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  CHAPTER ONE




  

    He was known through­out Greece as The-​Tree-​That-​Would-​Not-​Fall, but his re­al name was

    Miros. His arms were as big around as most men’s legs, and his thighs were as thick as a

    horse’s throat. He was forty-​four years old, but he had tast­ed nei­ther wine nor wom­an and

    the lumpy mus­cles of his stom­ach jut­ted through his skin like half-​sub­merged stones

    rip­pling the sur­face of a slow-​mov­ing stream.




    He was a hero, not on­ly in his own vil­lage of Ares-​tines but through­out all Greece.

    Still, as a child, his life had been ded­icat­ed to the glo­ri­fi­ca­tion of the great god Zeus

    who, leg­end said, had be­gun the Olympic games in a bat­tle against a less­er god for

    pos­ses­sion of the plan­et Earth; so, in­stead of liv­ing the life of an hon­ored wastrel with

    a mar­ketable skill, Miros lived a life nor­mal to Arestines. Ev­ery day he went down in­to the

    cav­erns and brought up gi­ant buck­ets of coal for the peo­ple of his vil­lage, to help warm

    them against the chill Aegean win­ters. The on­ly break from this rou­tine, day in, day out,

    sum­mer and win­ter, was his vis­it to a fer­tile Greek plain ev­ery four years, to de­fend his

    Olympic wrestling ti­tle.




    Now he was at­tempt­ing to win his sixth ti­tle. He knew that that was as many as Mi­lo of

    Cro­ton had won a cen­tu­ry be­fore . . . and Miros of Arestines al­lowed him­self the

    sat­is­fac­tion of hop­ing that four years hence, he would be back to win his

    sev­enthOlympic crown. No man had ev­er done that. It would be a record that would live

    for many years, long af­ter Miros him­self had turned to dust and his im­mor­tal spir­it had

    been swept up to live with Zeus for­ev­er on Mount Olym­pus.




    Miros sat on the earth in­side his tent and shook his head to clear it of such thoughts.

    Be­fore he could cel­ebrate win­ning sev­en cham­pi­onships, he had bet­ter make sure he won

    the sixth. And there were his knees to wor­ry about.




    He had just be­gun to wrap the thin linen straps around his right knee when a man en­tered

    the tent. The man was tall and thin and his face pale and pink, an un­usu­al look in this

    vil­lage, which had been peo­pled for the last week by ath­letes from all over Greece, stur­dy

    men, nut-​brown from work­ing in the sun.




    “Wor­ried about your knees, Miros?” the thin man said. He was in his six­ties, and he showed

    his years, and as Miros looked up at him, he re­al­ized sad­ly that Plinates was old. Plinates

    had been the head of the Coun­cil of El­ders ev­er since Miros had been a boy, and now the thin

    man had grown old in the ser­vice of the vil­lage. Miros was glad he did not have to work with

    his head, but la­bored in­stead with his arms and legs and back. Plinates looked as if he were

    go­ing to die soon.




    Miros grunt­ed no re­ply at all.




    Then he re­al­ized that was rude and he said, “I am ded­icat­ed to the ser­vice of Zeus, but

    when he cre­at­ed men, he could have giv­en a lit­tle more thought to their knees.”




    Miros spoke slow­ly and con­tin­ued wrap­ping his right knee with the linen ban­dage. “No

    mat­ter how big a man may grow, he has ex­act­ly the same knees as a lit­tle man. It does not

    seem to me to make much sense.” He added quick­ly, “But of course, Zeus does not con­fide his

    plans to me.”




    Plinates grunt­ed and sat on a cush­ion across from Miros as the dark-​haired gi­ant

    con­tin­ued to wrap. First sev­en strips of linen from left to right. Then four strips of

    linen, ver­ti­cal­ly, along the length of the leg. Then four more strips from right to left.

    Fi­nal­ly, thin linen laces to hold the ban­dage in place. Then the left knee.




    “I have seen your op­po­nent,” Plinates said. “He looks very strong.”




    “He is very strong,” Miros said. “Ot­to­nius is very strong. But he is a boy and I am a

    man.”




    “You were not much more than a boy when first you were vic­to­ri­ous here,” Plinates said.

    “One must be­ware of boys. They call this one The Knife.”




    “In these games, I am wary of ev­ery­one,” Miros said with­out look­ing up. “That is why I

    wrap my knees.”




    “Per­haps it is the year that The Knife will chop down The-​Tree-​That-​Would-​Not-​Fall,”

    Plinates said.




    Miros looked up quick­ly. If Plinates had not been the head of the Coun­cil of El­ders and

    the best friend of Ms late fa­ther, he would have told the old­er man to leave the tent. But

    that would be dis­re­spect­ful. He looked back down and re­sumed wrap­ping his left knee.




    “Per­haps you are not ready,” Plinates said.




    “Not ready?” Miros said. It al­most seemed as if Plinates was taunt­ing him. “Not ready?

    To­day, Plinates, I could wres­tle the world and win. Not ready?” He laughed, a heavy, deep

    laugh that filled his bar­rel chest with air.




    “That is too bad,” Plinates said.




    Miros looked up in sur­prise, drop­ping his linen wrap­pings to the dirt of the tent

    floor,




    “Be­cause to­day you are go­ing to lose,” the old­er man said. His pale blue eyes stared

    calm­ly at Miros, and the wrestler searched them for the sign of thejest he was sure must

    come. But there was no jest. Plinates was se­ri­ous.




    “What are you talk­ing about?” Miros said.




    “You are go­ing to lose to­day. The Coun­cil of El­ders has de­creed it.”




    “For­tu­nate­ly,” Miros said, “the coun­cil’s ways are not my ways and coun­cil edicts have

    very lit­tle to do with wrestling.”




    “That is true,” Plinates said. “This edict has noth­ing to do with wrestling. It has to do

    with gov­ern­ment and with war. You will lose.”




    “But why?” Miros asked. He still did not un­der­stand. “So Ot­to­nius of Kuristes is strong.

    And he is young. But he is al­so ar­ro­gant and fool­ish and he spends his life loose­ly on

    wom­en and wine. He will nev­er beat me.”




    “True enough,” Plinates said. “But nev­er­the­less he will win.”




    “How?” Miros asked.




    “Be­cause you will let him,” Plinates said.




    Miros rose to his feet an­gri­ly, the sound in his throat noth­ing so much as a growl. A

    less­er man would have fled the tent at the sight of the ex­pres­sion on his face. But Plinates

    nei­ther moved nor showed emo­tion.




    “You may thank Zeus that you were my fa­ther’s friend,” Miros said soft­ly. His dark eyes

    flashed anger, and the cords in his neck stretched at their cov­er­ing of skin. His big fists

    clenched and un­clenched.




    “Yes. I was your fa­ther’s friend and I am your friend. But I am al­so the Chief El­der of

    the vil­lage of Arestines and that is my re­spon­si­bil­ity, even more than friend­ship.”




    “Yes,” Miros said. “And our vil­lage has been fight­ing the vil­lage of Kuristes for five

    years and now we have a truce for these games and then to­day I will beat Ot­to­nius of

    Kuristes and to­mor­row we will be atwar again with Kuristes. Just as we al­ways have. I

    fight for our vil­lage and our hon­or.”




    “How many have died in these five years of fight­ing?” Plinates asked.




    “I don’t know. I leave count­ing to politi­cians.”




    “Two hun­dred and six,” Plinates said. “And now, if I tell you that you have it in your

    pow­er to save per­haps an­oth­er two hun­dred? Or four hun­dred? That you have it in your

    pow­er to end this war? That you alone can make your vil­lage the vic­tor? Then what do you

    say?”




    “I say I am a wrestler,” Miros said.




    “And I say you are the son of a fa­ther who gave his life for the vil­lage of Arestines. Do

    you de­ny the val­ue of what he did?”




    And slow­ly Miros sat down on the dirt of the tent floor. He kicked away the linens with

    which he had been wrap­ping his left knee. He would not need them this day. He knew that and

    the truth lay in his stom­ach, as black and as hard as a gi­ant lump of the Arestines coal he

    had mined for the past thir­ty years.




    That af­ter­noon, Miros of Arestines met Ot­to­nius of Kuristes in the fi­nal cham­pi­onship

    match of Olympic wrestling. The hot Greek sun had coat­ed both their bod­ies with sweat as they

    faced each oth­er across the twen­ty-​foot rect­an­gle that had been scored in the earth of the

    plain, formed where the Qadeus and the Alpheus flowed to­geth­er.




    Ot­to­nius was as tall as Miros, but he was as blond and fair-​skinned as Miros was dark.

    Miros had seen Ot­to­nius pin his op­po­nents in four oth­er match­es, and he knew the young

    man was skill­ful. But he al­so knew that he was stronger than Ot­to­nius and faster and that

    he took bet­ter care of his body. What had Plinates said? That Miros wasn’t ready? Not ready?

    He could pin a hun­dred like Ot­to­nius this day.




    Ot­to­nius sneered at Miros and the old­er man won­dered if Ot­to­nius knew what Miros had

    been askedto do. Then he saw Ot­to­nius glance down to­ward Miros’s dark and heavy

    gen­itals, and de­cid­ed Ot­to­nius knew noth­ing, ei­ther about Plinates’ de­mand or about

    gen­itals. If gen­ital heft were the mea­sure of a wrestler, then sure­ly the bull of the

    fields would be the great­est wrestler of all.




    The au­di­ence qui­et­ed as the ref­er­ee sig­nalled time and the two naked wrestlers moved

    war­ily to­ward each oth­er in the cen­ter of the twen­ty-​foot square. As they cir­cled, Miros

    saw that Ot­to­nius moved im­prop­er­ly to his right. The blond man stayed clas­si­cal­ly high

    on his toes, but when he moved to his right, he put too much of his weight on that foot and

    came down off his toes. It was not much but it was enough.




    The two wrestlers came to­geth­er and locked hands. Miros took two steps to his right,

    forc­ing Ot­to­nius to cir­cle to his right to keep fac­ing his op­po­nent. Miros felt

    Ot­to­nius’s steps. One. Two. Just as Ot­to­nius plant­ed his weight again on his right foot,

    Miros threw his own weight back to the left, fell on­to his back, plant­ed his right foot in

    Ot­to­nius’s bel­ly and tossed the big blond up in the air, over his head. Ot­to­nius land­ed

    on his back with a thump. Dust ex­plod­ed in the air as his body hit. Be­fore he had a chance

    to scram­ble to his feet, Miros was on him. He wrapped his arms around the blond man’s

    neck.




    “Don’t you ev­er sneer at me, you son of a Kuristes dog,” Miros hissed in the younger man’s

    ear. Ot­to­nius strug­gled fierce­ly to free him­self from the head lock, but his move­ments

    just seemed to bur­row his head and neck deep­er in­to Miros’s gi­ant arms.




    “You move like an ox,” Miros hissed soft­ly. “That is why you lie here like a sheep for

    shear­ing.” He tight­ened his hold around Ot­to­nius’s throat, and the man from Kuristes tried

    to kick up in­to the air with his feet so his weight would slide his sweaty head out of Miros’s

    arms. But the ma­neu­ver failed.




    “And you wres­tle like a wom­an,” Miros said. “Icould hold you like this un­til you go

    to sleep. Or I could just sim­ply move my arms and snap your neck. Do you un­der­stand?”




    Ot­to­nius tried to wrig­gle loose. Miros tight­ened his hold still more and twist­ed his

    body slight­ly side­ways so that his weight put pres­sure on Ot­to­nius’s neck. The blond could

    feel his head start­ing to pull away from his spine.




    “I said, do you un­der­stand?” Miros de­mand­ed.




    “Yes,” Ot­to­nius said. “Yes.”




    “Very well,” Miros hissed. “Now, you gi­ant clod, I am go­ing to let you go with­out killing

    you, but try to wres­tle well enough to make it look be­liev­able. Kick out with your feet

    again.”




    Ot­to­nius kicked both feet up in­to the air. This time Miros loos­ened his grip and

    Ot­to­nius slid out from his arms. As the younger man scram­bled to his feet, Miros dove across

    the ground at him. He made him­self come up inch­es short. He lay on his face in the dirt. He

    felt Ot­to­nius jump on­to his back and wrap his arms around Miros’s throat.




    “Why?” Ot­to­nius asked as he low­ered his face to­ward Miros’s ear. “Why did you do

    that?”




    “I don’t know,” Miros said. “Per­haps I just wasn’t ready to­day.” He let Ot­to­nius hold

    him for a rea­son­ably long time be­fore he raised his hand in sur­ren­der. Ot­to­nius stood

    up, raised his hands over his head in a ges­ture of vic­to­ry, then reached down to help Miros

    to his feet.




    Miros got up by him­self. “I don’t need your help, you pea­cock,” he hissed. The au­di­ence

    still sat silent­ly, stunned by the swift­ness of the vic­to­ry, but they cheered min­utes

    lat­er when Ot­to­nius re­ceived the gold medal on a chain. Miros stood along­side his

    op­po­nent and praised Ot­to­nius’s strength and quick­ness. Ot­to­nius praised Miros’s skill

    and called him the great­est cham­pi­on of all time. It made Miros feel good, but not good

    enough.




    Back in his tent, Miros found a small bag that Plinates had left. In it were six gold

    pieces. It was a for­tune, de­signed to make Miros feel bet­ter about los­ing. He went to the

    riv­er and threw the gold pieces in.




    Ot­to­nius led his del­ega­tion of ath­letes home that night to their vil­lage of Kuristes.

    He had al­ready for­got­ten the pe­cu­liar cir­cum­stances of his vic­to­ry that af­ter­noon,

    and he swag­gered at the head of the ath­letes’ line like Achilles march­ing around the walls

    of Troy. As they neared the walls of Kuristes, the oth­er ath­letes lift­ed Ot­to­nius on­to

    their shoul­ders. It was the sig­nal the vil­lagers had wait­ed for.




    Us­ing heavy ham­mers, they be­gan to chop a hole in the wall sur­round­ing their vil­lage,

    be­cause the tra­di­tion that had come down through the ages said: with such a great cham­pi­on

    in our midst, who needs for­ti­fi­ca­tions to de­fend against en­emies? It was a tra­di­tion as

    old as the Olympic games them­selves, said to have come from the land of the gods far across

    the seas.




    The Kuristes ath­letes stopped in front of the hole in the wall. On a hill­top, a hun­dred

    yards away, the dark-​haired Miros of Arestines sat and watched, shak­ing his head sad­ly,

    fi­nal­ly un­der­stand­ing.




    Ot­to­nius pos­tured in front of the wall, march­ing back and forth, in­spect­ing the hole.

    Up on the hill, Miros could hear his voice com­plain­ing.




    “I have van­quished Miros of Arestines,” Ot­to­nius bel­lowed. “Is this tiny lit­tle crack

    what you think I de­serve?”




    Even as he spoke, men with ham­mers made the hole in the wall wider and high­er. Fi­nal­ly,

    it was large enough for Ot­to­nius to pass through with­out stoop­ing. The oth­er ath­letes

    fol­lowed him. Soon dark­ness cov­ered the land, but in­side the vil­lage, fires burned and

    there were sounds of singing and danc­ing.




    All night, Miros sat on the hill­top watch­ing. The noise stopped two hours be­fore

    day­break. Then, as he had ex­pect­ed, he saw a group of men, dressed in full bat­tle gear,

    scur­ry­ing over a hill to­ward the vil­lage.




    That would be Plinates lead­ing the men of Ares-​tines, Miros knew. The troop passed

    unchecked through the hole in the wall of Kuristes. Soon, screams rent the air that had

    re­sound­ed with mu­sic on­ly a few hours be­fore. By dawn, the vil­lage of Kuristes had been

    slaugh­tered down to the last man, in­clud­ing Ot­to­nius, Olympic cham­pi­on wrestler.




    On the hill­top, Miros stood. He sighed heav­ily, thought of all the dead in­side the

    vil­lage of Kuristes, and wiped a tear from his eye. The Olympic games had been made an

    in­stru­ment of war and pol­itics, he re­al­ized, and they would nev­er again be the same.




    It was tune to go back home and get to work in the mines. He walked away and in­to the dim

    mists of Olympic his­to­ry.




    The les­son he had learned-​to keep pol­itics out of the games-​would be large­ly heed­ed

    un­til, twen­ty-​five cen­turies lat­er in a city called Mu­nich, a gang of bar­bar­ians would

    de­cide to make a po­lit­ical point by killing in­no­cent young ath­letes. The world’s hor­ror

    and re­vul­sion at this act was short-​lived, and soon the ter­ror­ists were the adopt­ed

    dar­lings of the left-​look­ing, and oth­ers thought to copy their tac­tics-​in a city called

    Moscow. In a coun­try called Rus­sia. In the 1980 Olympic games.




    Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu liked to be called “pres­ident” and “king” and “em­per­or” and “ruler for

    life” of what he vowed would one day be the uni­fied African na­tion that would suc­ceed South

    Africa and Rhode­sia on the world’s maps. He cer­tain­ly did not like to be called “Jim.”




    In def­er­ence to this pref­er­ence, Flight Lieu­tenantJack Mullin, late of Her

    Majesty’s Roy­al Air Force, did not call Mkom­bu Jim. He called him “Jim Bob,” which he knew

    Mkom­bu did not like, but which he was sure Mkom­bu would pre­fer to Mullin’s pri­vate name for

    him, which was “pig.”




    That this last name had a sol­id ba­sis in fact was re­in­forced for Mullin when he walked

    in­to Mkom-​bu’s of­fice in a small build­ing hid­den in­side the jun­gle, just across the

    Zam­bia bor­der. The en­tire desk top in front of Mkom­bu was cov­ered with food, and the food

    was cov­ered with flies. This did not dis­cour­age Mkom­bu, who ate with both hands,

    shov­el­ling food in­to his face and swal­low­ing any of it that did not man­age to drop on­to

    his bare chest. Flies and all.




    Mkom­bu waved a grease-​cov­ered hand at Mullin as he en­tered the of­fice. In the same

    mo­tion, he picked up a bot­tle of wine, took a long swal­low di­rect­ly from the bot­tle, then

    of­fered the bot­tle to the Briton.




    “No, thank you, sir,” Mullin said po­lite­ly, con­trol­ling his face tight­ly so that the

    re­vul­sion he felt did not show on his face.




    “Well, then, eat some­thing, Jack­ie. You know I hate to eat alone.”




    “You seem to have been do­ing a pret­ty good job of it,” Mullin said. Mkom­bu glared at him

    and Mullin reached out and picked up a piece of chick­en be­tween right thumb and fore­fin­ger.

    With luck, he could nurse this chick­en lump through­out the en­tire meet­ing and then go back

    to his own cot­tage where he kept a sup­ply of Amer­ican canned foods, which was all he ev­er

    ate in the jun­gle.




    Mkom­bu smiled when he saw Mullin pick up the chick­en, but he kept star­ing un­til the

    En­glish­man took a small bite and be­gan, re­luc­tant­ly, to chew. Mkom­bu nod­ded.




    “You know, Jack­ie, if you keep killing my men, I’m not go­ing to have any left to fight my

    war with.”Mullin sat in a chair fac­ing the desk and crossed his legs. He was not a large

    man, stand­ing on­ly five-​foot-​sev­en and weigh­ing 150 pounds, but men did not of­ten

    un­der­es­ti­mate him twice.




    “If they keep chal­leng­ing my au­thor­ity, they’ll keep get­ting killed. It keeps the rest

    of them in line.”




    “Can’t you just hit them on the head or some­thing? That’ll get their at­ten­tion. Must you

    kill them?” Mkom­bu wiped his greasy hands on the front of his dashi­ki shirt. Then, as an

    af­terthought, he be­gan pick­ing the food from his sparse bril­loed chest hair and pop­ping

    pieces of the de­bris in­to his mouth. Mullin looked away, through the win­dow, out to­ward the

    clear­ing that was the main jump­ing-​off point for Mkom­bu’s Peo­ple’s Demo­crat­ic Army of

    Rev­olu­tion­ary Lib­er­ation.




    “They don’t un­der­stand hits on the head,” Mullin said. “They un­der­stand get­ting killed.

    If I can’t do that, Jim Bob, one day they’ll run off and leave you and we’ll be with­out an

    army.”




    “But the man you killed was bet­ter than any oth­er three men I had.”




    Mullin sighed, re­mem­ber­ing how easy it had been to kill the six-​foot-​six, 260-pound

    sergeant. Mullin had re­moved his .45 au­to­mat­ic, his pi­lot’s cap, and his black

    met­al-​framed glass­es. As he reached over to place his glass­es care­ful­ly on the ground

    atop his hat, the big man’s eyes had fol­lowed him, and Mullin had kicked out with his left

    foot and with the hard heel of his boot stove in the oth­er man’s Adam’s ap­ple. The fight was

    over be­fore it had be­gun. To make sure, when the man dropped, Mullin had smashed in the man’s

    tem­ple with the steel-​tipped toes of his high reg­imen­tal boots.




    “If he was bet­ter than any oth­er three men, we are in deep trou­ble, Jim Bob. He was slow

    and stupid. A sol­dier can­not be a sol­dier with­out a brain. The size of the army

    doesn’t win a war. Dis­ci­pline, and at least enough brains to fol­low or­ders, do.”




    Mkom­bu nod­ded. He had fin­ished polic­ing his chest and again wiped his hands on his

    shirt. “You are right, of course, which is why I am pay­ing you so gen­er­ous­ly to be my chief

    of staff.”




    He smiled and Muf­fin smiled back. Un­der­pay­ing me, Muf­fin thought, but he was

    sat­is­fied that his time would come. Pa­tience was al­ways re­ward­ed.




    Mkom­bu rose from be­hind his desk and said, “Well, stop killing ev­ery­body for a while.”

    And then, as if to halt any fur­ther dis­cus­sion, he said quick­ly, “To the busi­ness at

    hand.”




    “Which is?”




    Mkom­bu clasped his hands be­hind his back and leaned for­ward slight­ly at the waist. “The

    Olympic Games,” he said.




    “What event are you en­ter­ing?” Muf­fin asked. “In­ter­na­tion­al pie-​eat­ing?”




    Mkom­bu stood up straight be­hind the desk. He was on­ly two inch­es taller than Muf­fin but

    out­weighed him by more than a hun­dred pounds. His shirt was cov­ered with food stains, and a

    glob of grease glis­tened in his gray­ing black beard. He smiled and Muf­fin saw gold and

    sil­ver glis­ten­ing in­side the pink cav­ern of his mouth.




    “If I did not know bet­ter, Jack­ie, I would think you don’t like me,” Mkom­bu said.




    It was a di­rect chal­lenge and Muf­fin backed off, con­tent that the day would come when he

    would make his move, but it would not be just yet.




    “Just jok­ing, Jim Bob,” he said.




    “Fine. You joke all you want. Why don’t you eat that chick­en in your hand?”




    He watched as Muf­fin brought it to his mouth and took an­oth­er re­luc­tant bite.




    “All right,” Mkom­bu said. “Now the Olympics.”




    “What about them?”




    “The ath­letes from South Africa and Rhode­sia may not be per­mit­ted to com­pete.”




    “So what,” Mullin said with a shrug.




    “It seems that might make both coun­tries an­gry.”




    “Cor­rect,” Mullin said. “How does it con­cern us?”




    “We are go­ing to make what hap­pened at Mu­nich in 1972 seem like a pic­nic.” He looked up

    and Mullin nod­ded. The En­glish­man knew the game. Mkom­bu would make short state­ments and

    Mullin would have to prod him with hows and whys and what-​fors un­til the sto­ry was

    com­plete­ly out. It fed Mkom­bu’s ego to have the British­er con­tin­ual­ly ask for

    clar­ifi­ca­tion of his state­ments.




    “How?” Mullin said.




    “We are go­ing to kill the ath­letes of one of the com­pet­ing coun­tries and place the

    blame on some white ter­ror­ist group from South­ern Africa.”




    Mullin took off bis glass­es and in­spect­ed them in the light. He could play games too. He

    slow­ly re­placed the glass­es on the bridge of his nose and asked, “What for?”




    “Once the deed is done in the name of the South­ern African Some­bod­ies for Some­thing, the

    world will crack down on South Africa and Rhode­sia. It will open the door for us.”




    “It didn’t seem to work that way with the Pales­tini­ans. Ev­ery­body seems to have

    for­got­ten that they killed chil­dren at Mu­nich. Why should they get up­set about South

    Africa or Rhode­sia?”




    “Be­cause South Africa and Rhode­sia are an­ti-​Com­mu­nist,” Mkom­bu said. “That

    guar­an­tees that world opin­ion against them will be vi­cious and un­for­giv­ing. The

    Pales­tini­ans did not have that hand­icap.”




    Mullin nod­ded. “Might work,” he said. “How many ath­letes will we be killing?”




    “From this one coun­try, ev­ery sin­gle one. All of them,” Mkom­bu an­swered with ob­vi­ous

    plea­sure.




    “And how will we ac­com­plish this?”




    “That, my dear Jack, is what I pay you so hand­some­ly for. Fig­ure it out. Nat­ural­ly, we

    will be is­su­ing threats in ad­vance so we can be­gin turn­ing pub­lic opin­ion against the

    white regimes. The mass mur­der will be the fi­nal touch.”




    “A min­imum force, of course,” Mullin said.




    “Of course. The few­er peo­ple who know about it or are in­volved in it, the bet­ter.” He

    sat back down again. Al­most with­out di­rect­ing it, his hand moved to­ward a piece of beef. A

    fly moved away as his hand closed in.




    “One prob­lem,” Mullin said. “Your Rus­sian friends. How are they go­ing to like your

    mess­ing up their Olympics?”




    “If you do your job well, they will nev­er know it was us,” Mkom­bu said.




    “All right,” Mullin said. He stood and tossed the piece of chick­en with the two small nips

    tak­en out of it back on­to the desk. Mkom­bu, he was sure, would eat it lat­er. Waste not,

    want not. He start­ed to the door.




    “You for­got some­thing,” Mkom­bu said as Mul-​lin’s hand turned the door knob.




    “Yes?”




    “Don’t you want to know the coun­try whose ath­letes we will be killing?”




    “It’s not re­al­ly im­por­tant, Jim Bob, but go ahead. What coun­try?”




    “A ma­jor pow­er,” Mkom­bu said.




    “Very good,” Mullin said. He re­fused to ask which one.




    “In fact, the world’s most ma­jor pow­er.”




    “What­ev­er you wish, sir,” said Mullin.




    “The Unit­ed States of Amer­ica, Jack. The Unit­ed States of Amer­ica.”




    Mullin nod­ded im­pas­sive­ly.




    “I want all their ath­letes dead,” Mkom­bu said.




    “What­ev­er you want, Jim Bob,” Mullin said.


  




  

    CHAPTER TWO




    His name was Re­mo and he nev­er played games. So in­stead of climb­ing up the side of the

    Hef­fer­ling Build­ing in Chica­go as he would have if stealth had been re­quired, he walked in

    the front door, off North Michi­gan Street, just a wolf-​whis­tle away from the Play­boy

    build­ing. He walked past the guard to the bank of el­eva­tors in the back.




    As he wait­ed for the el­eva­tor, Re­mo won­dered how much en­er­gy it con­sumed to car­ry

    peo­ple to the high­er floors. He thought that peo­ple would be much bet­ter off if they

    walked, and it would help solve the en­er­gy short­age too. He thought about run­ning up the

    four­teen floors to the of­fice of Hu­bert Hef­fer­ling, pres­ident of the Hef­fer­ling

    en­er­gy group, as his per­son­al con­tri­bu­tion to solv­ing the en­er­gy cri­sis.




    Then he re­mem­bered why he was there and de­cid­ed he was mak­ing a big enough

    con­tri­bu­tion to Amer­ica’s en­er­gy prob­lems, and when the el­eva­tor came and opened its

    door, he stepped in­side.




    Re­mo did not care about heat­ing oil short­ages or gas short­ages be­cause he did not own a

    house or a car. But there were peo­ple who did care, and it was for these peo­ple that Re­mo

    Williams was go­ing to kill a man he had nev­er met.




    He walked past the re­cep­tion­ist in­side the suite of of­fices on the four­teenth floor

    and pre­sent­ed him­self to Hef­fer­ling’s pret­ty young sec­re­tary.




    “I’ve come to dec­imate Mis­ter Hef­fer­ling. Is he in?” Re­mo said.




    The sec­re­tary’s name was Mar­sha. She was equipped with a full range of re­torts for

    peo­ple who want­ed to both­er Mr. Hef­fer­ling about the gas short­age or the oil

    short­age-​par­tic­ular­ly the gas short­age-​but when she looked up, all the re­torts be­came

    lodged in her throat.




    Not that Re­mo was ex­cep­tion­al­ly hand­some, but he had dark hair and high cheek­bones

    and deepset dark eyes that seemed to riv­et her to her chair. He was about six feet tall and

    thin, ex­cept for his wrists which were like toma­to cans.




    Mar­sha opened her mouth to speak, closed it, opened it and closed it again. She got that

    feel­ing in her stom­ach that she got when she saw dint East­wood hi the movies.




    “Sir?” she man­aged to sput­ter.




    “Hef­fer­ling. I’ve come to dec­imate him. Where is he?”




    “Of course, sir. I’ll an­nounce you. May I have your name please?” she asked and hoped he

    would give her his ad­dress and tele­phone num­ber too and won­dered why this lean, dark man

    made her feel so … so … well, out­right raunchy.




    “Tell him that Ev­ery­man is here to see him,” Re­mo said.




    “Of course, sir. Mr. Ev­ery­man.”




    He leaned clos­er to her and said, “But you can call me Ev.”




    “Ev. Yes, sir. Of course. Ev. When can I call you Ev?”




    “Any­time,” Re­mo said.




    “Tonight? Right now?”




    “First Hef­fer­ling,” Re­mo said.




    “Right.” She de­pressed the switch on the in­ter­com, nev­er re­mov­ing her eyes from

    Re­mo’s. He smiled and she felt her­self blush.




    “Yes, Mar­sha?” a voice crack­led over the speak­er, Re­mo leaned near­er her and lis­tened

    in.




    “Uh, Mr. Hef­fer­ling, there’s a Mr. Ev­ery­man here to see you, sir,” she told her

    em­ploy­er.




    “Ev­ery­man? What the hell kind of-? Does he have an ap­point­ment?”




    Re­mo smiled and nod­ded his head and as if hers were at­tached to his, Mar­sha be­gan

    nod­ding too and she lied to her boss and said, “Yes, sir. He does. Some­thing about dec­imals,

    I think.”




    “Dec­imals? What-? Oh, crap, send him in.”




    “Yes, sir.” She clicked off the in­ter­com and told Re­mo, “You can go in.”




    “Thank you. Your name’s Mar­sha?”




    “Yes. And I live alone,” she said, the words com­ing out in a rush.




    “I’d like to talk to you when I come out of Mr. Hef­fer­ling’s of­fice. You still be

    around?”




    “Ab­so­lute­ly. I’ll be here. I’ll wait. I won’t go any­where. Promise. I’ll be right

    here.”




    “Good. Wait for me.”




    “I will. I promise.”




    She buzzed Re­mo in­to Harold Hef­fer­ling’s of­fice. He waved to her be­fore

    en­ter­ing.




    When the door closed be­hind him, he looked at the man seat­ed at the desk.




    “You Hef­fer­ling?” Re­mo asked.




    The man was frown­ing at his ap­point­ment book.




    “I knew it,” he said tri­umphant­ly. “You don’t have an ap­point­ment, Mis­ter

    What­ev­er-​your-​name-​is. How much did you give that bitch to let you in? I’ll fire her ass

    right out of this build­ing, boobs or no boobs.”




    Re­mo walked to­ward the desk and the man be­hind it stood up. Harold Hef­fer­ling was in

    his for­ties and kept him­self in ex­cel­lent shape. At six-​feet-​two and two hun­dred pounds,

    most of it mus­cle, he had even tak­en some karate lessons since the gas short­age, because

    peo­ple who rec­og­nized him on the street some ​tunes gave in to their deske to take his head

    off, over their frus­tra­tion about gas short­ages. Ap­par­ent­ly, his stand­ing up was meant

    to in­tim­idate the small­er Re­mo.




    “You,” he said, point­ing. “Out the same way you came in and take that piece of fluff out

    there with you.” Re­mo reached out and took Hef­fer­ling’s in­dex fin­ger be­tween his own

    right in­dex fin­ger and thumb and told the big­ger man, “Don’t point. It’s not po­lite.”




    Al­though he had no deske to sit down, Harold Hef­fer­ling did and abrupt­ly. He looked at

    his fin­ger. It did not hurt but it seemed to have had some­thing to do with his sit­ting

    down.




    “Who the hell are you?” he de­mand­ed of Re­mo.




    “I told your sec­re­tary,” said Re­mo as he perched on the edge of Hef­fer­ling’s desk. “I

    am Ev­ery­man. I speak for Ev­ery­man. If I opened my shirt, you would see a big red ‘E’

    tat­tooed on my chest and it would stand for Ev­ery­man.”




    “You’re nuts,” Hef­fer­ling said. Sud­den­ly, for a mo­ment, he was fright­ened. The man was

    ob­vi­ous­ly a lu­natic, maybe one whose brain had gone soft from spend­ing too many hours in

    too many gas lines un­der too much hot sun. He de­cid­ed to take a soft­er tone. “Well, what do

    you want, Ev­ery­man? Some­thing about dec­imals?”




    “No,” Re­mo said. “She got that wrong. I said I want­ed to dec­imate you. But I don’t want

    you to think I’m un­rea­son­able. So first you tell me why you make this gas short­age worse

    and then I’ll de­cide whether I’m go­ing to kill you or not.”




    Hef­fer­ling’s mouth dropped open. He made a sound that sound­ed like “glah, glah.” He tried

    again and it came out clear­er. “Kill, kill?”




