car.




    Re­mo got to his feet. There was no one be­hind the wheel. Re­mo lift­ed on tip­toe. His

    head bare­ly top­ping the dash­board, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju ges­tured fran­ti­cal­ly. The

    pas­sen­ger door popped open.




    “Quick­ly,” Chi­un said anx­ious­ly. “They are get­ting away.”




    Re­mo jumped in, and the car took off down the street, ca­reen­ing like a drunk­en

    tiger.




    “Where did you learn to drive?” Re­mo asked.




    “Back there,” Chi­un said.




    “Back where?” asked Rerno. “Back where I picked you up.”




    Re­mo sud­den­ly no­ticed the ig­ni­tion had been popped. “Wait a minute. You mean you don’t

    know how to drive!”




    “What is to learn?” asked Chi­un, lift­ing him­self up out of the seat to bet­ter see over

    the steer­ing wheel. “You point the car and it goes.”




    “Right,” said Re­mo, grab­bing the wheel with one hand. “I’ll help you point.”




    “You might al­so help me with the brake,” said Chi­un as they took a cor­ner on two

    wheels.




    “What’s wrong with it?”




    “Noth­ing. But I can­not reach the ped­al with my feet.”




    Re­mo shot out a foot and the car slowed and stopped, knock­ing over a mail­box.




    Re­mo got out and jumped over the hood to the driv­er’s side. “Scoot over,” he said.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju fold­ed his arms de­fi­ant­ly.




    “If you will not let me drive, nei­ther of us will drive. “




    “Fine,” said Re­mo. “Then you can be the one to tell Smith that you let Fer­ris get

    away.”




    Chi­un slid over and Re­mo got be­hind the wheel. The car leapt for­ward.




    “This would nev­er have hap­pened if you hadn’t got­ten hun­gry,” scold­ed Chi­un.




    “Save it,” said Re­mo, push­ing the speedome­ter to six­ty. He spot­ted the van pulling

    on­to a ma­jor high­way. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, it was in the op­po­site lane. Re­mo sent the car

    over the lane di­vider and did a U-​turn.




    “I think that is against the rules,” Chi­un point­ed out. Re­mo ig­nored him. He pi­lot­ed

    the car on­to the ramp and sent it hurtling af­ter the van.




    When the van came in sight a half-​mile away; Re­mo ac­cel­er­at­ed. Street­lights flashed

    past. He over­hauled the van with sur­pris­ing ease. Even as the blond girl stuck her tongue

    out at them in de­fi­ance, she did not push the van past six­ty-​five.




    Re­mo found out why when he tried to force the van off the road.




    His left-​front fend­er crum­pled against the side of the lum­ber­ing ve­hi­cle. The van

    didn’t even wob­ble. It was too heavy. Too heavy to speed and too heavy to stop. “This is not

    how it goes on TV,” Chi­un point­ed out. Re­mo tried again, but this time the van came at him.

    Re­mo felt the steer­ing wheel wrench un­der his fin­gers. He com­pen­sat­ed against the

    twist­ing of the front wheels as they ca­reened out of con­trol. The steer­ing wheel broke off

    in his hands.




    Re­mo hit the brakes, and the car spun around like a big met­al top, as the van con­tin­ued

    on in­to the night. When the car stopped scrap­ing sparks of the guardrail, Re­mo and Chi­un

    got out of the wreck.




    “You okay?” Re­mo asked Chi­un.




    Chi­un straight­ened his pink tie. “Of course. How could you let them get away like that? I

    will be shamed be­fore Em­per­or Smith.”




    “That thing was a tank,” Re­mo said. “Let’s find a pay phone.”




    “I am not re­port­ing fail­ure to Em­per­or Smith,” said Chi­un.




    “You don’t have to. I will.”




    “Done. Just be cer­tain you place the blame where it be­longs, on your shoul­ders. I told

    you I should have driv­en.”




    Fer­ris D’Orr woke up. He found him­self ly­ing on a fold-​down cot in­side a plush-​lined

    van. He rubbed his sting­ing shoul­der. The last thing he re­mem­bered was be­ing in his bed in

    the pent­house and hav­ing a blond girl shoot some­thing in­to his veins.




    “Ughh,” Fer­ris said.




    A me­chan­ical whirring at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion. Fer­ris saw the old man, the one from

    his night­mare.




    “Ah, Mr. D’Orr. I am glad you are awake.”




    “Where am I?”




    “That does not mat­ter. It should con­cern you on­ly that we are near­ly home.”




    “My home?”




    “No, mine,” said the old man. “We will be un­der way short­ly, I as­sure you. My Il­sa is

    run­ning an er­rand.” A few min­utes lat­er, the blond girl jumped back be­hind the driv­er’s

    seat.




    “This is all I could find,” she said breath­less­ly, wav­ing a sheaf of pa­pers. “Most of

    the pay phones were van­dal­ized. Hon­est­ly, don’t peo­ple re­spect prop­er­ty any­more?”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz took the pa­pers in his steel fist and rif­fled through them.




    He shook his head. “There are so many of them,” he said in dis­gust, and threw the pa­pers

    to the floor.




    One of them land­ed on Fer­ris’ cov­ers. He picked it up. It was a page of tele­phone

    list­ings. Fer­ris no­ticed the van’s in­te­ri­or was lit­tered with sim­ilar pages.




    Odd­ly, there was one name on ev­ery page Smith. As the van got un­der way, Fer­ris D’Orr

    pulled the blan­ket over his head and shut his eyes un­til they hurt. He hoped that he would

    wake up back in his pent­house bed­room. But he didn’t think that he would.


  




  

    Chapter 22




    Dr. Harold W. Smith awoke on the first ring.




    He awoke the way he al­ways did, like a light bulb switch­ing on. He lay there for the

    briefest of in­stants. Rec­og­niz­ing that he was in his of­fice at Fol­croft San­itar­ium, he

    got off the of­fice couch. His wrist­watch, which he wore even to bed, read 4:48 A.M. as he

    picked up the desk phone.




    “Yes?” he said, his voice as as­trin­gent as lemons.




    “Smit­ty? Re­mo.”




    “Yes, Re­mo,” Smith said un­in­ter­est­ed­ly.




    “We lost Fer­ris,” Reme said abrupt­ly.




    Smith’s hand tight­ened on the re­ceiv­er. “What?”




    Chi­un’s voice came on the line as Re­mo start­ed to re­ply.




    “Do not fear, Em­per­or. Fer­ris is not tru­ly lost.”




    “Where is he?”




    “We do not know.”




    “Then he is lost.”




    “No, mere­ly mis­placed. Here, Re­mo will ex­plain his fail­ure to you. Please do not

    pun­ish him too severe­ly.”




    “Thanks a lot, Chi­un,” Re­mo said away from the phone. Over the line, Smith heard them

    lapse in­to a tense ex­change in Ko­re­an. He wait­ed for the bick­er­ing to sub­side be­cause

    he knew nei­ther man would lis­ten to him as long as they were ar­gu­ing.




    Fi­nal­ly Re­mo’s voice came back on the phone.




    “He was kid­napped, Smit­ty. We saw it hap­pen, but the kid­nap­pers got away. They were

    driv­ing a van that must have been built of steel.”




    “Ti­ta­ni­um,” Chi­un said in the back­ground. “Mere steel would not have stopped us.”




    Re­mo went on af­ter a tired sigh. “It was a girl, young, blond, with an old­er guy.

    Re­al­ly old.”




    “But younger than me,” Chi­un chimed in. “will you let me fin­ish?” Re­mo said.




    Smith rolled his eyes heav­en­ward. Even at this mo­ment of fail­ure, his im­me­di­ate

    re­ac­tion was that it felt as if Re­mo and Chi­un had nev­er left CURE. His sec­ond was that

    he felt the walls were clos­ing in.




    “Any­way,” Re­mo went on, “the old guy was in a wheelchair.”




    “We must have a bad con­nec­tion,” Smith said. “I thought you said one of the kid­nap­pers

    was in a wheelchair. Re­peat please.”




    “He was in a wheelchair. I know it sounds crazy, but there you go. Fer­ris has been

    kid­napped by a dis­abled per­son. They even rammed a car out of a hand­icapped park­ing space

    and killed the driv­er just to get the space. At least, that’s how I read the scene.”




    “This doesn’t make sense,” Smith said.




    “It gets worse. The guy who took the park­ing space had a shuriken lodged in his

    throat.”




    “A which?”




    “A shuriken,” Re­mo re­peat­ed. “It’s a sharp­ened throw­ing star. Nin­jas use them for

    killing.”




    “Fer­ris D’Orr was kid­napped by nin­jas?”




    “I don’t think so,” Re­mo said. “This wasn’t the usu­al throw­ing star. It was shaped like a

    swasti­ka, with the edges sharp­ened.”




    “Nazi nin­jas kid­napped Fer­ris D’Orr? Is that what you’re say­ing?” He reached for a

    bot­tle of ex­tra-​strength as­pirin.




    “No, I’m telling you what I saw and what I found. It’s up to you to fig­ure it out.”




    “Is there any­thing more?”




    “We fol­lowed them. They ran us off the road and got away.”




    “Re­mo wouldn’t let me drive,” the voice of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju came faint­ly through

    the re­ceiv­er.




    Dr. Harold W. Smith sat down in his leather chair won­der­ing how he would ex­plain this to

    the Pres­ident. “I don’t sup­pose you man­aged to get the van’s li­cense plate in all the

    ex­cite­ment?” Smith asked acid­ly.




    “No, I didn’t get the van’s li­cense plate,” Re­mo re­peat­ed. “I don’t work for you,

    re­mem­ber?”




    “But I do and did,” an­oth­er voice said.




    Smith bolt­ed up in his chair. “What was that? What did Chi­un say?”




    “Here, you talk to him,” Re­mo said.




    “Mas­ter of Sinan­ju?” Smith said, hope ris­ing in his heart.




    “Nev­er fear, Em­per­or, I have the num­bers at my com­mand. Tru­ly, I have learned how

    im­por­tant num­bers are in Amer­ican so­ci­ety. You have num­bers for ev­ery­thing, for

    tele­phones, for hous­es, and for Amer­ican Ex­press. I saw the num­bers of the of­fend­ing

    ve­hi­cle.”




    “Read them to me, please,” Dr. Smith said, boot­ing up his CURE com­put­ers. In a

    walled-​off sec­tion of Fol­croft’s base­ment, the pow­er­ful bank of com­put­ers kicked in­to

    silent life.




    “DOC-183,” said Chi­un.




    “What state?” said Smith, in putting the num­bers in­to the search file.




    “Mov­ing fast,” said Chi­un.




    “I mean what state was list­ed at the bot­tom of the li­cense plate. There is al­ways a

    state name.”




    “I did not no­tice,” said Chi­un un­hap­pi­ly. “Are states al­so im­por­tant? I thought

    on­ly num­bers were. Should I re­mem­ber the state the next time, or the num­bers?”




    “Both,” said Smith weari­ly.




    “Both. It will be ex­tra work, but I will do this in your hon­or, O gen­er­ous dis­penser of

    Amer­ican Ex­press.”




    “This is im­por­tant, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. Do you, maybe, re­mem­ber the first let­ter of

    the state name?”




    “I think it be­gan with A.”




    “Al­aba­ma, Alas­ka, Ari­zona, or Arkansas?” asked Smith, his fin­gers poised to key in the

    an­swer.




    “Yes, one of those,” Chi­un said con­fi­dent­ly.




    Smith’s fin­gers went limp. “Do you re­mem­ber the col­or?”




    “White, with red let­ters.”




    “Al­aba­ma,” said Smith, in­putting the name.




    The com­put­er searched its mem­ory banks and gen­er­at­ed an on-​screen read­out.




    “The van is li­censed to the White Aryan League of Amer­ica and Al­aba­ma,” Smith said. Then

    he thought about what he had said. “Put Re­mo on, please,” Smith told Chi­un.




    “Smit­ty?” Re­ma said.




    “That swasti­ka means some­thing. The van is reg­is­tered to a neo-​Nazi group.”




    “What would neo-​Nazis want with Fer­ris D’Orr?”




    “I can’t imag­ine, but it’s go­ing to be up to you and Chi­un to find out and get D’Orr back

    be­fore any­thing hap­pens to him.”




    “Talk to Chi­un. I’m just along for the ride un­til this is over. Then I’m go­ing back to

    Ko­rea.”




    “Would you tell him, Re­mo?” Smith plead­ed. “I al­ways get a headache ex­plain­ing even

    sim­ple things to him.”




    Re­mo stopped the rent­ed car in front of the big gates with the hand-​carved pinewood sign,

    “FORTRESS PU­RI­TY,” over them. He stuck his head out the win­dow and called to the guard, who

    wore a brown uni­form and a Sam Brawne belt.




    “Ex­cuse me,” Re­mo called, “Would you mind open­ing up?”




    The guard saun­tered over to the car. Out of the cor­ner of his mouth, Re­mo whis­pered to

    Chi­un, “Re­mem­ber, keep your sun­glass­es on.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju ad­just­ed his wraparound sun­glass­es over his al­mond eyes and

    pulled his white bowler down over his fore­head. It matched his suit. His tie and

    breast-​pock­et hand­ker­chief were a match­ing gold.




    “Don’t wor­ry, I am cool,” he said, us­ing a word he had picked up from tele­vi­sion.

    Amer­icans used it a lot. There­fore so would he.




    “What do you want?” the guard asked sus­pi­cious­ly. “We want to sign up. Where’s your

    re­cruit­ing of­fices?”




    “We on­ly let in the racial­ly pure,” the guard said, look­ing at Re­mo’s brown eyes and

    dark com­plex­ion. “What’s your name?”




    “Re­mo.”




    “Doesn’t sound very Aryan to me,” the guard said slow­ly.




    “Re­mo White. And this is my fa­ther.”




    “Chi­un, Chi­un Whiter,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    “Whiter? Whiter than what?” Re­mo whis­pered in Ko­re­an.




    “Whiter than thou,” an­swered Chi­un, ad­just­ing his tie.




    “What lin­go was that you’re speak­ing?” de­mand­ed the guard in a sus­pi­cious voice.




    “Aryan,” said Re­mo. “We’re the of­fi­cial Aryan tu­tors. By this time next month, you’ll

    all be speak­ing it.”




    The guard looked at them a long time and fi­nal­ly made up his mind.




    “Okay, you can go in. It’s the big build­ing with the flag. “




    “They all have flags,” said Chi­un as they passed through the grounds. Around them, men in

    brown uni­forms marched in for­ma­tion, “Nice ones. It is good to see the Zingh again.”




    “The what?”




    “The Zingh,” said Chi­un, point­ing. “It is a lucky sym­bol. “




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo as they got out of the car and walked up the long ramp in

    front of the main build­ing, “that’s the swasti­ka. It’s the Nazi sym­bol. It’s evil.”




    Chi­un spat. “Do the Japanese own the sun be­cause they put it on their flags’?” he asked.

    “Or the Amer­icans the stars? The Zingh is old­er than Ger­many. In an­cient days it was a

    proud sign. Re­mind me to tell you about it some­day.”




    “Lat­er. Right now, I want you to let me do all the talk­ing. These peo­ple are Nazis. They

    may be dan­ger­ous.”




    “Nazis are not dan­ger­ous,” said Chi­un. “They are id­iots.”




    “Dan­ger­ous id­iots, then. Just let me do the talk­ing. We’ve got to pass our­selves off as

    good clean Aryans.




    “That will be im­pos­si­ble. Aryans nev­er bathed and were blood-​drink­ing

    bar­bar­ians.”




    The man at the reg­is­tra­tion desk did not ask them if they were Aryans. He did not even

    ask their names. He asked on­ly how much they made per year.




    Re­mo said, “I’m un­em­ployed.”




    Chi­un said, “More than you can imag­ine.”




    “Will you pay your friend’s dues?” the man asked Chi­un.




    “Sure­ly,” said Chi­un.




    “That’ll be twen­ty-​five thou­sand dol­lars for the year. Pro­rat­ed. “




    “Do you take Amer­ican Ex­press?” Chi­un asked ca­su­al­ly.




    “Ev­ery­one takes Amer­ican Ex­press,” said the man, run­ning Chi­un’s card through a

    cred­it-​card ma­chine. “I’ll get you your uni­forms,” said the man. A mo­ment lat­er he was

    back with two card­board box­es. He hand­ed them to Re­mo.




    “These should fit you both. You bunk in the Siegfried Bar­racks. “




    On the way out the door, Chi­un opened his box. When he saw the con­tents, he made a

    dis­gust­ed face and threw the box in­to a trash bar­rel.




    “We’ll need that to blend in-” Re­mo said.




    “When you wear a uni­form,” Chi­un point­ed out, “you sur­ren­der your very soul to the

    rules of oth­ers. Sur­ren­der noth­ing to these peo­ple, Re­mo, or they will own you.’




    “How else are we go­ing to blend in with these peo­ple?” asked Re­mo.




    “Sinan­ju does not blend in with oth­ers,” said Chi­un. “oth­ers blend in with

    Sinan­ju.”




    “Uh-​oh, trou­ble,” Il­sa Gans said, look­ing out the win­dow of Kon­rad Blut­sturz’

    of­fice.




    “What is it, Il­sa?” Kon­rad Blut­sturz said ab­sent­ly. He pored over the blueprints that

    lay in pro­fu­sion on his desk. With one eye, he watched Il­sa’s rear end as she bent over to

    look more close­ly at what­ev­er in­ter­est­ed her. It was a nice rear end, very round.




    “Re­mem­ber those two men? The ones who chased us in Bal­ti­more?”




    “Gov­ern­ment agents. Bun­glers, no doubt.”




    “Well, they’re here.”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz looked up. He hit the op­er­at­ing switch and his chair spun out from

    be­hind the desk and joined Il­sa at the win­dow.




    Be­low, a tall man in chi­nos and a T-​shirt walked to one of the bar­racks, car­ry­ing a

    White Aryan League reg­ula­tion uni­form across one arm. A small­er man in white walked be­side

    him, look­ing around cu­ri­ous­ly.




    “Have them killed. I am busy. The doc­tor will be here short­ly, and I must at­tend to many

    de­tails.”




    “Oh, goody.”




    “Re­mem­ber to use our ex­pend­able peo­ple.”




    “They’re not as good as your lieu­tenants. They al­ways screw up.”




    “Then use more of them. Soon we will have no need for any of them any­more. For soon I will

    walk like oth­er men. And do the oth­er things erect men do.”




    “I like the way you said that-​erect.”




    Re­mo had giv­en up try­ing to fit in­to his brown uni­form when some­one knocked at the

    door of the bar­racks room he and Chi­un had been as­signed.




    “What?” asked Re­mo, re­al­iz­ing for the first time that Chi­un had thrown out the uni­fonn

    meant for him and that he had wast­ed twen­ty min­utes try­ing to fit in­to a child’s size.




    “First du­ty,” a voice said. “Re­port to the shoot­ing range.”




    “I am not touch­ing a firearm,” Chi­un said firm­ly. “Nor will you.”




    “Maybe we can fake it.” said Re­mo.




    They found the front door of the fir­ing range locked and de­sert­ed.




    “Maybe there’s a side door,” said Re­mo.




    There was a small one. The words “Fir­ing Range” were scrawled on a sheet of blue-​lined

    pa­per torn from a loose-​leaf note­book and taped to the door.




    “I guess this is it,” Re­mo said.




    The door clicked shut be­hind them and there was no light.




    “This doesn’t smell right,” Re­mo said.




    “Gun­pow­der,” said Chi­un, wrin­kling his nose. “It nev­er does.”




    “I mean this set­up. I think it’s ex­act­ly that.”




    They felt their way along a wall in the dark­ness. Re­mo sensed a great open space to his

    right, and be­yond that there was some move­ment and the faint smell of hu­man be­ings, but it

    was mut­ed, as if in­ter­cept­ed by a bar­ri­er.




    When the lights sud­den­ly snapped on in the build­ing, Re­mo saw the black sil­hou­ette

    tar­gets of the fir­ing range. They were not in front of them. They were on the wall di­rect­ly

    be­hind them.




    At the far end of the build­ing, men in brown uni­forms stood be­hind the glass ports of

    fir­ing sta­tions. They heft­ed ri­fles to their shoul­ders and point­ed them, “Is this a form

    of ini­ti­ation?” asked Chi­un.




    “No, it’s a form of slaugh­ter. And we’re the ob­jects.” The ri­fles start­ed crack­ing,

    sharp spite­ful cracks. Be­hind Re­mo and Chi­un white holes were punched in­to the black

    tar­gets, and the air around them vi­brat­ed with the sounds of high-​ve­loc­ity slugs.