    “Just once,” Re­mo said. “Kill.”




    “You are nuts,” Hef­fer­ling said. “Stark, rav­ing mad.”




    “Mad? We’re all mad. We’re mad be­cause we have to sit on gas lines, be­cause peo­ple are

    killing peo­ple on gas lines and the on­ly line you see is the one at the bank when you

    de­posit your mon­ey. Mad? Sure. We’re fed up and we’re not tak­ing it any­more.” Re­mo smiled.

    He had heard that line in a movie and al­ways want­ed to use it.




    “But you’re wrong. Dead wrong.” Hef­fer­ling paused and re­con­sid­ered the phrase. “I mean,

    you’re wrong. There is a short­age and it’s the fault of the Arabs, not me. Hon­est, Mr.

    Ev­ery­man.”




    “You can call me Ev,” Re­mo said.




    Hef­fer­ling was sweat­ing. He closed his eyes as if he were try­ing hard not to cry.




    “Look, Ev, you just don’t un­der­stand.”




    “Ex­plain it to me,” Re­mo said.




    “Will you please let me talk?” Hef­fer­ling screamed. He jumped to his feet. Re­mo won­dered

    if the room was sound­proof.




    “Sit down,” he ad­vised. Hef­fer­ling blinked rapid­ly, con­vinc­ing him­self that he didn’t

    have to sit down if he didn’t want to. Af­ter all, whose of­fice was it and who did this

    Ev­ery­man think he was? Re­mo touched his chest and he sat down.




    “Okay now, go ahead,” Re­mo said. “Ex­plain.”




    Hef­fer­ling’s eyes rolled as if on the in­side of his eye­lids was writ­ten what he should

    say. What could he tell this mad­man?




    “Look, it’s true. Some peo­ple are mak­ing this short­age worse.” That was good, he thought.

    It was the truth. He had read some­where that you shouldn’t lie to a crazy man. Maybe if he

    told him the truth that he want­ed to hear, then, maybe this nut would be­lieve ev­ery­thing he

    told him. Re­mo re­ward­ed this the­ory with a smile.




    “These peo­ple buy up oil on the spot mar­ket butthen they hold it, wait­ing for

    prices to go high­er be­fore they sell it in this coun­try. They asked me to join them, but

    when I heard about it, I walked out. I wouldn’t have any­thing to do with that. I said their

    plan was un-​Amer­ican.”




    Re­mo nod­ded. “Good for you,” he said. “And you wouldn’t have any­thing to do with it.”




    “That’s right.”




    “Be­cause it was un-​Amer­ican.”




    “Right. Right.”




    “And you are a loy­al Amer­ican.”




    “I am.”




    “And you don’t care one bit about mak­ing a few ex­tra mil­lion dol­lars.”




    “Right. I don’t.”




    “Come on, Hef­fer­ling,” Re­mo said re­proach­ful­ly.




    “It’s the truth.”




    “That’s your de­fense? That’s sup­posed to stop me from killing you?”




    Hef­fer­ling stared at him. Slow­ly his face re­laxed in­to a smile.




    “I get it. This is a joke, isn’t it? You were paid to do this, right? Kind of like a pie in

    the face. Paid for it, right?”




    Re­mo shrugged. “Ac­tu­al­ly, I was. But, see, that’s the work I do.”




    “What is? Pies? Threats?”




    “No,” Re­mo said, and be­cause it no longer made any dif­fer­ence, he told Hef­fer­ling the

    truth. How a young Newark po­lice­man named Re­mo Williams had been framed for a mur­der he

    didn’t com­mit, was sent to an elec­tric chair that didn’t work, and was re­vived and

    re­cruit­ed to work for a se­cret crime-​fight­ing or­ga­ni­za­tion named CURE. And he told

    him, too, how Re­mo Williams had learned the se­crets of Sinan­ju, an an­cient Ko­re­an house

    of as­sas­sins, and hi learn­ing them had be­come some­thing more than just a man. Some­thing

    spe­cial.




    When Re­mo was done, he looked at Hef­fer­ling’s face but saw on­ly con­fu­sion there.

    No­body ev­er un­der­stood.




    “Any­way, Hef­fer­ling, up­stairs tells me what is what here. I don’t even use gas. But they

    tell me you have five tankers of oil tied up in Puer­to Ri­co some­where and you’re wait­ing

    for prices to go up and then you’re go­ing to sell the oil in Amer­ica. Mean­while, peo­ple are

    wait­ing in gas lines. This is what up­stairs tells me and they tell me I should do some­thing

    about it.”




    “Like what?” asked Hef­fer­ling.




    “Like kill you.”




    “Wait now,” Hef­fer­ling plead­ed in pan­ic. “I’ve got more to tell you. A lot more.

    Wait.”




    “Tell it to the an­gels, Hu­bert.” Re­mo leaned for­ward, tapped once with his knuck­les and

    Hef­fer­ling sat back in his chair. Re­mo picked up the man’s right hand, and dropped it on­to

    the ta­ble with a thud. A dead thud.




    “That’s the oil biz, sweet­heart,” Re­mo told the body.




    He walked around the desk, pulled a blank sheet of pa­per from the top left cor­ner of

    Hef­fer­ling’s desk, and found a Flair mark­er in the dead man’s in­side jack­et pock­et. In

    black, he wrote across the sheet of pa­per. With a piece of Scotch tape, he at­tached the

    pa­per to Hef­fer­ling’s fore­head, first wip­ing away the per­spi­ra­tion with a piece of the

    man’s desk blot­ter.




    He fold­ed Hef­fer­ling’s hands across his lap. At the door, he turned back to sur­vey his

    work. There was Hef­fer­ling’s body, sit­ting up neat­ly. On the pa­per dan­gling from his head

    was writ­ten:




    DON’T TREAD ON ME. SUCH IS THE VENGEANCE OF EV­ERY­MAN.




    When Re­mo walked back out­side, Mar­sha turned anx­ious­ly to­ward the door. When she saw

    him, she smiled. There it is again, she thought, that feel­ing in the pit of her stom­ach.




    “Hi, Mar­sha,” Re­mo said.




    “Hel­lo. You want­ed to . . . talk to me?”




    “Ac­tu­al­ly, no, Mar­sha. I want­ed to kiss you.”




    She felt her­self get­ting dizzy as he bent over her and placed a hand be­tween her

    shoul­der and her neck. She wait­ed anx­ious­ly for his lips to touch hers. She thought she

    felt his breath on her fore­head and then there was a gen­tle pres­sure on her throat and she

    felt noth­ing more.




    Re­mo placed her head gen­tly on her desk, cradling it on her arms. When she woke, she would

    feel fuzzy and dazed and find it dif­fi­cult to re­mem­ber what had hap­pened in the last

    half-​hour. Lat­er, she would tell po­lice that she had fall­en asleep with her head on her

    desk and had dreamed about a man, but she could not de­scribe him, ex­cept to say that he made

    her stom­ach feel fun­ny.




    “I think your head is fun­ny,” one of the cops would growl, but he would write in his

    re­port, “No wit­ness to Hef­fer­ling mur­der.”




    Re­mo walked back to his ho­tel room, strolling past the Play­boy Club, where he waved at

    peo­ple sit­ting near the win­dows and yelled at them that they ought to be play­ing

    rac­quet­ball, in­stead of drink­ing so ear­ly in the day.




    Back at his room, he walked up to an aged Ori­en­tal who sat in a lo­tus po­si­tion in the

    mid­dle of the car­pet­ed floor. Re­mo said, “I am Ev­ery­man. Be­ware my vengeance.” He

    point­ed his in­dex fin­ger to­ward the ceil­ing for em­pha­sis.




    The Ori­en­tal rose in one smooth mo­tion, like smoke es­cap­ing from a jar, and faced

    Re­mo. The old man was bare­ly five feet tall and had nev­er seen ahun­dred pounds. At

    the sides of his head, white wisps of hair flit­ted out from his dried yel­low skin.




    “Come, my son, and sit,” he said to Re­mo, guid­ing the young man force­ful­ly to the couch.

    Re­mo didn’t want to sit down. The old man gen­tly touched his chest and Re­mo sat down.




    The old man shook his head and said sad­ly, “I have been ex­pect­ing this.”




    “Ex­pect­ing what, Chi­un?” Re­mo asked.




    “The strain of learn­ing the tech­niques of Sinan­ju has fi­nal­ly driv­en you mad. It is my

    fault. I should have known that a white man could not stand the strain for­ev­er, even with my

    ge­nius to guide him. It is like try­ing to pour an ocean in­to a cup. Even­tu­al­ly the cup

    must crack. You have cracked. But re­mem­ber this, Re­mo, be­fore they come to take you away:

    you did well to last this long.”




    “Come on, Chi­un. It was a joke.”




    Chi­un had re­turned to the lo­tus po­si­tion and ap­peared to be pray­ing for Re­mo’s

    mem­ory, his hands fold­ed across the lap of his pur­ple ki­mono.




    “Chi­un, stop it. I’m not crazy. It was just a joke.”




    “A joke?” Chi­un said, look­ing up.




    “Yes. A joke.”




    Chi­un shook his head again. “Worse than I feared. Now he jokes with the teach­ings of the

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju?”




    “Come on, Chi­un, stop fool­ing around.”




    “My heart is bro­ken.”




    “Chi­un“




    “My spir­it is low.”




    “Chi­un, will you“




    “My stom­ach is growl­ing.”




    The car­toon light­bulb flashed on over Re­mo’s head. “Oh, crap. I for­got your

    chest­nuts.”




    “Don’t apol­ogize, please,” Chi­un said. “It is noth­ing, re­al­ly. I couldn’t ex­pect you

    to re­mem­ber a sickold man’s re­quest, when you had the chance of frol­ick­ing with

    those rab­bits.”




    “What rab­bits?”




    “At that palace of evil.”




    Re­mo scrunched up his face, try­ing to re­mem­ber what Chi­un was talk­ing about. “Oh.

    They’re bun­nies, not rab­bits.”




    “I will pray for your sal­va­tion.”




    “Chi­un, I promise you, I didn’t even walk past that place.”




    Chi­un snort­ed. “The promise of a white man who al­so promised to bring home

    chest­nuts.”




    “The promise of a stu­dent of a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, of the great­est Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,”

    Re­mo said.




    “I will be­lieve you for all we have meant to each oth­er,” Chi­un said.




    Re­mo stood up, bowed from the waist and said, “I thank you, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    Chi­un waved a hand mag­nan­imous­ly. “You are for­giv­en. Now go buy my chest­nuts.”


  




  

    CHAPTER THREE




    When the threat to the Unit­ed States Olympic team ar­rived at the of­fice of the Olympic

    com­mit­tee, it was im­me­di­ate­ly brought to the of­fice of R. Wat­son Dot­ty, head of the

    com­mit­tee.




    He was, how­ev­er, oth­er­wise oc­cu­pied. He had heard that there was a swim­mer in Sier­ra

    Leone who had ac­cept­ed a free pair of bathing trunks from a swim­suit man­ufac­tur­er, and

    Dot­ty was try­ing to pin down the ru­mor so he could de­mand the ath­lete’s ban­ish­ment from

    the up­com­ing Moscow games. It was Dot­ty’s feel­ing that no one in the world but him knew the

    dif­fer­ence be­tween am­ateur and pro­fes­sion­al, and he was ded­icat­ed to keep­ing the

    dif­fer­ence alive. So he pushed aside the note that was laid on his desk by his

    as­sis­tant.




    “Bet­ter read it, Com­modore,” his as­sis­tant told Dot­ty.




    Dot­ty looked up, an­noyed at the tone of fi­at in his as­sis­tant’s voice, but picked up

    the note. It was hand­print­ed in block let­ters. It read:




    “In protest at the ha­rass­ment of ath­letes from South Africa and Rhode­sia around the

    world, the Unit­ed States Olympic Team will be de­stroyed. This is no idle threat.”




    The note was signed “S.A.A.E.” and un­der that was print­ed “South­ern Africans for

    Ath­let­ic Equal­ity.”




    “Shall we take it se­ri­ous­ly?” the as­sis­tant asked.




    “How the hell should I know?” Dot­ty said. “I can’t be both­ered with this stuff. There’s a

    swim­mer in Sier­ra Leone and I know he’s steal­ing com­mer­cial mon­ey. We have to pro­tect

    our am­ateurs from him.”




    The aide want­ed to say that he doubt­ed the Sier­ra Leone’s swim­mer’s graft would pol­lute

    the Olympic swim­ming pools, but con­tent­ed him­self in­stead with point­ing out that per­haps

    Amer­ican ath­letes should be pro­tect­ed against this threat from the S.A.A.E.




    “Have you ev­er heard of this group be­fore?” Dot­ty asked.




    “No, Com­modore.”




    “Nei­ther have I. Dammit, why do peo­ple have to do things like this?”




    His as­sis­tant didn’t an­swer and fi­nal­ly Dot­ty said, “For­ward it to the FBI by

    spe­cial mes­sen­ger.”




    “The pres­ident too?” the as­sis­tant asked.




    “Of course,” Dot­ty said. “The White House too. Let them wor­ry about it. I’ve got

    im­por­tant things on my mind. Go ahead. Send them off.”




    When Ms as­sis­tant left the room, Com­modore R. Wat­son Dot­ty, who had been award­ed his

    mil­itary ti­tle by a yacht club in land­locked Plain­field, New Jer­sey, slammed his fist down

    on the desk.




    Let it be a crank.




    “Be nice if it was a crank,” the di­rec­tor of the FBI said.




    “We can’t take that chance though, can we, sir?” asked the di­rec­tor of Spe­cial

    Op­er­ations.




    “I should say not. And I guess we’ll have to alert the White House.”




    “They al­ready know, sir,” the di­rec­tor of Spe­cial Op­er­ations said. “A copy was sent

    there as well as to us.”




    The FBI chief shook his head. “Did he send one to any­one else? The UN or the CIA or the

    Wash­ing­ton Post? God, doesn’t the fool at the com­mit­teeknow we’re here to han­dle

    these things? If we thought the pres­ident should be no­ti­fied, we’d no­ti­fy him.”




    “You’ve got one out of three, sir,” the as­sis­tant said.




    “What are you talk­ing about?”




    “The UN and the CIA didn’t get copies but the Post did. So did the New York Times and all

    the TV net­works. Seems the SA.A.E. made enough copies to go around.”




    “Bloody nice of them, wasn’t it?” the di­rec­tor said. He was of the opin­ion that when he

    said things like that, he sound­ed like Sir Lau­rence Olivi­er. He’d al­ways wished that

    dur­ing the war he had served in Great Britain so he could have had an ex­cuse to af­fect an

    En­glish ac­cent. “Bloody nice in­deed,” he re­peat­ed.




    Won­der­ful, the pres­ident thought. Won­der­ful. To in­fla­tion, un­em­ploy­ment, the oil

    cri­sis, and our over­seas al­liances falling apart, I can add the slaugh­ter of the U.S.

    Olympic team. Re­elec­tion? I’ll be lucky I don’t get lynched.




    “Mr. Pres­ident?” one of his staff said and he looked up in sur­prise from the note. He had

    for­got­ten they were stand­ing there.




    “The press wants a state­ment of some kind.”




    “It’s a crank,” the pres­ident said. “It has to be.” It bet­ter be, he thought to him­self.

    / just don’t need this.




    “I don’t think that’s the right tack to take with the press, though,” his top as­sis­tant

    said.




    “All right. How about this? We guar­an­tee- ab­so­lute­ly guar­an­tee-​that noth­ing will

    hap­pen to any of our ath­letes in Moscow. Try that. Ab­so­lute­ly guar­an­tee. Make me sound

    like that foot­ball play­er in panty hose. You know what I mean. That might be good.”




    “Okay,” the aide said. “We can do that.”




    “But check it with my wife first,” the pres­ident said. “She might have some oth­er

    ideas.”




    “She usu­al­ly does,” the press sec­re­tary mut­tered un­der his breath as he left the

    of­fice.




    His re­main­ing aide said, “Shouldn’t we do some­thing about se­cu­ri­ty?”




    The pres­ident fixed him with his best I-​was-​just-​com­ing-​to-​that glare and the man

    qui­et­ed down.




    “I want the Rus­sians no­ti­fied that we have to be in­volved in the se­cu­ri­ty

    ar­range­ments. Our team’s been threat­ened. They have to let us in.”




    “All right, sir.”




    “The FBI’s work­ing on this?”




    “Yes.”




    “Okay, go do what I told you.”




    When the room was emp­ty, the pres­ident brood­ed and thought about the no-​di­al tele­phone

    up­stairs in the dress­er in his bed­room.




    The tele­phone con­nect­ed di­rect­ly to the se­cret or­ga­ni­za­tion CURE and its

    di­rec­tor, Dr. Harold W. Smith. The pres­ident’s pre­de­ces­sor in of­fice had ex­plained it

    all to him. Smith had been tapped some years back to run the CURE op­er­ation. The idea was to

    work out­side the Con­sti­tu­tion to put the squash on crooks who were hid­ing be­hind the

    Con­sti­tu­tion. But over the years, CURE’S op­er­ations had ex­pand­ed and now it was ready to

    go any­where, to do any­thing. Ev­ery pres­ident, he was sure, had felt the same way com­ing

    in­to his of­fice: he would nev­er use CURE.




    And just as he had, ev­ery one of them had wound up us­ing it.




    Not that it was easy. The pres­ident could not give CURE or­ders. He could on­ly sug­gest

    mis­sions. Dr. Smith was the fi­nal boss. There was on­ly one or­der a pres­ident could give

    that would in­stant­ly be obeyed: dis­band. No pres­ident had ev­er done it be­cause

    ev­erypres­ident had found that Amer­ica need­ed CURE and Dr. Smith and the en­force­ment

    arm, Re­mo, and the lit­tle old Ori­en­tal who did the strange things.




    The Pres­ident of the Unit­ed States went up to his bed­room and re­moved the re­ceiv­er of

    the phone and wait­ed for Smith to an­swer at the oth­er end.




    Why was the phone al­ways so cold? he won­dered.


  




  

    CHAPTER FOUR




    Dr. Harold W. Smith did not like to meet in pub­lic places. That was his po­si­tion. Re­mo’s

    po­si­tion was that if Smith want­ed to meet with him and Chum, he would have to meet where

    Re­mo told him to.




    And so, be­cause he knew that Re­mo was quite ca­pa­ble of dis­ap­pear­ing for three months

    with­out even a word, Dr. Smith found him­self hi a ca­ble car high above the pedes­tri­an

    walk­ways of the Bronx Zoo, try­ing to ex­plain the lat­est prob­lem to his two

    as­sas­sins.




    “Re­al­ly, Re­mo. The Bronx Zoo?” Smith com­plained.




    “I like zoos,” Re­mo said. “I haven’t been to a zoo in a long time.”




    Chi­un leaned close to Smith. “He is hop­ing to find some rel­atives, Em­per­or,” he

    whis­pered loud­ly in Smith’s ear.




    “I heard that,” Re­mo snarled.




    Chi­un looked up with an ex­pres­sion of bland in­no­cence.




    “And stop call­ing him em­per­or,” Re­mo said.




    Chi­un seemed sur­prised. For thou­sands of years the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju had con­tract­ed

    out their ser­vices to em­per­ors, czars and kings of the world, and he thought it on­ly

    fit­ting to re­fer to Smith as Em­per­or Smith. He said to Smith, “Ig­nore him. He is testy

    be­cause ev­ery­body in the mon­key house looksex­act­ly like him and he can’t pick one

    rel­ative from the next.”




    Smith point­ed at the on­ly oth­er oc­cu­pant of the ca­ble car, a man asleep at the far

    end, sprawled across the seats. Re­mo and Chi­un could tell he was stone drunk, be­cause for

    them the fumes of his ine­bri­ation hung like thick fog in the car.




    “He’s out of it,” Re­mo said. “Don’t wor­ry about it. So I’m sup­posed to babysit the

    en­tire Olympic team?”




    “Fool­ish child,” Chi­un said quick­ly. “The em­per­or would not ask you to per­form such an

    im­pos­si­ble task. This as­sign­ment seems most rea­son­able.”




    Re­mo looked at him sus­pi­cious­ly. He knew that Chi­un gen­er­al­ly thought that Smith was

    a lu­natic be­cause Smith re­sist­ed all Chi­un’s of­fers to elim­inate the pres­ident of the

    Unit­ed States and make Smith ruler-​for-​life.




    And then Re­mo un­der­stood.




    “Don’t let him soft-​soap you, Smit­ty. He wants to get over to Moscow for the Olympics so

    he can win a gold medal and go on tele­vi­sion and get rich do­ing en­dorse­ments.”




    “Chi­un?” Smith asked, lean­ing back and look­ing at the frail, aged Ko­re­an.




    “Why not?” Re­mo asked. “He can win any event he en­ters. All of them, for that mat­ter. So

    can I.”




    “For once you speak the truth, house­fly,” Chi­un said. “He is right, Em­per­or.”




    “Well, Re­mo, you’ll get a chance to prove it,” Smith said. “The peo­ple in Moscow are

    be­ing just about what you’d ex­pect. Stub­born. They don’t want any Amer­ican se­cu­ri­ty

    peo­ple in Rus­sia. They fig­ure they’ll be CIA agents spy­ing on them.”




    “We could send the whole CIA and they’d be lucky to find the Olympic Sta­di­um,” Re­mo

    said.




    “If you want us to get se­crets,” Chi­un start­ed to tell Smith.




    “I ap­pre­ci­ate the of­fer, Mas­ter,” said Smith. “I re­al­ly do. Per­haps an­oth­er tune.

    Rerao, you’ll have to trav­el with the team as an ath­lete. But you’ll have to work your way on

    through com­pe­ti­tion.”




    “You’ve got to be kid­ding,” Re­mo said.




    “This is won­der­ful,” Chi­un said. “If I can’t go for the gold my­self, who bet­ter than my

    own son?” He leaned close to Smith again. “He’s not re­al­ly my son be­cause he’s

    fun­ny-​col­ored, but I just say that to make him feel good.” He leaned back. “Of course, I

    will trav­el with him.”




    “Of course,” Smith said. “You can trav­el as his train­er.”




    “Per­fect,” said Chi­un.




    “This is a pain,” Re­mo said.




    “It will work out fine,” Smith said. “Are you sure he’s asleep down there?” He point­ed

    again to the drunk at the end of the car.




    “Out for the night,” Re­mo said.




    “What events shall we com­pete in?” Chi­un asked Re­mo.




    “I don’t care. Pick one.”




    “You could win all the track events eas­ily,” Chi­un said.




    “Yeah,” Re­mo said. “What’ve we got? The dash­es, the hur­dles, the 800 me­ter, the 1500,

    the mile, two-​mile. There’s the marathon, and . . . let’s see, things like shot­put, and pole

    vault, high jump, long jump. Aaaah, there’s a lot of them.”




    “And gym­nas­tics,” Chi­un re­mind­ed.




    “Horse, par­al­lel bars, rings, bal­ance beam . . .”




    “And be care­ful not to set any new world records at these qual­ify­ing con­tests,” Chi­un

    said. “That’s not where the en­dorse­ment mon­ey comes from. Save the world records for the

    Olympics.”




    “Yes, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “You can’t pos­si­bly com­pete in all those events,” Smith said, try­ing to re­gain con­trol

    of the dis­cus­sion.




    “The bril­liance of the Em­per­or,” Chi­un said. “Of course he is right, Re­mo. If you

    com­pet­ed in ev­ery event, you would win ev­ery event, and so there would be no need to send

    an Olympic team.”




    “So? Then I wouldn’t have to babysit them.”




    Smith shook his head in dis­be­lief. “You’re not babysit­ting. Go to Moscow, find out where

    the threat comes from, and elim­inate it.”




    “And win gold medals,” Chi­un said.




    “Maybe they give one out for stupid as­sign­ments,” Re­mo said. He looked at their faces and

    threw up his hands. “All right, all right. Pick an event. Not a marathon or any­thing like

    that. Some­thing that doesn’t take a lot of time. I just want to get in there and get out of

    there is all.”




    “We will let an im­par­tial par­ty de­cide what medal you should win,” Chi­un said. He stood

    up and walked to the sleep­ing drunk, touch­ing him quick­ly on the shoul­der. The man did not

    stir. Chi­un called out twice, soft­ly. “Wake up. Wake up.” The man did not move. Chi­un took

    the man’s right ear­lobe be­tween thumb and fore­fin­ger and squeezed.




    “Ye­ow,” the man yelled, jerk­ing awake. He looked around in sur­prise, and saw Chi­un

    stand­ing in front of him, re­splen­dent in a heav­ily bro­cad­ed yel­low day­time robe.




    “I must be dream­ing,” the derelict said. He rubbed his ear. But if he was dream­ing, why

    did his ear hurt so much?




    “Lis­ten,” said Chi­un. “We are not con­cerned with your stupid ear. What kind of gold medal

    should we win in the Olympics?”




    “You?” the drunk said. He looked Chi­un over care­ful­ly. “Maybe the Gold­en Age Mile. You

    can all walk.”




    “Not me,” Chi­un said. “My stu­dent.” He point­ed and the man craned his neck to get a

    bet­ter look at Re­mo.




    “He don’t look so young ei­ther,” the drunk said. “And he don’t look like no ath­lete. I’m

    thirsty.”




    “Pick an event,” Chi­un in­sist­ed.




    “Some­thing that’s not too hard. Maybe he can run. He looks like he’s been run­ning from

    cops. Can you run? A half-​mile. Maybe he can run a half a mile?” He de­cid­ed he was awake and

    he won­dered who these peo­ple were and what they were do­ing in his zoo. Maybe while he was

    asleep some­one had tak­en him from the zoo to the asy­lum.




    “Yeah, I can run a half-​mile,” Re­mo said.




    “Okay. Do a half-​mile. Or me­ters. I think they do it in me­ters now. Amer­ica has switched

    to the met­ric sys­tem. They even sell booze by liters now. And there’s me­ters and

    mil­lime­ters and like that.” He swelled his chest with pride. He felt like a pa­tri­ot.




    “Shut up,” Chi­un said. “Thank you.” He re­turned to Re­mo. “Give the man a nick­el for bis

    trou­ble.”




    Re­mo walked over to the drunk, who was still mum­bling about me­ters and mil­lime­ters and

    liters. Re­mo slipped a fifty-​dol­lar bill in­to the derelict’s hand, keep­ing his back turned

    so that Smith, who paid all the bills, would not see.




    “Here,” Re­mo said. “Buy your­self an im­pe­ri­al load on.”




    “I don’t be­lieve all this,” Smith said.




    “He will win,” Chi­un said. “You will see.”




    “I can’t wait,” Smith said.




    The ca­ble car bumped to a stop at the plat­form and the drunk scur­ried out of the car,

    run­ning with his new-​found for­tune to the near­est bar and, in the pro­cess, set­ting his

    own life­time best for the 983-yard run.




    When Smith, Re­mo, and Chi­un stepped from the car, they no­ticed that ev­ery­one else in

    the zoo seemed to be run­ning too.




    “Some­thing’s hap­pened,” Smith said.




    “These peo­ple are scared,” Re­mo said. A man ina zoo guard’s uni­form ran to­ward

    them and Re­mo col­lared him.




    “What’s go­ing on, pal?”




    “Bri­an’s es­caped,” the man said, as if that ex­plained ev­ery­thing. He tried to re­sume

    run­ning, but felt root­ed to the spot. The skin­ny man’s hand on his shoul­der seemed to weigh

    a ton.




    “That’s great,” Re­mo said. “Who’s Bri­an?”




    “Go­ril­la. Biggest go­ril­la in the world. Some­body got him riled and he snapped the cage

    door. He’s go­ing crazy. Lemme go. I got­ta call for tran­quil­iz­er guns, bud­dy. Lemme

    go.”




    “Which way to the go­ril­la cage?” Chi­un asked.




    “Straight ahead,” the guard said. “C’mon, lemme go.”




    Re­mo re­leased the man’s shoul­der and the guard fled.




    “We’d bet­ter leave,” Smith said.




    “Non­sense,” said Chi­un. “We will go to the go­ril­la. This will not re­al­ly show you how

    fast Re­mo can run, but it may re­store your faith in him, even if he is white, God help him,

    present com­pa­ny ex-​cept­ed. Come.”




    Chi­un walked to­ward the cage. Smith looked at Re­mo, who shrugged and fol­lowed Chi­un.

    And be­cause he could think of no place safer, Smith walked af­ter them.




    When they reached the area of the go­ril­la cage, the zoo was prac­ti­cal­ly emp­ty, and

    Bri­an was calm­ing down. If he could be kept there, away from the main walk­ways of the zoo,

    it should not be too dif­fi­cult for zoo guards with tran­quil­iz­er guns to re­cap­ture

    him.




    Chi­un had oth­er ideas.




    “There he is,” Smith hissed.




    “It’s all right,” Re­mo said. “You can talk up. Go­ril­las don’t know you’re talk­ing about

    them.”




    “Lis­ten to Re­mo, Em­per­or. He knows about go­ril­las. And Mon­keys.”




    Bri­an was sev­en feet tall and weighed more than 500 pounds. He was stand­ing near his

    cage, scratch­ing his head, look­ing around. When he saw the three men ap­proach­ing, he jumped

    up and down, roared, and beat on his chest. Then he start­ed to­ward them.




    “We’d bet­ter leave here,” Smith ad­vised again.




    “No need,” said Chi­un. “Re­mo will put the beast back in his cage.”




    “Why me?” Re­mo asked. “Why not you?”




    “It is true,” Chi­un said, “that I have much more ex­pe­ri­ence deal­ing with an ape,

    con­sid­er­ing what I have had to en­dure in the last ten years, but I have no need to im­press

    the em­per­or. You show him what you can do.”




    Re­mo sighed. Ar­gu­ing with Chi­un was a waste of time. It would be eas­ier to put the damn

    go­ril­la back where he be­longed.




    “He’s get­ting clos­er,” Smith said. “I’d ap­pre­ci­ate it if you fel­lows would agree on

    who was go­ing to do what, or else let us get out of here.”




    “Easy does it, Smit­ty. An­imals sense when you get ner­vous and it makes them mean,” said

    Re­mo.




    “I’ll take your word for it,” Smith said. “Let’s go.”




    “The demon­stra­tion is set,” Chi­un said im­pe­ri­ous­ly. He fold­ed his arms and looked

    in­scrutable.




    “I’ll put hun back,” Re­mo said.




    “And do not hurt him,” Chi­un said. “He might be a rel­ative.”




    The go­ril­la was al­most on them now, so Re­mo took a large step for­ward, ducked in­side

    the beast’s swing­ing arms, put a hand on the mas­sive hard chest and pushed.




    Bri­an stag­gered back sev­er­al feet, a look of car­toon sur­prise on his face. He did not

    un­der­stand what had hap­pened and the nois­es this crea­ture was mak­ing at hun.




    Smith didn’t un­der­stand Re­mo’s nois­es ei­ther.




    “I am Ev­ery­man,” Re­mo an­nounced to Bri­an, “and I or­der you back to your cage.”




    “What is he talk­ing about?” Smith asked Chi­un.




    “Mere­ly talk­ing to con­fuse the beast,” Chi­un an­swered, but he was frown­ing. Re­mo was

    play­ing games again. It was get­ting to be a habit and it could be a dan­ger­ous habit. Even

    go­ril­las could be dan­ger­ous if one’s mind were not on one’s work.




    “Back,” Re­mo or­dered again but Bri­an lurched for­ward. Re­mo again ducked un­der the

    grop­ing arms of the beast. He clamped bis hand on the back of the go­ril­la’s left thigh,

    found the mus­cle he want­ed and squeezed. Bri­an fell to his knee, his left leg un­able to

    hold his weight.




    Us­ing his left arm in place of a leg, Bri­an came for­ward again, grab­bing for Re­mo with

    his right hand. Re­mo put up his own right hand and he and the go­ril­la clasped hands, mak­ing

    one fist of the two. Bri­an’s hand dwarfed Re­mo’s, but as Smith watched in dis­be­lief, Re­mo

    be­gan to ex­ert pres­sure and the go­ril­la leaned back­wards and fi­nal­ly dropped to both

    his knees.




    “I don’t be­lieve this,” Smith said. He looked anx­ious­ly around to see if any­one else was

    watch­ing, but he saw no one. He was afraid that any mo­ment now there would be news

    pho­tog­ra­phers and tele­vi­sion crews and ques­tions and in­ter­views and the end of CURE,

    be­cause that would be the re­sult of go­ing pub­lic.




    “You must be­lieve what you see,” Chi­un told Smith. But Smith did not hear him. He watched

    in won­der in­stead, as Re­mo picked up the 500-pound ape, tossed him over his shoul­der, and

    car­ried him back to bis cage. Re­mo gen­tly low­ered Bri­an to the floor of the cage, pat­ted

    him on the head like a tame dog, and walked out. He left the door open be­hindMm but that

    did not mat­ter. Bri­an had no more in­cli­na­tion to play.




    “Sat­is­fied?” Re­mo asked.




    “Em­inent­ly,” Smith said. “Let’s go.”




    “I am not,” said Chi­un. “You took too long. You did not have to hu­mil­iate the poor

    beast.” Chi­un turned to Smith and bowed. “I apol­ogize to you, O Em­per­or, for the

    slop­pi­ness of the demon­stra­tion. He will im­prove.”




    “It’s all right,” Smith said.




    “Are you sure?” Re­mo asked Smith. “You know, we could let a tiger out or some­thing and try

    again.”




    “Let us just leave,” Smith said.




    “All right. Our car’s just over there in that lot,” Re­mo said.




    “No car for you, meat-​eater,” Chi­un said. “You are in train­ing. You will run be­hind the

    ve­hi­cle.”




    As they strolled away, four guards with tran­quhz­er ri­fles ran up and stopped. Among them

    was the guard Re­mo had talked to ear­li­er.




    “Well, where’s Bri­an?” one asked.




    “He was here,” the guard said. “I swear. Hey, Mac. You see the go­ril­la?”




    “Sure,” Re­mo said. “He’s in his cage. But you bet­ter fix that door. He might get out.”


  




  

    CHAPTER FIVE




    The sev­en run­ners on the lux­uri­ous, mul­ti­mil­lion-​dol­lar run­ning track at Emer­son

    Col­lege in Boston were wear­ing, among them, a to­tal of $840 in run­ning shoes with spe­cial

    air-​lite pa­per-​thin up­pers and all-​sur­face, all-​weath­er Tiger-​Paw spikes for bet­ter

    trac­tion, and $700 of run­ning clothes, in­clud­ing skintight shorts and tank-​top shirts,

    aero­dy­nam­ical­ly de­signed to cut wind re­sis­tance in an amount that the man­ufac­tur­er

    said might im­prove per­for­mance by as much as one tenth of one per­cent. In a mile race of

    230 sec­onds, this could mean a faster speed of 23 hun­dredths of a sec­ond, and that might be

    the dif­fer­ence be­tween so-​so and a world’s record.




    And then there was Re­mo Black, the new­com­er. No­body had heard much about him, ex­cept

    that he had won pre-​Olympic elim­ina­tion races in Seat­tle, Port­land, and Den­ver. He walked

    on­to the track last. He was wear­ing black chi­nos and soft hand-​made black Ital­ian loafers.

    He wore a black cot­ton t-​shirt with print­ing on the front. The shirt’s leg­end read: I AM A

    VIR­GIN.




    Un­der that in much small­er type, the leg­end con­tin­ued: “This is a very old

    t-​shirt.”




    He had his wal­let in his left rear pock­et.




    “He’s got his wal­let in his back pock­et,” said Vin­cent Josephs. “You see that? He’s got

    his wal­let in his back pock­et. And the suck­er’s wear­ing chi­nos.And loafers. This

    frig­ging hoople’s wear­ing loafers. Is that what you brought me up here to see?”




    He turned in his seat in the stands and looked through his Guc­ci se­mi-​tint glass­es with

    the wraparound frames and the easy-​ride ear­piece at the man sit­ting next to him. Wal­ly

    Mills was a track coach who had had three ath­letes com­pet­ing in the pre­lim­inary Olympic

    tri­als in the 800-me­ter event. But as he had told his wife, “They couldn’t beat me,” and they

    had fall­en by the way­side ear­ly. But he had seen Re­mo Black run twice, and so he had

    got­ten hold of Vin­cent Josephs.




    “That’s part of his charm,” Mills told Josephs. “I’m telling you this guy is not to be

    be­lieved. Last week, in Port­land, he ran away from the field like they was stand­ing still. A

    new world’s record, he coul­da had. He was run­ning like in a daze, and then, I swear to God to

    you, he slowed down and let them catch up and he just trot­ted along and fin­ished

    sec­ond.”




    “So what? He ran out of gas,” Josephs said.




    Mills shook his head. “Like in horse rac­ing, Mr. Josephs, he was full of run at the end. I

    had the glass­es on him and he de­lib­er­ate­ly let ev­ery­body catch up. It was like he

    sud­den­ly re­al­ized he was go­ing to set a record and he didn’t want to.”




    “All right,” Josephs said. “So he’s fast. That makes him a fast kook. Look at that t-​shirt.

    That’s like wear­ing a sail. And the guy’s old. What’s he do­ing with these kids? He’s gonna

    have a frig­ging coro­nary. I’m just glad we ain’t got him signed up by now.”




    “I swear to you, Mr. Josephs, this guy isn’t even out of breath at the end of a race. He

    doesn’t even walk around to catch his breath. These twen­ty-​year-​olds are all huff­ing and

    puff­ing and gasp­ing and chok­ing and he goes over and sits down and he lookslike he

    just woke up from a nap. So that’s why I called you. I fig­ured with you rep­re­sent­ing great

    ath­letes and all, this Re­mo Black might be a re­al dark horse for you.”




    Josephs was not con­vinced. “I’ll watch him,” he said. “Who’s the chink?”




    Mills said, “Ko­re­an, I think.”




    “What I said, a chink. Who’s he?”




    “He’s this Re­mo’s train­er or some­thing. He’s al­ways around.”




    “A chink.” Josephs shook his head in ex­as­per­ation. “Mills, why are you wast­ing my

    frig­ging time on these peo­ple?”




    “Watch him run,” Mills said.




    “I guess I got no choice,” Josephs said, fold­ing his arms and turn­ing away. “But I think

    you ought to know that I got sev­en bas­ket­ball con­tracts to ne­go­ti­ate and I’m work­ing on

    a big deal for that dip­py lit­tle gym­nas­tic kid that ev­ery­body goes la-​de-​da about.”




    “But you ain’t got a world cham­pi­on,” Mills said. “This guy could be one.”




    “Yeah, sure,” Josephs said, but he de­cid­ed to pay at­ten­tion be­cause Wal­ly Mills was a

    good track coach and the truth was that the sev­en bas­ket­ball play­ers he rep­re­sent­ed,

    work­ing to­geth­er for a week, couldn’t drop a bas­ket­ball in­to an open man­hole, and his

    deal for the lit­tle girl gym­nast re­quired him to fig­ure out a way to make a

    pre-​men­stru­al twelve-​year-​old look be­liev­able en­dors­ing a spe­cial line of

    su­per-​safe san­itary nap­kins, and the lit­tle broad was so dumb, it’d be an­oth­er twelve

    years be­fore she fig­ured out what san­itary nap­kins were for.




    Mills was right. He need­ed a world cham­pi­on. A Mark Spitz. A Bruce Ten­ner. Some­body

    worth some­thing, so he could pack­age Mm right in­to that great gold­en to­mor­row of

    corn­flakes and mus­tache wax and men’s clothes and you-​name-​it, all at a mere ten per­cent,

    sign here, kid, you’ll nev­er re­gret it.




    He need­ed a world cham­pi­on and hadn’t been of­fered any­thing bet­ter than some

    mid­dle-​aged guy with chi­nos and an I-​am-​a-​vir­gin t-​shirt.




    He would watch and see. They were all pieces of meat and maybe this piece of meat could run.

    If he fin­ished in the top three and made the Olympic team, well, maybe, just maybe Amer­ica

    was ready for a flake. What was the name of that guy who did the high jump­ing in the Don­ald

    Duck shirt? Ev­ery­body seemed to like him. Maybe this could be the same kind of find. Of

    course, he’d have to fig­ure out a way to cut out Wal­ly Mills and the chink, but if he waved

    enough promis­es un­der this Re­mo’s nose, he shouldn’t have any trou­ble get­ting him to come

    along.




    To hell with it. The thing to do was to sit back and watch the race and see what

    hap­pened.




    Down on the field, Chi­un was giv­ing Re­mo his usu­al pre-​race in­struc­tions.




    “Re­mem­ber, do not run too fast.”




    “I know, Chi­un.”




    “Yes, I know you know, but it doesn’t hurt to re­mind you. Last week, you al­most set a

    world’s record. That was dan­ger­ous. If I hadn’t thrown that peb­ble at you to get your

    at­ten­tion, who knows what fool­ish­ness you might have com­mit­ted? Now, just run well enough

    to make the team. The Olympics. That is where world’s records shall fall be­fore us like grass

    be­fore the honed blade.”




    “Yes, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said. The truth was, and he didn’t want to tell it to Chi­un,

    that he was be­gin­ning to en­joy run­ning fast. That was why he had got­ten car­ried away the

    week be­fore and al­most run at high speed. It took a peb­ble thrown by Chi­un, hit­ting Mm

    right be­hind the ear, to wake him up. But he had de­cid­ed against telling Chi­un that he was

    be­gin­ning to en­joy the com­pe­ti­tion be­cause Chi­un was sus­pi­cious of any­thing that

    Re­mo en­joyed do­ing.




    Bet­ter to let him think that Re­mo was still do­ing this on­ly from a sense of du­ty.




    “Hey. Old man.”




    Re­mo did not turn around. He looked down at his loafers to make sure the soles didn’t have

    holes in them be­cause no mat­ter how much mon­ey he paid for his hand-​made Ital­ian shoes,

    they weren’t de­signed for run­ning. Maybe when he went to the Olympics, he would buy a pair of

    sneak­ers. Maybe he would buy them be­fore he went to Moscow. In Moscow, he had heard the shoe

    fac­to­ries spent one year mak­ing size eights and the next year size nines and so on. This

    might be their year for mak­ing a size that wasn’t Re­mo’s and he might not be able to get

    sneak­ers. He would buy them be­fore go­ing to Moscow.




    “Hey, old man,” the voice came again. “You with the loafers.”




    Re­mo turned around to see a tall twen­ty-​year-​old with mus­cu­lar legs, blond hair, and a

    mock­ing smile star­ing at him.




    “What are you dressed up for, Pops? A mas­quer­ade par­ty?”




    “Are you talk­ing to me?” Re­mo asked.




    “Who else?”




    “I thought you were talk­ing to him,” Re­mo said, nod­ding to­ward Chi­un.




    “He said ‘old man’,” Chi­un said. “What does that have to do with me?”




    “Nev­er mind,” Re­mo said. He turned back to the blond. “Just what is it you want?”




    “What I want is to know what you think you’re do­ing here run­ning with us? You look­ing for

    a coro­nary? And who is this guy?” He looked at Chi­un. “Hey, Fu Manchu. What is it you

    do?”




    The blond be­gan to laugh up­roar­ious­ly at his own rhymed wit. He trot­ted up and down in

    place, to keep his mus­cles warm. Chi­un stepped over to himand placed one of his

    slip­pered feet on the young man’s right foot.




    He stopped trot­ting. It felt as if his foot had been in­stant­ly and to­tal­ly nailed to

    the ground.




    “Hey,” he yelled. “Cut that out.”




    “Young bas­soon,” Chi­un said, “your spir­it is about to be bro­ken. Re­mem­ber this. No

    mat­ter how fast you run, Re­mo here will al­ways be one step ahead of you. One step. You will

    nev­er to be able to pass him, no mat­ter how hard you try, no mat­ter how fast you run. This

    is a promise the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju makes to you for your in­so­lence.”




    Chi­un stepped off the blond’s foot and the man stared at him, con­fused, won­der­ing how

    some­body so small could weigh so much when he stepped on a foot.




    “Don’t wor­ry,” the blond said. “Your guy’s go­ing to eat my dust.”




    “Al­ways one step be­hind, loud­mouth,” Chi­un re­mind­ed him, hold­ing up one fin­ger

    topped with a long curved nail.




    When he stepped back to Re­mo, he was asked, “Why didn’t you just smack him in the mouth,

    Chi­un?”




    “I would have,” Chi­un said, “but I don’t know the stupid rules for this stupid race. Maybe

    if this clod doesn’t run, there are not enough peo­ple or some­thing and we would have to do

    this all over. I thought it bet­ter to do what I did.”




    “Well, I don’t mind you mak­ing promis­es that I have to keep, Chi­un, but I think you’d

    bet­ter hope for one thing.”




    “Which is?”




    “That this blond lump runs at least fourth. ‘Cause if you want me to stay just one step in

    front of him and he’s at the back of the pack, I’m out of the Olympics. There goes all your

    en­dorse­ment mon­ey, not to men­tion Smit­ty get­ting sore.”




    Chi­un waved his hand air­ily. “You just make sure he doesn’t run worse than fourth place.

    It will give you some­thing to do. Now, get over there with the oth­ers be­cause I don’t think

    they will let you start the race from a sit­ting po­si­tion here on the bench.”




    The sev­en oth­er run­ners took their places in the start­ing block. Re­mo just stood up in

    lane five, his hands in his pock­ets, wait­ing for the gun. The blond was in lane three and

    Re­mo de­cid­ed that as soon as the gun sound­ed, he would hook up with the guy and keep one

    step ahead of him all the way. He’d wor­ry about the end of the race when he got to it.




    The gun crack­led in the thin Boston air and the run­ners sprint­ed off. Re­mo moved up

    along­side the blond, then moved one step ahead of him. They were run­ning fifth and sixth,

    while one of the run­ners cut a blis­ter­ing pace in first place. The race was two laps around

    the track and a lit­tle ex­tra, and halfway through the first lap, the blond grunt­ed to Re­mo,

    “Let’s see how good you are, Gramps.” He in­creased his speed, in­tend­ing to zip by Re­mo, but

    Re­mo kept one step ahead of him, run­ning eas­ily. He felt cin­ders off the track kick up

    against his chi­noed legs and the breeze in his face was cool and sweet. He liked run­ning, he

    de­cid­ed.




    As they fin­ished the first lap, the pace­set­ter be­gan to tire. Re­mo and his blond

    shad­ow moved up and were now run­ning third and fourth. They held that po­si­tion un­til they

    were halfway around the track in the fi­nal lap. The blond grunt­ed again, “Time to let it all

    hang out. See you, Pops.”




    He went in­to a kick, length­ened his stride and stepped up the speed of his step. Re­mo

    re­spond­ed by fi­nal­ly tak­ing his hands out of his pock­ets, and the blond saw Re­mo, still

    there, still one step ahead of him. He pushed hard­er but he could not make up that one step.

    Two run­ners passed them. Re­mo could hear the blond’s breath be­gin to come in short,

    sharp lit­tle bursts.




    Now what would he do if this bump­kin quit cold on him? They were com­ing around the fi­nal

    turn now for the back­stretch. Re­mo closed the few inch­es that sep­arat­ed them and clamped

    his right hand on the blond man’s left wrist, then be­gan to run faster, pulling the oth­er man

    with him. They had fad­ed to fifth and sixth and Re­mo, with the blond now hi tow, stepped up

    his speed. As they neared the fin­ish line, he kicked in the af­ter­burn­ers, mov­ing up in­to

    third place and tow­ing the col­laps­ing blond along in­to fourth. As they crossed the line,

    Re­mo let go of the younger man’s wrist and the blond, who had not con­trolled his own for­ward

    mo­tions for the last 100 yards, went sprawl­ing for­ward on his face, tum­bling for­ward,

    rolling over un­til he came to a stop. He lay there, un­able to move, try­ing to catch his

    breath. His legs felt lead­en; his lungs sucked acid and ex­haled fire.




    He saw Re­mo stand­ing over him, no ex­pres­sion on his sharply an­gled face, not breath­ing

    hard, not even sweat­ing.




    He closed his eyes to blot out the sight of Re­mo’s face, but he heard Re­mo’s voice say:

    “Nice race, ju­nior. I guess I’m just one step bet­ter than you.”




    Re­mo strolled back to the bench on the in­field where he found Chi­un frown­ing at him.




    “What’s wrong now? I did what you said, didn’t I?”




    “Yes, but you did not win.”




    “I had some­thing else on my mind. Be­sides, I on­ly had to fin­ish third to get to Moscow.

    You said save the good stuff for the Games.”




    “But I didn’t tell you to em­bar­rass me.”




    Re­mo start­ed to an­swer, then thought bet­ter of it. Chi­un would have his say, no mat­ter

    what.




    “You will have to re­deem me in Moscow,” Chi­un said. “There you can make me look like the

    great­est of all train­ers. I will be ap­proached to re­veal my great se­crets for mak­ing a

    lump like you in­to a run­ner. They will ask me to do tele­vi­sion guest shots and I will make

    much mon­ey for my vil­lage. Maybe I will even get my own show.”




    “Heeeeeeeeeeere’s Chi­un,” said Re­mo.




    Chi­un did not smile. “All this will hap­pen in Moscow where you will atone for sham­ing me

    to­day.”




    Re­mo bowed grave­ly and said: “As you wish, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    Up in the stands, Vin­cent Josephs was not pleased.




    “That’s your su­per run­ner?” he asked Mills. “He was nev­er in the race.”




    Wal­ly Mills thought for a mo­ment be­fore re­ply­ing. Should he tell Josephs what he

    thought he saw? That this Re­mo was busy pulling that oth­er run­ner across the fin­ish line?

    No. He couldn’t tell him that. It was so un­be­liev­able, he wasn’t sure he be­lieved it

    him­self. In­stead he said, “You’re mis­tak­en, Mr. Josephs. He was where he want­ed to be

    ev­ery step of the way. He wasn’t even try­ing for some rea­son, but he made sure to qual­ify.

    Did you see him close?”




    Josephs con­ced­ed to him­self that Mills had a point. The guy did close fast to get up for

    third place. Of course, the blond guy closed fast too, but he was a los­er, so ig­nore him.

    Well, why not? It wouldn’t do any harm to go down and talk to this Re­mo, con­vince him to sign

    hi ad­vance of the Olympics just hi case he did win some­thing in Rus­sia.




    “Maybe I’ll go down and talk to him, just so this trip won’t be a to­tal waste of tune,”

    Josephs said.




    “I’ll go with you,” Mills said.




    They made their way down to the field, hop­ing to catch Re­mo be­fore he left,




    “Hey, pal,” Josephs called. “You with the t-​shirt.”




    Re­mo turned, saw Josephs, and did not like whathe saw. He saw a big cigar, a cou­ple

    of flashy rings, tint­ed eye­glass­es, a well-​tai­lored three-​piece suit that couldn’t hide a

    fat, soft body, and a loud mouth.




    “What do you want?”




    “You run pret­ty good, pal,” Josephs said. “My name’s Vin­cent Josephs. You hear of me?”




    “No,” Re­mo said.




    Josephs frowned. Well, it didn’t mat­ter. Some­day the whole world would have heard of

    him.




    “Lis­ten, bud­dy, you and me might be able to make some mon­ey. To­geth­er, you know.

    En­dorse­ments and things. I mean, you run pret­ty good in those dun­ga­rees and“




    “Chi­nos,” Re­mo said. “I don’t wear dun­ga­rees.”




    “Yeah, chi­nos. And loafers. Maybe you could run re­al­ly fast if you wore shorts and

    run­ning shoes.”




    “Can’t,” Re­mo told him, as he turned and walked away with Chi­un. He heard the pest padding

    up heav­ily be­hind him.




    “Why can’t you?” Josephs asked him.




    “It’s against my be­liefs to flaunt my flesh.”




    “Huh?”




    “Noth­ing. For­get it. Look, I don’t need a pro­mot­er or an agent, thank you.”




    “Ex­cuse me, what’s your name, Re­mo, but you’re wrong. You need me to make a bun­dle.”




    Chi­un stopped and turned and so did Re­mo. Chi­un shook his head. “All he needs is me,” he

    said.




    “You?” Josephs laughed and turned back to Re­mo. “You and me to­geth­er, kid, we can do it.

    I’ll pack­age you and-“




    “If you don’t get out of here, I’ll pack­age you,” Re­mo said.




    “Calm down, kid,” Josephs said, ges­tur­ing with his hands. “If you want to keep the old

    fel­la, keep him. He can do your laun­dry or some­thing.”




    “You know, you talk too much,” Re­mo said. He asked Chi­un, “Don’t you think he talks too

    much?”




    “Not any­more,” Chi­un said. Nei­ther Josephs nor Mills sat Chi­un’s hand move. On­ly

    Re­mo’s eyes could fol­low the mo­tion. But sud­den­ly Josephs felt a great pres­sure on his

    throat.




    Josephs opened his mouth to cry out but no sound would come. His eyes bulged as he tried to

    speak but he could make no sound.




    “What-​what hap­pened?” asked Mills.




    “I par­alyzed his vo­cal cords. His chat­ter was be­gin­ning to of­fend me,” Chi­un

    said.




    Josephs was clutch­ing at his throat, try­ing to force sound, any kind of sound, but

    noth­ing came out.




    “Will he stay that way?” Mills asked.




    Chi­un an­swered bland­ly, “It de­pends on how much dam­age I did. I on­ly meant it to be a

    tem­po­rary si­lenc­ing, but his con­stant noise might have thrown my con­cen­tra­tion

    off.”




    Re­mo shook his head at Mills. Noth­ing could dis­turb Chi­un’s con­cen­tra­tion.

    “Tem­po­rary,” Re­mo said. “Just tem­po­rary. Take him some­where and tell him to re­lax. He’ll

    be shoot­ing off his mouth again in no time.”




    “All right, Mr. Black,” said Mills. “I’ll do that.” He took Josephs by the el­bow and led

    him away. Josephs still held his throat.




    “I think we should go back to the ho­tel and let the em­per­or know you were

    se­mi-​suc­cess­ful to­day even if you did dis­grace me,” Chi­un said.




    “You go tell him that if you want,” Re­mo said. “I’m go­ing to hang around and watch some of

    the oth­er ath­letes for a while.”




    “Very well. But re­mem­ber cur­few,” Chi­un said.




    “Yes, Lit­tle Train­er,” said Re­mo.


  




  CHAPTER SIX




  

    In an are­na filled with fe­male gym­nasts, any­one with a bo­som would have been a

    stand­out, but the wom­an Re­mo was watch­ing would have stood out in any com­pa­ny. She was in

    her ear­ly twen­ties and stood five-​foot-​five and weighed 120 pounds. This made her big­ger,

    heav­ier and old­er than any oth­er fe­male com­peti­tor in the gym. And more beau­ti­ful. Her

    dark brown hair would have fall­en to mid-​back if it had not been tied up in a bun, her chin

    was square, and her cheek­bones high. Her lips were full and her teeth even and white against

    the light cop­pery tan of her skin. Her eyes, he saw when she turned her head his way, were a

    soft, wet brown. She had the exquisite­ly shaped legs of a gym­nast with­out the bulging lumpy

    mus­cle mass.




    Re­mo saw her as he strolled around the gym­na­si­um and he stopped to watch. Even as he

    did, he re­flect­ed that this was cu­ri­ous be­hav­ior on his part. Among the lessons that

    Chi­un had taught him as part of the wis­dom of Sinan­ju had been a se­ries of twen­ty-​six

    steps for love­mak­ing, twen­ty-​six steps to bring a wom­an to in­de­scrib­able ec­sta­sy.

    Re­mo had rarely found a wom­an who could go past thir­teen and gen­er­al­ly he didn’t care.

    When the risk of fail­ing at sex had been tak­en out of it, the fun went too. And so,

    seem­ing­ly, did the urge. Un­til this young wom­an. Re­mo want­ed to meet her. There was

    some­thing about her. He was im­pressed, too, when he watched her per­form on the

    bal­ance beam, the four-​inch-​wide piece of wood on which wom­en did bal­let and

    ac­ro­bat­ics. Her size was a dis­ad­van­tage she would have to over­come, but she was good and

    Re­mo saw the po­ten­tial for more than just good. She could be trained.




    She fin­ished her rou­tine on the beam with a twist­ing som­er­sault dis­mount, grabbed a

    tow­el and ran to the edge of the gym floor, where she stood anx­ious­ly look­ing to­ward the

    scor­ers’ ta­ble. Re­mo stepped along­side her.




    “You were good,” he said.




    She looked around, sur­prised at his voice, then smiled per­func­to­ri­ly, and looked back

    to­ward the ta­ble.




    “Re­al­ly good,” he said.




    “I hope the judges think so.”




    “What do you need to qual­ify?”




    “Nine-​point-​three,” she said.




    They watched and wait­ed un­til the judges post­ed her score. They gave her a

    nine-​point-​four. She squealed with joy as she jumped in­to the air. Re­mo was the clos­est

    per­son to her so she threw her arms around him and hugged him. He felt her firm breasts press

    against his chest and smelled the sweet cut-​grass scent of her hair.




    “Oh,” she said, sud­den­ly re­coil­ing, re­al­iz­ing she was hug­ging a stranger. She put

    her hands over her mouth, then low­ered them. “I’m sor­ry,” she said.




    “I’m not,” Re­mo said. “Con­grat­ula­tions.”




    “Thank you. Are you com­pet­ing?”




    Re­mo nod­ded. “Eight hun­dred me­ters. I qual­ified, too.”




    “Con­grat­ula­tions back. What’s your name?”




    “Re­mo Black. Yours?”




    “Josie Lit­tle­feath­er,” she an­swered, watch­ing close­ly for a re­ac­tion.




    “Pret­ty,” was all he said.




    “Thanks. And thanks for not mak­ing some smar­tass re­mark.”




    “One wasn’t called for,” Re­mo said. “Lis­ten, since we’re both cel­ebrat­ing, why don’t we

    do it to­geth­er? I’ll spring for a drink.”




    “Make it cof­fee and it’s a go,” she said.




    She walked to a near­by bench and shared hugs with a half dozen oth­er gym­nasts, all of

    them small­er and younger than Josie was. She put on a wraparound skirt and slid her feet in­to

    a pair of san­dals and was ready to go. She looked more like the av­er­age girl on Main Street

    than an Olympic ath­lete, Re­mo thought, and then de­cid­ed that with his t-​shirt, chi­nos and

    loafers, he looked like an out­board mo­tor me­chan­ic.




    As they walked from the gym, Josie wrapped a silk hand­ker­chief around her neck.




    “I could use a show­er,” she said.




    “So could I, but cof­fee first. I’ve got a cur­few.”




    “Don’t we all?” the wom­an said.




    She had want­ed cof­fee, but with ev­ery step they took away from the mam­moth Emer­son

    Col­lege Field­house, the thought of food pen­etrat­ed deep­er and deep­er in­to her mind.




    “Food,” Josie said. “I want food. Swoop­ing large amounts of food, piled on my plate.”




    “A car­bo­hy­drate junkie,” Re­mo said.




    “Yeah. Ev­ery­body I know, af­ter an event, it’s roll out the pas­ta. Well, you know how it

    is.”




    “Sure,” lied Re­mo, who had heard about car­bo­hy­drate de­ple­tion but knew noth­ing about

    it since his di­et was large­ly re­strict­ed to rice and fish and oc­ca­sion­al fresh

    veg­eta­bles and fruit, all Chi­un’s Ko­re­an food sta­ples and all so damned taste­less that

    Re­mo tru­ly didn’t care if he ate or starved.




    They found a Szechuan restau­rant two blocks away from the col­lege and Josie

    Lit­tle­feath­er in­sist­ed that she want­ed Chi­nese food. As they walked in­side,the

    pun­gent odors flood­ed Re­mo’s nos­trils and he re­mem­bered with a touch of hurt that he was

    nev­er again go­ing to eat noo­dles with cold sesame paste or spicy-​hot Gen­er­al Chien’s

    chick­en, or sliced gi­ant prawns in smooth red gar­lic sauce. How­ev­er, he made sure he

    or­dered all of them for Josie Lit­tle-​feath­er and he sipped at wa­ter as he watched her eat

    like a glee­ful sat­is­fied an­imal and he rec­og­nized that she ate as she per­formed on the

    beam-​with joy. And Re­mo re­al­ized al­so that he found very lit­tle joy in his life since

    learn­ing the se­crets of Sinan­ju. There was no joy in sex and no joy in food and there was

    nev­er any joy in killing be­cause it was both art and sci­ence and its pu­ri­ty was its own

    re­ward. In mak­ing him more of a man, had Sinan­ju made him some­how less of a hu­man? He

    won­dered. And he won­dered, too, if it had all been worth it.




    Josie start­ed off eat­ing with chop­sticks which she ma­neu­vered well, but found

    in­ca­pable of hold­ing at one jab the amount of food she want­ed to stuff in­to her face, so

    she re­sort­ed to a soup­spoon.




    “We’re go­ing to swap life sto­ries, Re­mo Black,” she said, “but my mouth is go­ing to be

    full so tell me yours first.”




    Re­mo did. He made it all up. He in­vent­ed a fam­ily and a home­town and a past and told

    her that he had al­ways want­ed to com­plete in the Olympics but it wasn’t un­til he had hit

    the state lot­tery of ten thou­sand dol­lars that he was able to quit his job in the au­to

    junk­yard and go in­to train­ing.




    “Sure, I’m old­er than the rest of the run­ners, but I don’t think that’s go­ing to stop me

    from mak­ing a good show­ing,” he said.




    “I ad­mire you,” she told him, chew­ing un­abashed­ly. “You know what you want and you’re

    not let­ting any­thing stop you from try­ing to get it.” Which Re­mo knew was a crock be­cause

    what he want­ed was to yank the bowl of noo­dles with sesamepaste away from her and drop

    it in­to his mouth in one large sticky lump, and he was let­ting just the mem­ory of Chi­un’s

    train­ing stop him from do­ing that.




    He con­tent­ed him­self with, “How about you? Do you know what you want?”




    She nod­ded. “I’m an In­di­an. I want to give my peo­ple some­thing to be proud of.”




    “What tribe?”




    “Black­hand. A reser­va­tion in Ari­zona.” She looked up­ward to­ward the ceil­ing as if her

    life’s mem­ories were writ­ten on the grease-​sat­urat­ed Celo­tex. “You know what it’s like.

    Peo­ple who are-​well, limp. Even the chil­dren. Once war­riors. Now they make a liv­ing

    sell­ing junk blan­kets and do­ing pho­ny rain dances for tourists. I can’t change that, but

    maybe I can give them some­thing to hang their pride on.” She looked at Re­mo with an

    al­most-​elec­tric in­ten­si­ty. “I want that gold medal. For my peo­ple.”




    Re­mo felt some­thing close to shame. Here was a wom­an-​not a girl like most of the oth­er

    com­peti­tors but a wom­an-​who had spent God knows how many years try­ing to get to the

    Olympics, and to him it had all been a piece of cake. Win­ning a gold met­al would be no more

    dif­fi­cult for Re­mo than walk­ing across an emp­ty street.




    At that mo­ment, he made up his mind to help Josie Lit­tle­feath­er win a gold medal for her

    peo­ple. And for her­self.




    She was talk­ing to him. “And why do you want a gold medal, Re­mo?”




    He shook his head. “It’s not im­por­tant, Josie. Not half as im­por­tant, or no­ble, as why

    you want it.”




    Her laugh lit her face. Her eyes twin­kled and she nod­ded her head in a mock curt­sey. “Is

    that what I am? No­ble?”




    “No­ble and beau­ti­ful and I’m go­ing to help you get that medal,” he said. He took her

    hands in hisand squeezed them. He did not rec­og­nize these emo­tions. He had not felt

    this way in years, per­haps too many years, and he didn’t want to think about the oth­er wom­en

    who had made him feel that way be­fore be­cause they were all dead. They were mon­uments to

    Re­mo’s life and work. And they were all dead.




    “Are you en­tered in any­thing else?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yes. The over­all. But bal­ance beam is my best. Have you ev­er been on a bal­ance beam,

    Re­mo?”




    “Sure­ly you jest,” Re­mo said. “I was born on one. And when I’m through with you, watch

    out, world. Noth­ing but tens.”




    She squeezed his hands back. “Heavy promise, white man.”




    “If I lie, you can hang me on your belt. Look. That field­house must be emp­ty by now.

    Af­ter all, you’ve been eat­ing non-​stop for six hours. Let’s go back there and take a look at

    that bal­ance beam of yours.”




    She nod­ded. “Af­ter this buildup, you’d bet­ter not dis­ap­point me and fall off the damn

    thing.”




    If Josie Lit­tle­feath­er had been a judge, watch­ing Re­mo’s per­for­mance on the beam, her

    on­ly com­plaint would have been that she could not give a score high­er than ten.




    Re­mo had kicked off his Ital­ian loafers, hopped up on­to the beam in the emp­ty

    gym­na­si­um, and done work she had nev­er seen be­fore, not even in her dreams. He ex­ecut­ed

    front flips, back flips, dou­ble fronts, and dou­ble backs. He moved so swift­ly and sure­ly

    that some­times there ap­peared to be more than one Re­mo on the beam. He fin­ished with a

    dis­mount she had nev­er even seen at­tempt­ed be­fore, a two-​and-​a-​half som­er­sault. And

    Re­mo did it from a one-​hand hand stand. He fin­ished with his feet to­geth­er on the mat and

    raised his arms to eleveno’clock and one o’clock, the way he had seen gym­nasts do on

    tele­vi­sion.




    He looked at her for ap­proval and she ap­plaud­ed.




    “Tens?” she said. “Hell. Thi­iteens. Twen­ties. You’re a per­fect twen­ty, man.” She ran

    over and hugged him, but it was a dif­fer­ent hug from the one she had giv­en him ear­li­er by

    mis­take. This time he put his arms around her and hugged her back. Then he kissed her and for

    a mo­ment her mouth was soft and yield­ing, but sud­den­ly she stiff­ened and pushed away from

    him. He did not loosen his grip but in­stead held her at arm’s length.




    “I’m sor­ry,” she told him halt­ing­ly. “I guess I’m just not very ex­pe­ri­enced.”




    “My fault,” he said, let­ting his hands drop. “I shouldn’t have done that.” He did not like

    the way he felt. He was like a school­boy with a crush. He turned back to the beam to mask the

    con­fu­sion on his face. “Why don’t you do a rou­tine for me and let me watch?”




    “Af­ter what you just did? I’d feel like a cluck.”




    “Les­son num­ber one,” Re­mo said. “Don’t think about any­thing ex­cept what you’re do­ing.

    What were you think­ing about when you did your last rou­tine to­day?”




    She looked sheep­ish. “I was think­ing I need­ed a nine-​three to qual­ify.”




    “Right. And that’s why you al­most didn’t get it. From now on, you think about now. You

    don’t even think two sec­onds ahead when you’re on the beam.” Even as he said it, he knew it

    was a lie and the wrong ad­vice. He was try­ing to give her the art of Sinan­ju which re­quired

    such a deep in­grain­ing of tech­nique that tech­nique was nev­er thought of con­scious­ly. One

    didn’t think at all. Phys­ical things were best when they flowed in­stinc­tive­ly from one’s

    body with­out thought. That was Sinan­ju and Chi­un had giv­en it to him, but it had tak­en

    more than ten labonous years. Re­mo could make Josie Lit­tle­feath­er the best bal­ance beam

    artist in the world, but he could not give her Sinan­ju, not in time for the Olympics. But he

    vowed to try.