    “Weaver Pat­tern, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said.




    “Agreed,” said Chi­un.




    Re­mo moved to­ward the sol­diers of the White Aryan League in a straight line. The Mas­ter

    of Sinan­ju took a par­al­lel course. Abrupt­ly Chi­un cut across the path of Re­mo’s

    tra­jec­to­ry, and Re­mo slipped be­hind him in a sim­ilar, but op­po­site di­ag­onal

    move­ment.




    To the sol­diers work­ing their ri­fles, it looked as if Re­mo and Chi­un were pan­ick­ing

    in all di­rec­tions. That was the idea of the Sinan­ju Weaver Pat­tern. Each man ran a bro­ken

    line, but it was an in­ter­sect­ing bro­ken line, weav­ing across one an­oth­er’s paths. It had

    been orig­inal­ly de­vised as a form of at­tack against archers at the time of Dar­ius of

    Per­sia.




    As Chi­un had ex­plained it to Re­mo years ago, a man run­ning to­ward an as­sailant

    pre­sent­ed a stat­ic tar­get that grew larg­er the clos­er he came to the at­tack­er. A man

    run­ning side to side pre­sent­ed a con­fus­ing tar­get. But two men run­ning a Weaver Pat­tern

    were con­fu­sion up­on con­fu­sion, be­cause an archer al­ways picked the largest tar­get. He

    would al­ways fire when the two run­ning men crossed paths to form a con­verg­ing dou­ble mark.

    But by the time he loosed his ar­row, the two men were run­ning in di­verg­ing paths.




    It had worked against ar­rows. It worked against bul­lets, which were faster than ar­rows,

    but al­so small­er, and eas­ier to avoid be­cause they re­quired more pre­cise aim­ing.




    There were five ri­fle­men. By the time they re­al­ized they could not pick their tar­gets

    in­di­vid­ual­ly, Re­mo and Chi­un had cleared half the space to­ward them.




    The marks­men switched tac­tics and start­ed a mur­der­ous cross­fire. But Re­mo and Chi­un

    were al­ready too close to them for that and they had to re­vert to in­di­vid­ual

    tar­get­ing.




    It was too late for in­di­vid­ual ac­tion as well.




    One ri­fle­man sight­ed on Re­mo, wait­ing un­til his chest tilled his field of vi­sion. He

    squeezed the trig­ger. Slow­ly, be­cause that gave the clean­est shot.




    He felt his weapon kick against his shoul­der. He didn’t feel it dis­charge. Nor did he feel

    the butt of the ri­fle, pushed by Re­mo’s open palm, tear his shoul­der mus­cles loose. The

    nerves had been sev­ered and no pain sig­nals were trans­mit­ted. The ri­fle clat­tered to the

    floor, and the gun­man clutched his limp arm stupid­ly.




    Re­mo took him out with a short chop to the neck and turned on an­oth­er sol­dier, who was

    swing­ing his ri­fle around.




    Re­mo stopped, fold­ed his arms across his chest, and said, “Tell you what, pal. I’ll give

    you one free­bie shot.”




    The sol­dier fired. The bul­let went where it was sup­posed to go, but strange­ly, his

    tar­get did not fall or even grab at his so­lar plexus. The sol­dier brought his weapon up to

    his shoul­der again, but by then it was too late.




    Re­mo scold­ed, “I said one shot. You’re out.” He jel­lied the man’s face.




    Re­mo stepped over the falling body to reach Chi­un, but the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju need­ed no

    help. He stood over the twist­ing form of a sol­dier whose legs no longer worked. Two oth­ers

    had Chi­un be­tween them. They kept try­ing to bring their ri­fle muz­zles to bear on the

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, but each time they lift­ed their weapons, Chi­un swat­ted them down like a

    child fight­ing off broom han­dles.




    “I’d give it up if I were you,” Re­mo told them. “You’re on­ly go­ing to pro­long the

    agony.”




    “Si­lence. Re­mo,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, sud­den­ly mak­ing the bar­rels fly up

    in­stead of down. “Wheee!”




    The two sol­diers re­fused to give up. One shot was all they need­ed, but they couldn’t keep

    their ri­fles trained on where a bul­let would do the most good long enough to pull the

    trig­ger. One start­ed to blub­ber un­con­trol­lably.




    When the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju grew tired of his sport, he grasped the ri­fle muz­zles. The

    ac­tion was brief, but firm, and the sol­diers nev­er knew that Chi­un had squeezed the

    muz­zles shut.




    “I am tired of this,” an­nounced Chi­un, and he walked away with taunt­ing un­con­cern.




    The sol­diers couldn’t be­lieve their good for­tune. Sight­ing down their weapons, they

    fired in uni­son. The blow­back shat­tered the re­ceiv­ing mech­anisms and sent met­al and wood

    shrap­nel in­to the faces of the guards. They dropped, still clutch­ing their use­less weapons,

    like toy sol­diers. Which is what they re­al­ly were.




    “That was ex­cel­lent shoot­ing prac­tice,” said Chi­un. “How many did you get?”




    “Two,” Re­mo said.




    “Three,” said Chi­un. “I win.”




    “No, I think we both lose. They’re on­to us.”




    “So much for blend­ing in.”


  




  

    Chapter 23




    They had tak­en Fer­ris D’Orr from the van still hud­dled in the cot. Sol­diers did that.

    Sol­diers in brown uni­forms with the red Nazi arm­bands.




    Fer­ris had peeked as they car­ried him in­to the big main build­ing. It was dark. He was in

    some kind of com­pound, sur­round­ed by guards and a high fence. There were many sol­diers, and

    many build­ings. Nazi flags flew from ev­ery roof. It looked like the pho­tos of those places

    his moth­er used to harp about places like Tre­blin­ka and Bergen-​Belsen-​places he knew

    couldn’t pos­si­bly ex­ist on Amer­ican soil.




    “Oh, my God,” Fer­ris said un­der his breath. “I’m in an ex­ter­mi­na­tion camp.”




    They took him in­to a homey din­ing room, and the blond, Il­sa, stripped the blan­ket back

    and of­fered her hand.




    “We’re here,” she called.




    Fer­ris re­fused to get up. He wouldn’t let go of the blan­ket ei­ther. He clutched one

    cor­ner of it in his hand.




    “Come on,” Il­sa said sweet­ly, “Get up.”




    “Per­haps Mr. D’Orr would like to fresh­en up,” said the gut­tural voice of Fer­ris’

    night­mares. “A show­er, per­haps?”




    “No way!” screamed Fer­ris D’Orr. “I know what you peo­ple mean by show­ers.”




    “He is fright­ened af­ter his long jour­ney,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “Let me speak with

    him, You start the oven.”




    “I’m not Jew­ish!” Fer­ris said, jump­ing to his feet.




    The old man laughed. “You al­ready told us that. Il­sa is mere­ly go­ing to start din­ner.

    Do you have a pref­er­ence?”




    “Any­thing,” said Fer­ris D’Orr, “as long as it’s ham, pork roast, or pork chops.”




    “Any of those, Il­sa,” the old man called as the girl left the room. “Come, sit by my side.

    You are a most pe­cu­liar young man, but then, you are a ge­nius. All ge­nius­es are

    pe­cu­liar.”




    “I want to go home,” Fer­ris said, sit­ting in the chair with the same gin­ger­ly

    res­ig­na­tion of a death-​row in­mate set­tling in­to the elec­tric chair. He sud­den­ly,

    des­per­ate­ly, yearned for a lemon Coke, but they hadn’t made them in years.




    “Do not be fright­ened. You will be here on­ly a short time. I need your ex­per­tise. And

    your neb­uliz­er.”




    “It’s yours. Just put me on a bus.”




    “Soon, with­in the week. Al­low me to show you my plans.”




    Fer­ris watched as the old man un­rolled a set of blueprints.




    “Some of the parts are very del­icate, as you can see, but we have the molds. Can your

    neb­uliz­er cast such tiny parts?”




    Fer­ris gave the blueprints a quick glance. “Eas­ily. Can I go now?”




    “Af­ter these parts are made and as­sem­bled.”




    “What are they go­ing to be as­sem­bled in­to?”




    “Me,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “They are go­ing to be as­sem­bled in­to me.”




    “But there are enough parts here to build a ba­by tank.”




    “Ex­act­ly.”




    All dur­ing that fever­ish night they brought in the molds and the chunks and bil­lets of

    ti­ta­ni­um. It was good-​qual­ity ti­ta­ni­um. Fer­ris rec­og­nized the Ti­tan­ic Ti­ta­ni­um

    Tech­nolo­gies stamp on a few of the sec­tions. They made Fer­ris melt the pieces in­to molds.

    When they were done, they had him weld the parts in­to mech­anisms. The brown-​suit­ed

    sol­diers took the fin­ished com­po­nents in­to the next room. Once, when the door opened wide

    enough, Fer­ris saw that it was an op­er­at­ing am­phithe­ater.




    He re­mem­bered his moth­er’s sto­ries of the gris­ly Nazi surg­eries per­formed on

    con­scious pa­tients. Once he had seen in a book a pho­to­graph of two Nazi doc­tors. They

    stood with stupid pride over a sheet-​cov­ered body.




    The body’s legs stuck out from be­low the sheets and there wasn’t enough flesh on the bones

    to sat­is­fy a rat. Fer­ris D’Orr shud­dered. He didn’t know what he had be­come en­meshed in,

    but he knew that it was evil. And he un­der­stood for the first time why his moth­er was so

    de­ter­mined to re­mem­ber the holo­caust.




    It was hap­pen­ing again. Here, in Amer­ica. And Fer­ris was a part of it.




    “What’s this all about?” Fer­ris asked Il­sa af­ter he had fin­ished cast­ing the largest

    pieces of the mount­ing for a sick­le­like blade of steel.




    “It’s about cleans­ing Amer­ica,” she said mat­ter-​of-​fact­ly. “Of what?”




    “Jews, blacks, Asians, and icky peo­ple like that. Smiths, too. “




    “Smiths?” asked Fer­ris, re­mem­ber­ing the tele­phone-​di­rec­to­ry pages.




    “Yes, they’re worse than Jews or the oth­ers, much worse. A Smith put Herr Fuhrer Blut­sturz

    in­to a wheelchair. But you will lift him out.”




    Fer­ris un­der­stood an­oth­er thing. Ha­tred did not dis­crim­inate. All his life he had

    hid­den his her­itage from the world, half out of false shame and half out of fear. The evil

    that haunt­ed his dreams had found him any­way. There was no es­cape from ha­tred.




    “No one is safe,” Fer­ris said.




    “What, sweet thing?”




    Fer­ris D’Orr stood up and shut off the neb­uliz­er. A bil­let, be­gin­ning to liq­ue­fy,

    sud­den­ly froze in its mold, on­ly half-​formed.




    “That one’s not done,” Il­sa said.




    “It is done,” Fer­ris said firm­ly. “It’s all done.” He kicked over the neb­uliz­er. It hit

    the floor with a mushy crack, and the pro­jec­tor tube bent. A pan­el popped off one side.




    “Hey! Why’d you do that?”




    “Be­cause,” said Fer­ris D’Orr proud­ly, “it’s my his­toric du­ty. I am a Jew.”




    Il­sa made a face. “Oooh, too bad. We were go­ing to let you live.”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz was be­side him­self. He raged. He flopped on the op­er­at­ing ta­ble.

    The doc­tors, fright­ened, tried to hold him down. It was a crit­ical mo­ment. “Herr Fuhrer,

    re­strain your­self,” the head sur­geon plead­ed. “If this is true, there is noth­ing we can

    do.”




    “He went ba­nanas.” Il­sa moaned, tears stream­ing down her cheeks. “I didn’t know he was

    go­ing to do any­thing crazy. How was I to know?”




    “I must walk. I must.”




    “We may be able to pro­ceed,” the head sur­geon said. Be­hind him, on a se­ries of cork

    pan­els, the blueprints for the new Kon­rad Blut­sturz were pinned up with thumb­tacks. “We

    can­not stop. We have gone too far. We must pro­ceed.”




    “And I must walk,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    “We are tak­ing stock of the un­fin­ished com­po­nents, Herr Fuhrer,” the head sur­geon

    said. “If nec­es­sary, we will build the in­com­plete por­tions of the mech­anisms from

    alu­minum or steel. Most of the crit­ical ti­ta­ni­um parts have been formed.”




    “The legs?” de­mand­ed Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “They are be­ing as­sem­bled now.”




    “Are they com­plete?”




    “Near­ly. Let me fin­ish at­tach­ing the arm.”




    “Fin­ish it, and bring that man to me.”




    “What man?”




    “The traitor, D’Orr.”




    “Gotcha,” said Il­sa.




    The doc­tors had opened up the stump that was Kon­rad Blut­sturz’ left arm and in­sert­ed a

    ti­ta­ni­um cou­pling in­to the bone mar­row, as they had done with both leg stumps. The old

    steel hand lay in a cor­ner. In its place they were at­tach­ing the bluish joint­ed arm that

    end­ed in a ful­ly ar­tic­ulat­ed hand. It pos­sessed four fin­gers and that ul­ti­mate sym­bol

    of hu­man­ity, an op­pos­able thumb. “No pain?” asked the doc­tor.




    “This is a mo­ment of re­birth,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “The pain of birth is the pain of

    life. It is to be sa­vored, not en­dured.”




    “I could put you un­der, if the lo­cal anes­thet­ic is not enough.”




    “On­ly to stand erect will ease the pain. On­ly to take the throat of the man who put me in

    this po­si­tion will be enough.”




    Il­sa brought in Fer­ris D’Orr at gun­point.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz had on­ly one ques­tion: “Why?”




    “I am the son of a Jew.”




    “And for that you would cheat me of my dream? Fool. I meant you no harm.”




    “Your kind has seared the con­science of the world.”




    “Fool! We Nazis did not hate the Jews, or any­one else. It was a po­lit­ical ha­tred. It was

    not re­al, not true. The Jews were just a fo­cus­ing point, a scape­goat to rouse Ger­many out

    of the hell of in­fla­tion and de­feat af­ter the First World War. Had the Re­ich tri­umphed,

    we would have abol­ished the death camps. There would have been no need for them. We would have

    par­doned the Jews.”




    “And who would have par­doned you?” asked Fer­ris D’Orr.




    “So you have placed your­self in this jeop­ardy be­cause you wish to avoid a rep­eti­tion of

    your holo­caust. Cor­rect?”




    “Yes.”




    “Il­sa, make him kneel. On my left side, please.”




    Il­sa forced Fer­ris D’Orr to his knees and pulled back his hair un­til his eyes were

    stretched open.




    Fer­ris D’Orr stared at the blue met­al arm ly­ing next to him. Parts of it he rec­og­nized;

    he had mold­ed them. “The first years were the worst,” in­toned Kon­rad Blut­sturz, his words

    as dis­tant­ly an­gry as far thun­der. “I could not move. I was in an iron cof­fin star­ing at

    the ceil­ing. I want­ed to die, but they would not let me die. Lat­er, I would not let my­self

    die. I would not die be­cause I want­ed to kill.”




    The ti­ta­ni­um hand clicked in­to a fist. Then it opened. It moved sound­less­ly, with a

    near-​hu­man an­ima­tion that was as re­pul­sive­ly fas­ci­nat­ing as watch­ing a spi­der

    eat.




    “I dreamed of this mo­ment, Harold Smith.” Kon­rad Blut­sturz spoke to the ceil­ing. The

    op­er­at­ing lights blazed down up­on his un­formed body.




    “Il­sa, place Smith’s neck in my new hand. I wish to feel its strength.”




    “Smith?” Il­sa asked blankly.




    “Our pris­on­er.”




    “Oh.” Il­sa obe­di­ent­ly pushed Fer­ris D’Orr’s head down on­to the op­er­at­ing

    ta­ble.




    The blue robot hand clenched Fer­ris’ neck, dig­ging in. Fer­ris D’Orr clutched at the edge

    of the steel op­er­at­ing ta­ble. He pushed against it. But his body would not move. The hand

    held his neck, his spine, his life. There was no es­cape. His breath caught and came hard.




    “Did you think you could es­cape me, Harold Smith? No? Yes, you thought I was dead.”




    Fer­ris D’Orr choked, his face pur­pling.




    “I was not dead. I was in hell, but I was not dead. I lived on­ly to hold your neck in my

    one strong hand, Harold Smith,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, not look­ing at the strug­gling man in

    his hand, but at the ceil­ing, as he did in the ear­ly days when he could not move, ly­ing in

    the iron lung.




    Fer­ris D’Orr clawed at the un­yield­ing stain­less-​steel ta­ble, and when that did no

    good, he clawed at the arm that act­ed with smooth, un­feel­ing life-​the arm of ti­ta­ni­um

    that he had helped to make. He clawed the way they had clawed the walls in the death camps,

    af­ter the doors were shut and the gas was pumped in through the show­er noz­zles.




    The oth­ers looked away. Ex­cept Il­sa. She bent down to get a bet­ter look at Fer­ris’

    blood-​gorged face.




    “Do their tongues al­ways stick out like this?” she asked.




    “Do you feel fear. Harold Smith?” Kon­rad Blut­sturz’ voice ground low­er. “Anger?

    Re­morse?”




    But Fer­ris D’Orr did not feel any­thing. There was a sud­den taste in his throat that he

    thought must be blood, but odd­ly, it tast­ed like lemon Coke. Then he was dead.




    “I think you can let go now,” Il­sa said.




    The body of Fer­ris D’Orr slipped to the an­ti­sep­tic floor in a heap of in­ert flesh.




    “He is dead?” Kon­rad Blut­sturz asked, his eyes clear­ing.




    “Yeh,” said Il­sa. “I’ll have some­one get rid of the body. Imag­ine that, a Jew named

    Smith.”




    “Smith,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, and the rage came in­to his eyes again.




    Il­sa sponged the blood off his ti­ta­ni­um hand and went out to see if the two new

    re­cruits were dead yet.




    The new re­cruits were not dead. There was no sign of them on the fir­ing range. In­stead,

    five White Aryan League sol­diers lay in con­tort­ed po­si­tions.




    One of them, his legs shat­tered, still lived.




    “What hap­pened?” Il­sa asked, kneel­ing at his side.




    “They were su­per­hu­man. Bul­lets could not touch them. We tried. We tru­ly did.” His voice

    con­gealed on it­self.




    “How could you fail? You are an Aryan. They are mon­grels.”




    The sol­dier ut­tered a fi­nal gur­gle and his head lolled to one side. Il­sa stood up

    numbly.




    Il­sa Gans had al­ways be­lieved in Aryan suprema­cy. She had first learned it from her

    par­ents, who had come from Ger­many af­ter the war be­cause liv­ing in Amer­ica was bet­ter

    than suf­fer­ing in a bro­ken and di­vid­ed land.




    She had met Kon­rad Blut­sturz in Ar­genti­na, on a fam­ily va­ca­tion. Her par­ents al­ways

    va­ca­tioned in Ar­genti­na, where they felt free to speak of the old Ger­many and of the

    Re­ich that was now ash­es. They and their friends told bit­ter sto­ries of fail­ure and

    shat­tered hopes. It seemed so bor­ing. But Kon­rad Blut­sturz had ac­tu­al­ly met Hitler.

    Kon­rad Blut­sturz made it come alive for her.




    Even in a wheelchair, he was a gi­ant. Il­sa had thought so at age eight, and the next year,

    and ev­ery va­ca­tion af­ter that.




    One year, Kon­rad Blut­sturz had asked her to stay on. Her par­ents were at first

    ap­pre­hen­sive, even hor­ri­fied. There was a scene. In the name of the Re­ich, Kon­rad

    Blut­sturz had com­mand­ed them to re­lease their daugh­ter to him. And they had re­fused.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz had come in­to her bed­room the night be­fore she was to leave

    Ar­genti­na, and sad­ly, with grand­fa­ther­ly pa­tience, ex­plained to Il­sa, then six­teen,

    that her par­ents were dead.




    Il­sa had no words. The shock was too great, and to fill the si­lence Kon­rad Blut­sturz had

    ex­plained that the Jews had killed her par­ents, Jews who chose to per­se­cute the van­quished

    sol­diers of Ger­many.




    “We’ll get them,” Kon­rad Blut­sturz had promised. “And their lead­er, the evil one

    in­car­nate.”




    “His name is Smith, Harold Smith.”




    “Is he a Jew?”