    As she walked to­ward the beam, a voice bel­lowed through the gym­na­si­um, echo­ing off the

    walls and quon­set-​curved roof.




    “Well, well,” the voice said and Re­mo turned to the door. It was the blond run­ner, the one

    who had promised to feed Re­mo dust and had wound up be­ing pulled across the fin­ish line. He

    seemed to have re­cov­ered both his wind and his sneer.




    “What’s this, Pops?” he asked Re­mo. “Get­ting in­to girls’ ac­tiv­ities now? Or just

    try­ing to get in­to the girl?”




    “I nev­er got your name,” Re­mo said.




    “My name? Chuck Mas­ters. The guy you screwed and the guy who’s go­ing to kick your ass back

    to wher­ev­er you came from.”




    “What good’s that go­ing to do you?” Re­mo asked.




    “I break you up some and you have to pull out of the games. As next fin­ish­er, I move up

    in­to your spot and go to Moscow. We can do it my way or you can just vol­un­teer to drop out.

    What do you say?”




    He looked at Re­mo with his hands raised in a ques­tion­ing ges­ture, a small nasty smile on

    his mouth.




    “Go stick a javelin in your ear,” Re­mo said. He turned back to Josie and Mas­ters called,

    “Don’t turn your back on me. And you, Lit­tle­feath­er, what are you do­ing hang­ing out with

    him?”




    “None of your busi­ness,” she said.




    Re­mo won­dered how they knew each oth­er and how well. He liked Chuck Mas­ters even less

    now. He turned back in time to see Mas­ters hoist­ing up to his chest a weightlifter’s

    bar­bell, load­ed with 150 pounds.




    “Strong, but no brains,” Re­mo told Josie. She laughed.




    Mas­ters pushed the bar­bells at Re­mo. Josie’s sharp in­take of breath echoed in the hushed

    gym­na­si­um. Re­mo bent slight­ly and with a flick of a wrist, as­sist­ed the weights hi

    sail­ing over his head. The bar­bell bit on the floor with a jan­gling crash.




    “Bad throw, big mouth,” said Re­mo. Mas­ters’s face red­dened. He yanked up an­oth­er

    weight, this one load­ed at 200 pounds. He got it to his chest and be­gan to walk to­ward

    Re­mo.




    “Chuck, stop it,” Josie shout­ed. “Stop it.”




    “Here. Try this one on for size,” Mas­ters said.




    Re­mo said to Josie, “No brains. He even talks like a com­ic book.”




    Re­mo turned back in time to watch the 200 pounds of weight leave Mas­ters’s hand and sail

    through the air to­ward him. He smiled slight­ly as he reached out his right hand and caught

    the bar­bell with it and held it there, straight out in front of him with one hand.




    Mas­ters’s eyes gog­gled.




    “What the-“




    “My turn, big­mouth. I’ll pitch, you catch.”




    “Now, lis­ten-” Mas­ters start­ed but it was too late. To him it looked as if Re­mo had

    sim­ply opened his hand but the bar­bell was com­ing back at him. Fast. He snapped his hands up

    to his chest to pro­tect him­self. Mas­ters caught the bar­bell awk­ward­ly in both hands but

    the force of Re­mo’s toss pushed him back and down and as he bit the floor, the bar­bell

    slipped out of his hands and off his chest and rolled up­ward so that it strad­dled his neck,

    press­ing light­ly on his Adam’s ap­ple.




    “Take this off me,” Mas­ters plead­ed. But in­stead, Re­mo stepped up on­to the bar, his

    feet on ei­ther side of Mas­ters’s chin. The slight pres­sure of his weight bent the cen­ter of

    the bar slight­ly and it bel­lied downeven more against Mas­ters’s throat. The blond man

    screamed.




    “Do your­self a fa­vor,” Re­mo said cold­ly. “Don’t ev­er come near us again.” He felt

    him­self al­most shiv­er with anger and quick­ly he turned back to­ward Josie.




    “Cur­few,” he told her. “We’d bet­ter go.”




    “What about him?” she asked. There was fright in her eyes as she looked at Re­mo, as if she

    were see­ing him for the first tune.




    “Leave him. He’ll get it off when he stops pan­ick­ing. Don’t wor­ry about him.”




    He led her to the gym­na­si­um door. At the ex­it, she looked back at Mas­ters, but Re­mo

    pulled her out­side. They walked to her ho­tel in Cop­ley Square with­out say­ing a word to

    each oth­er. Re­mo knew what was wrong. He had changed dur­ing those few mo­ments with Chuck

    Mas­ters, and Josie had caught a glimpse of a dif­fer­ent Re­mo and she was con­fused and

    per­haps fright­ened. Re­mo did not try to speak to her. He didn’t know how he could tell her

    that it was on­ly her pres­ence that had kept Mas­ters alive to pester some­one else an­oth­er

    day. He sim­ply left the In­di­an girl at her door and told her he would see her in Moscow. And

    con­tin­ue her bal­ance beam lessons.




    Chi­un was wait­ing for Re­mo when he got back to his own room. He was pac­ing the

    floor.




    “Where were you?” he de­mand­ed.




    “I broke train­ing,” Re­mo said.




    “So. This is how it starts. Five min­utes late now. Ten min­utes to­mor­row. Soon you will

    be stay­ing out to all hours of the night, com­ing home look­ing like some­thing the cat does

    doo-​doo in, and there goes my gold medal.”




    “Your gold medal?”




    “Yes,” Chi­un said, with­out ac­knowl­edg­ing Re­mo’s sar­casm. “My gold medal. My

    en­dorse­ments. My fame. The se­cu­ri­ty for my old age.”




    “Get off my case,” Re­mo said. “That creep from the race, that blond guy, pestered me.”




    “And what did you do?”




    “I just played with him a lit­tle.”




    “You did well. I do not know it I could have been that le­nient with him. There was a time

    when you would not be so le­nient ei­ther.”




    Re­mo re­al­ized that Chi­un missed noth­ing.




    “Is there some­thing you wish to tell me?” Chi­un asked.




    “No, Lit­tle Fa­ther, I just want to sleep.”




    “As you wish. Em­per­or Smith is pleased. Ar­range­ments are be­ing made for Moscow. Go to

    sleep. Ath­letes, even those blessed with bril­liant train­ers, need to rest.”




    “Good night,” Re­mo said. He went to bed, think­ing that in Moscow, he would tell Chi­un

    about Josie Lit­tle­feath­er, who had made this as­sign­ment for Re­mo a very im­por­tant, very

    per­son­al mat­ter.


  




  

    CHAPTER SEVEN




    Fires crack­led in big holes dug in­to the sandy shore. Droplets of flame splashed in­to the

    night air as fat from the pigs turn­ing on spits over the fires spat­tered down in­to the pits,

    caught aflame and flared up­ward.




    Drums and bam­boo flutes in­sert­ed sen­su­ous melodies in­to the night and a dozen girls in

    tight, one-​piece wraps danced back and forth across the white sand, ply­ing large cir­cles

    around three men who sat on the sand on tuft­ed mats, watch­ing the wom­en with

    ap­pre­ci­ation.




    The biggest of the three men was Sam­my Wa­nenko, who, along with the oth­er two ath­letes,

    would rep­re­sent his South Pa­cif­ic is­land coun­try of Baru­ba in the Moscow Olympic

    Games.




    The hour neared mid­night and soon the king of Baru­ba would se­lect the three win­ners in

    the danc­ing com­pe­ti­tion. The three cho­sen wom­en would spend the night with the three

    Olympic-​bound ath­letes.




    The is­land-​coun­try’s cus­tom was that all wom­en of child-​bear­ing age, whether mar­ried

    or not, must com­pete in the dance com­pe­ti­tion, and the hun­dreds of wom­en had been

    nar­rowed down to these twelve fi­nal­ists. The cus­tom had just been in­vent­ed, since this

    was Baru­ba’s first Olympics, the coun­try on­ly re­cent­ly hav­ing been ac­cept­ed in­to the

    Unit­ed Na­tions.




    Baru­ba’s mem­ber­ship had come af­ter a week of de­bate. The non-​aligned bloc in the UN

    de­mand­ed that Baru­ba change its name to the Peo­ple’s De­mocrat­ic Re­pub­lic of Baru­ba,

    which the king agreed to af­ter be­ing as­sured that the name had noth­ing to do with

    democ­ra­cy, but was mere­ly a way for Com­mu­nist dic­ta­tor­ships to rec­og­nize each

    oth­er.




    The sec­ond re­quire­ment for mem­ber­ship was that the king of Baru­ba had to is­sue a

    state­ment, which would be writ­ten for him, at­tack­ing the Unit­ed States for its colo­nial,

    im­pe­ri­al­is­tic, war­mon­ger­ing poli­cies to­ward the Baruban peo­ple. The king had no

    trou­ble with this since he had nev­er met an Amer­ican, had on­ly the vaguest idea where

    Amer­ica was, and had been cau­tioned that if he didn’t, the Unit­ed States might sneak in­to

    his coun­try some night and steal all the pineap­ples.




    The third re­quire­ment for UN mem­ber­ship was that the del­egate to the Unit­ed Na­tions

    re­frain from show­ing up at the ses­sions of that in­ter­na­tion­al body with a bone in his

    nose. The for­eign min­is­ter was re­luc­tant to agree to this be­cause he felt un­dressed

    with­out a bone in Ms nose, but he was mol­li­fied when the king promised him that he could

    wear a shell neck­lace in­stead and it would be the biggest shell neck­lace that any­one in

    Baru­ba had ev­er worn in­clud­ing the king.




    There was a fourth po­ten­tial re­quire­ment but it was vot­ed down by the Unit­ed Na­tions

    gen­er­al as­sem­bly as racist, im­pe­ri­al­ist, Zion­ist-​stoogeist and war-​mon­gerist. This

    was the tart sug­ges­tion of the British del­egate that the Barubans stop eat­ing each

    oth­er.




    So on a warm Tues­day, the Peo­ples’ Demo­crat­ic Re­pub­lic of Baru­ba was ad­mit­ted to

    the Unit­ed Na­tions. On Wednes­day, its UN rep­re­sen­ta­tive made a speech, writ­ten for him

    by the Rus­sians, at­tack­ing the Unit­ed States as racist. On Thurs­day, Baru­ba filed a

    re­quest-​writ­ten by the Rus­sians-​with Wash­ing­ton, ask­ing for repa­ra­tions for

    psy­cho­log­ical dam­age suf­fered by the Barubans be­cause of the impe­ri­al­ist Viet­nam war.

    And on Fri­day night, they held a danc­ing con­test to see which three wom­en would sleep with

    the three Olympic-​bound ath­letes. The three ath­letes en­joyed watch­ing the danc­ing girls

    and Sam­my Wa­nenko par­tic­ular­ly liked watch­ing a young girl named Lonie who was mar­ried

    to an old­er man who had been un­able to com­pete for the hon­or of go­ing to the Olympics

    be­cause of his age. Baru­ba’s king had de­cid­ed the coun­try would send on­ly its very best

    ath­letes. He set the cut­off age for com­pe­ti­tion at twen­ty-​one, which he said was the

    prime of life. The king was twen­ty-​one.




    Lonie had been cast­ing long­ing eyes at Sam­my for the last six months, ev­ery time their

    paths crossed on the small is­land. She was sev­en­teen and ripe but Sam­my had stayed away

    from her, re­spect­ing her sta­tus as a mar­ried wom­an. But now, he knew that when she won the

    danc­ing com­pe­ti­tion she would be his.




    An hour lat­er, the king pre­sent­ed her to Sam­my for the night. Eyes down­cast in

    shy­ness, she was about to walk off with the ath­lete when a voice rang out from the fringes of

    the smil­ing crowd. “No!”




    Hun­dreds of heads turned, their smiles in­stant­ly frozen on their faces. A large man with

    mus­cled slop­ing shoul­ders, large rip­pling arms, and short pow­er­ful bull-​like legs

    stepped out of the dark­ness at the edge of the crowd, where the pit fires had be­gun to burn

    down.




    “It is Po­lo,” some­one hissed. “Lome’s hus­band,” said an­oth­er. “This means

    trou­ble.”




    Po­lo pushed his way rough­ly through the crowd to the king’s throne chair. He was

    twen­ty-​sev­en years old.




    “I will not al­low it,” Po­lo shout­ed. “If this Wa­nenko child wish­es to sleep with my

    Lonie, hewill have to de­feat me. I will show you he is not the great­est ath­lete in

    Baru­ba. That hon­or be­longs to me.” He turned and stared at Sam­my, on­ly feet away from the

    feath­er-​robed king. Lonie shrank away from the two men. Po­lo sneered at Sam­my. “Let this

    pup de­feat me. Then you may call him the great­est.”




    Sam­my looked at Po­lo, then the king. He found that the king was look­ing at him

    quizzi­cal­ly. Sam­my turned and saw Lonie watch­ing him. He saw her flash­ing eyes, her ripe

    young breasts, her full mouth, and he knew he want­ed to have her, al­most as much as he

    want­ed to go to the Olympics.




    He turned back to Po­lo. “I agree,” he said.




    The king looked up at Po­lo and said “What sport . . .” but be­fore he could fin­ish, Po­lo

    lashed out with a thun­der­ing right hand that caught Sam­my high on the cheek. With a laugh,

    Po­lo shout­ed, “Brawl­ing is my sport.”




    The blow knocked Sam­my off bal­ance and sprawl­ing. Po­lo moved af­ter him, swing­ing

    wild­ly, try­ing to fin­ish the younger man ear­ly. But Sam­my ducked and the blows went over

    Ms head. He straight­ened up from his crouch and pushed a short left in­to Po­lo’s stom­ach,

    ridged hard with mus­cle. It drove some wind from the big­ger man.




    Both men re­gained their bal­ance and turned to face each oth­er again, mov­ing about,

    feint­ing, try­ing to grab the feel of the oth­er’s move­ments. Sam­my wait­ed un­til the

    old­er man made his move.




    As he had guessed, Po­lo had mus­cle but no speed. When he threw a right at Sam­my, the

    younger man moved his head aside and scored with a left to Po­lo’s nose. And again. And again.

    Po­lo’s nose turned red and be­gan to bleed.




    The blood trick­ling down his face seemed to anger him and he charged Sam­my and wrapped his

    mus­cu­lar arms around him, pin­ning Wa­nenko’s own arms to his side. Sam­my felt the back­ward

    pres­sure. Itseemed as if his spine would snap. Po­lo in­creased the pres­sure and

    Sam­my, clear­ing his head, sud­den­ly stopped try­ing to fight the strength in those mas­sive

    arms and in­stead brought his knee up in­to Po­lo’s crotch. The old­er man let out a scream of

    pain and Sam­my broke free. Once he did, the young cham­pi­on hacked three con­sec­utive lefts

    in­to Po­lo’s face, each one snap­ping the man’s head back un­til, af­ter the third blow, Po­lo

    fell to the ground and lay still.




    The crowd cheered the young cham­pi­on. So did Lonie, who could not wait to feel him on her

    body.




    The king mo­tioned to Sam­my and Lonie that they might leave. The feast was over.




    Po­lo was left ly­ing in the sand while the three ath­letes went off to their homes with the

    three young wom­en. As Sam­my lay down with Lonie, she asked with a laugh, “Why did you not use

    your right hand? You de­feat­ed Po­lo with on­ly one hand.”




    Sam­my laughed. “I did not want to dam­age my right hand. I will need it to win my gold

    medal. In box­ing.”




    Lonie turned away from him in mock anger. “For a mere gold medal you will use two hands. But

    poor Lonie, she is on­ly worth one hand.”




    “No,” Sam­my said. “Two hands and two arms and two legs and this and this and this . .

    .”




    Flight Lieu­tenant Jack Mullin searched the sky for the air­plane. It should be ar­riv­ing

    soon, he thought. He turned and looked at the oth­er four men with him. They were be­gin­ning

    to get rest­less, anx­ious for some ac­tion, and this pleased Mullin. He had drilled them long

    and hard and they were his four best. Ev­ery­thing should go per­fect­ly.




    The four light-​skinned blacks al­so scanned the sky, search­ing for the plane,

    oc­ca­sion­al­ly glanc­ing at the British mer­ce­nary to see if he, too, was show­ing any signs

    of ner­vous­ness.




    Mullin smiled to him­self as he thought how odd it was that his life had brought him here.

    In his life, he had had three loves and one great hate. He hat­ed blacks and the thought

    al­most made him laugh, be­cause here he was, be­ing paid by Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu, the black­ness

    of whose skin was matched on­ly by the black­ness of his heart. But Mkom­bu’s mon­ey was very

    green and that was one of Mullin’s three loves. Mon­ey, whisky and wom­en. Right now, he had

    mon­ey in his pock­et and fine Irish whisky in his can­teen, so he thought back to the last

    wom­an he’d had. The African wom­en in Mkom­bu’s com­pound were all en­thu­si­asm but no

    tech­nique, will­ing to do any­thing Mullin want­ed, but still poor re­place­ment for an Irish

    lass. Or, for that mat­ter, an En­glish­wom­an.




    The wom­an he was re­mem­ber­ing was a red-​haired, green-​eyed wom­an with the biggest . .

    .




    There it was.




    His ears picked up the ap­proach­ing plane even be­fore he saw it. He got to his feet and

    called out: “Get ready, lads.”




    The four blacks got to their feet and held their breath to hear the plane. They soon

    spot­ted it, a tiny, far­away speck com­ing to­ward them, glint­ing gold­en in the sky where

    the morn­ing sun re­flect­ed off it.




    The first step in the slaugh­ter of Amer­ica’s Olympic ath­letes was about to be tak­en.




    Sam­my Wa­nenko sat aboard the rent­ed air­plane, smil­ing. He had nev­er had a night like

    that be­fore and now he was ready for the Olympics. He was ready for any box­er the Rus­sians

    or the Amer­icans or the Cubans could send against him. He was ready for any­one or

    any­thing.




    The plane had been rent­ed, be­cause Baru­ba did not have an air force or even an air­plane,

    pre­fer­ring un­til that very week to re­gard air­planes as man­ifes­tations of the great

    is­land god Lot­to. This had changed when a plane had ar­rived on the is­land to take the UN

    am­bas­sador to New York. The am­bas­sador, still miffed at hav­ing to give up the bone in his

    nose, was re­luc­tant to get on the plane. He plead­ed with the king to let him swim to New

    York. Fi­nal­ly, the king forced him aboard, the plane took off, and the air age had reached

    the Peo­ple’s Demo­crat­ic Re­pub­lic of Baru­ba.




    For their ath­letes, they rent­ed the plane and the ser­vices of an Aus­tralian pi­lot,

    John­ny Win­ters. Win­ters was in his mid-​thir­ties, un­mar­ried, and for the past ten years

    had eked out a liv­ing trans­port­ing car­go and/or peo­ple, le­gal or il­le­gal, for who­ev­er

    would pay the freight.




    His as­sign­ment was to fly the Baruban team to Mel­bourne, Aus­tralia, where they would

    board the jet­lin­er that would take them to Moscow. His take­off had been de­layed that

    morn­ing as he wait­ed for his young co-​pi­lot, Bart Sands. Sands was twen­ty-​two, mar­ried,

    and with a sec­ond child on the way. He had been try­ing to make enough mon­ey on the hors­es

    to pay all the hos­pi­tal bills and as a re­sult, he was in­to both the book­ies and the loan

    sharks.




    Sands had been with Win­ters for about a year and had not learned a thing. He had man­aged

    to bail out from un­der his debts once, with a huge score at the track. But he just ig­nored

    Win­ters when the old­er man told him that light­ning very rarely struck at all, let alone

    twice, and he should quit gam­bling.




    Sands ig­nored the ad­vice. When he ar­rived at the plane, Win­ters said, “I thought I was

    go­ing to have to leave you be­hind. What hap­pened? You have to get in a bet on a hot

    horse?”




    “Some­thing like that,” Sands said. “C’mon, let’s get this crate off the ground.” There was

    a look on his gen­er­al­ly smil­ing face that jarred Win­ters. There was some­thing wrong. He

    didn’t know what it was.Sands hoped that Win­ters had not no­ticed any­thing strange

    about him. He al­so hoped that Win­ters didn’t no­tice the bulge the .45 au­to­mat­ic was

    mak­ing un­der Sands’s jack­et.




    Soon, he thought. Soon all my mon­ey .prob­lems will be over and then I’ll square it up with

    him. He’ll un­der­stand it was the on­ly way.




    The DC-3 land­ed on the beach at Baru­ba and Sam­my Wa­nenko came aboard, along with the

    oth­er two ath­letes, broth­ers named Ton­ny and Tomas and their coach, Willem. They waved from

    the win­dows of the plane un­til they were air­borne. At last, Sam­my thought, I am on my way

    to win my gold medal.




    Af­ter they were in the air for half an hour, Bart Sands knew it was time.




    Think about your preg­nant wife, he told him­self. Think about what they said they’ll do to

    Janie if you don’t pay up. And the kids. It’s quick mon­ey, he told him­self. Quick mon­ey.

    That’s all it is, with no one get­ting hurt.




    He took the .45 from un­der his jack­et and point­ed it at his friend, John­ny Win­ters.




    Win­ters couldn’t be­lieve what he saw, but then he re­al­ized why the strained look had

    been on his friend’s face when he had board­ed the plane.




    “Bart . . .” he be­gan to say.




    “Please, John­ny, don’t,” Sands said. “I promise you. No one will get hurt. This is the

    on­ly way. And I promise, we’ll split right down the mid­dle.”




    Sands was talk­ing too fast. Win­ters had nev­er seen him this ner­vous. His hand was

    shak­ing un­con­trol­lably. Win­ters hoped that he could just keep the kid from killing

    some­body by ac­ci­dent.




    Willem, the Baruban coach, chose that mo­ment to come up to the cock­pit. He saw the gun and

    asked, “What is wrong, please?”




    Sands got up from his seat, pushed Willem back in­to the pas­sen­ger cab­in, and waved the

    .45 at the four Barubans.




    “Don’t any of you move if you don’t want to die,” he said. Sam­my Wa­nenko looked up in­to

    the bar­rel of the .45. He thought the man looked very ner­vous. Be­fore he could think

    any­more, Willem, the coach, leaped from his seat at Sands.




    Sam­my saw the gun in the white man’s hand jump. He saw Willem fall, clutch­ing his

    stom­ach.




    Sands could not speak for a mo­ment. He was as sur­prised as any­one else when the gun in

    his hand went off. Could it pos­si­bly be that easy to kill a man?




    Fi­nal­ly he found his voice. He told the three Barubans, “The same for you, if any of you

    move.” He went back in­to the cock­pit and told Win­ters: “Now you do what I say, if you want

    to live.”




    Win­ters re­al­ized the younger man sud­den­ly sound­ed much more con­fi­dent. He glanced

    over his shoul­der and saw, with fright, that Bart Sands’s gun hand had stopped shak­ing.




    Sands re­cit­ed from mem­ory a new set of co­or­di­nates which would take them just

    slight­ly off theur present course and Win­ters was puz­zled. He knew the charts for this area

    of the Pa­cif­ic by heart.




    “Bart, there’s noth­ing there. What are we do­ing?”




    “Just do it, John­ny,” said Sands. He felt sweat pour­ing from un­der his arms, but he was

    as sur­prised as Win­ters to find that his gun hand no longer shook.




    Win­ters changed the di­rec­tion of the plane. He knew of no is­land that cor­re­spond­ed

    with the lo­ca­tion giv­en him by Bart Sands.




    Jack Mullin did.




    He had in­ten­tion­al­ly cho­sen the is­land be­cause it did not ap­pear on any ex­ist­ing

    com­mer­cial charts. And rather than trust to luck to find an ac­com­plice like Bart Sands, he

    had, through an in­ter­me­di­ary, advanced the pi­lot more gam­bling mon­ey for more loss­es,

    and then had made him a propo­si­tion that would pay off all his debts and give him a nest egg

    be­sides.




    Win­ters saw the un­chart­ed is­land at the same time Bart Sands did.




    “Land it there,” Sands said. “On that stretch of beach.”




    The beach had been smoothed out and al­most looked like a run­way, Win­ters re­al­ized.

    Some­body had been there and some­body was ex­pect­ing them. But who?




    He nosed the plane down, and even though the wheels bit deep­er in­to the wet sand than he

    ex­pect­ed, rolled it to a smooth stop.




    “Get in the back with them,” Sands said, wav­ing his gun to­ward the Barubans in the

    back.




    When Win­ters was seat­ed, Sands warned them all to stay put. Then he opened the door

    be­tween the cock­pit and pas­sen­ger cab­in and climbed out.




    There was a sin­gle shot.




    Sam­my Wa­nenko jumped to his feet and Win­ters, look­ing at Willem’s body still sprawled in

    the aisle of the cab­in, said “Take it easy, fel­la. We don’t know what’s out there.”




    “It does not mat­ter,” Sam­my said. “I am not afraid.”




    “Maybe we all ought to be,” Win­ters said.




    Wa­nenko threw him a look of scorn but sat back in Ms seat.




    Bart Sands, Win­ters knew, was dead. Of that he had no doubt. His pay­off had been

    some­thing less than he had ex­pect­ed, even less than he de­served.




    What now?




    The shot was a clean one, en­ter­ing the back of Sands’s head and tear­ing away most of his

    face as it ex­it­ed.




    Paid in full, thought Lieu­tenant Jack Mullin, as he bol­stered his .45.




    He walked to the body, which was ly­ing face down on the beach, tipped his hat to it in

    thanks and then walked to the plane. His four men fol­lowed, spread out in a fan shape be­hind

    him.




    Mullin used the butt of his .45 to bang on the side of the plane.




    “You lads can come out now,” he called. When there was no re­ply from with­in, he took a

    chance and stuck his head in the door.




    He saw three live Bar­ufaans, a dead one, and a white man.




    “Ev­ery­body out,” he or­dered.




    “Who are you?” asked Win­ters.




    “All in due time, Mr. Win­ters. Do any of these gen­tle­men speak En­glish, do you

    know?”




    Sam­my raised Ms head high and said “I speak much En­glish. Best in my coun­try ex­cept for

    Willem.”




    “Who the dev­il is Willem?” asked Mullin.




    Sam­my point­ed to the dead man. “He is Willem.”




    “He was Willem, you mean,” Mullin said with a laugh. He waved his .45 at the four sur­vivors

    and said, “All right, now, all out.”




    He backed up and al­lowed the four men to jump out, one at a time. When Win­ters saw Sands’s

    body, he closed his eyes and shook his head.




    Poor Bart. And his poor wife and child.




    And poor me, he thought. He looked up at Mullin and said: “Lis­ten, pal­ly, what’s the

    sto­ry on this thing, if you don’t mind my ask­ing?”




    “Not at all,” said Mullin. “We are in­sti­gat­ing a coup.”




    “On Baru­ba?” asked Win­ters. “A coup?”




    Mullin be­gan laugh­ing. He held the .45 loose­ly in his hand, but the four blacks had

    Win­ters and the Barubans cov­ered with their weapons.




    “Wouldn’t that be some­thing?” Mullin asked, still laugh­ing. “Seiz­ing pow­er on Baru­ba?

    What the hell would we do with the bloody thing? Turn it in­to an out­house?”




    “Well, then, why are we so im­por­tant?” Win­ters asked.




    Mullin stopped laugh­ing and his face sobered. He squint­ed at Win­ters, as if ex­am­in­ing

    him, then said, “Ac­tu­al­ly, now that you men­tion it, you’re not re­al­ly that

    im­por­tant.”




    Damn. Win­ters cursed in­ward­ly. He knew what was com­ing now, and he launched him­self at

    Mullin hop­ing the Barubans would fol­low his lead. Mullin laughed again and fired a .45 slug

    in­to the top of Win­ters’s skull. Win­ters col­lapsed in a heap with his legs tan­gled across

    those of the dead Bart Sands. The Barubans hadn’t moved.




    “I chal­lenge you,” Sam­my said sud­den­ly, tak­ing one step to­ward Mullin. The lieu­tenant

    held up his hand to his men so they would not kill the Baruban.




    “What’s your name, lad?” Mullin asked.




    “Sam­my Wa­nenko.”




    “You’re the big mucky-​muck ath­lete?”




    “I arn Baru­ba’s cham­pi­on.”




    “And you want to chal­lenge me?”




    “Yes.”




    “To what?”




    “To fight.”




    Mullin laughed.




    “All right, Baru­ba’s great­est ath­lete, we’ll fight.” He turned to­ward his men and said,

    “I can use the ex­er­cise. None of you boys have act­ed up in a while and I might be get­ting

    rusty.”




    He re­moved his hat, then mo­tioned to Sam­my to step for­ward. As Sam­my neared, Mullin

    re­moved hiseye­glass­es and reached down to put them on his hat. But Wa­nenko stayed

    just be­yond the range of Mullin’s foot, and Mullin stood up again.




    “You free us if I win?” Sam­my said.




    Mullin shrugged. “But of course, lad. To the vic­tor be­longs the spoils.”




    “I do not know what that means, but I fight.”




    Sam­my put his hands in front of him in a box­ing stance and he knew that to­day he must use

    his right hand. He could not save it for the Olympic games be­cause it was just as im­por­tant

    to him to­day. Mullin turned his palms to­ward his face and raised his hands in a karate

    stance, and when Sam­my faked a left jab, then threw an over­hand right, Mullin back­stepped

    and de­liv­ered a front kick that caught Sam­my in the stom­ach. The blow should have felled

    him on the spot, but Wa­nenko’s youth­ful strength pumped adrenalin in­to his body, and af­ter

    re­coil­ing slight­ly from the kick, he charged for­ward, wrapped his arms around Mullin, and

    let his weight car­ry the small Briton to the sand.




    He drew his right arm back to smash in Mullin’s face, just as Mullin reached along­side his

    body and drew the .45 from its hol­ster. Just as Sam­my let the punch fly, Mullin put a bul­let

    up un­der his throat that smashed up in­to his brain. Sam­my’s last thought was that he would

    not win a gold medal for Baru­ba.




    Mullin pushed the dead body off him and shook his head, an­gered with him­self. The four

    Africans with him would tell the sto­ry of how the young Baru-​ban had chal­lenged him and

    would have won, had it not been for the gun. And then there would be more and more chal­lenges

    to Mullin’s au­thor­ity. It wouldn’t do, and on the spot, Mullin de­cid­ed that the four

    Africans would nev­er again re­turn to the camp of Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu. They would be left

    be­hind in Moscow some­how.




    He looked at the two re­main­ing Barubans andsaid, “You boys didn’t want to go to the

    Olympics any­way.” Then he stepped back, out of the line of fire, and mo­tioned to his men.

    Ton­ny and Tomas were drilled through the head by bul­lets, even be­fore they knew what was

    hap­pen­ing. There were no last-​minute thoughts of Olympic gold for them. Their minds had gone

    numb with fear long be­fore.




    They sim­ply died.




    “All right, lads, let’s get them un­dressed be­fore they bleed on your clothes.” Af­ter his

    men had changed clothes with the Barubans, he made them hide the bod­ies in the deep brush that

    ringed the trop­ical beach.




    Then he watched as his men very care­ful­ly load­ed bags of equip­ment on­to the DC-3. They

    han­dled the bags of ex­plo­sives, mold­ed in­to the shape of ath­let­ic equip­ment, as if they

    were new­born babes, which was just the way he want­ed them han­dled.




    Those new­born babes will be our love notes to the Amer­icans, he thought. Love notes from

    Jim Bob Mkom­bu, de­liv­ered by yours tru­ly, Flight Lieu­tenant Jack Mullin.




    A de­liv­ery boy? Is that what I re­al­ly am? he asked him­self, but then put the thought

    be­hind him. His day would come, he knew. And not far off ei­ther.




    The cod­ed mes­sage came to Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu soon af­ter he had fin­ished di­vid­ing his

    din­ner, half in­to his mouth and the oth­er half on­to his shirt­front.




    He laughed aloud when he read it. The mes­sage was from Mullin and it read: “The Bat­tle of

    Wa­ter­loo was won on the play­ing fields of Eton.”




    A suc­cess. The first phase of the mis­sion had been a suc­cess. His as­sas­sins were on

    their way to Moscow.




    Mkom­bu went to the win­dow and looked over the clear­ing where a few of his sol­diers

    lounged desul­to­ri­ly.




    As he knew they would, the press of the world had jumped up­on the sto­ry of the threat to

    the Amer­ican ath­letes and had ac­cept­ed to­tal­ly the fic­tion that the threats had been

    made by some un­hap­py group of whites in South Africa and Rhode­sia. That was the first stick

    in place. The sec­ond was the smug­gling of his as­sas­sins in­to Moscow, dis­guised as Baruban

    ath­letes. The third and fi­nal stick would be the killing of the Amer­icans.




    Noth­ing the South Africans or the Rhode­sians could do would stop the down­fall of their

    regimes af­ter that. And then Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu would be king.




    And Mullin?




    Mkom­bu told him­self that Flight Lieu­tenant Jack Mullin’s use­ful­ness would some come to

    an end. He knew that Mullin be­lieved he was just us­ing Mkom­bu to fur­ther his own ends.




    In the emp­ty room, Mkom­bu spoke aloud to him­self.




    “Soon, he will find who is us­er and who is used.”


  




  

    CHAPTER EIGHT




    The Fol­croft es­tate in Rye, New York, had been built be­hind thick walls by a

    mil­lion­aire who had no wish to share with the pub­lic his pas­sion for young wom­en. It had

    been used by the Unit­ed States gov­ern­ment dur­ing World War II as a train­ing camp for

    spies, and then had drift­ed in­to some kind of vague med­ical ad­min­is­tra­tion

    head­quar­ters for the gov­ern­ment, un­til one Fri­day, when all the per­son­nel were told to

    clear out by 6 P.M. Sun­day. Ev­ery­thing would be shipped to their homes, along with their new

    work as­sign­ments.




    At 6:01 P.M. that Sun­day, Dr. Harold W. Smith, pre­sent­ed by the pres­ident of the Unit­ed

    States with an as­sign­ment he didn’t want, ar­rived at the rick­ety old dock be­hind the main

    Fol­croft build­ing. CURE was born.




    Over the years, the es­tate was con­vert­ed by Smith in­to Fol­croft San­itar­ium, an

    ex­pen­sive rest home for wealthy ma­lin­ger­ers, and it pleased Smith in­or­di­nate­ly that he

    made the san­itar­ium show an an­nu­al prof­it. This was not re­al­ly nec­es­sary be­cause the

    san­itar­ium served on­ly as a front for the mas­sive com­put­er net­work that was used by CURE

    in the bat­tle against crime.




    Smith’s of­fice was in a rear room on the main build­ing’s sec­ond floor, over­look­ing the

    wa­ters of Long Is­land Sound, which looked bleak, cold, and gray twelve months of the

    year.




    Smith was in his of­fice, pa­tient­ly ex­plain­ing what CURE had done about the note

    threat­en­ing Amer­ica’s ath­letes. Re­mo sat on a hard-​backed chair fac­ing Smith, but Chi­un

    walked back and forth across the room, stop­ping on­ly to drum his ringers im­pa­tient­ly on

    Smith’s desk.




    “I’ve checked ev­ery­thing,” Smith said, “and we just can’t tie the ter­ror­ist threat to

    ei­ther South Africa or Rhode­sia.”




    “Or any­body else for that mat­ter,” Re­mo sug­gest­ed. When Smith nod­ded, Re­mo said, “For

    this, the tax­pay­ers spend how many mil­lions a year?”




    “Not on me,” Chi­un said quick­ly, look­ing up from drum­ming on the desk. “Ev­ery­one knows

    how lit­tle the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju is rec­om­pensed for his ef­forts in this very wealthy

    coun­try. It is one of the dis­graces of my life. Can we go to Rus­sia now?”




    “Just a mo­ment, Mas­ter,” Smith said. He won­dered why Chi­un was so anx­ious to leave. All

    his en­thu­si­asm for this Moscow mis­sion was mak­ing the CURE di­rec­tor sus­pi­cious.




    “The ear­ly bird catch­es the worm,” Chi­un said. He nod­ded to­ward Re­mo. “Or, in this

    case, the ear­ly worm may catch the gold medal. We will re­turn in glo­ri­ous tri­umph.”




    Smith cleared his throat. “Yes, well, Re­mo, what I’m say­ing is that we don’t know who’s

    in­volved.”




    “As usu­al. Come on, Chi­un, we’re go­ing.”




    He stood up and Smith said quick­ly, “I think it would be best if you kept a low pro­file in

    Moscow.”




    “That will be dif­fi­cult with that big white nose,” Chi­un said.




    “He’s telling me not to win any­thing, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo ex­plained.




    Chi­un looked at Smith with an ex­pres­sion that meant he thought Smith should be

    in­stant­ly ad­mit­ted to an asy­lum.




    “What?” he ex­claimed. “Lose?”




    Smith shrugged. “How would it look if Re­mo won on na­tion­al tele­vi­sion?”




    “Glo­ri­ous,” said Chi­un. “Un­less he was slop­py, but I will train him to make sure that

    does not hap­pen.”




    “Maybe glo­ri­ous but def­inite­ly dan­ger­ous,” said Smith. “Our se­cre­cy would be in

    dan­ger. Re­mo’s life in jeop­ardy. You can un­der­stand that, can’t you?”




    “Of course, I can un­der­stand it,” Chi­un said. “I am not a child.”




    “Good,” Smith said. He told Re­mo, “Re­mem­ber, we haven’t dis­count­ed any­body. Not the

    South Africans or the Rhode­sians or any­body else. We’ll keep look­ing. And Chi­un?”




    “Yes.”




    “Thank you for un­der­stand­ing.”




    “You do not thank some­one for be­ing in­tel­li­gent, Em­per­or,” Chi­un said. “It is

    be­cause I am so in­tel­li­gent that I un­der­stand these things and can sym­pa­thize with your

    plight.”




    As the two men left his of­fice, Smith be­gan to wor­ry again. Chi­un had giv­en up too

    eas­ily and Smith vowed to be sure to watch the Olympics on tele­vi­sion, an in­stru­ment he

    gen­er­al­ly dis­dained.




    Out in the hall­way, Chi­un said to Re­mo, “That man be­comes more and more of a lu­natic

    ev­ery day. Imag­ine. Los­ing.”




    In the car driv­ing to Kennedy Air­port, Re­mo asked, “What are you smirk­ing about,

    Chi­un?”




    “The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju does not smirk. He smiles in warm ap­pre­ci­ation of his own

    ge­nius.”




    “And what has your ge­nius come up with now?”




    “I have a plan that will make me a star with­out that lu­natic Smith be­ing able to blame

    us.”




    “I’ll let make-​you-​a-​star pass and just ask what it is you ex­pect me to do,” Re­mo

    said.




    Chi­un rubbed his dry, long-​nailed hands to­geth­er in un­re­strained en­joy­ment. “We will

    phys­ical­ly disable all the oth­er Amer­ican ath­letes. Not se­ri­ous­ly. I know how squeamish

    you are about these things. Just enough so that they can’t com­pete. Then you will en­ter all

    the events and win all the gold medals and you will tell the world you owe it all to me, your

    train­er, and then I will do en­dorse­ments on tele­vi­sion and get rich.”




    “Bril­liant,” Re­mo said.




    “Of course,” said Chi­un.




    “Ex­cept for one thing.”




    “Name that thing,” Chi­un de­mand­ed.




    “I won’t do it.”




    “I beg your par­don.” Chi­un’s voice was out­rage it­self.




    “Smit­ty’d nev­er buy all our ath­letes get­ting sick or hurt in an ac­ci­dent. Not all of

    them.”




    Chi­un frowned. “Hm­mmm,” he said. “Maybe half of them,”




    “None of them,” Re­mo said. “It’d be too sus­pi­cious. Smith’d see through it right away and

    if he even sus­pect­ed that you had any­thing to do with any­thing that messed up our Olympic

    team, it could mean the end of that love­ly sub­ma­rine of gold that ar­rives in Sinan­ju

    ev­ery Novem­ber.”




    “There are rare oc­ca­sions, white thing, when you al­most make sense. We will think of

    some­thing else.”




    Chi­un sank back in­to the pas­sen­ger’s seat in si­lence. His next idea was not long in

    com­ing and it was even bet­ter, but he de­cid­ed not to tell it to Re­mo, who had that

    hang­dog los­er men­tal­ity of Amer­icans, al­ways find­ing rea­sons why things couldn’t be

    done.




    His new idea would be to dis­able not just the Amer­ican ath­letes but all the ath­letes of

    the world. Re­mo would be the win­ner by de­fault.




    Chi­un liked this plan even bet­ter.


  




  

    CHAPTER NINE




    This was the new Rus­sia. Re­ced­ing in­to the mists of his­to­ry were the bloody

    mil­lions-​dead purges of a Stal­in and the ran­dom cru­el­ties of a Khrushchev. The blood­shed

    aimed at its own peo­ple had large­ly stopped. But the suc­ces­sors of Stal­in and Khrushchev

    were still para­noidal xeno­phobes and a call to the Krem­lin was still an oc­ca­sion for

    sweaty palms on the part of most Rus­sians.




    For one thing nev­er changed, new Rus­sia or old Rus­sia. Some of the peo­ple called to the

    Krem­lin nev­er came back.




    But when the call came for Dim­itri Sorkof­sky, a colonel in the KGB, Rus­sia’s se­cret

    po­lice, he mere­ly won­dered why it had tak­en them so long to call.




    Sorkof­sky was a pride­ful man, proud of his ser­vice record, as he was proud of his two

    small daugh­ters, Ni­na, eleven, and Mar­ta, sev­en. He had been equal­ly proud of their

    moth­er, his beau­ti­ful Natasha, un­til she had died five years ear­li­er at the age of

    thir­ty-​two.




    As he walked through the Moscow streets to­ward his ap­point­ment, Sorkof­sky knew he was

    go­ing to be giv­en the great­est as­sign­ment of his ca­reer, and his sole re­gret was that

    Natasha was not there to share it with him.




    Natasha had been fif­teen years younger than he and she had al­ways been so filled with life

    that she had kept him young. He nev­er knew what had madeher fall in love with an ug­ly

    old bear of a man like him, but he was on­ly hap­py that she had. Hap­py and proud. He

    re­called how his chest puffed with pride any­time he went any­where with Natasha on his arm,

    any­time he saw oth­er men’s eyes fol­low her across a room. And then she was told she had

    in­cur­able bone can­cer.




    Still, dur­ing those last six months, she had been the strong one and af­ter she had died,

    he felt guilty that some­how she had made those six months the hap­pi­est of his life when, by

    all rights, they should have been the sad­dest. But she would not hear of sad. She had noth­ing

    to be sad about, she had told Dim­itri. She had raised two love­ly daugh­ters and had a

    love­ly, love­ly man for a hus­band.




    He paused on the street and rubbed a hand over the lumps that seemed to have piled up to

    form his face. How could she have felt that way about him? He touched his eyes with his hand,

    found mois­ture, and wiped it away.




    Dim­itri Sorkof­sky was called “The Rhi­no.” He was six-​foot-​three and weighed 250 pounds.

    His Ne­an­derthal brow be­lied his high in­tel­li­gence. His hands were like mas­sive paws, and

    yet Natasha had of­ten called them the gen­tlest hands in the world. Her love for him had found

    beau­ty where there was none for oth­ers to see.




    He had been so proud of her, just as he was proud of his skills, and when he re­port­ed to

    his su­pe­ri­ors in the Krem­lin and was told that he would be in charge of se­cu­ri­ty for the

    Olympic Games, he was, odd­ly, not thrilled-​first, be­cause he thought he was sim­ply the most

    qual­ified man for the job, and sec­ond, be­cause Natasha was not there to share in his

    glo­ry.




    His su­pe­ri­or, a man with eye­brows like black hedges, told him that a de­ci­sion had been

    made at the high­est lev­els on the Amer­icans’ re­quest to sendtheir own se­cu­ri­ty

    peo­ple to pro­tect their threat­ened ath­letes.




    “And that de­ci­sion is?” asked Sorkof­sky.




    “That de­ci­sion is no. The Amer­ican im­pe­ri­al­ists would on­ly seize that

    op­por­tu­ni­ty to flood our coun­try with their CIA spies.”




    Sorkof­sky nod­ded, silent­ly won­der­ing to him­self if his su­pe­ri­or re­al­ly be­lieved

    that clap­trap, and know­ing it didn’t re­al­ly mat­ter. The Amer­icans would send agents

    any­way. He knew it be­cause it was what he would have done un­der the same

    cir­cum­stances.




    He was wished well in his new as­sign­ment. He had just be­gun to as­sem­ble a staff when he

    was in­formed again by his su­pe­ri­or that the Amer­icans had protest­ed to the pre­mier and a

    com­pro­mise had been reached. An­oth­er man would be added to his se­cu­ri­ty force, a West

    Ger­man po­lice cap­tain named Wil-​helm Bechen­bauer.




    “That’s all right,” Sorkof­sky said. “I can work with him.”




    “You know this man?” his su­pe­ri­or asked, sud­den­ly sus­pi­cious.




    “No. But I can work with any­body.”




    Cap­tain Wil­helm Bechen­bauer did not like be­ing as­signed to Rus­sia. He did not like

    be­ing away from his fam­ily that long.




    His son was of high school age and his wife, a good wom­an quite ca­pa­ble of rais­ing their

    twelve-​year-​old daugh­ter, Hel­ga, was not equipped to han­dle fif­teen-​year-​old Hans. That

    boy need­ed the strong hand of a fa­ther.




    Bechen­bauer was a dap­per, well-​dressed, trim man of five-​foot-​sev­en whose weight

    nev­er var­ied more than a pound from 140. He sport­ed an im­pec­ca­bly trimmed mus­tache and

    he too had a nick­name. He was called “The Fer­ret.”




    The Fer­ret was look­ing for­ward to meet­ing theRhi­no, and the longer he thought

    about it, the more he looked for­ward to some­thing else about his Moscow as­sign­ment:

    Rus­sian wom­en. He had nev­er had a Rus­sian wom­an and he was look­ing for­ward to it. At

    forty-​six, Bechen­bauer was as lusty as he had been at twen­ty-​six, and while this pleased

    him, it seemed to ir­ri­tate his wife. He man­aged, nev­er­the­less, to make do.




    Cap­tain Bechen­bauer had been in Colonel Sorkof­sky’s out­er of­fice for twen­ty min­utes

    and he knew that it was no ac­ci­dent that he was be­ing forced to wait so long. Sorkof­sky was

    es­tab­lish­ing their rel­ative po­si­tions ear­ly in their re­la­tion­ship. Bechen­bauer

    thought to him­self that it was a need­less dis­play. He was per­fect­ly will­ing to let the

    Rus­sian run the show. He lit one of his fa­vorite cigars and sat back with his legs crossed,

    pleased to find that the colonel’s sec­re­tary was at­trac­tive. Per­haps she would be the one

    to in­tro­duce him to the world of Rus­sian wom­en.




    Sorkof­sky thought that half an hour was long enough to keep the West Ger­man wait­ing. He

    was about to buzz his sec­re­tary but de­cid­ed to go out­side and wel­come Bechen­bauer

    him­self. The West Ger­man, if he was as smart as his dossier seemed to in­di­cate, would know

    what Sorkof­sky had done.




    When he opened the door, he saw a small­ish man sit­ting on the edge of his sec­re­tary’s

    desk. Both were laugh­ing. He no­ticed the wed­ding band on Bechen­bauer’s left hand and took

    an im­me­di­ate dis­like to the Ger­man. Away from home on­ly one day and al­ready look­ing to

    play love games. The colonel had nev­er cheat­ed on his wife, nei­ther in life nor in death,

    and he de­test­ed any man who would.




    “Cap­tain Bechen­bauer, I pre­sume,” he said loud­ly. His sec­re­tary jumped and looked

    sheep­ish. Bechen­bauer looked at Sorkof­sky, at the girl, and then back to the KGB colonel. He

    was frown­ingwhen he slid off her desk and ap­proached the larg­er man with his hand

    out­stretched.




    “I am pleased to meet you, Colonel. I have heard many good things about you.”




    Sorkof­sky turned away from the Ger­man’s hand.




    “Come in­side, Cap­tain,” he said and walked to his desk. Be­hind him, he heard Bechen­bauer

    whis­per some­thing to his sec­re­tary and be­came even more an­noyed.




    When Bechen­bauer was in the of­fice, Sorkof­sky curt­ly com­mand­ed: “Sit.” The West

    Ger­man obeyed and looked at the Rus­sian colonel with an amused look on his face.




    “We have a prob­lem al­ready, Colonel, and we have just met?” he asked in flaw­less

    Rus­sian.




    “It is your prob­lem if you toss your­self on­to oth­er wom­en the mo­ment you are away from

    your wife,” Sorkof­sky said.




    “I am sor­ry if I poached on your pri­vate pre­serve,” Bechen­bauer said.




    For a mo­ment, Sorkof­sky did not un­der­stand the id­iom, then his face red­dened and he

    leaped to his feet.




    “Miss Kamirov is my sec­re­tary and noth­ing more, Cap­tain, and I ob­ject to your

    im­pli­ca­tion.”




    “Then I apol­ogize for the im­pli­ca­tion,” Bechen­bauer said. “How­ev­er, I do not

    apol­ogize for my be­hav­ior, which is none of your busi­ness. We are here to work on a

    mis­sion. I will not at­tempt to change your life habits and I would ap­pre­ci­ate it if you

    would not at­tempt to change mine. I will tell you on­ly that I love my wife in my own way. I

    will not dis­cuss it fur­ther.”




    Sorkof­sky blinked rapid­ly while look­ing at the small­er man across his desk. The Ger­man

    con­fused him. He seemed sin­cere about his love of his wife and yet he cheat­ed on her.

    Sorkof­sky threw his hands up in the air with a smile.




    “Cap­tain, I apol­ogize too. I did not mean to lose my tem­per. It does not of­ten oc­cur.

    It will not again.”




    Bechen­bauer trans­ferred his cigar from his right hand to his left hand, stood up and

    stepped up to the colonel. He ex­tend­ed his right hand.




    “In that case, per­haps we can start again with a hand­shake.”




    Sorkof­sky met the Ger­mans’ eyes again and to­geth­er they smiled be­fore shak­ing hands

    like old friends.




    “Good,” said Sorkof­sky.




    “And I want you to know that I un­der­stand you are in charge of this op­er­ation. I am here

    on­ly to help you in any way I can.”




    “Thank you.” The two men re­turned to their seats. “You know why you are here?”




    “I know that the Amer­icans asked per­mis­sion to send their agents to pro­tect their

    ath­letes. I know that your coun­try re­fused. I know that the Amer­icans had me des­ig­nat­ed

    to come in as an ad­vi­sor. I al­so know that this is sup­posed to lull all you Rus­sians to

    sleep so that you will nev­er guess that Amer­ican agents will be sent in any­way.”




    Sorkof­sky grinned.




    “You are very per­cep­tive,” he said.




    Bechen­bauer smiled back. “No prob­lem,” he said. “If the Amer­icans run their spy sys­tem

    the way they run their for­eign pol­icy, we need on­ly look for the ath­letes wear­ing

    trench­coats and car­ry­ing dag­gers. They will be easy to find. I think our biggest prob­lem

    will be keep­ing them out from un­der­foot.”




    “My opin­ion ex­act­ly,” the big Rus­sian said. “You were at Mu­nich?”




    Bechen­bauer’s face lost the faint smile that ha­bit­ual­ly played at the cor­ners of his

    mouth. “Yes, Colonel. I wish I could tell you what the hor­rors of Mu­nich were like.”




    “I have been in war, Cap­tain. I know what bod­ies look like.”




    “I’m sure you do,” the Ger­man said, “but we are not talk­ing of dead sol­diers, killed hi

    bat­tle. We are talk­ing about young peo­ple who came to Mu­nich to com­pete in games and were

    greet­ed with death. To such as you and I, vi­olence is a way of life. But these were

    chil­dren. That is why I am here. I vol­un­teered be­cause I feel I have some­thing to atone

    for.”




    “Why you? You were not on the se­cu­ri­ty team at Mu­nich,” the Rus­sian said.




    “It was my coun­try in which this atroc­ity oc­curred,” Bechen­bauer said. Sorkof­sky was

    con­fused by the man but could not doubt his sin­cer­ity. How strange that the man could be so

    sen­si­tive in one way and in an­oth­er, he had no sen­si­tiv­ity at all. Un­less al­ley cats

    were to be con­sid­ered sen­si­tive.




    “I un­der­stand,” he said. “Per­haps you will rest at your ho­tel and in the morn­ing, we

    can re­view our plans.”




    “That is kind of you, Colonel.” With a smile, Bechen­bauer added, “Per­haps I may even find

    some young la­dy who will show me your Rus­sian nightlife.”




    The man was in­cor­ri­gi­ble, Sorkof­sky de­cid­ed, but be­fore he could say any­thing, the

    small Ger­man had left his of­fice.




    Bechen­bauer was cu­ri­ous too about Colonel Sorkof­sky and he asked Miss Kamirov about him

    af­ter they had made love for the sec­ond time that night.




    “Your colonel in­trigues me, Ilya.”




    “Oh?” she asked, blink­ing her large brown eyes at him. They were in bed in his ho­tel room,

    where they had end­ed up af­ter cruis­ing sev­er­al of Moscow’s dull night­clubs. Ilya was

    taller than Bechen­bauer and more than twen­ty years younger, but she made no at­tempt to hide

    her at­trac­tion to him. Most wom­enwere at­tract­ed to him, and she had been sur­prised

    at the fe­roc­ity with which he made love. He was bet­ter and more adept than any young man she

    had ev­er en­coun­tered and she had en­coun­tered her share, for she en­joyed sex.




    “Why does he in­trigue you?” she asked.




    “He seems such a rigid moral­ist. Is he al­ways like that?”




    “So far as I know. I am told he was de­vot­ed to his late wife. Now his life is his two

    daugh­ters.”




    “He has nev­er made a pass at you?” Bechen­bauer asked.




    “Nev­er. I tried to get him to but he nev­er seemed to no­tice. Fi­nal­ly I gave up.”




    Bechen­bauer nod­ded. So Sorkof­sky was for re­al. For some rea­son, he felt pleased. He

    might nev­er like the Rus­sian but he could re­spect him as an hon­est man.




    Rolling over atop Ilya, he be­gan to think the time he spent in Rus­sia might not be so hard

    to take af­ter all.




    Sorkof­sky had tucked his girls in af­ter telling them a bed­time sto­ry, and then gone to

    his den, where he smoked his on­ly pipe of the day and drank his on­ly vod­ka. He kept it in

    the small freez­er sec­tion of his den’s re­frig­er­ator, which helped to thick­en the liq­uid

    in­to a vel­vety soft re­lax­ant.




    He thought of Bechen­bauer as he sipped. He had orig­inal­ly been wary of the man,

    sus­pect­ing that he might be an un­der­cov­er Amer­ican spy in Rus­sia to co­or­di­nate the

    ef­forts of all the Amer­ican spies. But he had re­ject­ed that idea now. His life with

    Com­mu­nist con­spir­acy the­ory had taught him one thing: gen­er­al­ly the sim­plest

    ex­pla­na­tion is the ac­cu­rate one. Bechen­bauer was a Ger­man se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer, no

    more, no less. And from his file, a very good one.




    The door­bell in­ter­rupt­ed his muse. A mil­itarymes­sen­ger was on his doorstep. He

    seemed sur­prised to see the Rhinoceros in pa­ja­mas and bathrobe.




    “Sor­ry to dis­turb you, Colonel, but Lieu­tenant Protchik thought you should see this

    tonight.”




    Protchik was one of Sorkof­sky’s aides, an am­bi­tious young sol­dier who did ev­ery­thing

    he could to keep on the colonel’s good side. Sorkof­sky de­test­ed him.




    He took the en­ve­lope and thanked the cor­po­ral. He wait­ed un­til he was back in his

    study be­fore he opened the en­ve­lope and read the con­tents.




    It was an­oth­er note from the S.A.A.E. The note had just been re­ceived by the pres­ident

    of the Unit­ed States, Protchik ad­vised him in a cov­er memo.




    The note to the pres­ident read:




    “Ev­ery­thing is in place. As a les­son to the im­pe­ri­al­ist cow­ards of Amer­ica who flee

    their friends at the first sign of trou­ble, let it be known that not one Amer­ican ath­lete

    will re­turn from Moscow alive. All will die.”




    The note was post­marked Sal­is­bury, Rhode­sia. The first note, Sorkof­sky knew, had been

    sent from Pre­to­ria, South Africa.




    Sorkof­sky read the note sev­er­al times, then tele­phoned Bechen­bauer’s ho­tel.




    A wom­an an­swered the in­sis­tent ring­ing in the Ger­man of­fi­cer’s room.




    “Let me speak to Cap­tain Bechen­bauer,” Sorkof­sky or­dered stiffly.




    The wom­an seemed con­fused and stut­tered a mo­ment, then Bechen­bauer came on­to the

    line.




    “Yes, Colonel.”




    “Some­thing has come up. Can you be in my of­fice at 6 A.M.?”




    “Of course, Colonel.”




    Sorkof­sky hes­itat­ed. He thought he should say some­thing to the Ger­man about his

    de­plorable morals.




    “Will that be all, Colonel?” Bechen­bauer asked.




    An­gri­ly, Sorkof­sky snapped, “Yes. Un­til to­mor­row. But for God’s sake, man, try to get

    some sleep.”




    He slammed down the tele­phone and walked up­stairs to his bed­room. Some­thing was

    both­er­ing him. He shouldn’t have act­ed so brusque­ly with Bechen­bauer. What was it?




    The wom­an. Her voice had sound­ed fa­mil­iar and had seemed flus­tered when she heard

    Sorkof­sky. Did she rec­og­nize his voice? She must have. How had Bechen­bauer known it was him

    on the tele­phone when he had not iden­ti­fied him­self?




    Was it-? No. Not his sec­re­tary. He told him­self he must stop con­jur­ing up ghosts. He

    had enough re­al prob­lems to deal with.


  




  

    CHAPTER TEN




    Re­mo had seen it in the Caribbean, and he ex­pect­ed it in South Amer­ica and Africa, but

    he hadn’t ex­pect­ed it when he and Chi­un stepped off the Rus­sian Aeroflot lin­er at Moscow’s

    Air­port. Beg­gars.




    “Choon gum, mis­ter?” asked a young boy with a blond head so square that it looked as if he

    had been raised in a Kleenex box. When Re­mo shook his head, the boy did not even ac­knowl­edge

    it, but in­stead just moved far­ther down along the line of Amer­ican ath­letes who had

    ar­rived on the plane, ask­ing in his few words of En­glish, “Choon gum, can­dy?”




    Re­mo and Chi­un fol­lowed the line in­to the main air­port ter­mi­nal. A young man about

    Re­mo’s size with thin sandy hair and the face of a mob scene ex­tra si­dled up to him.




    “You got jeans?” he asked. “Hun­dred dol­lars Amer­ican if you got jeans.”




    “I don’t wear jeans,” Re­mo said.




    “Whatchoocall whatchoowear? Chi­nos? Fifty dol­lars Amer­ican for chi­nos?” the young

    Rus­sian said.




    “No,” said Re­mo. “I’m wear­ing them my­self.”




    “How about a robe?” Chi­un said to the man. “Like mine.” Al­most rev­er­ent­ly, he touched

    the blue bro­cad­ed robe he wore. “Maybe a lit­tle thin­ner. Just what you need for your

    sum­mers. Fifty dol­lars. I brought ex­tras.”




    “No wear robe,” the man said. “Need jeans, chinos. Got buy­er for jeans, chi­nos. You got

    jeans, chi­nos, mis­ter?”




    “Be gone, prim­itive,” Chi­un said. He turned his back on the man and spoke to Re­mo.




    “These peo­ple have noth­ing to wear?” he asked.




    “Sure. If they all want to wear kha­ki pants,” Re­mo said. “Amer­ican clothes are what they

    want.”




    “What kind of coun­try is this?” Chi­un said.




    “Just a vi­sion of a glo­ri­ous new to­mor­row of broth­er­hood and free­dom,” said Re­mo,

    read­ing from a brochure that Rus­sian trav­el guides were shov­ing in­to the hands of all the

    ath­letes.




    “This is stupid. It was nev­er like this un­der Ivan the Won­der­ful,” Chi­un said.




    “Wel­come to Rus­sia,” said Re­mo. “You have seen the fu­ture and the on­ly thing that works

    in it is you and me.”




    The Rus­sians had de­cid­ed that se­cu­ri­ty checks would be made at the Olympic vil­lage,

    not at the air­port, and the ath­let­ic con­tin­gent was herd­ed through the ter­mi­nal to­ward

    wait­ing bus­es. As they moved in lime, Re­mo no­ticed a long queue of peo­ple stand­ing

    along­side one of the far walls.




    Chi­un saw them too.




    “What is that?” he said. He walked away from the ath­letes to­ward the far line.




    Re­mo fol­lowed him. “It’s a line. Come on, Chi­un, we’ve got to go.”




    “Not yet,” Chi­un said. “If there is a line, it means there is some­thing good at the end of

    it. I know about lines, Re­mo. I have seen this be­fore. We will stand in this line.”




    “Come on, Chi­un. What­ev­er they’re sell­ing, you won’t want. Let’s hit it.”




    “Non­sense,” Chi­un said. “You nev­er re­al­ly learn any­thing, do you, Re­mo? I tell you,

    there is some­thing good at the end of this line.”




    Re­mo sighed. “You wait in line. I’ll go up front and see what they’re sell­ing.”




    “Yes,” Chi­un said. “Do that and re­port back to me.” As Re­mo walked away, he called out:

    “And check the price.”




    “Yes sir,” Re­mo said.




    At the end of the line, there was a counter that looked like an Amer­ican news­stand with a

    hand-​paint­ed sign in Rus­sian over it. Re­mo could not read the sign but he could see what

    the peo­ple were buy­ing: cigarettes. En­glish cigarettes, Play­ers, in a card­board box. One

    pack each.




    “Cigarettes,” he told Chi­un.




    “I don’t be­lieve it,” Chi­un said. He fold­ed his arms. “Why would any­one wait in line for

    cigarettes?”




    “Be­cause it’s hard to get for­eign cigarettes in Rus­sia and Rus­sian cigarettes taste as

    if they’re made from cow flop. Take my word for it, Chi­un, they’re sell­ing cigarettes.”




    “That is ter­ri­ble. What a tragedy.”




    “Yes.”




    “If we had known cigarettes would have been such a hit, we could have brought some with us

    and sold them,” said Chi­un.




    “Next time maybe,” Re­mo said.




    They walked back to­ward the line of Amer­ican ath­letes slog­ging slow­ly to­ward the

    wait­ing bus­es. As he glanced around, Re­mo no­ticed that al­most all of the Amer­icans were

    be­ing ac­cost­ed by young Rus­sians. He could hear some of the words. They were be­ing

    of­fered hard cash for their blue jeans, cash for their Mick­ey Mouse sweat­shirts, mon­ey for

    loose cigarettes they might have, mon­ey for gum or can­dy or dig­ital LED watch­es.




    “Next time we come, re­mem­ber to bring cigarettes,” Chi­un said defini­tive­ly. “And a lot

    of the oth­er junk these peo­ple seem to want.”




    “I will,” Re­mo said. He had read sto­ries about Rus­sia’s sac­ri­fic­ing con­sumer

    in­ter­ests to spend mon­ey on de­fense, but they had been just words to him un­til he had seen

    for him­self how that pol­icy trans­lat­ed in­to re­al­ity for the Rus­sian man on the

    street.




    That im­pres­sion was re­in­forced as they rode through Moscow on bus­es. Ev­ery­where,

    Re­mo saw lines, stretch­ing out the front door of stores and halfway down the block. And he

    saw peo­ple car­ry­ing out their pre­cious pack­ages af­ter hav­ing suc­cess­ful­ly out­last­ed

    the line. A few packs of cigarettes. Panty­hose. One wom­an car­ried a brassiere in her hand

    and her face was set in a look of tiger­ish tri­umph.




    Re­mo and Chi­un were as­signed a room to­geth­er in a large cin­derblock build­ing that was

    in­side the miles of fenc­ing that sur­round­ed the Olympic vil­lage built just out­side

    Moscow.




    As they stepped in­side the room, both felt the vi­bra­tions im­me­di­ate­ly. Re­mo looked

    to­ward Chi­un but Chi­un was al­ready walk­ing to­ward the far wall where there was a lamp

    along­side one of the small bunks. With the side of his hand, Chi­un slapped at the base of the

    lamp and ripped it from the wall. He reached in among the tan­gled wires and brought forth a

    lit­tle sil­ver disc.




    “So much for the hid­den mi­cro­phone,” Re­mo said. “But . . .”




    “You are cor­rect. There is more,” Chi­un said. Over a large dress­er against the side wall

    was a four-​foot-​high mir­ror. Re­mo felt, sensed with­out un­der­stand­ing why, some

    vi­bra­tion from the mir­ror. As he went to­ward it, Chi­un was ahead of him. The Ori­en­tal

    felt along the right side of the mir­ror. Re­mo thought it odd that the mir­ror was an­chored

    di­rect­ly to the wall and not to the dress­er.




    Chi­un ran his long thin fin­gers along the right edge of the mir­ror. When he reached the

    top of thewood frame, he nod­ded to him­self and with a sud­den splash out­ward of his

    fin­ger­tips, broke off the top right cor­ner of the mir­ror. He looked at it and tossed it

    to­ward Re­mo, who caught it, turned it over, and saw that that sec­tion of the mir­ror had

    been made of one-​way glass. He looked at the bare wall ex­posed by the bro­ken glass. A small

    cam­era lens was built in­to the wall. Chi­un reached his fin­ger­tips to­ward the wall. He

    caught the met­al frame hous­ing the lens be­tween two fin­gers and squeezed. The met­al

    slow­ly bent shut. In­side the lit­tle tube of met­al, Re­mo could hear the glass lens be­ing

    cracked and shat­tered to pow­der.




    “There,” said Chi­un. “Now we are alone.”




    “Good,” said Re­mo. “You come here of­ten?”




    “What?”




    “For­get it,” Re­mo said. “It’s a thing peo­ple say in the States. At sin­gles bars.” When

    he saw Chi­un’s blank look, he shrugged and shook his head. For­get it. You had to be

    there.”




    “Some­thing is on your mind,” Chi­un said, “that you are so in­tent on play­ing games these

    days.”




    Re­mo dropped on­to the sin­gle bed near the win­dow. He knew he had his choice of the two

    beds be­cause Chi­un slept on the floor on an old grass mat. He had to ad­mit it to him­self

    that Chi­un was right on the mark. Some­thing was on Re­mo’s mind. Josie Lit­tle­feath­er. He

    tried to put her out of his head.




    “Now that we’re here,” he said, “we’ve got to keep our eyes open for ter­ror­ists.” He

    looked out the win­dow at the gray Rus­sian sky. It re­mind­ed him of Smith’s per­son­al­ity.

    “I won­der how they’re go­ing to try to get in­to the games.”




    “The sto­ry is told by the Great­est Mas­ter Wang,” Chi­un said.




    Re­mo groaned. “Please, Chi­un. No fa­bles.”