    “He is worse than a Jew. He is a Smith.”




    Il­sa be­came his nurse, his con­fi­dante, and the on­ly one he would al­low to tend him.

    She learned to hate the Jews, the blacks, and the oth­er in­fe­ri­or races. When Kon­rad

    de­cid­ed to re­turn to Amer­ica to seek out Smith, Il­sa had gone along will­ing­ly. By that

    time, he had taught her to kill.




    Just as he had taught them all to kill. He had in­stilled in the White Aryan League the

    con­fi­dence of racial su­pe­ri­or­ity. Even the ones who weren’t ex­act­ly Aryan. And he had

    passed out enough ri­fles to equal­ize their racial short­com­ings.




    Yet five crack White Ar­van League sol­diers armed with ri­fles had been killed by on­ly two

    non-​Aryans. There were se­cu­ri­ty cam­eras built in­to the ceil­ings of ev­ery Fortress

    Pu­ri­ty build­ing. Il­sa got a steplad­der and used it to col­lect the video­tapes of the

    day.




    As she walked across the dark­ened com­pound, her brow puck­ered as she rec­ol­lect­ed of

    Kon­rad Blut­sturz’ words in the op­er­at­ing room. He had said that the Jews were re­al­ly not

    in­fe­ri­or. Per­haps it was stress that made him say those things. Af­ter all, he had called

    the met­al­lur­gist Fer­ris D’Orr by the name of Harold Smith. Some­times Il­sa wor­ried about

    her men­tor. The strain was be­com­ing great. They had to get to Smith soon, while Herr

    Fuhrer’s mind was whole.




    Il­sa had no time to won­der fur­ther be­cause across the com­pound she saw the two new

    re­cruits, Re­mo and Chi­un, prowl­ing through the Fortress Pu­ri­ty park­ing lot.




    They were look­ing for some­thing.




    “This is it, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” the taller one said. “Same van, same col­or and li­cense

    plate.”




    “Next time I will re­mem­ber the state too,” the short­er one said. Il­sa thought his

    ac­cent was pe­cu­liar.




    She start­ed to draw the Luger that was al­ways hol­stered at the small of her back, but

    then she re­mem­bered the five high-​pow­ered ri­fles that lay use­less­ly be­side the bod­ies

    of the trained sol­dicrs.




    Il­sa Gans hur­ried on. Who­ev­er these two were, the video­tapes would show how dan­ger­ous

    they re­al­ly were.


  




  

    Chapter 24




    “No one has at­tempt­ed to kill us in sev­er­al hours,” the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju said.




    “The van is emp­ty,” said Re­mo.




    “Of course. It is for trans­porta­tion, not stor­age.”




    Re­mo closed the van door. He hadn’t ex­pect­ed to find any­thing in­side, but

    dis­cov­er­ing the van was a fi­nal con­fir­ma­tion that they were in the right place.




    “Fer­ris has to be around here,” Re­mo said.




    “In the big build­ing,” said Chi­un. “Where some­thing im­por­tant tran­spires.”




    “What makes you say that?” said Re­mo.




    “Im­por­tant per­son­ages are al­ways to be found in the largest build­ings. That is why

    they are large. Do em­per­ors live in huts or hov­els? Even Smith, who claims not to be an

    em­per­or, al­though he is, lives in a fortress.”




    “Smith lives near a golf course,” Re­mo said. “He on­ly works at Fol­croft.”




    “An em­per­or lives with­in him­self. Wher­ev­er he is, he is home.”




    “And what makes you think some­thing is go­ing on in the main build­ing’? This place is like

    a ghost town.”




    “Ex­act­ly,” Chi­un said. “No one has tried to kill us in sev­er­al hours. Ob­vi­ous­ly,

    they are pre­oc­cu­pied.”




    “Maybe they’re afraid of us?”




    “We on­ly killed five. Who­ev­er com­mands here would not quake when but five sol­diers

    fall. Com­man­ders do not feel fear un­til their elite guard has fall­en. It is the way of such

    men.”




    “I didn’t no­tice this be­fore,” said Re­mo slow­ly.




    “No­tice what?”




    “The de­sign on the side of the van, the re­peat­ing one. It’s a se­ries of swastikas hooked

    to­geth­er like a chain. “




    “The Zingh,” Chi­un cor­rect­ed. “I must tell you about that.”




    “On the way,” said Re­mo. “Let’s try the big build­ing.”




    “An ex­cel­lent choice,” said Chi­un. He had tak­en off his sun­glass­es now that the sun

    had fall­en be­hind the hills. “The Zingh is old­er than Ger­many, old­er than the Greeks. The

    In­di­ans knew of it.”




    “Amer­ican In­di­ans?”




    “They, too. But I re­fer to the In­di­ans of the East, the true In­di­ans, the Hin­dus.

    Their Lord Bud­dha wore this sym­bol tat­tooed to his body as a sign of his good­ness.”




    “Re­al­ly?”




    “Yes, the Zingh was a lucky sign in old­en days. Al­though not so lucky for some.”




    “I de­tect a leg­end com­ing on,” Re­mo said.




    “Once, a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju was in ser­vice to a caliph of In­dia,” Chi­un re­cit­ed. “This

    par­tic­ular caliph was hav­ing prob­lems with the priests of his province. They ob­ject­ed to

    his tax­es or some­thing. I do not re­mem­ber be­cause their of­fense is not the point of this

    sto­ry. And so the caliph sent the Mas­ter, whose name was Kik, to slay the priests.”




    “For not pay­ing their tax­es. Just like that?”




    “Mere­ly be­cause priests wrap them­selves in holy words, that does not make them holy. Or

    even less mor­tal. The priests, hear­ing of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju com­ing to their tem­ple,

    were be­side them­selves with trep­ida­tion. They knew they were pow­er­less against the

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. They could not fight him. They could not de­fend their soft bod­ies from

    his blows. They could not rea­son with him, for they spoke not his lan­guage. In their fear,

    they sought a charm to ward off the Mas­ter’s at­tack.”




    “The Zingh,” asked Re­mo.




    “The very same. They knew that their Lord Bud­dha anoint­ed his large­ness with this very

    sym­bol, and so with pig­ments they anoint­ed their bod­ies with this em­blem of luck and

    good­ness, trust­ing that the Mas­ter Kik would per­ceive their good in­ten­tions and spare

    them.”




    “You make the Zingh sound like the old peace sym­bol hip­pies used to wear.”




    “No, that is the Urg. An­oth­er thing al­to­geth­er. The Zingh is more like that fun­ny

    yel­low cir­cle peo­ple wear with the dots for eyes and the in­sipid smirk.”




    Re­mo looked puz­zled. “A smile but­ton? The swasti­ka was the Hin­du ver­sion of a smile

    but­ton?”




    “The Zingh. Ex­act­ly,” said Chi­un. “And so when the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju stood out­side the

    gate of this tem­ple, he called the priests out to face his wrath. And the priests came,

    stripped to their loin­cloths, their bod­ies anoint­ed with the Zingh, and their fat bel­lies

    quak­ing in fear, and the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju flew up­on them, chop, chop, chop, and in a

    twin­kling they fell dead.”




    “The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju did not rec­og­nize the Zingh, huh?”




    “Oh, he rec­og­nized it,” Chi­un replied cheer­ful­ly, “but he did not know it as the Zingh,

    but as the Ko­re­an Buk, the sym­bol of storm and light­ning and com­bat. You see, to a Hin­du

    it meant ‘Have a nice day,’ but to a Ko­re­an it meant ‘I chal­lenge you to fight to the

    death.’ And so the fat-​bel­lied priests died.”




    “And the les­son?”




    “There is none.”




    “Re­al­ly,” said Re­mo, “no les­son? I don’t think I’ve ev­er heard a Sinan­ju leg­end that

    didn’t come with a les­son at­tached to it.”




    “That is be­cause this is not a les­son leg­end, but a hu­mor­ous leg­end. Mas­ters of equal

    ranks use them to pass the hours. Now that you are a full Mas­ter, I may tell you oth­er such

    leg­ends. But re­mem­ber, these are not sto­ries to tell the vil­lagers or oth­ers. These are

    be­tween Mas­ters, to be ap­pre­ci­at­ed by Mas­ters on­ly. To tell such lessons to vil­lagers

    is to di­min­ish the solem­ni­ty and dig­ni­ty of the Sinan­ju his­to­ries.”




    “That last part sounds like a les­son to me.”




    “That is be­cause you are new to full Mas­ter­hood,” said Chi­un, chuck­ling.




    When Re­mo did not chuck­le back, Chi­un asked what was wrong. They were ap­proach­ing the

    long ramp that led to the main build­ing’s en­trance.




    “This place is wrong, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “It is ug­ly, yes, I will agree to that.”




    “It shouldn’t ex­ist. Not here in Amer­ica, not ev­er.”




    “Sol­diers are as nu­mer­ous as ants. You step on one anthill and they build an­oth­er

    else­where. What can you do?”




    “These peo­ple aren’t sol­diers,” said Re­mo. “They’re racists.”




    “No!” said Chi­un, shocked. He had heard the word spo­ken in very dis­ap­prov­ing tones by

    white news­cast­ers many times on tele­vi­sion. “Racist?”




    Re­mo nod­ded grim­ly. “This place is a racist par­adise.”




    “Racism is de­spi­ca­ble. It is a plague among the in­fe­ri­or races, es­pe­cial­ly

    sub-​Ko­re­ans. Why do Amer­icans not stamp out these foul racists?”




    “Be­cause these peo­ple are Amer­icans too. They claim the same rights as oth­er Amer­icans,

    and they use those rights to preach ha­tred against oth­er Amer­icans.”




    “If thev are Amer­icans as you say, then why do they fly the Zingh flag of Ger­many?” asked

    Chi­un. They had come to the door of the main build­ing.




    “They think Nazi Ger­many had the right idea about some things. Or maybe they just like the

    los­ing side. Most of these peo­ple al­so think the fall of the Con­fed­er­acy was the end of

    civ­iliza­tion. I don’t know, Lit­tle Fa­ther. None of it makes any sense to me ei­ther.”




    Re­mo found the dou­ble doors locked. Be­cause he want­ed to con­tin­ue his dis­cus­sion

    with Chi­un, he knocked in­stead of break­ing the lock with his hands.




    Chi­un asked, “Then why do they not live in Ger­many?”




    “It’s hard to ex­plain,” said Re­mo, wait­ing pa­tient­ly. “They think they are the on­ly

    true Amer­icans, and that ev­ery­one else is in­fe­ri­or.”




    “Ev­ery­one else?”




    “Most­ly blacks and Jews and mem­bers of oth­er re­li­gions they don’t like.”




    “Ko­re­ans too? That is hard to be­lieve. I have late­ly found Amer­icans to be very

    en­light­ened peo­ple.”




    “You could ask him,” said Re­mo as the door opened and a square-​faced wan with a beet-​red

    com­plex­ion and brush­cut hair glared at them.




    “You are both out of uni­form,” he said. And then, notic­ing Chi­un, he asked Re­mo, “What’s

    he do­ing here?”




    “We’re tak­ing a poll,” said Re­mo. “It’s a word-​as­so­ci­ation poll. We’ll say a word and

    you say the first thing that comes in­to your pointy head. Ready? Start. Chi­nese.”




    “Scum.”




    “See,” said Re­mo. “You try, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “Japanese,” said Chi­un.




    “Sneaky.”




    “Viet­namese.”




    “Sneaki­er. “




    “Ac­tu­al­ly,” said Chi­un, “they are more dirty than sneaky, but you are close.” Turn­ing

    to Re­mo, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju de­mand­ed, “How can you call this in­tel­li­gent and true

    Amer­ican a racist? He got two out of three cor­rect.”




    “Ask him about Ko­re­ans,” Re­mo said.




    Chi­un ad­dressed the man. “Ko­re­ans.”




    “Worse than Japs. Stupi­der, too.”




    Chi­un puffed out his cheeks in in­dig­na­tion.




    “Racist,” he said loud­ly. “Foul de­spi­ca­ble round-​eye racist. You are like all stupid

    whites. Ig­no­rant.”




    The man sud­den­ly point­ed a hand­gun at the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju’s an­gry face.




    “I don’t like be­ing called names.”




    Chi­un said to Re­mo, “He is tru­ly ig­no­rant, isn’t he?”




    “I don’t think he knows who you are. Why don’t you tell him?”




    “I am the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,” Chi­un said proud­ly. “Cur­rent­ly I am in dis­guise.”




    “What’s that mean?”




    “It means I am a Ko­re­an, pos­si­bly the most awe­some and mer­ci­ful crea­ture you could

    ev­er imag­ine.”




    “You make your­self sound per­fect.” The man sneered, cock­ing his re­volver. “Well, this

    gun makes me per­fect.”




    “By what rea­son­ing do you claim that?” asked Chi­un.




    “Be­cause I can shoot off your gook head for what you called me.”




    “No, all that proves is that a gun, cor­rect­ly aimed, can kill. Ev­ery­one knows that. It

    has noth­ing to do with your al­leged per­fec­tion. It proves noth­ing.”




    “Good-​bye, gook,” said the man, pulling the trig­ger.




    “Good-​bye, racist,” said Chi­un, his open palm bat­ting up­ward. It struck the muz­zle of

    the pis­tol a pre­cise quar­ter-​sec­ond be­fore the ham­mer fell, and be­cause ex­act­ly a

    quar­ter-​sec­ond af­ter Chi­un struck it the pis­tol was point­ed up in­to the soft

    un­der­side of the man’s jaw, the bul­let mush­roomed against the man’s tongue and the top of

    his head gey­sered a spray of blood and con­fused thoughts.




    Re­mo and Chi­un stepped past him.




    “Let us find Fer­ris quick­ly so that we may he gone from this nest of in­fe­ri­or racists,”

    said Chi­un. He was un­hap­py be­cause Re­mo had proven that there were Amer­icans who were not

    as en­light­ened as Chi­un had claimed.




    Il­sa Gans ran the video­tapes si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly on three mon­itors. The videos cov­ered

    three an­gles, one head-​high and the oth­ers from the ceil­ing. Each one told the same sto­ry,

    and the sto­ry was that the two spies who called them­selves Re­mo and Chi­un were

    in­vin­ci­ble.




    Il­sa watched them in­tent­ly. The over­head films showed clear­ly why the five sol­diers

    had been con­fused. First, the two men ran faster than the cam­era could record. Il­sa set the

    VCR for slow mo­tion, but even then they were just slow-​mov­ing blurs. The blurs looked like

    they were run­ning through a cross­fire of wa­ter pis­tols. The bul­lets were re­al, though.

    Il­sa saw the walls be­hind them col­lect dusty bul­let pocks.




    The men were su­per­hu­man, both of them. They were more su­per­hu­man than Kon­rad

    Blut­sturz, who Il­sa thought pos­sessed su­per­hu­man will and drive. But the Fuhrer’s

    su­pe­ri­or­ity was that of a man painstak­ing­ly over­com­ing great odds. These men seemed to

    be rou­tine­ly su­per­hu­man, as if it were as nor­mal as walk­ing or breath­ing.




    Il­sa watched the tapes over and over with glow­ing eyes. The taller one’s move­ments were

    strange­ly ex­cit­ing, like a tiger slink­ing through the jun­gle, on­ly this man slinked at

    high speed. The play of his lean mus­cles and the flash of his limbs, even from the over­head

    views, held Il­sa spell­bound.




    A quick glimpse of his face, hand­some, even cru­el in a slight way, made her heart skip a

    beat. It was as if the eyes could see her, even though his eyes were on­ly a video­tape im­age.

    Those eyes made Il­sa feel like she was prey. She shiv­ered de­li­cious­ly.




    Il­sa forced her­self to stop watch­ing. She pulled the tapes and went run­ning to the

    Fortress Pu­ri­ty au­di­to­ri­um, now be­ing used as the op­er­at­ing am­phithe­ater. Il­sa

    burst in breath­less­ly.




    They were wheel­ing Kon­rad Blut­sturz out on a hos­pi­tal gur­ney.




    “Oh no,” she moaned.




    “Il­sa, it is fin­ished,” Kon­rad Blut­sturz said, his face a ghast­ly gray hue.




    “But you’re not walk­ing. You’re not walk­ing. It didn’t work?”




    The head sur­geon in­ter­ject­ed him­self.




    “We won’t know for sev­er­al days. We were able to re­pair the neb­uliz­er. All the parts

    are in place, but the sur­gi­cal open­ings we made in Herr Fuhrer’s stumps must heal

    first.”




    “We’ve got to get out of here be­fore then,” Il­sa plead­ed.




    “Out? Why, Il­sa?” asked the piti­ful face of Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    “Those new re­cruits. They didn’t die at the ri­fle range. They killed our brave Aryan

    sol­diers like they were chil­dren. They aren’t hu­man. Look at these tapes.”




    “Bring the tapes to my bed­room.”




    “Herr Fuhrer,” the doc­tor be­gan, “you must not ex­ert your­self.”




    “Hush! Il­sa knows dan­ger. Come. Il­sa.”




    In the bed­room, Kon­rad Blut­sturz was laid on a spe­cial­ly re­in­forced iron bed. Six

    hulk­ing sol­diers han­dled him. He was cov­ered by sheets. The sheets draped a com­plete

    hu­man form.




    It ex­cit­ed Il­sa to think that he was whole at last, but she quick­ly load­ed the first

    tape and, af­ter Kon­rad Blut­sturz had dis­missed the oth­ers, they watched it to­geth­er.




    Af­ter they had seen all three tapes, Kon­rad Blut­sturz spoke.




    “You are right, my Il­sa. They are a great dan­ger. And I am too weak to face them just

    yet.”




    “I’ll bring the van around.”




    “No. There still may be a way. Re­mem­ber my plan to in­vite the Harold Smiths of Amer­ica

    to Fortress Pu­ri­ty? I have just now thought of a way to test the fea­si­bil­ity of that plan

    and to rid our­selves of all of the peo­ple who stand in our way.”




    “Just tell me what you want me to do.”




    “Call a meet­ing in the au­di­to­ri­um im­me­di­ate­ly. Ev­ery­one must at­tend. Tell them I

    will make a great an­nounce­ment. The doc­tors, too. We do not need them any­more.”




    “Okay. Are you sure you’re up to it? You’re sup­posed to rest.”




    “My fury will give me strength. Do this, Il­sa.”




    “Look at this, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo. He point­ed to a paint­ing on the wall. They

    were in an of­fice they had found. Two guards had at­tempt­ed to stop them in the cor­ri­dor

    but Chi­un had tak­en their guns and, af­ter learn­ing that they knew noth­ing of Fer­ris

    D’Orr, spoke to them very qui­et­ly on the evils of racism. He held their hands to keep their

    at­ten­tion. Some­times he squeezed to em­pha­size key points.




    By the time the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju was fin­ished lec­tur­ing them, the two guards were on

    their knees nod­ding in fu­ri­ous agree­ment.




    Chi­un had locked them in the next room, where they were col­lab­orat­ing on a pa­per

    ex­tolling the su­pe­ri­or­ity of the Ko­re­an peo­ple es­pe­cial­ly those hail­ing from the

    fish­ing vil­lage of Sinan­ju. Chi­un had told them he would col­lect it on the way out.




    On the wall where Re­mo point­ed was a por­trait of the old man in the wheelchair they had

    seen kid­nap­ping Fer­ris D’Orr in Bal­ti­more.




    “An­oth­er clue,” said Chi­un. “Does this mean we are clos­er to Fer­ris?”




    “Prob­ably,” said Re­mo. Hear­ing foot­steps com­ing down the hall, he glid­ed to the door.

    “Some­one com­ing,” he said.




    “Prob­ably an­oth­er racist,” spat Chi­un.




    Re­mo caught the per­son as he en­tered. The he was a she.




    “Oh!” said Il­sa Gans, strug­gling in Re­mo’s arms.




    When her strug­gles on­ly caused the arms to tight­en around her, she looked in­to the face

    of her cap­tor. “Oh!” she said again. There was fear in her voice, but an un­der­tone of

    plea­sure too.




    “It’s the blond girl from Bal­ti­more,” Re­mo told Chi­un.




    “Where’s Fer­ris?” he asked her.




    “Some­where,” Il­sa said. His eves, close up, were brown and very large. They looked as warm

    as pol­ished wood. For some rea­son, that made her tin­gle.




    “I want an an­swer.” Re­mo warned.




    “I’ll give you ev­ery­thing you want. Just squeeze me hard­er. “




    “Damn,” said Re­mo, sud­den­ly think­ing of Mah-​Li wait­ing for him back in Sinan­ju.

    “Here, you take her, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” and he sent Il­sa spin­ning across the room.




    Chi­un plucked her wrist, bring­ing her to a skid­ding stop.




    “Oohh, you’re some kind of icky Ori­en­tal,” Il­sa cried, look­ing at the Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju.




    Chi­un re­leased her wrist dis­dain­ful­ly.




    “And you are some kind of icky racist,” he said. “I am los­ing my faith in Amer­ican

    en­light­en­ment, Re­mo.” Re­mo pushed Il­sa in­to a leather chair and tow­ered over her.




    “An­swers,” he said, point­ing to the wall por­trait. “Who’s he?”




    “Herr Fuhrer Blut­sturz. He is a great man.”




    “That’s open to dis­cus­sion. He’s in charge here?”




    “Un­til you got here,” Il­sa said melt­ing­ly. She was star­ing at Re­mo’s belt buck­le

    hun­gri­ly. “There’s some­thing I must tell you. It’s very im­por­tant.”




    “Shoot,” Re­mo said.




    “I’m a vir­gin. I’ve been sav­ing my­self for some­one else, but you can have me if you

    want.”




    Re­mo groaned in­ward­ly. Wom­en al­ways re­act­ed like this. It was some kind of an­imal

    mag­netism gen­er­at­ed by Sinan­ju rhythms. It had been a long time since he had en­joyed the

    ef­fect he had on wom­en. Usu­al­ly it was a both­er turn­ing on the air­line stew­ardess­es or

    sec­re­taries he hap­pened to en­counter. Some­times Re­mo could use it to his ad­van­tage. A

    lit­tle Sinan­ju sex­ual stim­ula­tion could be a quick in­ter­ro­ga­tion tech­nique. But that

    was in the past, be­fore Mah-​Li.




    “I want some an­swers,” Re­mo said. “Not un­til I get what I want.”




    Re­mo grabbed Il­sa by an ear­lobe. He squeezed. Il­sa screeched. Her eyes wa­tered.




    “Get your mind on­to busi­ness. Why did you and this Fuhrer

    what’s-​his-​name-​Blood­suck­er-​kid­nap Fer­ris D’Orr?”




    “Blut­sturz,” Il­sa moaned. “We need­ed his neb­uliz­er.”




    “For what?”




    “To make Herr Fuhrer walk. He has been in a wheelchair since the war. The creepy Jews did

    it.”




    “He’s lucky they didn’t do worse,” said Re­mo, notic­ing Il­sa’s Nazi arm­band.




    “We need­ed the neb­uliz­er to re­build him in ti­ta­ni­um. It was im­por­tant. We tried to

    kill the Smiths one by one, but there were too many.”




    “What Smiths? You were talk­ing about the Jews.”




    “Harold Smith is the lead­er of the glob­al Jew­ish con­spir­acy.”




    “Harold Smith?” asked Re­mo.




    “He was the evil one who de­stroyed Herr Fuhrer’s mag­nif­icent Aryan physique. Dur­ing the

    war. We’ve been try­ing to lo­cate him for years.”




    Chi­un si­dled up to Re­mo and whis­pered, “Would that Smith be our Smith?”




    Re­mo shook his head doubt­ful­ly. “There are zil­lions of Smiths.”




    “That is too many,” said Chi­un.




    “Where’s Fer­ris?” Re­mo asked Il­sa.




    “I don’t know.” Il­sa pout­ed. “Dead some­where.”




    “Aeei­ie!” wailed the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. “Did you hear that, Re­mo? Fer­ris is dead. O

    woe! O mis­ery! We are lost.”




    “I didn’t know you liked the guy that much,” Re­mo said.




    “Like,” spat Chi­un. “I de­spise that wretch. First for al­low­ing him­self to be cap­tured

    and sec­ond for not de­fend­ing his life with his last breath. Did he not know that by dy­ing

    he would dis­grace me in the eyes of my em­per­or? Had he no con­sid­er­ation? How will I break

    this to Smith? O calami­ty!”




    “Smith?” said Il­sa.




    “A dif­fer­ent Smith,” said Re­mo. “Our Smith doesn’t head any con­spir­acies, Jew­ish or

    oth­er­wise. Next ques­tion. The neb­uliz­er?”




    Il­sa Gans hes­itat­ed be­fore an­swer­ing. It was grow­ing clear that the sex­ual crea­ture

    who called him­self Re­mo was not go­ing to take her. Not now, not ev­er. She took a deep

    breath and gained con­trol of her pas­sion. She would save it for the man she had al­ways been

    sav­ing it for-​Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    “All your ques­tions will be an­swered at the meet­ing,” she said.




    “What meet­ing?”




    “The great meet­ing. Herr Fuhrer is go­ing to make an an­nounce­ment of his fu­ture plans. I

    came here to tell ev­ery­one,” she added, in­di­cat­ing with her head a pub­lic-​ad­dress

    mi­cro­phone sit­ting on the desk.




    Re­mo hes­itat­ed.




    “Ev­ery­one will be there,” said Il­sa. “You can ask us all your ques­tions then.”




    Re­mo turned to Chi­un. “What do you think, Lit­tle Fa­ther?”




    “If we get all the racists to­geth­er in one place,” Chi­un said bit­ter­ly, “maybe the room

    will catch fire and there will be few­er racists in the world. Do not ask me, I am

    in­con­solable over the loss of the met­al­lur­gist.”




    “Okay,” Re­mo told Il­sa. “Make your an­nounce­ment, but no tricks.”




    “No tricks,” said Il­sa, pick­ing up the heavy mi­cro­phone and flick­ing the switch that

    would send her voice out through the broad­cast speak­ers in­stalled in ev­ery build­ing in

    Fortress Pu­ri­ty. “I could not pos­si­bly trick su­pe­ri­or be­ings like your­selves.”




    “This one at least is ed­uca­ble,” Chi­un sniffed.


  




  

    Chapter 25




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz lay star­ing at the ceil­ing. He imag­ined him­self back in Ar­genti­na,

    in the green room, in the 1950’s. On­ly by re­liv­ing the hor­ror of those days could he steel

    him­self for what he was about to do, the great test of his will.




    The doc­tors had told him he must have a week’s rest. The new limbs were at­tached through

    sur­gi­cal im­plants and were de­tach­able, re­place­able, but the in­ci­sions made for the

    im­plants that were fit­ted in­to the shat­tered bones of his stumps re­quired time to heal.

    Un­nec­es­sary move­ment was re­strict­ed, even for­bid­den.




    And so Kon­rad Blut­sturz lay on his bed, as help­less as in the days when he was a

    one-​limbed abor­tion, flop­ping and twist­ing in his night­mares.




    Ex­cept now he was not lim­it­ed by the lack of limbs, but by the weight of his new limbs.

    His shin­ing blue ti­ta­ni­um limbs.




    It was dan­ger­ous, but again, Kon­rad Blut­sturz had no choice.




    And so he willed his left arm to move.




    It lift­ed, heav­ily. Good. He pushed him­self to a sit­ting po­si­tion us­ing both arms,

    the strong good one and the stronger blue one. The bed creaked in agony.




    He whipped the sheet off his body. The legs twitched like an in­sect’s mandibles. They

    gleamed like lo­cust ar­mor.




    With an ef­fort that sent pain sear­ing along his nerves, Kon­rad Blut­sturz stood up. It

    felt strange, gid­dy, to stand so tall af­ter so long. For near­ly forty years he had looked at

    the world from the eye lev­el of a small child. Now he stood as tall as any man. Any erect

    man.




    In the cor­ner stood the mo­tor­ized wheelchair which had meant free­dom and mo­bil­ity to

    him. But it be­longed to the past. He would crush it, but he need­ed its use one fi­nal

    time.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz walked to the wheelchair. His legs, pow­ered by bat­tery packs

    im­plant­ed in the limbs them­selves, moved with the sound­less an­ima­tion of a

    mar­ionette.




    The first step was easy. The sec­ond eas­ier. The mo­tion was smooth. Mere will made each

    step hap­pen, like re­al legs. Mi­cro­com­put­ers con­trolled the strid­ing gait. His

    un­feel­ing legs car­ried him with a rolling mo­tion, as if he were on a ship.




    With his strong ti­ta­ni­um left arm, Kon­rad Blut­sturz lift­ed the heavy wheelchair.




    He walked out of the room, straght­en­ing his tor­so to con­trol the im­bal­ance. But even

    the weight of the wheelchair did not de­ter him. He no­ticed his walk was be­com­ing smoother

    as the ti­ta­ni­um parts grew used to their task. He grinned.




    Pass­ing a hall mir­ror, he saw him­self com­plete­ly for the first time. But in­stead of

    pride. He felt anger. He saw a gleam­ing mon­ster. He cursed the name of Harold Smith un­der

    his breath and strode on.




    The Fortress Pu­ri­ty au­di­to­ri­um was de­sert­ed. The rows of col­lapsi­ble chairs had

    been cleared for the op­er­ation, but now even the op­er­at­ing ta­ble was gone. There was just

    the plat­form stage and a dark stain where Fer­ris D’Orr had had the life squeezed out of his

    neck.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz did not think of Fer­ris D’Orr. Fer­ris D’Orr be­longed to the past.

    Kon­rad Blut­sturz be­longed to the fu­ture.




    The wood­en ac­cess ramp cracked un­der his mas­sive weight as he mount­ed the stage and set

    the wheelchair fac­ing where the au­di­ence would stand. He was nude, but not as nude as he had

    been. Some­thing pink and rub­bery dan­gled from the hair­less­ness of his crotch. But he did

    not think of that now ei­ther as he ripped the great red Nazi ban­ner from the back wall. He

    thought on­ly of the men­ace of the two rnen who had fol­lowed him to Fortress Pu­ri­ty.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz wrapped him­self up in the flag he no longer be­lieved in and set­tled

    in­to the wheelchair. It squealed un­der his weight, the spoked wheels bend­ing in­to use­less

    ovals. He ar­ranged the red flag un­til his en­tire body was shroud­ed like a mum­my on an

    an­cient throne.




    He wait­ed. Soon Il­sa’s an­nounce­ment would come. Soon the White Aryan League of Amer­ica

    and Al­aba­ma would be as­sem­bled be­fore him. And soon they would all fall like grass be­fore

    a mow­er.




    They filed in­to the au­di­to­ri­um slow­ly at first, then in a hur­ried rush. He re­gard­ed

    them with black eyes that were so glazed with pain they bare­ly saw. But soon the pain would be

    a thing of the past. Soon he would have his two great­est de­sires, Il­sa’s sup­ple body and

    Harold Smith’s limp corpse.




    The as­sem­bled Aryan League stood be­fore him, mut­ter­ing un­der their breath. They had

    heard that their Fuhrer was to un­der­go a mirac­ulous op­er­ation. But there he was,

    gray-​faced and sick­ly, wrapped in a red blan­ket, in his wheelchair. What had hap­pened?




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz’ eyes came to life when Il­sa stepped in­to the stand­ing-​room-​on­ly

    crowd. With her were the two dan­gers to his life, the man called Re­mo and the oth­er one, the

    Ori­en­tal. They saw him, and start­ed through the crowd to­ward him. But the crowd was

    thick.




    He saw Il­sa lock the great dou­ble doors be­hind them. Good. She un­der­stood. He had

    al­ready locked the side door. Now there was no ex­it from the win­dow­less room. No ex­it for

    any of them.




    This is how it was to be with the Harold Smiths, thought Kon­rad Blut­sturz. He would

    in­vite them all to this room with some ruse. A give­away or sweep­stakes lure. Ev­ery Harold

    Smith who could be the Harold Smith. And af­ter the doors were locked . . .




    The two men were halfway through the crowd al­ready. They seemed to find the paths of least

    re­sis­tance in the mass which pressed clos­er to the stage in an­tic­ipa­tion.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz raised his voice.




    “I have sum­moned you, men and wom­en of the White Aryan League of Amer­ica and Al­aba­ma,

    be­cause a grave dan­ger threat­ens our pu­ri­ty. In­fil­tra­tors, en­emies of the White Ar­van

    League.”




    The crowd tensed. They looked at one an­oth­er fear­ful­ly. They re­mem­bered what had

    hap­pened the last time their Fuhrer had said such words. One of them had died.




    “These en­emies are among us now,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “They are in this room. One of

    them is white, the oth­er is not.”




    “I think he means us, Re­mo,” said Chi­un, in the crowd.




    All heads turned to­ward the squeaky sound of Chi­un’s voice.




    “Now you did it, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    “You see them,” called Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “Now deal with them!”




    The crowd ex­plod­ed. Re­mo and Chi­un were in­side a boil­ing tan­gle of hu­man­ity that

    was claw­ing, squeez­ing, grop­ing for them.




    Chi­un whirled in place like a minia­ture dervish, and the peo­ple in his im­me­di­ate

    vicin­ity flew away frorn him like grav­el off a fly­wheel.




    Re­mo took the op­po­site tac­tic. He grabbed the reach­ing hands and pulled them to­ward

    him. Bod­ies fol­lowed Re­mo’s yank­ing mo­tions, col­lid­ing in­to oth­er bod­ies.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz watched in amaze­ment touched with ad­mi­ra­tion. Two men against

    hun­dreds. Two un­armed men against a dis­ci­plined mob. And not on­ly did they re­main

    un­touched, but they con­tin­ued to ad­vance on the stage, ef­fort­less­ly, in­ex­orably.




    It was at that mo­ment, un­no­ticed by the fu­ri­ous mob, that Kon­rad Blut­sturz rose from

    the crushed wheelchair to his full height.




    Tow­er­ing on the stage, he sucked in a tri­umphant breath. He could smell the sweat of

    hu­mans in con­flict, see their fren­zy, al­most taste their bod­ies. Even in this el­emen­tal

    state, they were but mass­es of or­gans and tis­sue and bone. He was all that and more. He was

    ti­ta­ni­um and ser­vo mo­tors and over six feet tall. And as he willed it, his ar­ti­fi­cial

    knee joints whirred, and like a tele­scope stretch­ing out, he rose from six feet to six and a

    half and then to a fig­ure of flesh and blue met­al that stood over eight feet tall.




    He held out his left arm, and at a thought, there was a loud snick and a shin­ing blade of

    met­al clicked out from his fore­arm and in­to place.




    At a sig­nal, Il­sa switched off the lights.




    In that first hush of dark­ness, Kon­rad Blut­sturz stepped off the stage like a silent

    jug­ger­naut.




    The dark­ness meant lit­tle to Re­mo and Chi­un. Ac­tu­al­ly, it helped. Their eyes, trained

    in Sinan­ju, knew how to turn the dim­ness in­to clar­ity. But the eyes of their op­po­nents

    saw on­ly black­ness. Peo­ple milled about them in con­fu­sion.




    That made it eas­ier to pick them off. A chop here, a pres­sure on the neck nerves there.

    Ev­ery hand that reached for them was turned in­to a han­dle to use against the at­tack­er.




    Grunts and groans and pan­icky screams start­ed to fill the room.




    Re­mo’s ears picked out a dif­fer­ent kind of sound in the noisy con­fu­sion, a heavy tread,

    not hu­man, not flesh. Re­mo looked to­ward the stage. He saw the dim out­lines of a

    wheelchair, but it was emp­ty.




    Then there was a loud, thunk­ing sound, sim­ple, harsh, fi­nal, like an ax dig­ging in­to a

    tree trunk. In­to a spongy tree trunk.




    Some­one screamed shril­ly. “My arm! My arm!” The tart scent of blood float­ed to Re­mo’s

    nos­trils. “Chi­un! There’s some­thing loose in this room,” Re­mo warned.




    “Yes,” said Chi­un, kick­ing the legs out from un­der two as­sailants. “I am!”




    “No, some­thing dif­fer­ent.”




    The hazy shad­ows of milling bod­ies blocked Re­mo’s vi­sion. He had a brief glimpse of an

    arm ris­ing and falling, and at the end of that arm there was a sword­like blade.




    Ev­ery time the arm fell, some­one screamed and an­oth­er body thud­ded to the floor.




    The scream­ing turned in­to whole­sale pan­ic. Re­mo moved, sight­ing on the flash­ing

    blade.




    “Chi­un, get these peo­ple out of here! They’re be­ing mas­sa­cred.”




    “I am mas­sacring them,” said Chi­un, knock­ing two heads to­geth­er.




    “Chi­un! Do it!” yelled Re­mo. He moved to­ward the elec­tri­cal field he sensed just

    ahead.




    The thing tow­ered over Re­mo, its move­ments strange. He cir­cled be­hind the man or thing

    or what­ev­er it was. Re­mo had learned one thing years ago, a great truth that Chi­un had

    im­pressed up­on him. When fac­ing an un­known threat, nev­er at­tack first. Ob­serve.

    Un­der­stand. On­ly when an en­emy re­vealed his weak­ness to you was it safe to go on the

    of­fen­sive.




    Re­mo did not know what he faced in the black­ness of the au­di­to­ri­um. His feet grazed

    fall­en bod­ies, dis­mem­bered limbs. The floor was slick with blood, and the scent of it stung

    his nos­trils with the sick­ness of wast­ed life. The thing was too tall for a man, yet it had

    a man­like heart­beat. Lungs, tired, la­bor­ing, res­pi­rat­ed with dif­fi­cul­ty.




    At the same time, the thing car­ried an elec­tri­cal field, low but pow­er­ful. Re­mo poised

    for a first feint. Sud­den­ly light spilled through the opened dou­ble doors. Chi­un had

    bro­ken them down.




    Re­mo saw the thing clear­ly then. It was Kon­rad Blut­sturz, no longer a with­ered old husk

    in a wheelchair, but a thing half-​man and half-​ma­chine, his face ter­ri­ble with rage and

    wrin­kles.




    “Il­sa,” Kon­rad Blut­sturz shout­ed. “Do not let them es­cape! Any of them.”




    “No­body’s es­cap­ing,” said Re­mo. “Es­pe­cial­ly you.” Kon­rad Blut­sturz turned at the

    sound of Re­mo’s voice, his face con­tort­ing word­less­ly.




    He raised his ti­ta­ni­um arm. It de­scend­ed to­ward Re­mo, the curved blade snap­ping out

    from the fore­arm. Re­mo dodged the blade eas­ily. It re­tract­ed, ready to slice again.




    Re­mo slipped be­hind him. The blade mech­anism ap­peared to be a spring-​load­ed sick­le

    that re­tract­ed in­to the ar­ti­fi­cial fore­arm like a gi­gan­tic switch­blade.




    Re­mo poked with a steel-​hard fin­ger and broke the spring. The blade dropped, swing­ing

    use­less­ly on its hinge.




    “I’d take that back,” Re­mo said light­ly. “It’s de­fec­tive.”




    “I will not be stopped now. Not by you.”




    “How about by me,’” Chi­un said.




    “By nei­ther of you,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, his face wild and twist­ed.




    “Be care­ful, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” warned Re­mo.




    “What is it?” asked Chi­un in Ko­re­an as they cir­cled Blut­sturz war­ily.




    “Blood­suck­er. They’ve turned him in­to some kind of robot.” said Re­mo.




    “I can see that.” snapped Chi­un. “What I wish to know is what are its ca­pa­bil­ities.”




    “Let’s find out,” said Re­mo.




    “Let’s wait.” said Chum.




    “He killed Fer­ris. We owe him for that.” Re­mo moved in.




    Bhat­sturz’ ti­ta­ni­um hand clicked in­to a fist. He sent it sweep­ing be­fore him, back

    and forth, back and forth, like a mace.




    Re­mo ducked un­der his weav­ing arm and let go with an ex­plor­ing kick.




    Blut­sturz’ leg gave with the blow. The eight-​foot fig­ure wob­bled on one leg un­til the

    off-​bal­ance limb found its foot­ing.




    “It is strong,” said Chi­un. “And nim­ble for a ma­chine.”




    “It’s on­ly met­al.”




    “Ti­ta­ni­um,” said Chi­un wor­ried­ly. He slashed at the met­al hand with his

    fin­ger­nails, which scored the met­al, but the arm did not par­alyze with pain, the way flesh

    would.




    “It does not feel pain,” said Chi­un.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz lunged for the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. Chi­un spun in a dou­ble-​re­verse

    move­ment that took him clear of the lum­ber­ing man-​ma­chine. He swept out an arm and took

    Re­mo by one wrist.




    “Hey!” said Re­mo.




    “Come,” said Chi­un. “We will fight this one an­oth­er time. His tech­niques are

    un­fa­mil­iar.”