    “How quick you are to la­bel his­to­ry a fa­ble,” Chi­un said. “Didn’t you just ask a

    ques­tion?”




    “Yes. I won­dered how the ter­ror­ists were go­ing to get in­to the games. I didn’t ask what

    the Great Wang had for din­ner two thou­sand years ago.”




    “It was longer than that,” Chi­un said. “And you know what they say, don’t you?”




    “What do they say?”




    “They say that those who do not re­mem­ber his­to­ry are con­demned to have to lis­ten to it

    more than once. The Great­est Mas­ter Wang was a great ath­lete, as are all Mas­ters of

    Sinan­ju. But of course, the Great­est Mas­ter Wang, be­ing the Great­est Mas­ter, was al­so

    the great­est ath­lete in the his­to­ry of Sinan­ju.”




    Their room was three sto­ries up. Re­mo knew he could open the win­dow, jump to the ground,

    and live. But that would not change his fate. It would de­lay the in­evitable. Re­mo fig­ured

    he could change his name and run away. He could hide among the Bedouins of north­ern Africa for

    ten years. And when he de­cid­ed to re­turn to the States, one whiter night, at 2 A.M., when he

    walked in­to a ho­tel room in some dis­mal south­ern state, Chi­un would be there, sit­ting on

    the floor, and he would say: “As I was say­ing, the Great­est Mas­ter Wang was the great­est

    ath­lete of all the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju.” And he would go on with­out miss­ing a beat as if

    noth­ing had hap­pened.




    Re­mo de­cid­ed to get it over with now. He pre­tend­ed to lis­ten.




    “This was be­fore the time of these West­ern games, these Olympics as you call them.




    “In those days, there was a sport­ing com­pe­ti­tion held in Ko­rea among the many cities.

    And it hap­pened that two of these cities were con­stant­ly at war with each oth­er, even

    though they called a truce dur­ing the games be­cause the games them­selves were a tune of

    great good will among men.




    “So, one night, while the Great­est Mas­ter Wang was home, eat­ing a soup of fish and rice

    of which he was most fond-​he cooked this soup with a veryspicy red pep­per which grew

    then in that part of the coun­try. A nice soup, with a spe­cial warm­ing char­ac­ter. Still,

    not in­tru­sive. It was-“




    “Chi­un, please,” Re­mo said. “Skip the soup and do the sto­ry.”




    “You care noth­ing about beau­ty,” said Chi­un.




    “I care noth­ing about soup.”




    “At any rate, the peo­ple of the first city came to the mas­ter and said to him that they

    want­ed him to in­gra­ti­ate him­self with the rulers of the sec­ond city so that he could

    com­pete on the sec­ond city’s be­half in these ath­let­ic games. Do you un­der­stand so

    far?”




    “Yes, City A said to Wang, you go com­pete on be­half of City B.”




    “These cities were not named City A and City B,” Chi­un said. “They were named-“




    “Go ahead,” said Re­mo. “I’m lis­ten­ing. Skip the cities as well as the soup.”




    “So Mas­ter Wang did as he was com­mis­sioned and he com­pet­ed on be­half of the sec­ond

    city and of course won all the events. In most of them, the cham­pi­on he had to de­feat came

    from the first city, the city which had re­tained him.”




    “Why? Why would the first city hire Wang?”




    “The Great­est Mas­ter Wang,” Chi­un cor­rect­ed.




    “Why would the first city hire the Great­est Mas­ter Wang to de­feat them? That doesn’t make

    sense.”




    “Just be qui­et and let me fin­ish.”




    “Go ahead,” Re­mo said.




    “When the Great­est Mas­ter Wang won ev­ery event, he was car­ried back to the sec­ond city

    as a hero. The peo­ple of the sec­ond city asked him what he wished as trib­ute to his great

    skill, which had brought them such hon­or. He told them he want­ed their re­spect. He

    sug­gest­ed that they cut a hole in the wall of their city as a sym­bol, be­cause with such a

    great mas­ter as Wang as their cham­pi­on, who need­ed city walls for safe­ty?




    “So the lead­ers of that city broke a hole in the wall of their for­ti­fi­ca­tions. When

    they showed him the wall, the Great­est Mas­ter scoffed. Such a small hole for such a great

    hero was an in­sult. The hole was made larg­er, much larg­er. That night when all slept, the

    Great­est Mas­ter Wang left the sec­ond city and went home. Lat­er in the night, sol­diers from

    the first city marched through the hole in the wall and dis­posed of all their en­emies in the

    sec­ond city.”




    “Old Wang’s a sweet­heart,” Re­mo said. “And the moral of this sto­ry is, don’t ev­er trust

    a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.”




    “There are many morals to this sto­ry and that is not one of them. First of all, the

    Great­est Mas­ter Wang did what he was re­tained to do. To break through the de­fens­es of the

    sec­ond city. He did that. And he did it with style. In fact, I think that the Greeks adopt­ed

    the cus­tom for their Olympic games. With­out pay­ing. No­body ev­er pays Sinan­ju for any of

    the things they steal from us.”




    “All right, all right. What has this got to do with ter­ror­ists?”




    “Some­times I think you are tru­ly denser than stone. The Great­est Mas­ter Wang knew that

    the best way to break in­to some­place was to be in­side in the first place.”




    “I don’t un­der­stand what that has to do with any­thing.”




    “Stone,” Chi­un mut­tered. “Denser than stone.”


  




  

    CHAPTER ELEVEN




    The list of “Of­fi­cial Rules For Vis­it­ing Olympic Ath­letes” was slid un­der Re­mo and

    Chi­un’s door ten min­utes af­ter they ar­rived in their room.




    The list, print­ed in a tiny type face called Bril­liant, which had not been used for a

    cen­tu­ry in the Unit­ed States for any­thing ex­cept ship­ping news and the life­time records

    of al­so-​ran hors­es, took up both sides of six sheets of pink pa­per.




    “What does it say?” asked Chi­un.




    “I don’t know. I don’t have a year to read it,” Re­mo said. “Try this, though. Don’t try to

    leave the Olympic vil­lage. Don’t talk to any­body. Don’t take pic­tures. Rat on any­body who

    does those things. And don’t even con­sid­er try­ing to beat the glo­ri­ous ath­letes from the

    glo­ri­ous Com­mu­nist coun­tries. If you want to de­fect, call for an ap­point­ment. They

    promise to get you on tele­vi­sion. And there will be a bus ride in twen­ty min­utes and all

    will go.”




    “I’m not go­ing,” Chi­un said. “Rus­sia is very de­press­ing. Any coun­try that stands in

    line for cigarettes has noth­ing to show me that I want to see.”




    “I’ll prob­ably go,” Re­mo said. He was think­ing of Josie Lit­tle­feath­er. She should be

    on the bus ride. .




    Chi­un looked at him sus­pi­cious­ly. “Yes, you go,” he said. “Tell me of any­thing

    in­ter­est­ing.”




    “Will you be all right here alone?” Re­mo felt, un­ac­count­ably, sud­den­ly guilty.




    “Of course I’ll be all right. I don’t mind be­ingalone. In truth I have been alone

    since first I had the mis­for­tune to en­counter you. I will stay here and rest. Then I will

    walk around the vil­lage. Not for me the idle pur­suits of youth. I will be about, do­ing my

    em­per­or’s busi­ness. I will . . .”




    “See you lat­er, Chi­un,” Re­mo said as he walked to­ward the door. There was a kind of

    overkill of guilt com­mon to both Jew­ish moth­ers and Ko­re­an as­sas­sins that, af­ter a

    while, roused not guilt but amuse­ment. Re­mo no longer felt guilty.




    He wait­ed at the stag­ing area, where a long line of red, lumpy-​look­ing bus­es with­out

    air con­di­tion­ing were lined up. Se­cret po­lice­men try­ing un­suc­cess­ful­ly to im­itate

    tour guides kept try­ing to herd Re­mo on­to one of the bus­es but he kept ig­nor­ing them,

    watch­ing and wait­ing for Josie Lit­tle­feath­er.




    She walked up about twen­ty min­utes lat­er, part of a group of fe­male gym­nasts from the

    Unit­ed States, and Re­mo was again struck by how much big­ger and more ma­ture she was than

    the rest of them.




    Her face bright­ened when she saw him and Re­mo waved ca­su­al­ly at her, try­ing to make it

    seem as if he had not been wait­ing for her but had just hap­pened on­to the scene.




    She smiled and said, “Been wait­ing long?”




    “Just got here,” he said. She stared at him with a slight smile still toy­ing with the

    cor­ners of her mouth. “Twen­ty min­utes,” he con­fessed.




    “Good,” she said. “It gives me a sense of pow­er. You haven’t for­got­ten that you owe me

    some in­struc­tion on the bal­ance beam.”




    “Put it out of your head. You’re a guar­an­teed win­ner,” Re­mo said. “You tak­ing the

    tour?”




    “They didn’t seem to leave much choice on that ex­ec­utive or­der.” She mim­icked a Rus­sian

    ac­cent. “You vill show up at 2 P.M. for the bus tour of beau­ti­ful down­town Moscow. You vill

    not take pic­tures. You vill blow no bridges around here, Amer­ican.”




    Re­mo laughed then. “Let’s go then. Mustn’t dis­ap­point our Rus­sian hosts.”




    They sat in a back seat of a bus to­geth­er, try­ing with­out much suc­cess to ig­nore their

    Rus­sian guide who ex­tolled the virtues of liv­ing in a Com­mu­nist state over a hand­held

    loud­speak­er whose out­put would have shamed a New York dis­co.




    “I don’t mind com­ic book Karl Marx,” Re­mo told Josie, “but top vol­ume is a drag.”




    “He’s talk­ing loud so you won’t no­tice the lines out­side all the stores and how bad­ly

    the peo­ple are dressed.”




    Re­mo glanced out the win­dow and saw that Josie was right. The Rus­sian cityscape looked

    like an old news­reel of De­pres­sion Amer­ica. The peo­ple wore lumpy, shape­less

    cloth­ing.




    “It looks like a black and white movie,” Re­mo said. “Grim.”




    “There is grim­ness in Amer­ica too,” Josie said. “My peo­ple have that look too. Maybe

    peo­ple who are held down, told to stay in their so-​called place, have that look the world

    over.”




    “Don’t start on that,” Re­mo said. “I don’t be­lieve it first of all. And even if it was

    true, it’s not my fault. I wasn’t at Wound­ed An­kle or what­ev­er the hell it is you peo­ple

    are al­ways com­plain­ing about.”




    Josie start­ed to an­swer when the guide told them in his loud, bari­tone, un­ac­cent­ed

    En­glish that they were at the Tretyakov Gallery, one of the world’s great mu­se­ums, and that

    they would dis­em­bus now and go look at paint­ings for twen­ty min­utes.




    As they got up to leave the bus, Re­mo said, “Now we’ll split.”




    “We’ll get in trou­ble,” she warned.




    “Naaah,” Re­mo said. “We’ll be back at the Vil­lage be­fore they are. We’ll just tell them

    we got lost if any­body asks.”




    “If you say so,” she said.




    The crowd of ath­letes turned left off the bus to fol­low the guide and Re­mo and Josie

    turned right and crossed the street to­ward a group of shops. Im­me­di­ate­ly Re­mo knew they

    were be­ing fol­lowed. He de­cid­ed not to men­tion it to Josie.




    “Maybe we shouldn’t have,” she said.




    “Don’t wor­ry about it.”




    “We won’t get ar­rest­ed or any­thing?”




    “Not for strolling around,” Re­mo said. By their re­flec­tion in a store win­dow, he saw two

    men fol­low­ing them. They wore bright­ly flow­ered shirts and pants that bagged at the

    knees.




    He dart­ed with Josie in­to the door­way of a store. They stood be­hind a counter, look­ing

    over medal­lions of Lenin and hero­ic trac­tor drivers, and on­ly a few sec­onds lat­er, the

    two men en­tered the store.




    Re­mo pulled Josie down to­ward the floor. He heard the men walk by on the oth­er side of

    the counter. Quick­ly, he stood up, pulled Josie to the door, and they went out in­to the

    street.




    “What’s that all about?” she asked.




    “Just shak­ing our tail,” he said.




    They went in­to an­oth­er shop three doors far­ther down. It sold medal­lions of Karl Marx

    and of hero­ic trac­tor drivers. They wait­ed there for two min­utes un­til the two men in

    flow­ered shirts passed them. Re­mo was sur­prised that in the en­tire two min­utes, no

    sales­per­son came up to them to pester them un­der the pre­text of of­fer­ing help. Per­haps

    Com­mu­nism did have some­thing to rec­om­mend it af­ter all.




    They went back out in­to the street, walked to the cor­ner and turned left on Bol­shaya

    Or­dyn­ka Street. Half a block down they found what looked like the Rus­sian equiv­alent of a

    cof­fee shop and went in­side.




    A wait­ress, whose long black dress made her look like the of­fi­cial greeter for a

    fu­ner­al home, fi­nal­ly un­der­stood that they want­ed cof­fee, but even as shepoured

    it from an old pot­tery urn, she kept turn­ing her head to stare at the two ob­vi­ous

    for­eign­ers.




    “We’re be­ing watched,” Josie told Re­mo.




    “They’re not watch­ing me,” he said. “It’s you they can’t keep their eyes off.”




    She took his hands in hers and told him, “You’re sweet,” and Re­mo won­dered how sweet she’d

    think he was if she knew about the past ten years, all the deaths, all the bod­ies.




    “Why are you run­ning track?” she asked him abrupt­ly. “I’ve seen you on the bal­ance beam.

    You could win any­thing in gym­nas­tics,”




    “I don’t know. There’s just some­thing about run­ning, I guess,” said Re­mo.




    “They talk about you, you know,” she said.




    “About me?”




    “Yes. They call you strange. You dress strange, you act strange, you-“




    “What do you think?” Re­mo asked.




    “I told you. I think you’re sweet. And strange.”




    “Then I guess I’m strange. What’s keep­ing that cof­fee?”




    He looked to­ward the counter, just in time to see two sol­diers en­ter the shop. They

    looked about un­til their eyes fell on Re­mo and Josie.




    “Com­pa­ny,” he told her. He felt her hands tense up and he said, “Don’t wor­ry. Just

    an­oth­er nosy Com­mu­nist wait­ress do­ing her job.”




    The sol­diers came to the ta­ble. One said, “Ex­cuse, please. You are with Olympics?”




    “Yes,” said Re­mo.




    “You not be­long out­side Olympic Vil­lage by your­self,” the sol­dier in­formed them. He

    was look­ing at Josie’s bust­line as he spoke. The oth­er sol­dier was star­ing at her

    beau­ti­ful­ly boned face. To each his own, thought Re­mo.




    “We got lost,” Re­mo said.




    “We will take you back,” the guard said.




    “Thank you,” said Re­mo. He helped Josie from her chair. He turned to the wait­ress, smiled,

    waved, and called, “Take poi­son, bitch.”




    They fol­lowed the sol­diers out­side, where they were hus­tled in­to the back seat of a

    wait­ing Army car. It de­posit­ed them in­to the hands of se­cu­ri­ty guards at the main gate

    of the Olympic vil­lage. The guards in­sist­ed up­on tak­ing their names. Re­mo gave his name

    as Abra­ham Lin­coln. Josie said her name was Saca­jawea Schwartz.




    The guards du­ti­ful­ly wrote the names down, ask­ing to be sure the spelling was cor­rect.

    Re­mo told them the spelling was worth a B-​plus. Then both he and Josie were back in­side the

    vil­lage.




    It was dark and there was mu­sic all around, the strains of dif­fer­ent coun­tries

    com­pet­ing in the night­time air.




    “Let’s go to the gym,” Re­mo said. “We’ll start tonight to get you ready.”




    She nod­ded and Re­mo led her to a small prac­tice gym­na­si­um on the out­skirts of the

    main com­pe­ti­tion com­plex. The door was locked but Re­mo slapped it open and the build­ing

    was dark but Re­mo found the light pan­el and flicked on just one small light, enough to

    il­lu­mi­nate the bal­ance beam ap­pa­ra­tus at the far end of the hall.




    He had Josie go through her rou­tine and watched her close­ly. She had trou­ble with her

    front walkovers and her split-​lift to a hand­stand.




    “Damn,” she said as she hopped off the beam. “I just mess up all the time on those.”




    “You ev­er do them right?” asked Re­mo.




    “Not of­ten.”




    “But once in a while?”




    “Yeah. Why?”




    “If you can do it once, you can do it ev­ery time,” Re­mo said. “It doesn’t change. You

    do.”




    “What do you mean?” she asked.




    “Josie, all this com­pe­ti­tion’s in your head. The beam is al­ways the same. It nev­er

    changes. Your body is al­ways the same. The on­ly vari­able in­volved is in your head. Get back

    up on the beam.”




    She hopped back up and stood there, look­ing down at him. She had stripped off the skirt she

    was wear­ing over her body suit and Re­mo again felt a tin­gle look­ing at her proud wom­an’s

    body.




    “Look at the beam,” he said. “How wide is it?”




    “Four nich­es,” she said.




    “Wrong. That beam is two feet wide. There is no way you can fall off it. Now, down the

    cen­ter of that two-​foot beam there’s a four-​inch red stripe. Do you see it?”




    She looked down, hard. “No. I see a four-​inch beam.”




    “Close your eyes,” Re­mo said.




    “Okay.” She had her eyes screwed tight­ly to­geth­er.




    “Now see it in your mind,” Re­mo said. “Do you see it? Two-​foot-​wide beam, a four-​inch

    red stripe.”




    She laughed. “Yes. I see it. I see it.”




    “Keep your eyes closed,” Re­mo said. “Okay. Now you do your rou­tine on that two-​foot beam,

    but you try to stay on the four-​inch red stripe.”




    “All right.” She walked to the far end of the beam to be­gin her rou­tine. She looked at

    Re­mo be­fore start­ing and he shook his head, “Not with your eyes open, dum­my. With your eyes

    closed.”




    “Re­mo, I can’t.”




    “Yes, you can. Look. Get down off there for a mo­ment,” he said, and as she hopped down,

    light­ly, Re­mo vault­ed up on­to the beam.




    The Rus­sians’ list of rules for ath­letes had ex­plained that all ath­letes would be

    treat­ed equal­ly, but, like An­imal Farm, some were more equal than oth­ers.




    Be­cause he came from a Rus­sian satel­lite coun­try,East Ger­man run­ner Hans

    Schlichter had no trou­ble in get­ting a key to the locked prac­tice gym­na­si­um. He had told

    the Rus­sian staff he want­ed to do some cal­is­then­ics. But, in fact, he want­ed pri­va­cy to

    ex­am­ine the equip­ment and see if he could de­vise a way of mak­ing his vic­to­ry in the

    800-me­ter race a sure thing.




    He let him­self in with the key and when he saw the light on at the end of the gym, pressed

    him­self in­to the shad­ows against the wall.




    He rec­og­nized the Amer­ican man in­stant­ly. All the East Ger­man ath­letes had been

    giv­en dossiers and pho­tographs of all their po­ten­tial op­po­nents. It was that Re­mo Black,

    and he was con­sid­ered odd even by his team­mates, but what was he do­ing on tEe bal­ance

    beam?




    Schlichter watched in amaze­ment as Re­mo, with his eyes tight­ly shut, did a flaw­less

    rou­tine on the bar beam, and then hopped down where the In­di­an-​look­ing Amer­ican wom­an

    hugged him and told him he was mar­velous.




    “So will you be when we’re done,” Re­mo said.




    Schlichter saw the young wom­an hold Re­mo in her arms, then lift her mouth to be kissed.

    Re­mo obliged, and even though Schlichter would have liked to stay to watch, he slipped back

    out through the door, just as the two ath­letes slid to the prac­tice mat on the floor.




    Schlichter had to think about this Re­mo Black. If he could do such won­ders on the bal­ance

    beam, which was not even a man’s event, what might he do on the track?




    Some­thing, he de­cid­ed, would have to be done about that Amer­ican.


  




  

    CHAPTER TWELVE




    The next morn­ing, Colonel Dim­itri Sorkof­sky re­ceived a mes­sage di­rect­ly from the

    South­ern Africans for Ath­let­ic Equal­ity. The con­tents of the note caused him to sum­mon

    Cap­tain Bechen­bauer to his of­fice im­me­di­ate­ly.




    In the weeks they had been work­ing to­geth­er, they had not come to un­der­stand each

    oth­er any bet­ter but they had learned sub­stan­tial mu­tu­al re­spect. Each knew the oth­er

    was a pro­fes­sion­al.




    Sorkof­sky was anx­ious for Bechen­bauer to ar­rive so they could dis­cuss the new note and

    how to guard against its threat.




    De­spite what Sorkof­sky thought of Bechen­bauer’s morals, the West Ger­man missed his wife

    very much. In fact, when the tele­phone sum­mons came from Sorkof­sky, the Fer­ret was read­ing

    a let­ter from his wife. There was a love­ly young blonde wom­an in the bed with him while he

    was read­ing it. She was nuz­zling his neck and read­ing over his shoul­der.




    “She tru­ly miss­es you,” the wom­an re­marked.




    The Ger­man smiled. “As I miss her and my chil­dren. It will not be much longer.”




    At that point, there was a knock on the ho­tel room door. Bechen­bauer donned his dress­ing

    gown and opened the door to the mil­itary mes­sen­ger who was car­ry­ing the sum­mons from

    Sorkof­sky.




    “The colonel would like you to come to his of­fice at once, sir. He said it was very

    ur­gent.”




    “Thank you, sol­dier.”




    The sol­dier stood there a sec­ond too long, his eyes look­ing past Bechen­bauer at the

    blonde on the bed, who stretched her arms over her head, caus­ing the sheet to slide down and

    bare her breasts.




    Re­luc­tant­ly, the sol­dier looked away, salut­ed Bechen­bauer and turned to the door.




    “Sol­dier?” Bechen­bauer said.




    “Sir?”




    “It would not be wise of you to speak of the young la­dy’s pres­ence. Her hus­band might

    ob­ject. Do you un­der­stand?”




    The sol­dier nod­ded and grinned. “Per­fect­ly, sir. Have no fear.”




    When he left, Bechen­bauer smiled. He knew that in min­utes Colonel Sorkof­sky would know

    that there was a blonde in the Ger­man’s bed. There was no sur­er way of get­ting a Rus­sian to

    car­ry a mes­sage than to ask him not to. They all feared they would be im­pli­cat­ed in a spy

    plot un­less they told ev­ery­thing they knew. And it gave the Ger­man plea­sure to tease the

    Rhi­no. Who knew? Be­fore this as­sign­ment was over, he might even have brought the big

    Rus­sian colonel back down to earth, to life as a man.




    He went back to the bed, kissed the blonde and ran a fin­ger down her bare breasts, caus­ing

    her to shiv­er.




    “You were teas­ing the boy,” he scold­ed.




    She reached in­side Ms dress­ing gown and said “It will give him char­ac­ter.” He pulled

    away from her and said, “I have all the char­ac­ter I need. And du­ty calls.”




    She lay in bed watch­ing him as he dressed rapid­ly.




    When he was ready to leave, he asked, “Will you wait?”




    “Of course. Where would I go?”




    He kissed her good­bye and said, “I will miss you when I re­turn to Ger­many, liebchen.”




    She kissed him back and said omi­nous­ly, “We will wor­ry about that an­oth­er time.”




    He thought of her on the limou­sine ride to Sorkof­sky’s of­fice. She had been a pleas­ant

    di­ver­sion for him, but he hoped she would not be­come dif­fi­cult when it was tune for him to

    leave. He did very much miss his wife.




    Sorkof­sky was sit­ting be­hind his desk in the small of­fice in­side the Olympic vil­lage

    when Bechen­bauer ar­rived.




    “Your mes­sen­ger said it was ur­gent.”




    “Look at this,” the Rus­sian said, hand­ing the note across the desk.




    Bechen­bauer sat back and read the brief note. Sorkof­sky had mem­orized it and re­peat­ed

    it in his mind. “In the name of South­ern Africans for Ath­let­ic Equal­ity, we de­mand the

    can­cel­la­tion of the Olympic games. If they are not can­celled, ev­ery Amer­ican ath­lete

    will die. To con­vince you, there will be a show of pow­er on the same day you re­ceive this

    note. Long live free Rhode­sia and South Africa.”




    “A show of pow­er,” Bechen­bauer re­peat­ed, hand­ing the note back. “Our se­cu­ri­ty is

    very tight.”




    “It may be tight on­ly in our minds,” the Rus­sian said.




    “Why do you say that?”




    Sorkof­sky ran his hands over his face, dry-​wash­ing it, be­fore an­swer­ing. He felt

    drained. His younger daugh­ter had run a fever the night be­fore, and he had sat up all night

    watch­ing her. She was fine this morn­ing, but he had not slept at all and was be­gin­ning to

    feel it.




    “There are just too many peo­ple from too many coun­tries,” he said. “There is no way we can

    be sure. Peo­ple are wan­der­ing all over the place.” He waved at a pile of re­ports on his

    desk, then on im­pulsesnatched the first one. “Here. Two Amer­icans wan­der­ing around

    Moscow. Found in a restau­rant by sol­diers.”




    “Spies, no doubt,” Bechen­bauer said. “We knew enough to ex­pect that. But they are not our

    ter­ror­ists.” His cu­rios­ity was piqued any­way. “Who were they?”




    “An Amer­ican run­ner named Re­mo Black. Here is his pic­ture. Very mean look­ing. The

    wom­an is named Lit­tle­feath­er, some­thing from a cow­boy movie, I gath­er. She is a

    gym­nast. They said they had got­ten lost. They gave false names.” He re­placed the re­port on

    the pile. “They are not un­usu­al. There are many like that. I’m wor­ried about this.” He

    point­ed to the note from the S.A.A.E.




    “A show of pow­er,” Bechen­bauer re­peat­ed. “I won­der what that means.”




    The West Ger­man’s face was grave and Sorkos­fky knew he was re­liv­ing the hor­rors of

    Mu­nich.




    “Per­haps we will be lucky and not find out,” the Rhi­no said.




    The show of pow­er was an ex­plo­sion.




    It was set off in a re­fresh­ment stand in­side the vil­lage, ear­ly in the day, when there

    were no ath­letes near­by.




    Jack Mullin, in Moscow as the di­rec­tor of the Baruban team, thought it best that no one be

    hurt by this blast. The way to cre­ate hor­ror was in­sid­ious­ly, slow­ly, step by slow step,

    and deaths too ear­ly would work against his plan.




    Mullin had one of his bo­gus Baruban ath­letes buy a soft drink at the stand and leave,

    con­ve­nient­ly for­get­ting his equip­ment bag. Mullin watched from a safe dis­tance and when

    there was no one near the stand, he trig­gered the ex­plo­sives with a small send­ing unit in

    his pock­et. Then he walked away. Re­mo and Chi­un heard the ex­plo­sion. They were in

    the stands of the sta­di­um watch­ing oth­er run­ners prac­tic­ing, get­ting the feel of the

    ar­ti­fi­cial cin­dered track that skirt­ed the large field.




    “An ex­plo­sion,” Re­mo said.




    “You go,” Chi­un said. “I’m not in­ter­est­ed.” He had been sulk­ing since Re­mo had

    care­ful­ly ex­plained to him that he just sim­ply could not dis­able all the ath­letes of the

    world so Re­mo could win all the gold medals.




    “You’d bet­ter be in­ter­est­ed,” Re­mo said.




    “I’m in­ter­est­ed on­ly in your gold medal, noth­ing else.”




    “Right. Be­cause you want to get the cred­it and go on tele­vi­sion and do com­mer­cials,

    right?”




    “Some­thing like that?”




    “Well, Chi­un, I’ll tell you. If any ath­letes are killed here, the on­ly tele­vi­sion or

    press cov­er­age is go­ing to be of the killing. I won’t even get my name in the pa­per. I

    won’t be in­ter­viewed. I won’t be any­thing, and that means you get noth­ing. So you’d bet­ter

    be in­ter­est­ed.”




    “Why didn’t you say so?” Chi­un said. “Why are we sit­ting here wast­ing time talk­ing?” He

    stood up and seemed to sniff the air like a blood­hound. “This way,” he said and ran off

    to­ward the ex­plo­sion.




    The ra­dio mon­itor on Sorkof­sky’s desk crack­led, just as the Rus­sian colonel and

    Bechen­bauer were mov­ing to­ward the door to in­ves­ti­gate the sound of the ex­plo­sion.




    The re­port from one of the vil­lage se­cu­ri­ty guards pin­point­ed the ex­plo­sion at a

    re­fresh­ment stand.




    “Any­one killed or hurt?” Sorkof­sky asked over the ra­dio.




    “Un­known at this time, sir,” the voice an­swered.




    Sorkof­sky and Bechen­bauer ran from the of­fice.




    Re­mo and Chi­un brushed by the guards, who were try­ing to or­ga­nize them­selves with­out

    a com­mand­ing of­fi­cer, and they had four min­utes to pooch around in the rub­ble of the

    re­fresh­ment stand be­fore they were or­dered to leave.




    The four min­utes was enough.




    Chi­un picked up a small piece of heavy wo­ven fab­ric from un­der the wood that had been

    the counter. He hand­ed it to Re­mo who fin­gered it and said, “Prob­ably an equip­ment

    bag.”




    Chi­un nod­ded. “It would be rea­son­able. One could leave an equip­ment bag near a counter

    here with­out it be­ing out of place. And what is unique about the bag?”




    Re­mo looked again at the fab­ric as the se­cu­ri­ty men herd­ed them away from the

    ru­ins.




    When they were back be­hind the po­lice lines, Re­mo said, “Hand­wo­ven.”




    “Pre­cise­ly,” Chi­un said. “But there is more.”




    They watched as a mam­moth Rus­sian of­fi­cer, ac­com­pa­nied by a thin mus­tached man with

    the look of a fer­ret, ar­rived at the scene and be­gan bark­ing out or­ders. In­stant­ly, the

    bomb­ing scene be­gan to take on some sem­blance of or­der. The big Rus­sian was good, Re­mo

    thought to him­self. He knew what to do and he knew how to com­mand. There weren’t many like

    that, ei­ther in the po­lice or in the Army.




    “Come,” Chi­un said. “What else?”




    Re­mo turned and fol­lowed Chi­un away from the scene. He did not no­tice the Rus­sian

    of­fi­cer look up and see him. The glint of recog­ni­tion came over his eyes as he saw the face

    of Re­mo Black, which he had seen in that re­port on his desk ear­li­er. Sorkof­sky nod­ded to

    one of his plain­clothes men, who came over to his side, lis­tened to the colonel’s whis­pered

    di­rec­tions and then ca­su­al­ly saun­tered off in the di­rec­tion Re­mo and Chi­un had

    gone.




    “I don’t know, Chi­un,” said Re­mo, hold­ing thepiece of cloth at arm’s length for a

    dif­fer­ent look. “What else?”




    “Smell it,” Chi­un said.




    Re­mo sniffed at the fab­ric, but could get on­ly traces of aro­mas. He held the piece of

    cloth be­tween his two hands tight­ly to warm it, in­duc­ing it to give off more of its scent,

    then raised his cupped hands to his nose and in­haled deeply.




    There was the smoky burned smell, char­ac­ter­is­tic of ex­plo­sive, but there was an­oth­er

    smell too. It was bit­ter­ly sweet and pinched at his nos­trils. Re­mo had smelled it be­fore,

    a long time ago . . . but where?




    He shook his head and tried again. He was able to pick out the scent now from among all the

    scents on the fab­ric-​scents of gun­pow­der and sweat-​but the sweet smell elud­ed him.




    “I don’t know, Chi­un. What is it?”




    “Ar­ni­ca,” Chi­un said. “Smell it again, so you know it next time.”




    Re­mo sniffed it again and im­pressed the aro­ma on his mem­ory.




    “What’s ar­ni­ca?” he said.




    “It comes from the dried flow­ers of an herb. It is made in­to an oint­ment and used by

    fight­ers to re­duce swelling and cuts,” Chi­un said.




    Re­mo re­mem­bered. It was back while he was hi the army, long ago, long be­fore CURE and

    long be­fore Chi­un, and he had been cor­raled in­to a box­ing show. He had land­ed a lucky

    right hand and put a cut next to his op­po­nent’s eye, and in the next round, dur­ing a clinch,

    his nose was right next to the cut and he smelled the ar­ni­ca that his op­po­nent’s cor­ner

    had used to re­duce the swelling and stop the flow of blood around the cut.




    “A box­er,” Re­mo said. “We’re look­ing for a box­er.”




    “Yes,” said Chi­un. “And one from a coun­try with hand­wo­ven bags.”




    Re­mo nod­ded. “Prob­ably a small coun­try that might be too poor for re­al equip­ment.”




    “Good,” said Chi­un. “I’m glad you un­der­stand. And now that I’ve done your work for you, I

    think I will re­turn to the sta­di­um and watch your op­po­si­tion.”




    “All right,” Re­mo said. ”I’m go­ing to the box­ing are­na. And I’ll take the tail with

    me.”




    He nod­ded to­ward his own shoul­der and Chi­un nod­ded his un­der­stand­ing. With­out even

    see­ing the Rus­sian agent, both had known they had been fol­lowed since leav­ing the

    re­fresh­ment stand.




    Chi­un strolled slow­ly back to the track and field are­na sta­di­um, while Re­mo walked off

    quick­ly to­ward the field­house, where pre­lim­inary box­ing bouts were start­ing. He would

    like to get this over quick­ly, he thought, so he could get to the oth­er field­house in time

    to watch Josie Lit­tle­feath­er’s rou­tine on the bal­ance beam.




    In the box­ing are­na, Re­mo walked down the long cor­ri­dor of dress­ing rooms, stop­ping

    in­to each one, wish­ing all the fight­ers good luck, and check­ing their equip­ment bags. His

    tail loi­tered in the cor­ri­dor be­hind him, smok­ing and try­ing to look ca­su­al.