    “Noth­ing do­ing,” said Re­mo, slip­ping loose.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz bore down on him. Re­mo met him halfway. This time Re­mo went for the

    flesh-​and-​blood arm. He sent a two-​fin­gered nerve thrust to the el­bow joint.




    “Arrh!” howled Kon­rad Blut­sturz. He felt the shud­der­ing bone-​shock of Re­mo’s blow. He

    clutched his el­bow with his oth­er hand, not think­ing. His ti­ta­ni­um fin­gers grabbed too

    hard and he screamed again at the pain he in­flict­ed on him­self.




    “Il­sa,” he called in his an­guish.




    Re­mo got be­hind the shud­der­ing form. He kicked at the back of the knee joint or where

    the knee joint should be. Kon­rad Blut­sturz went down on one met­al knee. But al­most as

    rapid­ly, he rose to his full height again.




    “Come, Re­mo,” said Chi­un ner­vous­ly.




    And when Re­mo did not come, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju in­ter­vened.




    Chi­un came up be­hind his pupil, while Re­mo’s full con­cen­tra­tion was on the awk­ward

    man-​ma­chine. While Re­mo was dis­tract­ed, while Re­mo could not de­fend him­self.




    Chi­un, his face warped with the pain of what he was about to do, struck Re­mo at the back

    of the neck-​a short, clean chop­ping blow.




    Re­mo tot­tered, and Chi­un snapped him up, tak­ing him un­der one leg and by the neck.

    Car­ry­ing his fall­en pupil across his shoul­ders, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju bound­ed for the

    doors.




    On the thresh­old, he stopped and called a chal­lenge to the weav­ing thing that was Kon­rad

    Blut­sturz.




    “You win for now, in­hu­man crea­ture,” he said, “but we will meet again. The Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju promis­es it.” Kon­rad Blut­sturz bare­ly heard the taunt­ing chal­lenge. The pain in

    his stumps was now too great to en­dure. His legs re­fused to move. His good arm hung limp at

    his side. The oth­er one raised and low­ered un­con­trol­lably, like a child hav­ing a

    tantrum.




    “Il­sa!” he called.




    Il­sa Gans sent the van ca­reen­ing through the night, away from the hell that had been

    Fortress Pu­ri­ty. Fear rode her soft fea­tures. She bit her low­er lip. It bled.




    In the van’s dark in­te­ri­or, ly­ing on the floor, was the thing that was Kon­rad

    Blut­sturz. He slept now. But it had tak­en all her strength to get him in­to the van when the

    car­nage was over.




    She had been forced out of the au­di­to­ri­um when the doors burst open. The crowd had

    near­ly tram­pled her. She had stumped to the ord­nance room and had got­ten a ma­chine

    pis­tol.




    She shot her way back in­to the au­di­to­ri­um, shot with­out dis­crim­ina­tion, with­out

    mer­cy. All that mat­tered was reach­ing the side of Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    When she found him, he was sink­ing to the floor. There was no sign of the two en­emies,

    Re­mo and Chi­un. They weren’t among the butchered bod­ies that lay ev­ery­where in macabre

    pro­fu­sion. But they no longer mat­tered. Get­ting her Fuhrer to safe­ty did.




    She talked Kon­rad Blut­sturz to his feet, be­cause he was too heavy to lug. But he could

    not stand. He was barelv con­scious. There had been on­ly one thing to do. She dis­man­tled the

    limbs of which he had been so proud. She had un­cou­pled them from the ti­ta­ni­um knobs

    im­plant­ed in each stump.




    And car­ry­ing him in her arms, Il­sa had de­posit­ed him in the back of the van, on the

    floor, be­cause there was no time to make him com­fort­able.




    She would nev­er have gone back for the blue arm and the in­sect­like legs, but in his

    delir­ium, Kon­rad Blut­sturz had in­sist­ed. Just as he had in­sist­ed she bring the

    neb­uliz­er.




    Now she was speed­ing in­to the night. She did not know where she was go­ing. She did not

    care where. All she want­ed was to es­cape.


  




  

    Chapter 26




    Dr. Harold W. Smith was think­ing of go­ing home. He be­lieved the im­me­di­ate dan­ger to

    him­self was past, per­haps even avert­ed. For over a week now no one named Harold Smith had

    been mur­dered or re­port­ed miss­ing any­where in the con­ti­nen­tal Unit­ed States.




    Smith sat at his ad­min­is­tra­tor’s desk at Fol­croft San­itar­ium. The killer should have

    found him by now, but he had not. There’d been no dis­tur­bances at Fol­croft since Re­mo’s

    sud­den ap­pear­ance. Smith had ex­plained away Re­mo’s at­tack to his guard staff as a for­mer

    pa­tient who had tried to read­mit him­self the hard way. The guards-​none of whom was

    se­ri­ous­ly in­jured-​had ac­cept­ed Smith’s ex­pla­na­tion that the pa­tient had been turned

    over to the lo­cal po­lice, and the mat­ter was re­solved.




    Smith knew that if he were to be at­tacked, it would hap­pen at his list­ed

    ad­dress-​Fol­croft. But to en­sure his wife’s safe­ty, he was hav­ing his house watched. Two

    FBI agents were staked out at Smith’s house to watch for what Smith’s anony­mous di­rec­tive

    called “sus­pect­ed ter­ror­ist ac­tiv­ities.” If any­thing hap­pened there, his wife would be

    pro­tect­ed.




    Smith won­dered if it was now safe to call off those agents and re­turn to a nor­mal life.

    He wasn’t sure. The killer had struck in a log­ical state-​by-​state itinerary. Fol­croft

    should have been next. Per­haps it still was, Smith thought. Per­haps the killer didn’t dare

    try to pen­etrate the se­cu­ri­ty of Fol­croft. Per­haps he was wait­ing for Smith to leave the

    grounds be­fore strik­ing. Could he have been ar­rest­ed or in­ter­cept­ed?




    Fi­nal­ly Smith de­cid­ed he would stay put, at least for an­oth­er day.




    The se­cure phone rang. The CURE phone that Re­mo re­port­ed through.




    Smith picked it up. “Yes?”




    “Smit­ty?” It was Re­mo’s voice. He sound­ed up­set. “Bad news.”




    “What?”




    “Fer­ris is dead. We were too late.”




    “The neb­uliz­er?”




    “Gone.”




    “Find it.” Smith’s voice was harsh. He didn’t want to re­port fail­ure to the

    Pres­ident.




    “Hey, I’m just mak­ing a cour­tesy call here,” Re­mo said. “I don’t work for you.”




    “I’m sor­ry,” said Smith, think­ing that if he up­set Re­mo he would have to deal di­rect­ly

    with Chi­un. Smith pre­ferred to deal with Re­mo. “Please tell me what hap­pened down

    there.”




    “That’s bet­ter,” Re­mo said, mol­li­fied. He liked Smith bet­ter when he was po­lite.

    “We’re at Fortress Pu­ri­ty. This place is a cesspool. Run by this old Nazi, Kon­rad

    some­thing. I can’t pro­nounce it. It’s Ger­man.”




    “Go on,” Smith said. Re­mo nev­er could han­dle de­tails. “This old fart is some kind of

    crip­ple, One arm, no legs. But he’s the guy who kid­napped Fer­ris. You’ll nev­er guess

    why.”




    “You’re right,” said Smith, who was picked to head CURE be­cause he had no imag­ina­tion. “I

    won’t. Tell me, please.”




    “He need­ed the neb­uliz­er to re­build him­self. You heard me right. When we caught up with

    him, he had ar­ti­fi­cial legs and an arm rigged with a meat cleaver. He’s some kind of bion­ic

    half-​man, half-​ma­chine.”




    “Cy­borg.”




    “Huh?”




    “The tech­ni­cal term for what you just de­scribed is a cy­borg, a hu­man be­ing

    re­con­sti­tut­ed with ar­ti­fi­cial parts.”




    “If you say so,” Re­mo said. “He was sup­posed to be the lead­er of this freak­ing place,

    but when we caught up to him, he was slaugh­ter­ing ev­ery one of these neo-​Nazis. I can’t

    fig­ure why.”




    “I ran a back­ground check on the White Aryan League,” said Smith. “It was found­ed by a

    Boyce Bar­low. A few days ago his body, and the bod­ies of his two cousins, were dis­cov­ered

    in a Mary­land dump. Ob­vi­ous­ly this Kon­rad per­son got them out of the way.”




    “But why? To take over? He end­ed up killing al­most ev­ery­one.”




    “I can’t ex­plain that part. Where is this per­son now?”




    “Got away.”




    “How?”




    “I was ze­ro­ing in on him when Chi­un jumped me. He was afraid I’d get hurt. You know how

    he is when he has to deal with some­thing out­side of his ex­pe­ri­ence. If it’s not in the

    Sinan­ju his­to­ries, you don’t mess with it. Run now, fight lat­er.”




    “Where is Chi­un now?”




    “Teach­ing what’s left of the sur­vivors why Ko­re­ans are the true mas­ter race. Look out,

    Smit­ty. When he’s done, the first Ko­re­an-​suprema­cy group in world his­to­ry will set up in

    Alal­nma.”




    “Re­mo, it’s very im­por­tant that we re­cov­er the neb­uliz­er.”




    “To you and me both. I could have stran­gled Chi­un when I woke up from that nerve chop. The

    soon­er I end this thing, the soon­er Chi­un and I can have it out about go­ing back to

    Sinan­ju.”




    “Have you any leads?”




    “When Chi­un is fin­ished, I’m go­ing to work these peo­ple over my­self I’ll come up with

    some­thing.”




    “Keep me in­formed.”




    “Say the mag­ic word,” Re­mo said air­ily.




    “Please.”




    “Thank you.” And Re­mo hung up.




    Smith’s thoughts were more trou­bled than ev­er. The death of Fer­ris D’Orr would not be

    easy to ex­plain to the Pres­ident, but if the neb­uliz­er were re­cov­ered, it would sal­vage

    the sit­ua­tion.




    Un­for­tu­nate­ly, Smith could not re­port the neb­uliz­er’s re­cov­ery just yet. An­oth­er

    man in his po­si­tion might have been tempt­ed to wait a day or two to re­port in the hopes of

    giv­ing his su­pe­ri­or more pos­itive news. Not Smith. Even if it meant his re­moval from

    CURE-​a pos­si­bil­ity, giv­en the fail­ure to pro­tect Fer­ris D’Orr-​Smith would not shirk

    his im­me­di­ate du­ty.




    With­out hes­ita­tion, he picked up the red phone. Al­most as rapid­ly, he re­placed it.




    The CURE com­put­er ter­mi­nal had beeped twice, a sig­nal of ur­gent in­com­ing da­ta.




    Smith turned to the con­sole, all thought of the Pres­ident evap­orat­ing from his mind.




    The com­put­er told of a mur­der in the sleepy town of Mount Olive in North Car­oli­na. A

    man named Harold Q. Smith, age six­ty-​two, had been mur­dered. He was found on the stoop of

    his home, his head lopped off as if by a guil­lo­tine. Po­lice were in­ves­ti­gat­ing. The man

    had no known en­emies, and there were no ob­vi­ous sus­pects.




    Smith punched up his tac­ti­cal map of the Unit­ed States and added the name of Harold Q.

    Smith to the list of Smith vic­tims, now num­ber­ing four­teen, He added the place of death,

    and the num­ber four­teen ap­peared with­in the bor­ders of North Car­oli­na, cor­re­spond­ing

    to the lo­cale of Mount Olive.




    Smith hit a key and a green line zipped be­tween the lo­cale of the last Harold Smith

    killing, Oakham, Mas­sachusetts, and Mount Olive. The line was long, straight, and par­al­leled

    the east coast. It went through low­er New Eng­land and New York State, right past Long Is­land

    and Rye, New York.




    The killer had by­passed him. Com­plete­ly.




    Smith won­dered if he had made a mis­take in cal­cu­lat­ing the killer’s meth­ods. Per­haps

    he was not trav­el­ing by road, as Smith had sur­mised. Pos­si­bly he was not se­lect­ing his

    tar­gets by tele­phone list­ings ei­ther.




    It should have been a re­lief. It was not.




    It in­ject­ed a mad­den­ing note of ran­dom­ness to what Harold Smith had, with his

    ra­tio­nal mind, per­ceived as a log­ical sys­tem. If the killer was de­vi­at­ing in­to

    an­oth­er pat­tern, Smith, in the long run, re­mained the prob­able tar­get.




    The agony of wait­ing could be pro­longed in­def­inite­ly. Smith groaned in­ward­ly, and

    set­tling him­self, pre­pared to at­tack this new fac­tor with all his ra­tio­nal skill.




    Harold Q. Smith had heard a knock at his front door.




    He was watch­ing a foot­ball game, in which his team was lead­ing by three points in the

    fourth quar­ter. He was not hap­py at be­ing in­ter­rupt­ed, and so went to the door

    grum­bling.




    The girl stand­ing on the porch was young and very pret­ty. Smith had nev­er seen her

    be­fore, and be­cause Mount Olive was a col­lege town, he au­to­mat­ical­ly as­sumed she was a

    stu­dent. Maybe she was here to sell him a mag­azine. Some­times the stu­dents did that for

    spend­ing mon­ey.




    The girl smiled sweet­ly. and Smith’s bad mood went away. She had that kind of smile.




    “Hi! Are you Harold Q. Smith?”




    “That’s right, young la­dy.”




    “I have a friend of yours in my van.”




    “Friend?”




    “Yes, he’d like to speak with you.”




    “Well,” said Harold Q. Smith slow­ly, think­ing of his foot­ball game, “tell him to come

    in.”




    “Oh, he can’t,” Il­sa said sad­ly. “He can’t walk, poor thing.”




    “Oh,” said Harold Q. Smith. “I sup­pose I have to go to him.”




    “Would you?”




    Smith would, and did.




    The blood girl hauled open the side door. Harold Q. Smith stuck his head in be­fore

    step­ping up in­to the van and saw the most hideous face he had ev­er seen. Ev­er.




    The face be­longed to a body cov­ered to the neck in blan­kets. An old man. Very old, with

    tiny ears and bright black eyes. His body didn’t seem to make a nor­mal out­line un­der the

    rough cloth.




    “Smith!” the man hissed.




    “Do I know you?”




    Then Smith felt the gun in his back. He did not have to turn around to know it was a gun. In

    fact, he didn’t think it would be a good idea to turn around at all.




    “In­side,” the blond girl said, her voice no longer sound­ing of hon­ey and sun­shine.




    Smith stepped up. He had to bend over to stand in the cramped in­te­ri­or. It was okay,

    though, be­cause it made the fall when the girl clubbed him over the head that much

    short­er.




    “I have wait­ed for this mo­ment, Harold Q. Smith,” Kon­rad Blut­sturz in­toned. “Forty

    years, I have wait­ed.”




    “I think he’s out.”




    “Eh?”




    “He can’t hear you,” said Il­sa. “I guess I knocked him out. Sor­ry.”




    “Bah!” spat Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “It does not mat­ter. He is not the right Smith and I am too

    weary to kill him. Drag him back to his porch and shoot him there.”




    “Can I cut his head off in­stead?” Il­sa asked, eye­ing the curved blade from Blut­sturz’

    blue left arm.




    “They gush when their heads are cut off,” Blut­sturz warned.




    “I’ll stand clear.” Il­sa promised.




    “Please your­self,” he said, clos­ing his eyes. “Just as long as he is dead.”




    “Oh, goody,” said Il­sa, grab­bing Harold Q. Smith by the heels.




    Il­sa Gans re­placed the pay phone in the gas sta­tion that, even in win­ter, smelled of a

    mix of sweet mag­no­lia blos­soms and gas fumes.




    She scooped up the pile of dimes she had used to make her calls. She had start­ed out with

    forty dol­lars in change. Now there was on­ly six­ty cents. But she had found what she want­ed.

    She couldn’t wait to tell her Fuhrer.




    She trot­ted back to the wait­ing van and climbed be­hind the wheel.




    “I found the per­fect place,” she called back.




    In the dim rear of the van, ly­ing on a fold-​down cot, lay Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    “Where?” he croaked.




    “Fol­croft San­itar­ium. It’s in New York. It took me a zil­lion calls to find a place, but

    this one is per­fect. The ad­mit­ting per­son as­sured me it’s one of the best in the coun­try.

    They’ll ac­cept you right away, and best of all, they’ll let me stay with you as your

    per­son­al nurse. Some of the oth­ers would have tak­en you, but not me. I knew you didn’t want

    us sep­arat­ed.”




    “Good, Il­sa,” groaned Kon­rad Blut­sturz. His stumps ached, they ached to the bone. With

    his re­al hand he pulled the blan­kets tighter. They were coarse. Army blan­kets. They itched,

    and some­how the itch was more mad­den­ing than the pain.




    “And you’ll nev­er guess what,” Il­sa went on in the cheery voice she used when his spir­its

    were low. “The man in charge of Fol­croft, his name is Smith. Harold Smith. Isn’t that

    wild?”




    “Smith,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. And his eyes blazed.


  




  

    Chapter 27




    Re­mo Williams left the head­quar­ters of­fice of the White Aryan League of Amer­ica and

    Al­aba­ma and re­joined Chi­un in the ad­join­ing con­fer­ence room.




    “What did Em­per­or Smith say?” the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju asked. Chi­un stood be­fore the

    as­sem­bled sur­vivors of the White Aryan League, who squat­ted on the floor, their hands

    clasped be­hind their heads like POW’s in a war movie.




    “He’s not hap­py, but if we bring back the neb­uliz­er right away. I don’t think he’ll fire

    you.”




    Chi­un’s fa­cial hair trem­bled.




    “Fire?” he qua­vered. “Smith said I might be fired? No Mas­ter of Sinan­ju has ev­er been

    fired. Nev­er.”




    “He didn’t say fire, ex­act­ly,” Re­mo ad­mit­ted, “but he’s very up­set.”




    “Then we will re­cov­er this de­vice,” said Chi­un firm­ly.




    “How?”




    Chi­un yanked one of the seat­ed men to his feet. The man came up like a spring­ing

    jack-​in-​the-​box.




    “This one will tell us,” Chi­un said.




    Re­mo looked at the man. He was fright­ened, but there was a streak of surly ar­ro­gance in

    his meaty, mid­dle-​aged face. His thick eye­brows and brush mus­tache were the same

    whisk-​broom col­or.




    “What’s your name, bud­dy?” Re­mo de­mand­ed.




    The man squared his shoul­ders. “Dr. Man­fred Be­fleck­en.”




    “You say that like it means some­thing.”




    “It does. I am one of the finest sur­geons in the world.”




    “He is the one who cre­at­ed that vile thing,” said Chi­un.




    “Did you?”




    “I had that priv­ilege. Bion­ics are my spe­cial­ty.”




    “You cre­at­ed a mon­ster,” Re­mo said.




    “No,” said Dr. Man­fred Be­fleck­en. “Kon­rad Blut­sturz was al­ready a mon­ster. The war

    made him so. I made him a bet­ter mon­ster.”




    “In­sane,” said Chi­un. “This physi­cian is in­sane. And he is a racist, pos­si­bly the

    worst one of all. I tried your word game on him, Re­mo. He hates ev­ery­one. Even these oth­er

    racists. He thinks Ger­mans are the mas­ter race. Ger­mans! The on­ly thing Ger­mans were ev­er

    good for was sol­dier­ing-​and when was the last time they won a war?”




    “These oth­ers are noth­ing,” said Dr. Be­fleck­en. “Mere tools to achieve Herr Fuhrer’s

    ends.”




    “The on­ly end I care about is end­ing that thing’s life,” Re­mo said grim­ly. “Where can I

    find him?”




    The doc­tor shrugged. “Who can say?”




    “You can, and you will,” said Re­mo, grab­bing the man by the shoul­der. Re­mo dug his thumb

    in­to Dr. Be­fleck­en’s beefy shoul­der mus­cles un­til he felt the hard ball of the man’s

    shoul­der joint. Dr. Be­fleck­en’s face flushed. He strug­gled, but Re­mo’s hand squeezed the

    fight out of him.




    “What you did to Blut­sturz I can un­do. To him. To you. To any­one,” Re­mo warned. “Last

    chance.”




    “I am a loy­al Ger­man of the Re­ich,” said Dr. Be­fleck­en.




    Re­mo pressed. The man’s shoul­der sep­arat­ed with an au­di­ble pop.




    Tears squeezed from Dr. Be­fleck­en’s eyes. His right arm dropped low­er than his left by a

    no­tice­able inch. Re­mo switched shoul­ders.




    “There is a cab­in,” Dr. Be­fleck­en gasped as he felt Re­mo’s thumb seek his oth­er

    shoul­der joint. His knees felt like tires leak­ing air. “In the Flori­da Ev­er­glades. Near a

    place called Flamin­go. Herr Fuhrer lived there be­fore com­ing to Fortress Pu­ri­ty. He may go

    there.”




    “Hear that, Lit­tle Fa­ther?”




    “No,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. “I hear on­ly the voice of my an­ces­tors, ac­cus­ing me

    of be­com­ing the first Mas­ter of Sinan­ju to be laid off like a com­mon ditchdig­ger. “




    “This wouldn’t have hap­pened if you hadn’t stopped me. I could have tak­en Blood­suck­er or

    what­ev­er his name is.”




    “And you wouldn’t have been fool­ish enough to be­lieve you could take him if your lust to

    re­turn to Sinan­ju had not cloud­ed your think­ing. How many times have I told you, nev­er

    as­sume that just be­cause fa­mil­iar things fall be­fore your skill, that it will be so with

    un­fa­mil­iar things. Your ar­ro­gance could have got­ten you killed. And then where would my

    vil­lage be?”




    “In Ko­rea, where it’s al­ways been,” said Re­mo. “And where I wish I was right now.”




    “You would aban­don me in Amer­ica, Re­mo? Alone, the on­ly per­fect per­son in a land of

    fat racists.”




    “No, Lit­tle Fa­ther, I would take you back to Sinan­ju. With rne. Where we both

    be­long.”




    Chi­un’s parch­ment vis­age soft­ened. He turned away so that his pupil could not see his

    face.




    “We will dis­cuss it lat­er,” he said. “Af­ter we re­cov­er the neb­uliz­er and en­sure my

    con­tin­ued em­ploy­ment.”




    “Fine. Let’s go.”




    “What about these ver­min?” said Chi­un, wav­ing a hand at the cow­er­ing mem­bers of the

    White Aryan League of Amer­ica and Al­aba­ma. “Should we not dis­pose of them? Per­haps

    Em­per­or Smith would ap­pre­ci­ate a few heads to set up­on the gates of Fortress Fol­croft.

    Heads are won­der­ful for ward­ing off en­emies. I see some good ones here.”




    “We don’t have time.”




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju shrugged, and fol­lowed Re­mo out the door.




    “What about me?” asked Dr. Be­fleck­en, clutch­ing his use­less dan­gling arm.




    “Oh, right.” said Re­mo, step­ping back in­to the room. “You re­built Blood­suck­er, didn’t

    you?”




    “Blut­sturz. Yes.”




    “And you could do it again? With some­one else?”




    “I am very skilled.”




    “Good-​bye,” said Re­mo, driv­ing two fin­gers in­to the man’s eyes. Dr. Man­fred

    Be­fleck­en col­lapsed in­to a pile of dead flesh.




    “You were right, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo. “It’s a handy stroke.”




    “Re­mind me to kill you lat­er,” Chi­un said to the sur­viv­ing mem­bers of the White Aryan

    League in part­ing. Moe Stooge had used it of­ten in sim­ilar cir­cum­stances, and the Mas­ter

    of Sinan­ju was cer­tain that the great en­ter­tain­er would not mind his us­ing it.




    Dr. Harold Smith re­moved the spe­cial brief­case from his of­fice lock­er. He opened it and

    checked the mini­com­put­er and tele­phone hookup that would link him to the CURE com­put­ers

    dur­ing his planned trip to North Car­oli­na.




    Be­fore he closed the brief­case, he slipped his old au­to­mat­ic in­to a spe­cial re­cess

    that would en­able him to get it past air­port se­cu­ri­ty.




    On his way out of the of­fice, he spoke to his sec­re­tary. “I will be away for at least a

    day, Mrs. Mikul­ka,” Smith told her. “I’m sure you’ll be able to han­dle mat­ters un­til my

    re­turn.”




    “Of course, Dr. Smith.” said Eileen Mikul­ka, who prid­ed her­self on the fact that she

    could eas­ily run Fol­croft’s day-​to-​day op­er­ations while her boss was out of town.




    “I will be in touch.”




    “Oh, Dr. Smith?” Smith turned.




    “Yes?”




    “They’re ad­mit­ting that new pa­tient now. The one who sur­vived a botched sur­gi­cal

    pro­ce­dure. I thought you might like to wel­come him, as usu­al.”




    “Thank you for telling me,” said Dr. Smith. “What is his name?”




    Mrs. Mikul­ka con­sult­ed a desk log. “A Mr. Con­rad.”




    “Fine, I will do that.”




    Smith took the el­eva­tor to the main lob­by, where he saw the new pa­tient be­ing wheeled

    through the big glass doors by two burly at­ten­dants. A young blond girl in a white nurse’s

    uni­form hov­ered over the man on the gur­ney, con­cern prick­ing her soft fea­tures.




    Smith strode to­ward them.




    “Hi! I’m Il­sa,” the blond nurse said. She had the chip­per per­son­al­ity of a health-​care

    work­er fresh to the field.




    “Wel­come to Fol­croft San­itar­ium,” Smith said, briefly shak­ing her hand. “I’m chief

    ad­min­is­tra­tor of this fa­cil­ity.”




    “Oh! Dr. Smith.”




    “That’s right.”




    “I’ve heard of you,” Il­sa said bright­ly. “Al­low me to present Mr. Con­rad.”




    The man on the gur­ney stared up with glazed black eyes, his face as dry and blood­less as

    if it were carved from shell. The dry lips were drawn back over brown­ish gums in a death­like

    ric­tus.




    Smith of­fered a ten­ta­tive hand, but quick­ly shoved it in­to a pock­et when he re­al­ized

    the man had no legs. The cov­er­ing sheet lay flat where the man’s legs should have been. Smith

    couldn’t be cer­tain the man wasn’t al­so miss­ing his arms. Bet­ter not to find out the

    un­com­fort­able way.




    Il­sa bent over the pa­tient. “This is Dr. Smith. I told you about him. Dr. Harold

    Smith.”




    Sud­den­ly the black eyes bright­ened with life. “Smith,” he hissed.




    Dr. Smith re­coiled at the vi­olence with which the dry husk of a man spoke his name. The

    old head trem­bled, lift­ing off the pil­low. One arm, strong, mus­cu­lar, but hor­ri­bly

    scarred, flailed out from un­der the sheet. The pa­tient’s gnarled hand clawed the air. It

    seemed to claw at him.




    “Calm down,” soothed Il­sa. “It’s all right. I’m here.”




    “Smith,” the man hissed again. “Smith!”




    “He some­times gets this way,” Il­sa told Smith as she gen­tly forced Kon­rad Blyt­sturz’

    ag­itat­ed head back on­to the fluffy pil­low.




    “Er, yes,” said Dr. Smith. “Let me as­sure you he’ll get the best of care at Fol­croft.”




    Dr. Harold Smith hur­ried­ly es­caped out the door, even as the poor pa­tient kept

    re­peat­ing his name over and over again. Smith shud­dered, even though he had seen worse

    cas­es come through the Fol­croft gates. Pa­tients like Mr. Con­rad were of­ten bit­ter­ly mad

    at the world. Even so, the ut­ter ven­om that seemed to coat the way he spoke Smith’s name was

    dis­turb­ing. It was al­most las if the man knew him. And hat­ed him.




    But that, of course, was im­pos­si­ble, thought Harold W. Smith. He had nev­er seen Mr.

    Con­rad be­fore. Smith drove off the Fol­croft grounds won­der­ing what ter­ri­ble tragedy had

    re­duced the man to his present piti­ful state.




    Mrs. Harold W. Smith stood be­fore the floor-​length mir­ror in the bed­room of her mod­est

    Tu­dor-​style home, ex­am­in­ing her­self crit­ical­ly.




    “Frumpy,” she de­cid­ed aloud.




    The oth­er two dress­es made her look the same. She had just pur­chased them, and while they

    had seemed to flat­ter her full fig­ure in the store dress­ing-​room mir­rors with the perky

    sales­girl in­sist­ing they all made her look “fash­ion­able,” in the pri­va­cy of her home she

    saw her­self as she had al­ways been-​a frump.




    There was no help for it. Even as a teenag­er, she had pos­sessed on­ly a cer­tain dowdy

    charm. Harold had mar­ried her any­way. And as the years passed by, blur­ring the mod­el­ing of

    her face, etch­ing moth­er­ly wrin­kles about her eyes, and fill­ing out a body that, even at

    twen­ty-​five, be­longed to a mid­dle-​aged wom­an, Harold Smith had con­tin­ued to love

    her.




    True, Harold had pe­cu­liar at­ti­tudes about mat­ri­mo­ni­al love. He had nev­er sur­prised

    her with per­fume or flow­ers or new clothes, even in the ear­ly years of their life

    to­geth­er-​be­cause he con­sid­ered any pur­chase that didn’t come with a five-​year, ful­ly

    re­fund­able guar­an­tee frivolous. The most ro­man­tic gift Harold Smith had ev­er giv­en her

    was in 1974, when he had pur­chased a rid­ing lawn mow­er for her use. The neigh­bor­hood boy

    had raised his rates ten cents an hour and, be­cause Harold’s hours were im­pos­si­ble and

    there was no oth­er boy to do the work, Harold Smith had splurged on the trac­tor mow­er

    be­cause he didn’t want her to tire her­self with the chore.




    Mrs. Smith had ac­cept­ed it all, down through the years. She told her­self that when the

    time came for Harold to re­tire, she would fi­nal­ly have him all to her­self. But age

    six­ty-​five came and went for Harold W. Smith, and there was no talk of re­tir­ing from

    Fol­croft. “I’m too im­por­tant,” he had said the one time she had broached the sub­ject. The

    years had worn down his slight frame, and she had been wor­ried about him. “Fol­croft couldn’t

    get along with­out me.”




    It was af­ter that brief con­ver­sa­tion that Mrs. Smith had be­gun to sus­pect that her

    hus­band did not run a health san­itar­ium. Not re­al­ly. Cer­tain­ly he ran it, but even more

    cer­tain­ly his job at Fol­croft was a blind for some­thing less mun­dane. Harold’s

    in­tel­li­gence back­ground sug­gest­ed it. That and the fact that he seemed to age faster

    af­ter his ear­ly re­tire­ment from the CIA than be­fore it.




    Mrs. Smith clicked in­to the next bed­room, un­steady on her new high heels. She was not

    used to high heels, had nev­er worn them. But they were back in style and maybe they would make

    her seem taller, her legs slim­mer, and her car­riage ap­pear less . . . frumpy.




    Vick­ie’s bed­room was the same as when she had left it to go of­fon her own. It was hard to

    be­lieve that her on­ly daugh­ter was now a grown wom­an. Where had the years gone?




    On the van­ity Vick­ie’s cos­met­ics sat where they al­ways sat, wait­ing for the hol­iday

    vis­its, as she al­ways ex­plained it to Harold when­ev­er he sug­gest­ed con­vert­ing the

    bed­room in­to a den. In truth, she had kept the room as a shrine to the young girl she thought

    had grown up much too fast.




    Sit­ting at the van­ity, Mrs. Smith went through the trays of cos­met­ics. She nev­er used

    make­up. Harold had al­ways dis­ap­proved of it. She some­times won­dered if he re­al­ly

    ob­ject­ed to make­up or to the high prices for the stuff. Think­ing back to the lawn mow­er,

    she de­cid­ed it was the cost.




    She gave up on us­ing the make­up and ap­plied just a touch of per­fume be­hind each ear.

    That would get his at­ten­tion.




    Sat­is­fied, Mrs. Smith called a taxi.




    Dur­ing the ride, she wor­ried about what Harold would say to her when she showed up at the

    gate of Fol­croft San­itar­ium. Would he be an­noyed that she had come unan­nounced? In the

    more than twen­ty years Harold had worked at Fol­croft, Mrs. Smith had nev­er vis­it­ed. And so

    it had come as a pleas­ant sur­prise when he had sud­den­ly in­vit­ed her to see his of­fice

    and meet his sec­re­tary.




    That had been a week ago. In that week, she had not seen her hus­band. In that week, he had

    re­gressed from the new, at­ten­tive Harold Smith to the with­drawn ma­chine­like Harold Smith

    of too many years of dull mar­riage. Each day, his voice seemed edgi­er, more har­ried. Each

    day, she could feel him slip­ping away from her.




    To­day she was go­ing to stop that ero­sion-​even if she had to pull him away from his

    of­fice by force.




    But mavhe Harold would be up­set. He might even send her home, nev­er notic­ing her new

    dress and the coy hint of Chanel No. 5 be­hind each ear.




    When the cab pulled up to the Fol­croft gate and Mrs. Smith hand­ed over $28.44 and tip for

    the fare, she stopped wor­ry­ing about what Harold would say to her about drop­ping in

    un­ex­pect­ed­ly.




    He was go­ing to kill her for not bar­gain­ing the cab­driv­er down to a low­er flat rate.

    She just knew it.\


  




  

    Chapter 28




    “Are you sure this time?” asked Il­sa Gans. “I mean, re­al­ly sure.”




    “It is Smith,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. He lay on an ad­justable hos­pi­tal bed. “I

    rec­og­nize his eyes, his face, his man­ner. He has not changed. Not much. Not since Tokyo. How

    can he have changed so lit­tle af­ter I have been changed so much?”




    “Do you want me to kill him for you-“‘




    “No! I must do it my­self. It is him, Il­sa. It re­al­ly is this time.”




    “Wild,” said Il­sa. “I was think­ing, be­fore we kill him, if I should do some­thing about

    his skin. His skin looked kin­da dry. Maybe I could send him some ba­by oil or some­thing. I

    don’t think I’d want to bind my di­ary in skin that yucky.”




    “It re­al­ly is him,” whis­pered Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “Il­sa, I want you to find out

    ev­ery­thing you can about him. Talk to him. Talk to his em­ploy­ees. I must know what he has

    been do­ing all the time I suf­fered.”




    “Okay. Then can we go af­ter the Jews?”




    “The Jews?”




    “Yeah, af­ter we kill Smith, then we can go af­ter the Jews. They killed my par­ents,

    re­mem­ber?”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz pushed him­self up in bed painful­ly. He bal­anced on his right arm. The

    bluish con­nect­ing knob gleamed amid the raw­ness of his left arm stump.




    “Il­sa, there is a book among my things. In the van. Get it, please.”




    Il­sa re­turned mo­ments lat­er. “Read it,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    Il­sa looked at the ti­tle, The Di­ary of Anne Frank. “Oh, yuck! I don’t want to read

    this.”




    “Read it. Now. When you are done, come back to me.”




    “If you say so, but I think I’m go­ing to throw up.” Two hours lat­er Il­sa Gans re­turned

    to his bed­side. She was in tears.




    “You can­not kill the Jews,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “Hitler tried, and al­though six

    mil­lion died, the Jews emerged stronger than ev­er, with a na­tion of their own. Do you think

    a cul­ture that pro­duced such a per­son as that brave young girl can be ex­tin­guished by you

    or by any­one?”




    “No,” said Il­sa sob­bing­ly.




    “Good. The Jews did not kill your par­ents, Il­sa. Some­day I will tell you that sto­ry. And

    when I do, you must take care to un­der­stand that any­thing I did in the past, I did for us.

    The Jews do not mat­ter. No one mat­ters. On­ly Smith and I mat­ter. Do you still want to kill

    the Jews, my Il­sa?”




    “No,” Il­sa said def­inite­ly. “I want to kill the blacks. No black could write a book like

    this.”




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz sighed. “I have taught you too well. Enough, we will dis­cuss this

    an­oth­er time. Find out what you can about Harold W. Smith, my mor­tal en­emy.”




    Mrs. Smith was sur­prised.




    She had ex­pect­ed her hus­band’s sec­re­tary to be younger, more at­trac­tive. In­stead,

    Mrs. Mikul­ka was not much younger than she was, al­though pos­si­bly less frumpy. More

    ma­tron­ly than frumpy. She won­dered if Harold was some­times at­tract­ed to the ma­tron­ly

    type.




    “I’m sor­ry, Mrs. Smith. Dr. Smith left sev­er­al hours ago,” Mrs. Mikul­ka in­formed her

    pleas­ant­ly.




    “Oh. Did he say where he was go­ing?”




    “No, he didn’t,” said Eilean Mikul­ka, won­der­ing if she should men­tion the fact that Dr.

    Smith had gone out of town. It was odd that Dr. Smith should go out of town with­out telling

    his wife, who seemed pleas­ant enough, if a tad frumpy.




    Mrs. Smith frowned. “Oh dear. I’m so wor­ried about Harold. He hasn’t been home in over a

    week. But he’s called ev­ery day,” she added hasti­ly.




    That de­cid­ed Mrs. Mikul­ka. “I be­lieve he men­tioned some­thing about a short trip,” she

    said hope­ful­ly. Per­haps Dr. Smith had tried to call his wife, but missed the

    con­nec­tion.




    “Oh dear.” Mrs. Smith twist­ed her purse about with both hands. “I guess I should have

    called.”




    “I’m sor­ry.”




    “Do you sup­pose . . .” start­ed Mrs. Smith- “I mean, it may be an im­po­si­tion, but I’ve

    nev­er been to Fol­croft.”




    “Yes?”




    “Might I see Harold’s of­fice?”




    Eileen Mikul­ka smiled re­as­sur­ing­ly. “Of course, I’d be glad to let you in.”




    “You’re very kind.”




    “Not at all. I was about to run down to the cafe­te­ria for a bit of lunch. Could I get you

    some­thing?”




    “Or­ange juice. And a Dan­ish.”




    “I’ll be right back,” said Mrs. Mikul­ka.




    And the two wom­en smiled at one an­oth­er in that ten­ta­tive way two wom­en who had a

    sin­gle man in com­mon of­ten did.




    Il­sa Gans asked di­rec­tions to the of­fice of Dr. Smith. Along the way, she flashed her

    smile at ev­ery male who looked like he worked at Fol­croft and asked, “What’s Dr. Smith

    like?”




    The an­swers fit in­to two uni­form cat­egories.




    The po­lite peo­ple said he was dull, but nice.




    The more hon­est peo­ple called him a miser­ly Scrooge.




    No one seemed to like him much.




    “There was no one seat­ed at the big re­cep­tion desk out­side Dr. Smith’s of­fice.




    “Darn,” said Il­sa Gans. “I’ll bet his sec­re­tary would have spilled plen­ty.”




    Il­sa put her ear to the door to Smith’s of­fice, and hear­ing noth­ing, tried the door. It

    gave. She en­tered care­ful­ly.




    “Oops!” said Il­sa when she bumped in­to a frumpy wom­an in a blue print dress.




    “Ex­cuse me,” said Mrs. Harold Smith po­lite­ly.




    “I’m look­ing for Dr. Smith,” Il­sa said un­cer­tain­ly.




    “So am I. I’m his wife. I came to have lunch with Harold, but I guess I should have called

    first be­cause Harold has left for the day and no one seems to know where he is.” Mrs. Smith

    gig­gled ner­vous­ly.




    “His wife?” asked Il­sa. “Maybe you’d like to meet Mr. Con­rad.”




    “Mr. Con­rad?” Mrs. Smith said blankly. “A very good friend of your hus­band.”




    “Oh, re­al­ly. I don’t think I’ve ev­er heard the name be­fore.”




    “Oh, they go back years. To the war. Here, I’ll take you to him. Just let me drop this off

    on Dr. Smith’s desk.”




    “A bot­tle of ba­by oil?” asked Mrs, Smith.




    “For his skin.”




    “Oh,” said Mrs. Smith, who thought it very odd that this young girl would leave such a thing

    on her hus­band’s desk. But she was such a cheer­ful lit­tle thing that Mrs. Smith was more

    than hap­py to ac­com­pa­ny her.




    Dr. Smith re­turned to his of­fice, his face even more bit­ter than usu­al.




    “Good morn­ing, Dr. Smith,” said Mrs. Mikul­ka. “How was your trip?”




    “Un­sat­is­fac­to­ry,” said Smith, tight-​lipped. He had tak­en a chance, fly­ing to Mount

    Olive, the scene of the last Harold Smith killing. Us­ing forged iden­ti­fi­ca­tion that

    cred­it­ed him as an FBI agent, Smith had made the rounds of the Mount Olive po­lice and the

    friends, rel­atives, and neigh­bors of the late Harold Q. Smith.




    He had turned up ex­act­ly noth­ing, no clues to the per­son or per­sons who had

    de­cap­itat­ed Smith’s fel­low name car­ri­er.