    The last dress­ing room was la­beled “Peo­ple’s Demo­crat­ic Re­pub­lic of Baru­ba,” and as

    soon as Re­mo went in, he saw a wo­ven equip­ment bag, its fab­ric iden­ti­cal to the shred of

    cloth in his hand, in a cor­ner of the room near an open lock­er.




    “Hey, pal,” Re­mo said to the lone fig­ure on the ta­ble. “Good luck.” The black-​skinned

    box­er looked up, star­tled, then re­spond­ed to Re­mo’s smile with a smile of his own.




    “I hope you win to­day,” Re­mo said. “What’s your name?”




    The black man hes­itat­ed a mo­ment too long. “Sam­my Wa­nenko” he said.




    “Good,” said Re­mo. “Well, good luck again.” He shook the box­er’s al­ready-​taped hand.




    He won­dered for a mo­ment if he should shake the man up a bit and make him talk, but if he

    did, there would be ques­tions and yap-​yap and he would miss Josie’s rou­tine. He re­mem­bered

    the tail out in the hall. He would do to send the mes­sage back.




    Re­mo went back in­to the cor­ri­dor, and his tail pushed away from the wall where he had

    been loung­ing and lit a cigarette, his eyes watch­ing the dark-​haired Amer­ican.




    Re­mo beck­oned to him.




    “Come here,” he said.




    The Rus­sian agent looked be­hind him, but there was no­body else in the cor­ri­dor. He

    walked up to Re­mo, who grabbed the man’s wrist, pulled him to the end of the cor­ri­dor, and

    in­to a lit­tle al­cove.




    “You speak En­glish?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yes.” The man was try­ing to free his wrist.




    “Stop that,” Re­mo said. “I just want to talk. I’ve got a mes­sage for your boss.”




    “Yes?”




    “Tell him that the ter­ror­ists are the Baruban box­ing team. You got that? The Baruban

    box­ing team. Here. Give him this.” He hand­ed the agent the piece of wo­ven fab­ric.




    “This was at the scene of the bomb­ing. It’s how they plant­ed the ex­plo­sives,” Re­mo

    said. “It’s the ma­te­ri­al the Barubans use for their equip­ment bags. You got it?”




    The Rus­sian did not re­spond, but then quick­ly said “yes” when he felt some­thing

    un­be­liev­ably hard probe his ribs right through the heavy suit he wore: Re­mo’s in­dex

    ringer.




    “Yes, yes,” he said. “I got it.”




    “Okay. I’ve got to go. But you give him that mes­sage.”




    Re­mo took off on the run, to see Josie’s rou­tine.The agent watched him leave, then

    looked at the fab­ric in his hands. Good old Colonel Sorkof­sky, he thought. Trust the Rhi­no

    to spot some­body or some­thing im­por­tant.




    He looked for­ward to hur­ry­ing back to Sorkof­sky and giv­ing him the Amer­ican’s

    in­for­ma­tion.




    He walked back down the cor­ri­dor, his eyes down, look­ing at the fab­ric in his hand.




    He nev­er heard the door of the Baruban dress­ing room open be­hind him, and it was too late

    when he heard the foot­step be­hind him be­cause a strong arm was al­ready around his throat,

    and as he was be­ing dragged in­to the dress­ing room, he saw the glint of a knife up over Ms

    head and then it felt like fire as it drove in­to his chest, tear­ing his heart mus­cle and

    mak­ing it stop.


  




  

    CHAPTER THIRTEEN




    “You did well,” Flight Lieu­tenant Jack Mullin told the Baruban box­er.




    The box­er was hold­ing a white cloth to his bleed­ing fore­head.




    “I got knocked out in the first round,” he said.




    “I don’t mean your bloody box­ing match, you bleed­ing id­iot,” Mullin snarled. He point­ed

    to the body of the dead Rus­sian agent in a cor­ner of the room. “I mean him.”




    The three oth­er Africans mas­querad­ing as Baruban is­landers nod­ded.




    “Does any­one know who this Amer­ican might be who talked to that agent?” Mullin asked.




    One of the Africans said, “From the de­scrip­tion, he sounds like the one called Re­mo

    Black. When I am at the track, he is all the Amer­icans talk about. They say he is very

    strange.”




    “Prob­ably CIA,” said Mullin.




    “His train­er is an Ori­en­tal,” the African added. “Very old and frail. He wears nice

    robes. All sewn with pret­ty pic­tures and-“




    “I’m not in­ter­est­ed in his god­damn threads,” Mullin said, and the African clamped his

    mouth shut in mid­sen­tence. “They will have to be tak­en care of. Both of them.”




    In a way, Mullin was glad that some pres­sure was build­ing on his ter­ror­ist cadre. He was

    a man of ac­tion and the sub­terfuge and sneak­ing around wasmak­ing him edgy. He could

    feel his blood be­gin­ning to pulse in­side his tem­ples.




    He had an­oth­er idea.




    “The two se­cu­ri­ty men. That big Rus­sian and the Ger­man. If that Amer­ican could find

    out some­thing, per­haps they could too. I think we’re go­ing to leave our mark on these games,

    start­ing right now.”




    “What do you have in mind, Lieu­tenant?” asked one of the Africans.




    “We are go­ing to kill the se­cu­ri­ty men. That should let the world know we mean busi­ness

    here.”




    He looked around the room at the four black faces. They all grinned back at him.




    “This bomb was just the first step,” Sorkof­sky said. “We will have to act fast.”




    “What do you sug­gest?” Bechen­bauer said.




    “I think we will bring in this Amer­ican.” He lift­ed up the re­port with Re­mo’s pic­ture

    on it. “This Re­mo Black. He was at the scene; and yes­ter­day he breached the vil­lage’s

    se­cu­ri­ty.”




    “You don’t think he had any­thing to do with the bomb­ing, do you? I can’t be­lieve a CIA

    man could be in­volved with this ter­ror­ist group.”




    “But he’s not a CIA man,” Sorkof­sky said. “I just re­ceived a re­port from our cen­tral

    head­quar­ters. They have means of check­ing per­son­nel. He is not CIA. He is not FBI. He is

    not with any gov­ern­ment agen­cy.”




    “But still … an Amer­ican go­ing to bomb Amer­ican ath­letes? I find that hard to be­lieve,”

    said the Ger­man.




    “Lis­ten,” Sorkof­sky said. “You know Amer­ica is strange. They seem to de­light in

    at­tack­ing their own coun­try. Who knows what kind of a fish­head this one may be?”




    He looked at Bechen­bauer, who thought for a few long sec­onds, be­fore nod­ding his

    agree­ment.




    “I am go­ing to have him picked up,” Sorkof­sky said.




    As Sorkof­sky reached for the phone, he was struck by the thought that he had promised to

    take his two daugh­ters out for din­ner that night in the city and then to the bal­let. They

    would be bit­ter­ly dis­ap­point­ed, but once he had picked up this Re­mo Black, he would have

    to in­ter­ro­gate him to find out who he was work­ing for. He would take the girls out to

    din­ner to­mor­row.




    Bechen­bauer found him­self wish­ing that Re­mo Black was the head of the ter­ror­ists. He

    missed his wife and chil­dren, and he would be very hap­py to get home and see his fam­ily

    again.




    Soon, he thought. Per­haps very soon,




    Out­side the se­cu­ri­ty of­fice, Mullin and his men had tak­en out the two Rus­sian guards

    at the front door very smooth­ly and qui­et­ly, killing them with their knives. The door faced

    away from the heart of the Olympic vil­lage so there was lit­tle chance of their be­ing

    spot­ted. Mullin post­ed one man as a look­out, while he worked on the locked door.




    He felt the lock give and he turned to his men and whis­pered fi­nal in­struc­tions.

    “Re­mem­ber. Quick­ly and qui­et­ly. I want no shoot­ing, so hit them fast be­cause as soon as

    they see us, they’ll go for their guns. Un­der­stood?”




    All of the men nod­ded. Then they heard the click of the lock as it opened.




    Mullin could hear the blood pound­ing in his ears. This was what he lived for-​ac­tion-​and

    if ac­tion had to mean killing, so be it. He called to the look­out to join them. He held his

    knife in one hand and ca­ressed the sharp blade with the oth­er.




    “All right, lads,” he whis­pered. “In we go.”




    Sorko­rf­sky had just di­aled the tele­phone when he saw the door fly open. Stunned, he

    watched as fourblack men and one white man flood­ed in­to the room and spread out in a

    fan shape. They were all armed with knives.




    Bechen­bauer saw the look on Sorkof­sky’s face and heard the door open be­hind him. He

    jumped out of his chair and turned to face what­ev­er was com­ing. He did not have time to

    count the men who had en­tered the room and were charg­ing them. He grabbed the chair he had

    been sit­ting in and threw it at one man, who ducked away from it. The chair struck him on the

    fore­arm and he heard the man cry out in pain or in anger.




    With one hand fran­ti­cal­ly grab­bing for his re­volver, the West Ger­man felt the blade of

    the first knife cut in­to his flesh, be­low his belt, slic­ing his navel neat­ly in half. As

    that knife was pulled to the left, cut­ting him open at the bel­ly, he felt a sec­ond blade rip

    in­to his throat and his cry of pain died there. He be­came very numb, very sleepy. His legs

    sud­den­ly felt bone­less and would not hold him. I should be falling, he thought, but in­stead

    he felt him­self fad­ing.




    Soon, he thought, soon. Soon …I… will . . . be . . . home . . .




    Sorkof­sky could see Bechen­bauer’s back, but could not see what hap­pened to him. Yet as

    the Ger­man slumped to the floor, he rec­og­nized what he had seen so many times be­fore: the

    look of death. Push­ing back his chair, the Rus­sian put his feet against the edge of his desk

    and with all the pow­er of his mas­sive legs be­hind it, pushed out. The flim­sy desk slid

    across the room, strik­ing the al­ready dead Bechen­bauer in the back as he fell, but al­so

    sweep­ing one of the ter­ror­ists off his feet. That left four to deal with.




    With the desk no longer pro­tect­ing him, Sorkof­sky jumped from his chair, his hand

    grab­bing for the gun in the hol­ster at his side. He was sur­prised at how calm he felt and

    how cal­cu­lat­ed his moves were. Heknew ex­act­ly what he want­ed to do and knew that if

    he could ex­ecute what he was plan­ning, he had a chance to stay alive.




    He had his gun in his hand and was rais­ing it when the first knife found its mark.




    One of the black men slashed at his gun arm, slic­ing it open just be­low the el­bow. The

    hand went numb and he dropped the gun to the floor. At the same time, he grabbed the

    ter­ror­ist by the throat with his oth­er hand and lift­ed him, like a toy, and threw him

    across the room where he crashed in­to an­oth­er one of the Africans. Both went down in a

    tan­gled heap.




    He looked down for his gun, but he saw a boot­ed foot kick it away, then looked up and saw

    the small white man stand­ing in front of him.




    “You are a big lum­mox, aren’t you?” said Mullin.




    Sorkof­sky did not un­der­stand the lan­guage, but the sneer on the white man’s face and his

    sud­den glimpse of poor Bechen­bauer’s body, bleed­ing on the floor, touched some deep nerve

    in­side the Rus­sian and he roared, a holler of an­guish and pain from deep hi his throat, and

    with his left hand he lashed out and grabbed the small En­glish­man’s chin. He lift­ed him from

    the floor, with a strength born of pain and des­per­ation, and charged across the floor, ready

    to slam the man’s head in­to a wall. I might die, Sorkof­sky thought but this bas­tard will go

    with me.




    Mullin screamed and be­fore Sorkof­sky reached the far wall, two of the blacks tack­led bom.

    As he fell to the floor, he re­leased Mullin. When he shook his head and cleared it, he saw the

    En­glish­man stand­ing in front of him.




    “On your feet, ox,” the En­glish­man said. “I won’t even need a knife for you.”




    His one arm use­less, Sorkof­sky rose to his feet. As he did, Mullin reached out and kicked

    the hard toe of a point­ed boot in­to the Rus­sian’s so­lar plexus.




    Sorkof­sky, in­stead of go­ing down, roared and charged at Mullin, but as he reached the

    small En­glish­man, Mullin twist­ed his knife up­ward in­to the Rus­sian’s stom­ach, and

    Dim­itri Sorkof­sky fell to the floor, his eyes al­ready glaz­ing over.




    The room was as qui­et as death.




    “Well done, lads,” Mullin said, al­though it was not as easy as he had an­tic­ipat­ed or

    would have liked. The big Rus­sian was a bloody bull and had made things more dif­fi­cult than

    they should have been. Still, the ter­ror­ists’ point had been made. The se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cers

    for the Olympic Games were dead. The world would know the ter­ror­ists were not jok­ing.




    The tele­phone rang on the small phone ledge be­hind the spot where Sorkof­sky’s desk had

    stood.




    Mullin said quick­ly, “All right, lads, let’s go.” As they went out the door, he added: “The

    Amer­ican is next. This Re­mo Black.”


  




  

    CHAPTER FOURTEEN




    Josie Lit­tle­feath­er ap­proached the bal­ance beam for her third per­for­mance in the

    pre­lim­inar­ies and the crowd in the big gym­na­si­um hushed.




    Al­ready she had done some­thing no oth­er Amer­ican gym­nast had ev­er done be­fore: she

    had scored two per­fect scores of ten in the pre­lim­inary com­pe­ti­tions.




    Re­mo nod­ded to him­self with sat­is­fac­tion as he saw her mount the bar with ob­vi­ous

    as­sur­ance, and then with a phys­ical hap­pi­ness that bor­dered on lust, he watched her go

    through the turns and jumps and twists and som­er­saults of her rou­tine, be­fore leav­ing the

    bar with a twist­ing one-​and-​a-​half-​som­er­sault dis­mount, that brought the crowd to its

    feet, roar­ing cheers of ap­proval for the lit­tle-​known Amer­ican gym­nast.




    Josie ran to Re­mo and hugged him tight­ly.




    “You were great,” he said.




    “Thanks to you,” she said. As he looked over her shoul­der, he saw the scores post­ed on the

    far side of the gym­na­si­um. The au­di­ence erupt­ed in­to more ap­plause and cheer­ing.




    “An­oth­er ten?” she asked.




    “Bet­ter be­lieve it,” Re­mo said. “Get out there and take a bow. Your au­di­ence is

    call­ing you.”




    Josie ran out on­to one of the mats in the cen­ter of the floor and waved to the crowd,

    turn­ing a slow cir­cle, smil­ing hon­est­ly and bright­ly at the au­di­ence,and then she

    ran back over to join Re­mo on a bench near the spec­ta­tors’ seats.




    “When do you com­pete?” she asked him.




    He had not even thought about it. His first run was to­day too. In fact, they might even be

    look­ing for him. Miss­ing the race now and dis­ap­point­ing Chi­un would mean he would nev­er

    hear the end of it.




    Then he looked up and saw Chi­un walk­ing to­ward them, a grim look on his wiz­ened

    face.




    “To­day,” he said. “But don’t come and watch. You’ll on­ly make me ner­vous.”




    She hugged him again and said, “Good luck, even though you don’t need it. I have to go talk

    to some­body.”




    As she walked away, Re­mo rose to meet Chi­un.




    “It’s okay, Chi­un. It’s okay. I won’t miss the race.”




    “Did you find the bombers?” Chi­un asked.




    “Yeah. It’s the Baruban team,” Re­mo said.




    “And you told the se­cu­ri­ty chief of these games?”




    “Not ex­act­ly.”




    “What not ex­act­ly?” asked Chi­un.




    “I told the guy who was tail­ing us. I told him to tell his boss.”




    “And then you came here so that you could watch that wom­an per­form?”




    “You’ve known about her,” Re­mo said.




    “How could I not know about her?” Chi­un de­mand­ed. “The tur­moil in your heart and head

    has made such a rack­et that I have not slept a wink since you met that wom­an. But she does

    not mat­ter now.”




    “What does?”




    “The se­cu­ri­ty chiefs have been killed. I have just heard,” Chi­un said. “I guess your

    mes­sage about the ter­ror­ists was not de­liv­ered.”




    “Damn,” snapped Re­mo. He felt re­spon­si­ble and he felt bad. He had been re­spon­si­ble

    for the death ofmany men, but this was from neg­li­gence, not by de­sign.




    He looked up at Chi­un. “Let’s go get those damned ter­ror­ists and put them out of ac­tion

    for good.”




    Chi­un raised his hand. “No. I will go and find them. You will do what you came here to do.

    Get over to the sports field and win your race. Put all else out of your mind un­til you

    win.”




    “Chi­un-“




    “Shhh. This is im­por­tant. You go win. This is not for the gold medal yet. It is just a

    pre­lim­inary. But you win it. And set a new world’s record while you’re do­ing it. Not a big

    world’s record, but just a lit­tle one. Save the good stuff for lat­er. But re­mem­ber. Don’t

    go on tele­vi­sion un­til I get back. That is im­por­tant, be­cause you will prob­ably say all

    the wrong things. Do what I tell you.”




    “Yes, Chi­un,” Re­mo said, and the two men walked off in sep­arate di­rec­tions, Chi­un to

    hunt, and Re­mo to run.




    The event was the 800-me­ter run.




    Re­mo ar­rived bare­ly in time to avoid be­ing dis­qual­ified and was glared at

    malev­olent­ly by three oth­er Amer­ican run­ners.




    Re­mo de­bat­ed whether or not he should wave at Dr. Harold W. Smith, who was prob­ably

    watch­ing at home, but de­cid­ed against it. Smith prob­ably al­ready had apoplexy from see­ing

    Josie Lit­tle­feath­er run over af­ter her bal­ance beam per­for­mance and hug Re­mo.




    Re­mo was still wear­ing chi­nos and loafers. One of the field judges said to him, “Where is

    your uni­form?”




    “This is it,” Re­mo said. “I’m rep­re­sent­ing the Tool and Die Mak­ers Ath­let­ic Club of

    Se­cau­cus, New Jer­sey.”




    The judge shook his head in dis­be­lief and stepped away from the start­ing line.




    Re­mo was in lane four, next to the east Ger­man run­ner, Hans Schlichter, who had seen

    Re­mo in the gym­na­si­um show­ing Josie how to mas­ter the bal­ance beam. The East Ger­man

    leaned over to him and said, “It is noth­ing per­son­al, you un­der­stand.”




    “Of course,” said Re­mo. “Just in the spir­it of Olympic com­pe­ti­tion.”




    “That is right,” said Schlichter.




    The run­ners took their place in the start­ing blocks, ex­cept for Re­mo who chose to stand

    at the start line.




    When the gun sound­ed, Schlichter, in­stead of ex­plod­ing from the blocks, swerved out to

    the right. This made room for an­oth­er East Ger­man run­ner to move in­side, past Schlichter

    and along­side Re­mo, pinch­ing the Amer­ican be­tween him­self and an­oth­er East Ger­man

    run­ner on Re­mo’s left.




    Re­mo start­ed slow­ly down the track, and the two East Ger­man run­ners kept swerv­ing in

    and out of their lines, bump­ing him, pinch­ing him be­tween them. One tried on a for­ward

    stride to dig his run­ning spikes in­to Re­mo’s right calf, but Re­mo dodged.




    Up ahead, he saw Hans Schlichter rac­ing in­to a large lead, and as Schlichter cut over

    to­ward the rail, he glanced back at Re­mo and the look on his face said clear­ly, “Sor­ry,

    pal, but that’s the way it is.”




    And Re­mo got an­gry.




    He start­ed run­ning in an ex­ag­ger­at­ed mo­tion, swing­ing his arms up and for­ward, and

    then he brought his left el­bow back in­to the mid­sec­tion of one East Ger­man run­ner who

    gasped out his air. Re­mo’s right fist slapped down­ward and hit in­to the left thigh of the

    run­ner on Ms right, and the run­ner shout­ed his pain, slowed up, and then tried to run off

    the pain. But it was too late. Re­mo was past them, chas­ing Schlichter and the three

    Amer­icans who heldsec­ond, third and fourth places be­hind the East Ger­man star.




    As he ran, Re­mo shook his head. What ev­er hap­pened to sports­man­ship? he asked him­self,

    and he put out of his mind the ne­ces­si­ty of win­ning the race and gave him­self just one

    goal: get rid of that East Ger­man suck­er.




    Run­ning eas­ily now, Re­mo came up be­hind the three Amer­ican run­ners halfway through the

    sec­ond and last lap of the race.




    The crowd be­gan to roar as Re­mo moved past the three Amer­icans. Schlichter thought it was

    for him, un­til he saw Re­mo pull up along­side him. His eyes widened and he tried to turn on

    some ex­tra en­er­gy to leave Re­mo be­hind him, but Re­mo stayed right with him

    ef­fort­less­ly.




    “Com­mu­nists suck,” Re­mo said.




    Schlichter kept run­ning.




    “You look like Hitler. You re­lat­ed?” Re­mo said.




    Schlichter glanced an­gri­ly to his right, his face beam­ing ha­tred at Re­mo.




    They were near the back­stretch now and the smooth stride of Schlichter start­ed to get

    chop­py. Re­mo felt the three Amer­ican run­ners clos­ing be­hind them.




    “Your moth­er still turn­ing tricks at the Berlin Wall?” Re­mo asked Schlichter as he

    matched him, easy stride for tor­tured stride.




    Schlichter turned to Re­mo and hissed, “You are a Yan­kee bas­tard.”




    “Crap,” Re­mo said. “Ich bin ein Berlin­er. You’re a schmuck.”




    Schlichter tried to con­cen­trate on his run­ning, but the three Amer­icans now were

    run­ning along­side them.




    “A run­ning dog of the Com­mu­nist butch­ers,” Re­mo said. “Re­mem­ber Hun­gary. Re­mem­ber

    Czechoslo­vakia. Free Poland.”




    And in­cred­ibly, Schlichter stopped run­ning and jumped to­ward Re­mo, flail­ing punch­es

    at him. Re­mo ducked and trot­ted off from the East Ger­man, watch­ing the three Amer­icans

    cross the fin­ish line ahead of him al­most shoul­der to shoul­der, and it was on­ly when the

    roar from the crowd sig­nalled that the race was over that he re­al­ized he had blown it and

    would have to face Chi­un.




    Be­hind him, Schlichter did not even both­er to fin­ish the race. He stopped and walked off

    the track, joined by the oth­er two East Ger­mans, all elim­inat­ed in the com­pe­ti­tion’s

    first heat. They looked to­ward Re­mo and he tossed them a salute.




    He con­grat­ulat­ed the three suc­cess­ful Amer­icans, and one of them threw his arms around

    Re­mo.




    “You cooked him good, pal. You could have won this thing, don’t think we don’t know that.

    But why?”




    “Ah, you guys de­serve it.” Re­mo said. “Be­sides, you’re get­ting old. This is your last

    shot. I’ll be back in four years and maybe I’ll even buy a pair of sneak­ers and blow

    ev­ery­body out.” The three run­ners, all fif­teen years younger than Re­mo, laughed.




    “Yeah, but we’ll get medals this year. What’ll you get?”




    “Sat­is­fac­tion,” Re­mo said. “That’s all I want­ed.”




    He turned and saw Josie Lit­tle­feath­er stand­ing in the crowd of peo­ple who had spilled

    on­to the track. He could see hurt in her eyes, and he was sad that he had dis­ap­point­ed her

    by los­ing, but even that could not make him re­gret what he had done.




    He walked to­ward her, call­ing her name: “Josie.” She turned away, blind­ly plung­ing

    through the crowd and quick­ly be­com­ing lost.




    “Josie,” he called again, but she did not stop.




    His first thought was that she would get over it. His sec­ond thought was to hell with her

    if she didn’t.




    Then he re­mem­bered that while he was stand­ingthere, think­ing about his run­ning

    an­tics, Chi­un was out hunt­ing killers.




    And damn him, Re­mo thought, he’d bet­ter save me some­thing.


  




  

    CHAPTER FIFTEEN




    The cen­ter of the Olympic vil­lage was filled with tourists and ath­letes, strolling from

    are­na to are­na, gym­na­si­um to gym­na­si­um, but Jack Mullin did not see them. What he saw

    in­stead was hun­dreds of po­lice­men and sol­diers, mov­ing through the crowd, scan­ning

    faces, as if look­ing for some­one.




    He be­came ner­vous. He pulled his four men close to him and said, “I think, lads, it’s tune

    to plant our lit­tle pack­ages and get out. Agreed?”




    He scanned their im­pas­sive faces. Not a mus­cle moved in any of them.




    “Too many po­lice. So we’ll do what we have to do. You plant your lit­tle gifts where we

    de­cid­ed and I’ll keep look­ing for the Amer­ican. When you’re done, we’ll meet in the back of

    the big hall where they’re hold­ing the weight-​lift­ing com­pe­ti­tion. Get on with you,

    now.”




    The four men scur­ried off and Mullin turned to con­tin­ue his search for Re­mo.




    So things were a lit­tle ahead of sched­ule, but so what. That was what made a good

    com­man­der, Mullin knew, the abil­ity to adapt plans to ac­tu­al con­di­tions. Plans were

    fine, but they could work to the let­ter on­ly in a her­met­ical­ly sealed world and he didn’t

    live in one of those.




    He won­dered where Re­mo might be. He had missed him at the run­ning track. But he’d find

    him and kill him, and that would be that. He and his menwould be on their way back home,

    and if ev­ery­thing went the way it should, the Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu rev­olu­tion should get a

    big leg up on top­pling the gov­ern­ments of Rhode­sia and South Africa.




    And then Jack Mullin would top­ple Mkom­bu. Not too long now, h(r) thought. But first the

    Amer­ican, Re­mo Black, and the old Ori­en­tal.




    The four bo­gus Baruban ath­letes were walk­ing through the crowd­ed vil­lage with their

    equip­ment bags of ex­plo­sives.




    And then there were three.




    The African who had im­per­son­at­ed Sam­my Wa­nenko, the Baruban box­er, felt a hand around

    the back of his neck. He want­ed to call out to his com­pan­ions to stop, but no sound would

    come. When the hand light­ened its grip, he turned and saw stand­ing be­fore him a small, aged

    Ori­en­tal.




    “Where is your lead­er?” Chi­un asked.




    “Who wants to know, old man?”




    Chi­un ex­plained who he was by slap­ping his right hand to the side of the African’s cheek.

    Noth­ing he had felt that day in the ring while he was on his brief way to a first round

    knock­out had felt like that. His face felt aflame; he could al­most hear the skin bub­bling

    and sput­ter­ing where the old man had slapped it.




    Then Chi­un was in close to him, his left hand buried in the African’s bel­ly, and the

    African was bab­bling about Lieu­tenant Mullin, and what he looked like, and where he was

    go­ing, and how his tar­get was Re­mo Black, and how Ms three com­pan­ions were on their way to

    set bombs in the Amer­ican ath­letes’ dor­mi­to­ries, and then the African died in a lump on

    the vil­lage pave­ment.




    Chi­un walked away from the body. Should he go af­ter the three Africans with the bombs? Or

    af­ter Jack Mullin? He de­cid­ed on Mullin. The ath­letes’dor­mi­to­ries were emp­ty now

    and would be for some time; there would be no dan­ger for a while. But Mul-​lin could be

    dan­ger­ous to Re­mo, par­tic­ular­ly if Chi­un’s young dis­ci­ple was still wan­der­ing around

    with his head in the clouds, moon­ing over that In­di­an wom­an.




    He saw Mullin out­side the en­trance to one of the gym­na­si­um build­ings and Chi­un moved

    through the out­skirts of the crowd, un­til he came to view in front of Mullin. He kept his

    back to the En­glish­man, so that the En­glish­man could think that he had found Chi­un on his

    own.




    Mullin saw the bro­cad­ed robe on the tiny Ori­en­tal with his back to him.




    “Hey, old boy,” he called.




    Chi­un turned and stared at Mullin. His face was ex­pres­sion­less. Mullin slipped a knife

    from his pock­et, held it to Chi­un’s bel­ly, and said: “Move along­side the build­ing.” They

    were in an al­ley with large dump con­tain­ers of garbage. Mullin herd­ed Chi­un along and the

    old man obeyed, still with­out ex­pres­sion. No won­der they called Ori­en­tals in­scrutable,

    Mullin thought.




    When they were out of sight of the crowd, Mullin said, “Where’s the Amer­ican?”




    Chi­un was silent.




    “C’mon, you blast­ed old chink, where is he?”




    Still no an­swer. Mullin sighed and slashed with his knife to take out the old man’s

    throat.




    He missed.




    That was im­pos­si­ble.




    He slashed again.




    Again he missed.




    Bloody im­pos­si­ble. The old fool was stand­ing right there. He hadn’t even moved. How

    could he miss?




    Or had he moved?




    Mullin slashed at him again, but watched very close­ly. He caught just a faint whis­per of a

    movement, as if in a frac­tion of a sec­ond the old man had with­drawn from the path of the

    knife and then slid back to his orig­inal po­si­tion.




    Mullin put the knife back in­to its pock­et sheath and pulled his .45 out from un­der his

    bush jack­et. Time to stop fool­ing around.




    “Okay, old man. One last time. Where is the Amer­ican?”




    Si­lence.




    Mullin pulled the trig­ger. The shot ex­plod­ed in the al­ley with a boom­ing crack.




    And missed.




    “Damn it,” Mullin snapped. How could he have missed? The old man couldn’t duck a bul­let.

    Could he?




    He fired an­oth­er shot. The old man just stood there, un­harmed.




    Mullin looked at his gun as if it were the gun’s fault, then back at the old man.




    In­scrutable? No. In­hu­man was more like it.




    Mullin felt a twinge of an emo­tion he was not used to: fear.




    He was not in con­trol of him­self as he backed away, slow­ly at first, then faster, un­til

    he was al­most run­ning, all the while hear­ing his mind be­rate him for run­ning from a

    scrawny old man.




    But this was not a nor­mal old man.




    Chi­un smiled as he fol­lowed. He had suc­ceed­ed in per­suad­ing Mullin to give up the

    search for Re­mo and to join the oth­er ter­ror­ists. Now Chi­un could round them up and hold

    them for Re­mo, who would want to ask ques­tions and do many oth­er sil­ly things, but Chi­un

    would for­give them all to­day be­cause af­ter all Re­mo was go­ing to win him a gold

    medal.




    He hoped that Re­mo did not win his race by run­ning at top speed. He want­ed Re­mo to break

    the world’s record bit by bit through the pre­lim­inar­iesand then shat­ter it in the

    fi­nal race for the Olympic gold.




    Mullin ran at top speed. He was try­ing to think of some rea­son­able ex­pla­na­tion for

    what had hap­pened. He was al­so try­ing to re­gain con­trol of his body, which was

    con­tin­uing to rush for­ward, even as his mind com­mand­ed it to slow down. This feel­ing,

    this pan­icky flight from a frail old Chi­na­man, was to­tal­ly alien to Jack Mullin.

    Grad­ual­ly, he got his body back un­der con­trol, talk­ing away the fear. Once I join up with

    my oth­er jour men, he told him­self, we’ll take care of the Chink and the Amer­ican.




    He checked his watch. The ex­plo­sive charges should be set by now and his men should be

    wait­ing for him at the back of the main hall, where the weightlift­ing was be­ing held.




    He was walk­ing now and felt back in con­trol . . . of ev­ery­thing but his neck.




    He could not quite get it to let his head turn around to take a look be­hind him.




    Re­mo pushed through the crowd in the vil­lage, hop­ing most­ly that he could find Chi­un

    and par­tial­ly that he would nev­er see him again so that he did not have to tell him about

    this af­ter­noon’s race which had elim­inat­ed Re­mo from Olympic com­pe­ti­tion.




    From the cor­ner of his eye, he caught a glimpse of flash­ing blue dis­ap­pear­ing in­to the

    main hall. He knew it was Chi­un’s bro­cad­ed blue robe.




    He fol­lowed.




    Alexi Vas­silev put pow­der on the in­side of his mas­sive thighs as the Rus­sian coach told

    him, “You are the great­est, Alexi. The great­est that ev­er was.”




    Vas­silev grunt­ed. His grunt would be enough to knock some men over. He was

    six-​foot-​three and weighed 345 pounds, and for two suc­ces­sive Olympics he had been the

    su­per heavy­weight weightlift­ing cham­pi­on of the world.




    But to­day he was wor­ried. He was thir­ty-​eight years old and the pulled mus­cles and the

    hy­per-​ex­tend­ed ten­dons and lig­aments no longer healed as quick­ly as they once did, and

    al­so he felt on his neck the hot breath of a world of lifters who had come fi­nal­ly to

    re­al­ize that Vas­silev was hu­man and might, just might, be beat­en.




    In the past he had dis­dained set­ting world’s records. He owned ev­ery record in the world,

    but he nev­er tried to lift for a record. He had al­ways lift­ed on­ly enough to win.




    But to­day, at thir­ty-​eight and ner­vous, he was go­ing to lift a record. He was go­ing to

    set a mark that would in­tim­idate gen­er­ations of weight-​lifters and would guar­an­tee that

    even when his ag­ing body gave out and he lost a com­pe­ti­tion, his gov­ern­ment would not

    re­spond as they had with so many failed ath­letes in the past, by tak­ing away their

    apart­ment and their car and ship­ping them off to live some­place where man could not live.

    They would con­tin­ue to hon­or his record.




    There was a say­ing among the ath­letes on the Olympic Rus­sian team, “Train­ing is hard,

    but so is Siberi­an ice.”




    His coach kept bab­bling. “You are the great­est, Alexi. The great­est.” Vas­silev nod­ded

    but he was not lis­ten­ing.




    His pri­ma­ry op­po­nent to­day would be an Amer­ican lifter who had won a tele­vi­sion

    com­pe­ti­tion as “Mis­ter Strong­man,” which ti­tle he earned by car­ry­ing a re­frig­er­ator

    up a hill. That this task was ac­com­plished ev­ery day by dozens of mov­ing men in the city of

    San Fran­cis­co seemed to have been lost on the judges.