    “I’m sor­ry to hear that,” said Mrs. Mikul­ka, as Dr. Smith stamped in­to his of­fice. “Did

    Mrs. Smith reach you?”




    Smith paused. “Reach me?”




    “Yes, she was here yes­ter­day. I’m afraid I couldn’t tell her where to reach you. She was

    very wor­ried. Fun­ny thing, I left her in the of­fice while I grabbed lunch and when I came

    back she was gone.”




    “Gone.” The word croaked from Smith’s throat. Sud­den­ly he re­mem­bered call­ing home from

    the air­port and re­ceiv­ing no an­swer. It didn’t mean any­thing at the time, but now…




    “Please get my wife on the phone,” Smith said.




    At his own desk, Dr, Smith pressed the but­ton that raised the con­cealed CURE com­put­er

    ter­mi­nal. He keyed in a re­port re­quest on the FBI agent he had se­cret­ly de­tailed to

    watch over his house.




    The re­port came back. Sub­ject re­port­ed tak­ing a taxi at 11:22 the pre­vi­ous day. No

    record of re­turn. No oth­er un­usu­al ac­tiv­ity.




    Smith tripped the in­ter­com.




    “No an­swer, Dr. Smith,” said Mrs. Mikul­ka. “Shall I keep try­ing?”




    “No,” said Dr. Smith. “Please have the head of se­cu­ri­ty sweep the grounds for any sign of

    my wife.”




    “Sir?”




    “Do it!”




    The head of se­cu­ri­ty re­port­ed di­rect­ly to Dr. Smith an hour lat­er. A search of the

    grounds had been in­sti­tut­ed. The on­ly un­to­ward item was the sud­den dis­ap­pear­ance of a

    pa­tient, a Mr. Con­rad.




    “Con­rad,” said Smith, dis­miss­ing the man. That was the mul­ti­ple am­putee pa­tient.

    There was no con­nec­tion there.




    The CURE line rang. It was Re­mo.




    “Smit­ty,” Re­mo said. “I think we have a lead on the neb­uliz­er. We’re go­ing to fol­low

    it up.”




    When there was no an­swer, Re­mo said, “Smit­ty?”




    “My wife has been kid­napped,” Smith blurt­ed out.




    “Sit tight. Chi­un and I are on our way.”




    “No,” said Smith. “You stay on the neb­uliz­er. That’s your first pri­or­ity.”




    “Don’t go cold-​blood­ed on me, Smit­ty. We can help. This is your wife we’re talk­ing

    about. The Smith killer?”




    “I think so. It’s hard to tell. I don’t know,”




    “You sound pret­ty rat­tled. Are you sure you don’t want our help? Chi­un and I may be

    go­ing on a wild­goose chase any­way.”




    “This may be a per­son­al mat­ter,” said Harold Smith, re­gain­ing con­trol of his voice.

    “And I will han­dle it. Per­son­al­ly.”




    “Suit your­self,” said Re­mo, hang­ing up.




    Smith stared out the pic­ture win­dow, un­see­ing. If any­thing had hap­pened to his wife .

    . .




    Mrs. Mikul­ka buzzed. “Call on line one, Dr. Smith.” Dr. Smith picked it up with­out

    think­ing, toy­ing with a bot­tle of babv oil on his desk. What was ba­by oil do­ing here? Had

    his wile left it?




    “Dr. Smith?” a voice asked. A very old voice. “I have your wife.”




    Smith knocked over the bot­tle. “Who is this?”




    “I have been search­ing for you a long time, Harold W. Smith. Since June 7, 1949. Do you

    re­mem­ber June 7, 1949?”




    “I do not,” said Smith. “Where is my wife?”




    “Where you will not find her. With­out my help.” Smith said noth­ing.




    “It was in Tokyo,” said the crack­ing voice. “Do you re­mem­ber Tokyo?”




    Smith’s brow fur­rowed. “No, I don’t think-“




    “No!” the voice hissed. “No! I have lived in hell since that ter­ri­ble day and you do not

    re­mem­ber!” In a calmer voice he went on, “Do you re­mem­ber yes­ter­day? In the lob­by of

    your place of work? Do you re­mem­ber a man so crip­pled you dared not shake his hand?”




    “Con­rad,” said Smith. Sud­den­ly it made sense. The Smith killer had been smug­gled in as a

    pa­tient.




    “No. Kon­rad Blut­sturz.”




    “Blut-!” It all came rush­ing back to Harold Smith. The mis­sion to Tokyo, the chase through

    the Dai-​lchi Build­ing, and in a kalei­do­scope of boil­ing fire, that last im­age of Kon­rad

    Blut­sturz’ black­en­ing form slip­ping to the ground cov­ered in flames.




    “Ah­hh,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “You re­mem­ber now. Good. Now lis­ten care­ful­ly, I want

    you to go to the town of Flamin­go in Flori­da. There you will rent one of those flat­boats

    they use in the Ev­er­glades. You know the kind of which I speak, with the big fan in back? In

    the Ev­er­glades near­by you will find a nice cozy cab­in. I will be wait­ing there for you.

    Come alone. Per­haps I will let you say good-​bye to your wife be­fore I wrench the life from

    you.”




    The line clicked dead.




    On the flight to Mi­ami, Harold W. Smith al­lowed him­self to doze off. He knew he would

    need all his strength for the con­fronta­tion that lay be­fore him.




    As he dozed, he dreamed.




    He dreamed he was back in oc­cu­pied Japan, a young agent in the wan­ing days of the OSS,

    stand­ing in the just re­built Tokyo Sta­tion. The train, when it wheezed in­to the sta­tion,

    was a wreck of bro­ken win­dows and rust scabs. Smith got on the one new car which bore a sign

    read­ing “Re­served for Oc­cu­pa­tion Forces” in En­glish and Japanese.




    The train rat­tled past fire­bombed pock­ets of ru­in that had been the pros­per­ous Asakusa

    dis­trict. An Amer­ican MI sat across from him, read­ing a copy of Stars and Stripes. Smith

    kept to him­self.




    Smith got off at Ueno Park, walked past what had been called Im­pe­ri­al Tokyo

    Uni­ver­si­ty, and found the lit­tle rice-​pa­per-​and-​wood home his brief­ing had de­scribed

    right down to the reedy gate and un­tend­ed shrub­bery.




    Smith did not loi­ter, be­cause loi­ter­ing would at­tract at­ten­tion to him­self. He

    walked right to the slid­ing front door, shoved it open, and tossed in a tear-​gas grenade.




    He wait­ed for the gas to clear and then barged in, his au­to­mat­ic held steadi­ly be­fore

    him.




    The house was emp­ty. At first Smith thought he might have made a mis­take. Then he no­ticed

    there was no fam­ily scroll in the tra­di­tion­al par­lor al­cove. No Japanese lived in this

    house.




    There was a small ex­plo­sives fac­to­ry in the bed­room. Smith rec­og­nized the

    ma­te­ri­als be­cause dur­ing the war he had worked with the Nor­we­gian un­der­ground.

    Ex­plo­sives were his spe­cial­ty.




    Smith found a street map of down­town Tokyo, with sev­er­al dif­fer­ent routes marked on it

    in red ink. The routes led to a build­ing that Smith, with a shock, rec­og­nized as the

    Dai-​Ichi Build­ing-​the head­quar­ters of Gen­er­al Dou­glas MacArthur and the oc­cu­pa­tion

    gov­ern­ment.




    Smith hur­ried out to the street and flagged down a bash­ca, one of the taxis that, dur­ing

    the hard war years, had been con­vert­ed to burn wood in­stead of gaso­line.




    As he hec­tored the driv­er in­to go­ing faster, he won­dered if even Kon­rad Blut­sturz was

    stub­born enough to at­tempt to blow up the Amer­ican oc­cu­pa­tion head­quar­ters four vears

    af­ter the war had been lost.




    Smith knew lit­tle about Blut­sturz. His su­pe­ri­ors had told him he was the head of a

    se­cret Nazi cell placed in the U.S. be­fore the war. The cell had been in­tend­ed as a

    re­serve force that would take con­trol over the Unit­ed States gov­ern­ment if Ger­many

    con­quered Eu­rope and head­ed for Amer­ican shores.




    Bi­ut­sturz had fled the U. S. and kept one step ahead of the FBI. His trail had been lost

    un­til in­for­mants had tipped the oc­cu­pa­tion that a Ger­man had made con­tact with Japanese

    mil­itant hold­outs in Tokyo it­self and was plan­ning to fo­ment pub­lic sen­ti­ment against

    what so far had been a peace­ful oc­cu­pa­tion.




    Smith’s job was to lo­cate Blut­sturz and cap­ture him or elim­inate him. As the basha

    de­posit­ed him in front of the im­pos­ing Dai-​Ichi Build­ing, Smith prayed he would not be

    too late.




    Smith iden­ti­fied him­self at the greet­ing desk. “Smith, Harold,” he said, show­ing his

    iden­ti­fi­ca­tion. “I’ve been cleared by SCAP.”




    And just as he turned, he saw Kon­rad Blut­sturz walk­ing in.




    Blut­sturz did not know Smith, but he knew the ex­pres­sion on Smith’s face when he saw

    it.




    Smith drew his weapon and iden­ti­fied him­self again. Kon­rad Blut­sturz did not run out

    the front door, al­though it would have been the sane thing to do. He plunged in­to the

    el­eva­tor.




    Smith’s first shot missed. The sec­ond dent­ed the clos­ing el­eva­tor door. See­ing that

    the el­eva­tor cage was sink­ing to­ward the base­ment lev­el, he took the stairs.




    In the base­ment, Harold Smith de­cid­ed not to take Kon­rad Blut­sturz alive. The man had

    been car­ry­ing a brief­case. Smith was cer­tain it con­tained an ex­plo­sive or in­cen­di­ary

    de­vice.




    It was dark. There were no win­dows. Smith paused, hold­ing his breath, lis­ten­ing.




    The sound was the faintest of clinks. A toe strik­ing a piece of coal or bro­ken glass.




    Smith fired at the sound.




    A roar­ing fire lit the base­ment, and in the fire a man danced, scream­ing. Scream­ing in a

    lung-​rip­ping way that Smith, hard­ened by wartime con­flict, had nev­er heard be­fore.




    Smith’s first thought was to put a bul­let through the man to end his death ag­onies, but

    the fire-​it was on­ly that and not an ex­plo­sion-​was creep­ing along the floor car­ried by a

    volatile liq­uid pro­pel­lant.




    Smith ran to get help, the sound of those screams forc­ing him to cov­er his ears. . . .




    Smith awoke as the cap­tain an­nounced the de­scent in­to Mi­ami In­ter­na­tion­al Air­port.

    He bare­ly heard the cap­tain’s tin­ny voice. He could still hear the screams of Kon­rad

    Blut­sturz echo­ing down forty years of mem­ory.




    The fire in the Dai-​Ichi Build­ing had been ex­tin­guished and then hushed up. Kon­rad

    Blut­sturz had been pulled from the base­ment, cling­ing to life, his skin slid­ing off in

    charred patch­es where the res­cue team had to touch it.




    Smith was on an Air Force trans­port with­in a day of the in­ci­dent, his work done.

    Dig­ging back through the lay­ers of mem­ory, he could not re­call if he had ev­er heard that

    Blut­sturz had lived. He had al­ways as­sumed not. Ob­vi­ous­ly, Blut­sturz had. Some­how,

    sym­pa­thiz­ers must have spir­it­ed him out of the mil­itary hos­pi­tal in Tokyo. An

    em­bar­rass­ing se­cu­ri­ty lapse that was no doubt al­so bushed tip, Smith thought

    bit­ter­ly.




    As the plane touched down, Smith thought how none of those oth­er deaths-​those of the

    four­teen Harold Smiths who had died in his stead-​would have hap­pened had he not iden­ti­fied

    him­self to Kon­rad Blut­sturz in­stead of just gun­ning him down in the Dai-​Ichi foy­er. And

    he vowed to com­plete the job he had left un­fin­ished in Tokyo near­ly four decades ago.




    “En­joy your stay in Mi­ami,” the stew­ardess told Smith as he de­planed.




    “Yes,” Harold W. Smith said grim­ly. “I shall.”


  




  

    Chapter 29




    Il­sa Gans strug­gled with the arm. It was heavy. She dragged it across the floor to where

    Kon­rad Blut­sturz lay, be­cause the bed would not sup­port his weight. Not with two legs of

    bright ti­ta­ni­um, each leg weigh­ing over three hun­dred pounds.




    “This may hurt,” she warned him.




    “Pain does not mat­ter now,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, and his face squeezed up tight­ly as

    Il­sa forced the jut­ting im­plant in­to the sock­et re­ceiv­er. She threw the tiny switch that

    pow­ered the arm.




    The legs al­ready hummed with that qui­et pow­er that caused the short hairs along her arms

    to rise.




    “You’re all hooked up,” Il­sa said, step­ping back. “Are you sure you want to go through

    with this?”




    “Smith will not waste time,” said Kon­ra­cl Blut­sturz, hoist­ing his up­per body to a

    sit­ting po­si­tion. His shoul­der ached where the im­plant stressed the bone. “He could be

    here at any hour. I must be ready for him.”




    With an­oth­er ef­fort, he curled the legs, stiff like the fore­limbs of a pray­ing man­tis,

    and climbed up­right. On his feet, he swayed drunk­en­ly.




    “You don’t look too steady.” Il­sa said doubt­ful­ly. “The sta­bi­liz­ers will steady me.

    Quick­ly, the blade.”




    “Here,” said Il­sa, care­ful­ly car­ry­ing the curved sick­le with the edge point­ed away

    from her. Kon­rad Blut­sturz held his arm out while she hooked it up.




    “I hope it holds,” she said.




    With his good hand, Kon­rad Blut­sturz forced the blade in­to the re­cess of his ti­ta­ni­um

    fore­arm. It clicked in­to place. And held.




    “Good,” he said.




    Il­sa looked doubt­ful. “I still think we could have killed him at Fol­croft.”




    “No. This is bet­ter. There is his fear for the safe­ty of his wife. This will be more

    sat­is­fy­ing. Be­sides, at Fol­croft he had many guards at his com­mand. Here he will have no

    one.”




    “Don’t you think you should put some­thing on? I mean, your, um, thing is hang­ing out and

    ev­ery­thing.”




    “I am proud of my new body, Il­sa.”




    “Is it re­al? I mean, can it-“




    “Can it do ev­ery­thing a re­al one can?” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “It is a rub­ber

    pros­the­sis. I can re­lieve my­self stand­ing up now, not sit­ting like a wom­an. It is al­so

    in­flat­able,”




    “Will it, like, feel like a re­al one?” Il­sa asked. She couldn’t take her eyes off it.




    “What dif­fer­ence does it make, my Il­sa?” he asked, ad­vanc­ing on her. “You have nev­er

    felt a re­al one in­side you.”




    Il­sa shrank back to the wall of the cab­in. The rau­cous cries of Ev­er­glades birds echoed

    eeri­ly in the swamp out­side. The mug­gy heat fil­tered in through the win­dows, which had

    been sealed for many months.




    “Shouldn’t we wait?” asked Il­sa in a scared voice. “I mean, I want to and all. You know I

    do. But right now? You’re still weak.”




    “I have ached for you, Il­sa,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, crowd­ing her against the wall.

    “Ev­er since you were a child, I have ached for you, your smooth skin, your youth­ful

    flesh.”




    “My par­ents didn’t like you.”




    “They were in my way. Now they are in the past.”




    “In your way! What do you mean?”




    “Fool­ish girl. They were not mur­dered by oth­ers. I elim­inat­ed them. Be­cause I want­ed

    you, be­cause I need­ed you.”




    “You!” Il­sa cried, shocked. And even be­fore the tears be­gan, she start­ed to scream and

    pound her small fists against the bare, scarred chest of the man she had be­lieved in for so

    many years. “You lied to me! You killed them. Not the Jews, not Smith, you!”




    Il­sa stopped scream­ing when the blue hand took her by the throat and be­gan to

    squeeze.




    When she slipped to the floor, Kon­rad Blut­sturz looked at her still form for a long

    mo­ment of re­gret. “Il­sa,” he whis­pered. “I did not mean to hurt you.” When she did not

    an­swer, he be­gan to in­flate him­self. Death would not rob him of his prize.




    Dr. Harold W. Smith cut pow­er to the air­boat. There was an islet ahead, tan­gled with

    man­grove growth. The wa­ter split in two di­rec­tions around it. He did not know which way to

    go.




    Smith had rent­ed the boat in Flamin­go and sent it across a flat ex­panse of swamp grass

    un­til he had reached the man­grove swamp. The air was heavy, and al­li­ga­tors sunned

    them­selves in the black mire at the edge of the in­creas­ing num­ber of is­lands cov­ered with

    man­grove and moss-​draped trees. De­spite the cli­mate, Smith still wore his gray suit, his

    Dart­mouth tie knot­ted tight at the throat. A brief­case lay at his feet.




    Smith chose right and kicked on the great pro­pelling fan which whirred in­side a

    pro­tec­tive cage di­rect­ly be­hind the pi­lot’s seat.




    A hun­dred yards ahead, Smith saw the cab­in. It looked de­sert­ed. Smith cut pow­er and let

    the flat­bot­tomed boat glide to the hump of an is­land. An egret flashed by through the close

    dark trees.




    From out of the silent swamp came a voice. A now-​fa­mil­iar voice. Smith tensed.




    “There have been four great mo­ments in my life, Dr. Smith,” the voice called out.




    Smith did not reach for the au­to­mat­ic in his shoul­der hol­ster. He did not want to

    be­tray the fact that he was armed. Not yet.




    “The first great mo­ment was in Berlin, when Hitler him­self se­lect­ed me for the work in

    Amer­ica,” the voice called.




    Smith looked about care­ful­ly. The growth was thick. The voice didn’t seem to be com­ing

    from the cab­in. “The sec­ond great mo­ment was when I first sat in a wheelchair. You might

    think, Harold W. Smith, that sit­ting in a wheelchair is not a mo­ment of cel­ebra­tion, but

    com­pared with what I had been through, a wheelchair was glo­ry.”




    “I pre­fer to see who I’m speak­ing to,” said Harold Smith.




    “The third great mo­ment was achieved when I stood erect for the first time in forty years,”

    the voice of Kon­rad Blut­sturz went on. “But you will see what you have wrought soon enough,

    Smith.”




    “Where is my wife?” Smith de­mand­ed. He kept his voice un­der con­trol. But he did not feel

    un­der con­trol. He felt rage. “You of­fered me the chance to say good­bye to her. I claim that

    right.”




    “And the fourth great mo­ment lies just be­fore me. It is the in­stant when I take your

    throat in my hard left hand and squeeze the life from it. I hope it is a long mo­ment for I

    have wait­ed very long for it.”




    A fig­ure emerged from the growth. Smith saw Kon­rad Blut­sturz. His left arm gleamed

    un­nat­ural­ly, and as Smith watched, a curved blade of met­al snapped out; its glit­ter­ing

    blade ran along the back of the blue-​col­ored hand, pro­trud­ing in a wicked point past the

    point­ed met­al fin­ger­tips.




    Cy­borg, thought Smith. Was it pos­si­ble?




    Kon­ra, Blut­sturz crushed his way to the mossy bank, and Smith watched the shiny

    ar­ti­fi­cial legs sink in­to the spongy earth al­most up to the an­kles. And he knew.

    Some­how, it all linked to­geth­er, Blut­sturz, the neb­uliz­er and Re­mo and Chi­un.




    But there was no time for Smith’s log­ical mind to con­nect all the pieces to­geth­er,

    be­cause sud­den­ly Kon­rad Blut­sturz was grow­ing.




    Tiny whirrings came from the man-​ma­chine’s bion­ic knees. They spun, crank­ing out

    un­fold­ing pan­els of ti­ta­ni­um and push­ing the leg sec­tions up­ward.




    When Kon­rad Blut­sturz had gained two feet of height, he stepped in­to the still wa­ters

    and ad­vanced on Smith’s boat like a metal­lic trav­es­ty of a stork.




    “My wife,” Smith said.




    “You will nev­er see her again,” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz. And he bared his teeth. It was not

    a grin. It was some­thing that mixed plea­sure and pain.




    Smith switched the big fan to life and sent the boat surg­ing at the un­gain­ly wad­ing

    thing.




    “Id­iot!” Blut­sturz yelled, throw­ing his arms be­fore his face.




    Smith jumped from the boat be­fore it struck.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz wob­bled slight­ly–on­ly slight­ly-​and sick­led off a cor­ner of the

    boat’s flat snout. The craft took on wa­ter and be­gan to sink.




    Smith, scram­bling up the mushy bank, plunged to­ward the cab­in.




    “Where are you?” he called.




    Be­hind him, the croak­ing voice of Kon­rad Blut­sturz laughed mock­ing­ly.




    The body was nude be­low the waist. Some­one had shoved the pants down about the

    an­kles.




    Smith saw that it was Il­sa, the blond nurse he had met at Fol­croft. She was dead. His

    heart in his mouth, he ran from room to room. He found noth­ing, no one. The cab­in was

    emp­ty.




    “Where is she?” he said to him­self. “My God, where is she?”




    Re­mo came to the fork in the swamp creek and asked Chi­un, “Right or left?”




    “Left,” said Chi­un firm­ly.




    Re­mo sent the air­boat skim­ming down the left-​band chan­nel. The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju

    stood at the head of the craft like a bizarre fig­ure­head. He wore a Hawai­ian shirt over duck

    pants, be­cause ev­ery­one in the Ev­er­glades set­tle­ments wore them.




    “I still think we should be help­ing Smith in­stead of run­ning around like this,” Re­mo

    com­plained.




    “Smith told you he did not wish our help,” said Chi­un. “He is the em­per­or. His word is

    law.”




    “If this place is emp­ty, I vote we turn back for Fol­croft.”




    “You turn back,” said Chi­un. “I will re­main to await the com­ing of the man-​ma­chine,

    Blood­suck­er, should he re­turn.”




    The left chan­nel end­ed in an emp­ty cul-​de-​sac. “You were wrong,” Re­mo point­ed

    out.




    “I was not wrong,” said Chi­un huffi­ly. “I sim­ply was not ab­so­lute­ly right.”




    “Same dif­fer­ence,” said Re­mo, turn­ing the boat around.




    “Lis­ten!” Chi­un said sud­den­ly. “I hear some­thing.” Re­mo shut off the mo­tor and heard

    a voice fil­ter through the sun-​dap­pled trees.




    “Smith! Harold W. Smith!” the voice screeched.




    “It is him,” said Chi­un. “Blood­suck­er.”




    “Through those trees,” said Re­mo, send­ing the craft pil­ing on­to a bank. They jumped out

    and flashed through the un­der­growth as if they had ma­chetes at­tached to their bod­ies.




    On the oth­er side of the bank, they found the right hand chan­nel. Stand­ing in it, the

    deep wa­ter not even reach­ing his hips, was Kon­rad Blut­sturz.




    “Smith.” Blut­sturz called.




    “Hold, abom­ina­tion!” cried the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. Kon­rad Blut­sturz heard the voice and

    half-​turned. One leg lift­ed and moved. stork­like, and he piv­ot­ed to face the new

    threat.




    “So,” he said. “You have found me.”




    Re­mo start­ed in­to the wa­ter. Chi­un pulled him back. “Wait. Let him come to us.”




    “Okay, Lit­tle Fa­ther. You call it,” said Re­mo. He shift­ed off to one side so that he and

    Chi­un pre­sent­ed sep­arate tar­gets.




    “Smith,” cried Kon­rad Blut­sturz as he ad­vanced. “Harold Smith. Come out and see the

    vengeance I mete out to my en­emies.”




    “Is he re­fer­ring to our Smith?” asked Chi­un.




    “I don’t think so,” said Re­mo, who changed his mind when a fa­mil­iar fig­ure in gray stuck

    his head out of the near­by cab­in.




    “Smit­ty,” Re­mo called. “What are you do­ing here?”




    “That thing kid­napped my wife.”




    “You know each oth­er?” said Kon­rad Blut­sturz, sur­prise fill­ing his blood­less face.




    “Don’t you know?” said Re­mo cool­ly. “We work for him. We’ve been on­to you from the

    start.”




    “For Smith? All along?” Blut­sturz turned to face Smith. “I have been stalk­ing you and you

    sent these two af­ter me? Amaz­ing. You are more re­source­ful than I ex­pect­ed, Harold

    Smith.”




    “For­get Smith,” said Re­mo. “You have to deal with us first.”




    Chi­un called to Smith, “Look in the cab­in, Em­per­or Smith. The de­vice we seek may be in

    there.”




    Smith dis­ap­peared in­side.




    “He is out of the way, good,” said Chi­un. “Let us show this near­ly dead thing how Sinan­ju

    deals with its en­emies.”




    “I’ll see what I can do, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said as Kon­rad Blut­sturz reached their

    moss bank. Blut­sturz lift­ed a leg. It broke through a chunk of earth and slipped back in­to

    the tea-​col­ored wa­ter.




    “What?” won­dered Kon­rad Blut­sturz, dumb­found­ed. “He can­not leave the wa­ter,” Chi­un

    told Re­mo. “Too heavy. “




    “Now,” said Re­mo.




    Re­mo took the left, com­ing in on an in­side line-​the tra­di­tion­al Sinan­ju path for

    close-​quar­ters fight­ing-​and the flash­ing blade rose to meet him. Chi­un cut in on the

    right, tak­ing the out­side-​line ap­proach.




    “I will kill you,” howled Kon­rad Blut­sturz, and chopped down with the wicked blade.




    Re­mo twist­ed out from un­der it and jabbed a stiff fin­gered blow at, not the met­al arm,

    but the flesh of the stump above it.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz let out a scream of deep agony. He duck-​walked back from the bank as if

    his legs were be­ing pulled by in­vis­ible strings.




    Chi­un kicked out a san­daled toe and caught one met­al leg as Blut­sturz hopped back. The

    leg buck­led, then re­cov­ered me­chan­ical­ly. Blut­sturz’ tor­so twist­ed like a scoop of ice

    cream on top of a tip­ping sug­ar cone.




    “The leg ma­chines move on their own,” Chi­un called to Re­mo in Ko­re­an.




    “Gotcha,” said Re­mo. He plunged in­to the wa­ter. Chi­un fol­lowed him in.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz, hold­ing his bleed­ing stump of a shoul­der, stepped back, cir­cling on

    one leg like a gi­ant com­pass draw­ing a cir­cle. He peered in­to the brown wa­ter. He saw

    noth­ing. He looked for air bub­bles, but odd­ly, there were none. Did these two not breathe

    air? Then one of his legs quiv­ered from a blow-​the right. Yelling, Kon­rad Blut­sturz lashed

    out, kick­ing. Wa­ter splashed fu­ri­ous­ly. He was like a wad­er who sud­den­ly dis­cov­ers a

    poi­sonous jell­fish be­tween his knees. He kicked. He howled. But his ti­ta­ni­um legs

    con­nect­ed with noth­ing.




    “Peek­aboo,” said a squeaky voice be­hind him. He turned. It was the Ori­en­tal.




    “Come and get me,” taunt­ed Chi­un.




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz did not come and get Chi­un. He stepped back. And felt both legs lock. He

    strained, but some­thing kept his legs from mov­ing. Some­thing in the wa­ter. Of course, the

    young one. Re­mo.




    “I can have him tip you in­to the wa­ter,” said Chi­un. “He has you by both legs. If you

    fall, as heavy as you are, you will drown.”




    “No!” screamed Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “I will not be cheat­ed. Not af­ter forty years. Smith!

    Smith! Call them off, Smith. Face me like a man. I dare you to face me, Smith,”




    Harold Smith emerged from the cab­in. He was strug­gling with the neb­uliz­er. Its wheels

    kept sink­ing in­to the mud­dy ground.




    “Don’t kill him,” Smith called. “He’s the on­ly one who knows where my wife is.”




    The sound of Smith’s voice car­ried un­der­wa­ter, where Re­mo held Kon­rad Blut­sturz’

    stiff legs in place. He climbed to the sur­face like a man climb­ing two poles, with­out

    re­leas­ing ei­ther ti­ta­ni­um leg.




    When he cleared the wa­ter, Re­mo asked, “What do I do, Lit­tle Fa­ther?”




    “Do not lis­ten to Smith,” said Chi­un in Ko­re­an. “We have Blood­suck­er where we want him

    now.” Blut­sturz swung at Re­mo, but his arm was too short. He raged inar­tic­ulate­ly. Re­mo

    shook the legs vi­olent­ly in an­noy­ance. Blut­sturz groaned.




    “But you heard Smith,” Re­mo said. “This guy knows where Mrs. Smith is.”




    “Em­per­ors’ wives can be re­placed,” re­tort­ed Chi­un. “This thing must be ex­tin­guished

    now be­fore he caus­es more harm.”




    “I thought you al­ways taught me to obey an em­per­or,” Re­mo re­mind­ed him.




    “You obey your em­per­or,” said Chi­un, “af­ter you obey your Mas­ter.”




    “Maybe I can do both,” Re­mo said, yank­ing hard. Kon­rad Blut­sturz felt him­self

    twist­ing, tip­ping. He fell hard, his up­per body crash­ing in­to the man­grove growth. He

    clawed at the sol­id ground, re­tract­ing his legs be­hind him.




    Re­mo and Chi­un climbed up af­ter him, but Blut­sturz was al­ready on his feet when they

    reached him.




    “It will be hard­er now,” Chinn snapped at Re­mo.




    “Smith wants him alive,” Re­mo said. “He gets him alive. “




    Kon­rad Blut­sturz flailed wild­ly at both men with his ti­ta­ni­um blade. They ducked his

    blows, twin blurs of un­stop­pable mo­tion. Each time he swung, the swing passed right through

    them. Or seemed to. He knew they were not hu­man. But then, nei­ther was he any­more.




    And each time he missed, they would send a tor­ment­ing blow to his naked tor­so, where he

    was vul­ner­able, “He is weak­en­ing,” said Chi­un in Ko­re­an.




    “I have an idea,” said Re­mo. “Try kick­ing a leg out from un­der him.”




    “It will do no good,” said Chi­un, aim­ing for the right leg. The leg gave be­fore his

    light­ning blew. For a half-​sec­ond Kon­rad Blut­sturz was poised on one long leg; then the

    oth­er found its foot­ing, con­trolled by com­put­er­ized in­ter­nal sta­bi­liz­ers.




    “See?” said Clri­un.




    “Try again,” said Re­mo, cir­cling be­hind the tow­er­ing, sweat­ing fig­ure.




    Chi­un struck again. This time Re­mo al­so kicked. Both kicks moved with the strik­ing

    pow­er of a pis­ton. Both aimed at the pre­cise same point-​the leg sec­tion be­low the

    col­lapsi­ble knee joint.




    The leg, touched by the kick of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, re­treat­ed with mi­cro­pro­ces­sor

    speed.




    And col­lid­ed in­to Re­mo’s strik­ing toe.




    Ti­ta­ni­um parts col­lapsed, spit­ting off in all di­rec­tions. Kon­rad Blut­sturz

    stag­gered, his maimed leg wav­ing crazi­ly, seek­ing foot­ing and sta­bil­ity.




    Like a fan­tas­tic liv­ing tree, Kon­rad Blut­sturz fell, rav­ing, to the ground.




    “Smith!” he yelled. “I will not be cheat­ed! We are not done yet!”




    And he wasn’t. Kon­rad Blut­sturz threshed like the ma­chine he was, chew­ing up plants and

    send­ing clods of swamp muck in­to the air.




    “Stay back, Lit­tle Fa­ther. He’s still dan­ger­ous.”




    “I know,” said the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    “Re­mo! Chi­un! Stand clear,” Harold Smith called from the cab­in door.




    “What?” shout­ed Re­mo.




    “I said stand clear.” When they moved out of the way, Smith trig­gered the neb­uliz­er.




    On the ground, the churn­ing me­chan­ical limbs of Kon­rad Blut­sturz be­gan to wa­ver and

    blur. What had been hard metal­lic joints threw off globs of cold slag, melt­ed, and ran.




    In a mat­ter of an in­stant, the dried husk that was the hu­man part of Kon­rad Blut­sturz

    flopped in a liq­uid pud­dle that was drib­bling down the bank and in­to the wa­ter.




    With a sav­age cry, Blat­sturz pushed free of the pool of ti­ta­ni­um and scram­bled at

    Harold Smith. He hopped on the stumps of his legs in a hor­ri­ble mock­ery of hu­man

    lo­co­mo­tion, keep­ing his body up­right with his one arm.




    Harold Smith saw the thing bear­ing down on him, and it was like be­ing at­tacked in a

    night­mare. What was now Kon­rad Blut­sturz was less than three feet tall, but over and over

    again he cried one word in a voice that sent the al­li­ga­tors plung­ing in­to the safe­ty of

    the wa­ter for miles around. “Smith! Smith! Smith!”




    And Harold W. Smith, shak­en by the ha­tred that an­imat­ed the thing creep­ing to­ward him,

    was forced to shoot.




    He pumped two bul­lets in­to Blut­sturz’ hob­bling form, but even that did not stop him.




    The third bul­let did. It slammed Blut­sturz in­to a low som­er­sault.




    Smith drew close to the bleed­ing body that was a head and a tor­so and not much more, his

    au­to­mat­ic shak­ing in his fist-​the same au­to­mat­ic he had car­ried in Tokyo.




    “My wife,” Smith de­mand­ed. “Where is she?”




    “Dead,” croaked Kon­rad Blut­sturz. “Dead. I am re­venged in that at least. Re­venged.”




    And Smith, hor­ror rid­ing his fea­tures, fired a last bul­let in­to Blut­sturz’ head.




    “I’m sor­ry, Smit­ty,” Re­mo told him.




    Smith stood with a stupid ex­pres­sion on his face. “Dead,” he said weak­ly. “She’s

    dead.”




    “We will scour these Ev­er­glades,” cried Chi­un. “We will re­cov­er the body of the

    em­per­or’s wife so that she may be buried with hon­or.” And he kicked the corpse in spite.




    “No,” said Harold Smith. “No. Just . . . just take me back to Fol­croft. Please.”


  




  

    Chapter 30




    Dr. Harold W. Smith walked stiffly in­to his of­fice. It was late at night, and out­side the

    pic­ture win­dow a heavy snow was falling.




    “Are you sure you want to stay here?” Re­mo asked gen­tly. “Wouldn’t you rather be

    home?”




    “There is noth­ing there for me any­more,” Smith said dul­ly, drop­ping in­to his

    age-​cracked leather chair. “Fol­croft is my home now.”




    Smith got out the red phone and wait­ed while the line au­to­mat­ical­ly rang an iden­ti­cal

    phone in the bed­room of the Pres­ident of the Unit­ed States.




    Af­ter a mo­ment, Smith spoke.




    “My re­port, Mr. Pres­ident. I re­gret to in­form you that Fer­ris D’Orr is dead. Mur­dered

    by kid­nap­pers…. Yes, it is re­gret­table. My per­son did all he could. How­ev­er, the

    neb­uliz­er is se­cure and we have elim­inat­ed the per­sons re­spon­si­ble. There will be no

    more dif­fi­cul­ty from that quar­ter.”




    Smith paused, lis­ten­ing. Fi­nal­ly he said, “Thank you for un­der­stand­ing, Mr.

    Pres­ident,” and hung up.




    “I don’t get you, Smit­ty,” said Re­mo. He had been want­ing to ask him a ques­tion, but

    dur­ing the flight back, Smith had in­sist­ed, for se­cu­ri­ty rea­sons, on not sit­ting with

    them on the plane. “That was your wife we left back there. Why wouldn’t you let us hunt for the

    body?”




    “And how would I have re­port­ed her death?” asked Smith bit­ter­ly. “Any po­lice in­quiry

    would au­to­mat­ical­ly in­clude ques­tion­ing me. They would ask for my where­abouts on the

    day of the mur­der. They would place me in Flori­da and then what would I tell them? CURE’s

    se­cu­ri­ty would have been jeop­ar­dized.”




    “Is the or­ga­ni­za­tion so im­por­tant that you couldn’t take the risk?” Re­mo asked.




    “CURE is all I have now,” Smith said tone­less­ly.




    “How will you ex­plain away her dis­ap­pear­ance?” won­dered Re­mo.




    “I’ll think of some­thing.”




    “Where’s Chi­un?” asked Re­mo sud­den­ly. “I thought he was right be­hind me.”




    “I saw him talk­ing to a guard on the way in. Why don’t you go to him, Re­mo? I would

    pre­fer to be alone just now.”




    “Yeah, I know how it is.”




    “No, you do not,” Smith said flat­ly.




    Be­fore Re­mo could leave, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju breezed in­to the room. He was not

    alone.




    Smith looked up, shock melt­ing the hag­gard­ness of his fea­tures in­to sur­prised joy.




    “You’re alive!”




    “Oh, Harold.” said Mrs. Smith, run­ning in­to his arms. “It was aw­ful. I met one of your

    nurs­es. She took me to the most hor­ri­ble man. He said he knew you. They tied me up and I

    thought they were go­ing to kid­nap me or some­thing like that. The last thing I re­call was

    ask­ing for some wa­ter and then I woke up in a dark room filled with gar­den tools. I thought

    I was go­ing to starve to death un­til this kind gen­tle­man found me.”




    “Where? How?” asked Re­mo in Ko­re­an.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju beamed. “Em­per­or Smith gave up too eas­ily. On the way in, I spoke

    to a guard. Smith’s se­cu­ri­ty is too tight. All leav­ing ve­hi­cles are searched. No one

    could have spir­it­ed out a kid­napped wom­an be­yond these walls. So I looked around Fortress

    Fol­croft un­til I found a wom­an who looked like she would be mar­ried to Smith.”




    Re­mo nod­ded in un­der­stand­ing. “Where was she?”




    “In the base­ment.”




    “Good go­ing, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    Harold Smith re­leased his wife from the grip that threat­ened to crush her.




    “Please wait out­side, dear,” he said qui­et­ly. “I must speak to these men in pri­vate.

    I’ll be with you di­rect­ly.”




    “Hur­ry, Harold,” said Mrs. Smith. She smiled at the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, her res­cuer, in

    grat­itude and slipped out of the room.




    Smith cleared his throat nois­ily. “Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, I can’t thank you enough. Ask

    any­thing.”




    Chi­un bowed. “I ask on­ly that I be al­lowed to con­tin­ue in your gen­er­ous em­ploy for

    the du­ra­tion of our con­tract. “




    “Done,” said Smith.




    “Hey!” cried Re­mo. “I thought we were go­ing to dis­cuss this.”




    “We just have,” said Chi­un placid­ly.




    “I didn’t get a word in edge­wise.”




    “Can I help it if you are slow on the up­take? Per­haps the leisure­ly pace of life in

    Sinan­ju has dulled your for­mer­ly quick re­flex­es.”




    “You old pi­rate,” said Re­mo. “What am I go­ing to do now?”




    “You can re­turn to Sinan­ju and await my pos­si­ble re­turn,” said Chi­un. “Or you can

    demon­strate your strength of char­ac­ter and de­lay your re­turn un­til I am free to

    ac­com­pa­ny you.”




    “I am pre­pared to let you re­join the or­ga­ni­za­tion, Re­mo,” Smith in­ter­ject­ed. “I’m

    very grate­ful to you both.”




    Re­mo paced the floor. “Noth­ing do­ing! Christ, Chi­un, you al­ways have to do this to

    me!”




    “I do not know what he is talk­ing about, Em­per­or,” Chi­un con­fid­ed to Smith. “He has

    not been him­self since the en­gage­ment. I think it is the pre­mar­riage jit­ters. Per­haps

    Re­mo is not yet ready to set­tle down.”




    “I’m ready to set­tle down,” Re­mo said. “You’re just not ready to let me set­tle down. All

    right, all right, I’ll make you both a deal.”




    Chi­un cocked his aged head to one side. “Yes?” he asked.




    “You’re stuck work­ing for Smith for the next year. Right?”




    “Not stuck,” said Chi­un. “Priv­ileged.”




    “I’ll stick around. But just for one year. And I’m not work­ing for Smith. I’m strict­ly

    along for the ride. On­ly to see that you don’t get in­to trou­ble. Un­der­stand?”




    “Yes,” said Smith.




    “Per­fect­ly,” said Chi­un hap­pi­ly. He clapped his hands to­geth­er in undis­guised glee.

    “Oh, it will be just like old times.”




    “Now that that is straight­ened out,” said Dr. Harold W. Smith, “will you both please leave?

    Se­cu­ri­ty, you know. And I want to take my wife home.”




    Re­mo stared up at the ceil­ing.




    “It’s go­ing to be a long year,” he sighed.




    “Let us hope,” added Chi­un.
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