    But de­spite Ms bo­gus cre­den­tials, the Amer­ican was a good lifter, Vas­silev

    re­al­ized.




    “I must win,” he mum­bled aloud.




    “Of course you win,” said his coach.




    “This will be my last Olympics,” he said. “I crush that Amer­ican to­day. I will show the

    glo­ry of So­vi­et So­cial­ist Re­publics.”




    He looked at his coach care­ful­ly, mak­ing sure that the man had caught his words

    prop­er­ly so he could re­port them back to the se­cret po­lice which kept a close eye on an

    ath­lete’s ac­tions and words.




    “You will win for Moth­er Rus­sia,” his coach said.




    And for me, Vas­silev thought.




    It was time.




    He walked out on­to the plat­form to thun­der­ous ap­plause. His face was stol­id,

    un­mov­ing, and he char­ac­ter­is­ti­cal­ly ig­nored the au­di­ence, con­cen­trat­ing sole­ly

    on the weight be­fore him. It was load­ed with 600 pounds and the crowd hummed with

    an­tic­ipa­tion. Vas­silev was go­ing to try to jerk 600 pounds, for in ex­cess of any­thing

    any­one had ev­er lift­ed be­fore. It was the equiv­alent of a three-​minute mile.




    Breath­ing deeply, rhyth­mi­cal­ly, Vas­silev bent down and placed his hands on the cold

    bar, flex­ing his fin­gers around it for the right grip, fi­nal­ly grab­bing it tight­ly. With

    one ex­plo­sive gasp of air he brought the weight to his chest.




    He took a deep breath. He felt Ms hands sweat­ing and he knew it was time to jerk the bar

    over­head be­fore it slipped. He blew out the air, pushed the weight up over his head, but

    be­fore he could lock his el­bows to hold it in place, it slid from his damp hands and hit the

    wood­en plat­form in front of him with a crash­ing thud.




    Vas­silev cursed in­ward­ly. He had failed on the first of three lifts.




    The re­lief that Mullin had felt when he spot­ted the mam hall had an­noyed him. It was a

    dis­grace, he thought, that a sol­dier who had been dec­orat­ed inHer Majesty’s Air Force

    was run­ning from an old man, try­ing to join up with four blac k­amoor toy sol­diers, and

    feel­ing re­lief that he had al­most reached them.




    He was ashamed of him­self. It was all that Chi­na­man’s fault.




    He stopped at the door to the hall and cursed out loud, wish­ing for a mo­ment that

    some­thing would will him to go back and take that Chi­na­man on alone, this time hand to hand,

    and cut him in­to bits. But no voice in­side him said to do that and so he opened the door and

    walked in­side the great hall, look­ing around in the back for his men. He did not see

    them.




    On the plat­form, he rec­og­nized the strongest man in the world, Alexi Vas­silev. With his

    great pot­bel­ly, the cen­ter of grav­ity that was so valu­able to weight-​lifters, Vas­silev

    had hoist­ed weights no oth­er man was ca­pa­ble of, and yet, Mullin thought, I could de­feat

    him hand to hand with no prob­lem. And still … a scrawny old Chi­na­man . . .




    He walked around the back of the hall, be­hind the crowd. Sud­den­ly he heard the gasp and

    the sound of the weight hit­ting the plat­form. He looked up to see Vas­silev with a look of

    pain on his face, af­ter fail­ing to hold the weight.




    That’s okay, Alexi, he thought. We all have our bad days. You and I are the best but we’re

    just hav­ing a bad day.




    He felt bet­ter sud­den­ly. A bad. day, that’s all it was. Maybe even just a bad

    mo­ment.




    Sure.




    And with that thought, he was able to turn his neck and take a look be­hind him.




    What he saw made his blood go cold. That damned Chi­na­man. He was stand­ing just in­side

    the door, star­ing at Mullin with those cold hazel eyes.




    “Damn you,” Mullin shout­ed, but no­body heardbe­cause Vas­silev was again

    ap­proach­ing the weight. Mullin ran.




    Vas­silev was go­ing to try again. This was Ms last chance, his third at­tempt. His coach

    want­ed him to rest be­fore try­ing an­oth­er lift, but he waved his han­dler away and sim­ply

    walked around the weight and be­gan to stare straight ahead, in­to space, over the heads of the

    au­di­ence.




    Get it over with, he told him­self. Do it now. Win or lose now.




    His hands were sweat­ing and for the first time in many years, he felt the pinch of

    ner­vous­ness in his stom­ach as he bent over and placed his hands around the cold tex­tured

    steel of the bar.




    Mullin ran down the left side of the hall, to­ward the stage, and the back door lead­ing

    out­side. The crowd was dense and there was no way for Chi­un to get through with­out hurt­ing

    some­one. He ran down the right side of the build­ing. He saw Mullin slip through a back door

    to go out­side.




    There was on­ly one way to fol­low him: Across the weight-​lifters’ plat­form.




    Re­mo en­tered just as Chi­un hopped up on­to the plat­form. He watched as Chi­un stopped

    be­fore a thick tele­vi­sion ca­ble that criss­crossed back and forth, bar­ring his path.

    Chi­un grasped the ca­ble in his two small hands and ripped the inch-​thick strands clean­ly in

    half.




    Sparks flew. TV tech­ni­cians shout­ed. Chi­un ig­nored them and start­ed across the

    plat­form just as Alexi Vas­silev hoist­ed the 600-pound bar­bell to his chest.




    Vas­silev felt a rush of re­lief as he took a deep breath, ex­plod­ed it out­ward, and

    hoist­ed the weightover­head. He locked his el­bows and held the weight.




    How fool­ish he had been to be ner­vous. Who but the great Vas­silev could ev­er lift such a

    weight and hold it with such ease?




    The au­di­ence ex­plod­ed with cheers, and Vas­silev gave them a rare small smile, but he

    wait­ed for the judges to sig­nal that he had held the weight long enough for the lift to

    count. Then he saw the au­di­ence’s eyes move off him. He looked to­ward his right, to­ward

    where all the peo­ple were look­ing, and saw a blue-​robed Ori­en­tal run­ning across the

    plat­form.




    Stag­ger­ing un­der the weight, still await­ing the judges’ sig­nal, Vas­silev stum­bled two

    steps for­ward in the Ori­en­tal’s path. How dare this lit­tle man de­tract from Alexi’s great

    mo­ment?




    He was stand­ing right in the Ori­en­tal’s way.




    “How dare you?” he bel­lowed in Rus­sian.




    He could not be­lieve what hap­pened and the next day in the hos­pi­tal he would not be able

    to ex­plain.




    He heard the Ori­en­tal say in per­fect Rus­sian, “Out of my way, gross meat-​eater,” and

    then he was be­ing lift­ed up-​he and the great 600 pounds he held-​they were be­ing

    ef­fort­less­ly lift­ed by this frail old Ori­en­tal, who tossed them both through the air

    to­ward the rear of the plat­form, and then con­tin­ued to run off the stage, as the au­di­ence

    sat in shocked si­lence.




    Re­mo watched in amuse­ment as Chi­un hoist­ed the thou­sand pounds of Vas­silev and steel

    and threw them out of his way as if they weighed no more than a child’s slip­per.




    The weight slipped from Vas­silev’s hands as he sailed through the air, so the two did not

    land to­geth­er. Re­mo was hard put to fig­ure out which of the two bounced high­er, but

    Vas­silev re­mained sta­tion­ary and the weight hit and rolled.




    Re­mo ran down the left side of the hall and met Chi­un at the rear door.




    When Jack Mullin had run out­side, he had found his men wait­ing for him. On­ly three, not

    four, and the fools as usu­al had mis­un­der­stood his in­struc­tions. He had told them to meet

    him in the back of the hall. They had in­ter­pret­ed that to mean they should meet him in back

    of the hall. He would skin them for that one day.




    They ran to­ward him as he came out in­to the bright sun. They were all armed with

    hand­guns.




    “The Ori­en­tal will be com­ing through that door in a mo­ment,” he ex­plained. “Cut him

    down when he does. All the ex­plo­sives are plant­ed?”




    “Yes, Lieu­tenant.”




    The four men aimed their au­to­mat­ics at the door. Mullin felt his palms sweaty and slick.

    Per­spi­ra­tion was al­so flow­ing down his fore­head and drip­ping from his eye­brows.




    C’mon, Mullin mum­bled to­ward the closed door. Get out here and get it over with.




    “They are prob­ably out­side wait­ing,” Chi­un told Re­mo.




    “So what?” Re­mo asked.




    “If they fire, the bul­lets might hit some­body in here. Smith would not like that,” Chi­un

    said.




    Re­mo thought of that for a mo­ment, then nod­ded.




    “All right. Then up we go.”




    He grabbed hold of a rope that led to a sec­ond-​floor win­dow and raced up it, like a

    trained mon­key, climb­ing with just Ms hands, feel­ing be­hind him the speed of Chi­un

    fol­low­ing him.




    “Where is he, Lieu­tenant?” one of Mullin’s men asked.




    “He’s com­ing through that door,” Mullin said. “There’s no oth­er way.”




    “No?” said Re­mo from be­hind Mullin and as the Briton turned, Re­mo said, “Sur­prise.

    Sur­prise.”




    When Mullin saw Chi­un stand­ing next to Re­mo, his con­trol snapped.




    “Kill them. Kill them,” he screamed.




    The four men lev­eled their au­to­mat­ics at Re­mo and Chi­un, but be­fore they could

    squeeze trig­gers, Re­mo and Chi­un were among them and bul­lets could not be fired with­out

    risk­ing hit­ting one of their own men. The four ter­ror­ists pulled their knives from their

    belts.




    Or three of them did. One had the knife in his hand and his hand on the way up, when his

    wrist col­lid­ed with the side of Chi­un’s hand, flail­ing down­ward in the clas­si­cal

    hand-​ax po­si­tion. The knife went clat­ter­ing one way; the hand bounced off in an­oth­er

    di­rec­tion; and the ter­ror­ist, look­ing down at the bleed­ing stump of his wrist, fell

    back­wards in­to a sit­ting po­si­tion on the hard pave­ment.




    “How much did you win by?” Chi­un called over his shoul­der.




    “What?” Re­mo asked. He had moved in­side one of the ter­ror­ist’s knives, con­tin­ued past

    him, then slammed back with his right el­bow in­to the man’s right kid­ney. Be­fore the man

    could fall, Re­mo had the body un­der the armpits.




    Chi­un said, “You heard my ques­tion. How much did you win by?”




    Re­mo lift­ed the body and swung it out at a third ter­ror­ist who slid back out of

    range.




    “Ac­tu­al­ly, Chi­un, I didn’t win,” Re­mo said, mov­ing for­ward on the third

    ter­ror­ist.




    Chi­un was mov­ing in on Jack Mullin. He stopped and turned to Re­mo, hands on his hips, his

    hazel eyes nar­rowed un­til they were mere slits in his parch­ment-​yel­low face.




    “Ex­plain your­self,” he de­mand­ed.




    “Chi­un, I’m a lit­tle busy,” Re­mo said, as he threw the dead ter­ror­ist in his arms at

    the third ter­ror­ist. The weight crashed the man to the ground.




    “Non­sense, busy,” Chi­un said. “You stop fool­ing around with those crea­tures and talk to

    me.”




    Re­mo turned to­ward Chi­un. The third African, car­ried to the ground by the weight of his

    dead part­ner, ex­tri­cat­ed him­self, rolled to his bel­ly and aimed his au­to­mat­ic at

    Re­mo’s stom­ach.




    “You lost,” Chi­un ac­cused.




    “Let me ex­plain,” Re­mo said.




    “You lost de­lib­er­ate­ly.”




    “For a good rea­son, Chi­un.”




    “There is no good rea­son for a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, even such a worth­less one as you, to

    lose. That is with­out hon­or.”




    Just as the third ter­ror­ist squeezed the trig­ger, Re­mo, with­out turn­ing, kicked out

    with his left foot and buried his shoe in­to the man’s skull, in the thin spot be­tween the

    eyes. The brain no longer or­dered the fin­ger to squeeze the trig­ger and both man and gun

    clat­tered on­to the ground.




    That left Jack Mullin.




    “Los­ing to­day was a mat­ter of hon­or, Chi­un,” Re­mo said. He was glanc­ing at Mullin,

    who was back­ing away from the two men, try­ing to get far enough from them, so he could be

    sure to take them both out with bul­lets from his .45.




    “All that train­ing wast­ed by an in­grate, a white in­grate, a

    dead-​white-​like-​a-​dead-​fish-​pale-​piece-​of-​pig’s-​ear-​in­grate.”




    “Dammit, Chi­un,” said Re­mo.




    “C’mon,” Mullin yelled. He was fif­teen feet from them now. His eyes were rolling wild­ly in

    his head. He point­ed the au­to­mat­ic at first Chi­un, then Re­mo. “C’mon,” he yelled. “I’ll

    get you. I’ll take you both.”




    “You be qui­et,” Chi­un said. “I’m not ready to deal with you yet. First this in­grate.”




    “I know that gold medal meant a lot to you, Chi­un. You’ve got to be­lieve I didn’t just

    lose it on a whim.”




    Chi­un was dis­gust­ed. He threw his hands in the air in ex­as­per­ation, turned, and walked

    away from Re­mo and Mullin. The En­glish­man care­ful­ly aimed his au­to­mat­ic at Chi­un’s

    thin back.




    This time, he would not miss. This time, that old man was his. Let’s see how in­scrutable

    he’ll be when he’s dead, Mullin thought.




    He for­got Re­mo and as his fin­ger tight­ened on the trig­ger, he felt the gun slapped from

    his hands and saw it bounce away along the thin black­top pave­ment.




    “Aaaaaaargh­hh­hhh,” screamed Mullin, his voice quiv­er­ing in an­guish.




    “Where’d you plant the bombs?” Re­mo asked.




    “Find them your­self,” Mullin said. Re­mo buried his hand in Muf­fin’s left side and the

    En­glish­man screamed in pain.




    “The bombs,” said Re­mo.




    “Around the Amer­ican bar­racks,” Mullin said.




    “So long, Ma­jor Blimp,” said Re­mo, and he slow­ly re­moved his hand from Muf­fin’s left

    side and Mullin felt a flash of cool air there and re­al­ized that his side had been opened and

    his vi­tal or­gans ex­posed, but be­fore he could won­der how Re­mo had done that with­out a

    knife, he fell dead to the ground.




    Re­mo wiped his hand on Muf­fin’s shirt. Forty yards away, Chi­un was still march­ing

    res­olute­ly off.




    “I saved your life,” Re­mo yelled. “I re­al­ly did. He was go­ing to shoot you and I saved

    you.”




    And Chi­un’s voice waft­ed back to­ward Re­mo.




    “Blow it out your ears,” called the Mas­ter of Sin-​an­ju.


  




  

    CHAPTER SIXTEEN




    It was the next-​to-​the-​last day of com­pe­ti­tion. The bombs had been re­moved from the

    Amer­ican ath­letes’ quar­ters with­out in­ci­dent. The Rus­sian se­cret po­lice had an­nounced

    that they had ap­pre­hend­ed the ter­ror­ists, but re­fused to give de­tails be­yond their

    an­nounce­ment that “again the forces of re­ac­tionary racist cap­ital­ist im­pe­ri­al­ism had

    suc­cumbed to the su­pe­ri­or in­tel­li­gence and ded­ica­tion of the So­vi­et so­cial­ist

    sys­tem.”




    And Re­mo had not spo­ken to Josie Lit­tle­feath­er since the day he had lost his race.




    But he was sit­ting near the bench as her com­pe­ti­tion was slow­ly wind­ing down to its

    fi­nal day. Josie had con­tin­ued to stun the crowd by scor­ing noth­ing but tens on the

    bal­ance beam. She was far ahead in that con­test, and her score on the beam had kept her

    re­spectably close with an out­side chance for a sil­ver medal in the over­all gym­nas­tic

    com­pe­ti­tion.




    Re­mo watched as Josie ap­plied rosin to her hands and ap­proached the beam. She mount­ed it

    clean­ly and per­formed bril­liant­ly, and Re­mo saw, by the con­fi­dence with which she moved,

    that the imag­inary red line down the cen­ter of the imag­inary wide wood­en bar was still

    there in her mind.




    Her dis­mount was per­fect. So was her score. All tens. Just one more day to go for the

    gold.




    As she came off the floor, she was sur­round­ed byre­porters who want­ed to talk to

    her. Re­mo saw some­one in the crowd push­ing the re­porters back, mak­ing room for her. His

    stom­ach fell when he saw who it was. Vin­cent Josephs, the sports agent, who had want­ed to

    sign up Re­mo and man­age his ca­reer.




    Re­mo saw Josephs walk to­ward the are­na ex­it and the press tent. Josie Lit­tle­feath­er

    fol­lowed him, ig­nor­ing the ques­tions of the trail­ing pack of re­porters.




    Re­mo tagged along. He want­ed to hear her tell her sto­ry about how win­ning the gold medal

    would bring pride to her tribe of Black­hand In­di­ans.




    When Re­mo en­tered the tent, he al­most bumped in­to Vin­cent Josephs, who was check­ing to

    make sure that all the ma­jor press out­lets were rep­re­sent­ed.




    “Stand in the back, kid, and don’t talk,” he told Re­mo. “This tent is for win­ners.”




    “She hasn’t won yet,” Re­mo said.




    “It’s a chip shot,” Vin­cent Josephs said. “To­mor­row is a breeze.”




    Josie saw Re­mo stand­ing in the back of the tent and when his eyes met hers, she quick­ly

    looked away. With Josephs at her side, she be­gan to field the re­porters’ ques­tions. She

    re­mem­bered all the an­swers she had been taught.




    Her uni­form, made by La­dy Boun­ti­ful, fit per­fect­ly and gave her the free­dom for her

    cham­pi­onship per­for­mance.




    She owed her con­di­tion­ing to krisp-​and-​Lite break­fast ce­re­al, which she had eat­en

    ev­ery day since child­hood.




    She pro­tect­ed her­self against slip­ping by us­ing Shur-​Fire Rosin, the stick­um of

    cham­pi­ons, and when she wasn’t com­pet­ing, she liked to rest around the wig­wam in her

    per­fect­ly com­fort­able, wan­ning Hot­sy Tot­sy Slip­pers by Ben­ning­ham Mills, made of the

    new won­der knit, More-​on.




    She nev­er men­tioned Re­mo, which did not hurt hisfeel­ings. She nev­er once

    men­tioned win­ning the medal for the Black­hand In­di­ans, which did hurt Re-​mo’s

    feel­ings.




    Re­mo wait­ed by the en­trance to the tent so Josie would have to pass by him when they

    left. Re­porters want­ed her to come out­side, and do a cou­ple of hand­stands and cartwheels

    for pub­lic­ity pho­tos. She would be Amer­ica’s first wom­an gym­nast gold medal­ist in

    his­to­ry. The on­ly way she could lose to­mor-​roe would be to fall off the bar and stay

    off.




    He blocked Josie’s way as she came to­ward the tent en­trance.




    “Con­grat­ula­tions,” he said. “I’m sure all the folks back home on the reser­va­tion will

    be proud of you, even if you did for­get to men­tion them.”




    She tossed her long hair back over her shoul­der and stared at him, as if he were an

    au­to­graph hound both­er­ing her in a re­stroom.




    “You were right,” she said, “when you said that if I could work my way off the

    reser­va­tion, so could they. I have an op­por­tu­ni­ty now with Mr. Josephs to make a name for

    my­self.”




    “And a lot of mon­ey,” Re­mo said.




    “Right. And a lot of mon­ey and there’s no law against it. Maybe I’ll see you around, Re­mo.

    Now, the pho­tog­ra­phers are wait­ing.”




    Vin­cent Josephs went ahead of her and as she passed Re­mo he reached out and del­icate­ly

    touched her low­er back.




    She turned. “What was that for?” she asked. She felt strange­ly un­com­fort­able. She knew

    he’d on­ly touched her light­ly, but for some rea­son she could still feel it and it seemed to

    be spread­ing through her body.




    “You’ll nev­er for­get that touch, Josie,” said Re­mo. “It’s very spe­cial. Any time you try

    to per­form any kind of gym­nas­tic move, you’ll re­mem­ber that touch. When you mount a

    bal­ance beam, you’ll think of it,and when you do, you’ll think about that beam and

    you’re go­ing to know it’s not two feet wide with a red stripe down the mid­dle. You’re go­ing

    to re­mem­ber that it’s on­ly a piece of wood, four inch­es wide, and ev­ery time you try to

    climb on it, you’re go­ing to fall off, right on your love­ly ass.”




    She frowned at him. “You’re crazy,” she told him, not want­ing to be­lieve it.




    Sud­den­ly, Vin­cent Josephs was back.




    “Hey, hon­ey, come on out­side. They want some pic­tures, you know, hand­stands and flips

    and stuff. C’mon, let’s go tan­ta­lize them . . . champ.”




    She hes­itat­ed.




    “Go ahead, Josie,” said Re­mo, with a cold smile. “Go do a few flips and hand­stands for

    them. And for me and the folks back home.”




    Josephs grabbed her arm and pulled her out of the tent and Re­mo walked out be­hind them,

    then turned and walked away.




    Be­hind him, he heard the pho­tog­ra­phers laugh. He turned to watch.




    Josie tried a hand­stand and lost her bal­ance and fell over.




    The pho­tog­ra­phers chuck­led and Vin­cent Josephs laughed it off.




    “Just nerves, fel­las. Come on, Josie, put on a show for the boys.”




    She looked up and her eyes met Re­mo’s. She looked ap­pre­hen­sive.




    She tried to do a cartwheel, a chil­dren’s ex­er­cise in a school­yard, and fell heav­ily to

    the ground.




    The pho­tog­ra­phers laughed and Re­mo walked away, back to­ward the room which he and

    Chi­un would soon leave for a plane to Lon­don.


  




  

    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




    In the fifth floor room at Lon­don’s Dorch­ester Arms, Smith was try­ing to talk, but Chi­un

    sat silent­ly in the mid­dle of the floor, arms fold­ed, eyes star­ing in­to eter­ni­ty, and

    Re­mo was watch­ing the wom­en’s gym­nas­tic com­pe­ti­tion on tele­vi­sion.




    “So it has end­ed rea­son­ably well,” Smith said. “The ex­plo­sives were all re­moved, and

    the Rus­sians have de­cid­ed not to protest against our ob­vi­ous­ly hav­ing sneaked some

    agents in­to the games with­out their per­mis­sion.”




    He got the feel­ing he was talk­ing in­to an emp­ty cave. Chi­un did not move, not even so

    much as flick­er­ing an eye­lid. Re­mo re­mained glued to the tele­vi­sion set. An an­nounc­er,

    pre­sum­ably cho­sen for hy­per­thy­roidism, was shout­ing: “Now, here’s the sur­prise star of

    the games. Josie Lit­tle­feath­er. This lit­tle red wom­an hasn’t been any­thing but per­fect

    since she first set foot on the bal­ance beam here in Moscow. All tens.”




    And hom­ing in on his voice was the voice of a young wom­an com­men­ta­tor who was her­self

    an ex-​ath­lete but tend­ed to for­get it in the flood of gee-​whizzes and wows which made up

    her broad­cast­ing vo­cab­ulary. “That’s right, folks,” she said, “and, gee whiz, all Josie’s

    got to do right now is score an eight . and she’s got this bal­ance beam com­pe­ti­tion all

    locked up.”




    “Scor­ing an eight shouldn’t be hard, should it?” said the male com­men­ta­tor.




    “All you’ve got to do is stay on the beam and you’ll get an eight,” the girl said.




    “Yeah?” snarled Re­mo to the tele­vi­sion set. “Watch this.”




    Smith shook his head. Both Re­mo and Chum had been act­ing strange­ly since they re­turned

    last night from Moscow. He leaned over on his couch seat to look over Re­mo’s shoul­der at the

    tele­vi­sion set. He saw an In­di­an girl with her hair tied up in a bun ap­ply rosin to her

    hands, then move to the bal­ance beam, put her hands on it, and lift her­self up to the nar­row

    plank of wood. Then her hands seemed to slip, and she fell to the mat­ting sur­round­ing the

    beam.




    “Way to go, Josie,” shout­ed Re­mo.




    The girl leaped back up to the beam, but her foot slipped and she land­ed heav­ily on her

    back­side. She grabbed the beam des­per­ate­ly to stop her­self from falling off.




    “Swell, sweet­heart,” Re­mo said.




    Fi­nal­ly she raised her­self to a stand­ing po­si­tion on the beam. She took a step

    for­ward, plant­ed her right foot, tried to do a for­ward walkover, but her left foot slipped

    and she fell off the beam on­to the mat.




    “She’s blow­ing it,” the young wom­an com­men­ta­tor said. “Wow, folks, Josie had it all in

    her hands and she’s blow­ing it.”




    “I guess she’s blow­ing it,” said the male an­nounc­er, not to be out­done in tech­ni­cal

    anal­ysis.




    Josie Lit­tle­feath­er got up quick­ly and made one last at­tempt to mount the beam, but as

    her feet hit it, they slid out from un­der her and she fell to her back­side, then rolled off

    on­to the mat, then got up and ran off the floor, out of the are­na. She was rub­bing her

    back.




    “Yaaaaay,” yelled Re­mo. He stood up and kicked off the tele­vi­sion with his toe. He turned

    to Smith. “You were say­ing?”




    “Why were you cheer­ing that poor girl’s dis­as­ter?” Smith asked.




    “Just col­lect­ing a due bill,” Re­mo said. “What about the Rus­sians?”




    “They are not go­ing to com­plain that our coun­try sent some agents in­to the games

    with­out their per­mis­sion.”




    “That’s big of them,” Re­mo said. “They got all the bombs out?”




    “Yes. They were in the ven­ti­la­tion shafts in each of the build­ing’s wings. It would have

    been a dis­as­ter.”




    “Good,” Re­mo said. “And who were the ter­ror­ists?”




    Smith dug in his at­tache case and brought out a pho­to, which he hand­ed to Re­mo. “I think

    it was him.”




    Re­mo looked at him. “I thought Idi Amin had been dis­posed of.”




    “That’s not Idi Amin. That’s Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu.”




    “Who’s he?”




    “He leads one of the ter­ror­ist armies that have been try­ing to over­throw the

    gov­ern­ments of South Africa and Rhode­sia.”




    Re­mo nod­ded. “I got it. Make it look like the South African whites were try­ing to up­set

    the Olympics and kill Amer­ican ath­letes. Get the world ticked off at them, and then move in

    and take over.”




    “That’s about it,” Smith said.




    “What’s go­ing to hap­pen to him?”




    “Noth­ing,” said Smith. “In the first place, we can’t be 100 per­cent sure that he sent this

    Lieu­tenant Mul-​lin and the oth­er four men to dis­rupt the games.”




    “He sent them,” Re­mo said.




    “I think so too, be­cause Mullin had been work­ing for him for three years. But we can’t

    prove it.”




    “What about the Rus­sians?” asked Re­mo.




    “Well, they’ve been sup­port­ing Mkom­bu’s rev­olu­tion. They’re not about to an­nounce that

    one of their own tried to mess up their games. That’s why they’re not an­nounc­ing the

    iden­ti­ty of the ter­ror­ists.”




    “So Mkom­bu’s go­ing to get away with it,” Re­mo said.




    Smith shrugged. “Ap­par­ent­ly. He might even get some good out of it for him­self. With­out

    any con­tra­dic­tion, much of the world is still go­ing to be­lieve it was the whites in

    South­ern Africa who tried to blow up the games. That might strength­en Mkom­bu’s hand.”




    “That’s not fair,” Re­mo said.




    “Hah,” said Chi­un. “A fit­ting end to these games, then. Noth­ing is fair.”




    He con­tin­ued to look straight ahead and Smith looked to­ward Re­mo for an

    ex­pla­na­tion.




    “He’s ticked ’cause I didn’t win a medal,” Re­mo said.




    “Noth­ing has gone right in these Olympics,” Chi­un said. “Noth­ing has hap­pened the way I

    planned.”




    The self-​pity oozed from his voice and Re­mo won­dered if he should tell Smith what had

    hap­pened. Yes­ter­day, re­turn­ing from Moscow, Chi­un had be­come philo­soph­ical about

    Re­mo’s de­feat, and when Re­mo had pressed him, he found out that Chi­un had fig­ured out a

    new way to gain fame and for­tune from the games. Chi­un had de­cid­ed that the en­tire world

    saw him lift Vas­silev and the six hun­dred pounds of weights and this should bring the of­fers

    of en­dorse­ment con­tracts to him im­me­di­ate­ly in great floods. It was on­ly when they

    reached Lon­don that Chi­un found out that the tele­vi­sion had blacked out at just that

    mo­ment, and no one had seen him toss Vas­silevaround like a rag doll. Re­mo had not had

    the heart to tell Chi­un that it was Chi­un’s own fault: that when he snapped the tele­vi­sion

    ca­ble that was block­ing his way, he had stopped the TV trans­mis­sion of the weight-​lift­ing

    com­pe­ti­tion.




    “I’m sor­ry for that, Chi­un,” Smith said.




    Chi­un eyed the ceil­ing in dis­gust, and Re­mo felt sor­ry for him. Chi­un had not got­ten

    Ms gold medal, had missed out on all his en­dorse­ment con­tracts, and had ex­pe­ri­enced

    noth­ing but dis­ap­point­ment be­cause of Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu. And Mkom­bu might turn the

    en­tire thing in­to a great suc­cess for him­self.




    That wasn’t fair, Re­mo de­cid­ed.




    “So Mkom­bu’s go­ing to get away with it,” he said to Smith.




    “Prob­ably.”




    “Maybe,” said Re­mo.




    At that mo­ment, he de­cid­ed the job was not yet done.


  




  

    CHAPTER EIGHTEEN




    Car­ried by jun­gle drums, passed in whis­pered word from one sol­dier to an­oth­er, the

    sto­ry spread through the jun­gles above South Africa and Rhode­sia that a slim white avenger

    stalked the jun­gles, seek­ing vengeance.




    The sto­ries said he was able to move un­be­liev­ably fast; that he was there one mo­ment

    and gone the next. That bul­lets could not hurt him. That he smiled when he killed-​smiled and

    spoke of vengeance for the sake of hon­or.




    And Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu’s sol­diers wor­ried, be­cause the trail of bod­ies was com­ing

    through the jun­gles to­ward them. And the sol­diers asked them­selves, “Why should we die this

    way for Mm? On a bat­tle­field, yes, be­cause we are sol­diers, but at the hands of a white

    aveng­ing spir­it who smiles when he kills? That is no way for sol­diers to die.”




    “He wants the gen­er­al,” one sol­dier told an­oth­er. “Why should we die in his place?”




    The oth­er sol­dier heard a noise and fired a shot in­to the brush. Both men lis­tened, but

    heard noth­ing.




    “Do not let the gen­er­al hear you speak that way,” the sec­ond sol­dier warned. “He would

    have you shot or have your head torn off. He is very ner­vous these days.”




    “Of course. He knows this white avenger is com­ing for him.”




    “Si­lence, you fools,” roared Mkom­bu’s voice fromabove their heads. “How can I hear

    what is go­ing on in the jun­gle if you keep whis­per­ing and mum­bling? Be qui­et, you

    dogs.”




    The first man leaned over to the sec­ond sol­dier. “He’s drunk again.”




    The sec­ond man nod­ded and both looked up at Mkom­bu’s win­dow.




    They were Mkom­bu’s per­son­al guard. They were al­so his sons.




    In­side the build­ing, Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu was fin­ish­ing his sec­ond bot­tle of wine. When

    the bot­tle was emp­ty, he smashed it against the wall, as he had done with the first, and

    opened a third bot­tle.




    These fools, he thought. How could he hear any­one com­ing if they al­ways bab­bled? Maybe

    he would have them shot in the morn­ing. As he lift­ed the bot­tle of wine to his mouth, he

    won­dered how it had gone wrong. Even though his men had been killed be­fore they could

    elim­inate the Amer­ican Olympic team, things still had seemed to work out in Mkom­bu’s fa­vor.

    The world, nev­er in­formed who was be­hind the planned mur­ders, was in­fu­ri­at­ed with South

    Africa and Rhode­sia, call­ing for a multi­na­tion­al force to en­ter both coun­tries and

    over­throw the gov­ern­ments. Mkom­bu would soon be ruler.




    And then this . . . this white avenger had ap­peared and Mkom­bu’s world had turned up­side

    down.




    Sud­den­ly, pa­trols be­gan to dis­ap­pear. Search par­ties nev­er re­turned. An

    en­camp­ment was wiped out. Thir­ty men killed. No sur­vivors. Then an­oth­er en­camp­ment.




    The sto­ry of the white avenger spread through the jun­gle like a sum­mer fire. He was

    head­ing af­ter Mkom­bu and Mkom­bu was fright­ened. What did he want?




    They said he spoke of vengeance, but vengeance for what?




    Mkom­bu drank more wine. He heard voic­es in his head, ar­gu­ing.




    When he fi­nal­ly ar­rives, of­fer him mon­ey, one voice said.




    A spir­it does not need mon­ey, a sec­ond voice said. Of­fer him pow­er.




    A spir­it has pow­er. Wealth and pow­er can buy any­one.




    Not a spir­it, not an aveng­ing spir­it, not a white aveng­ing spir­it.




    “Damn,” snarled Mkom­bu and threw the bot­tle of wine against the wall, where it shat­tered.

    He watched the red wine run down the wall, spread­ing like blood from a wound.




    “You down there,” he shout­ed out the win­dow,




    “Yes, Gen­er­al,” a voice an­swered.




    “I want more men around the house. Many men. Men all around the house.”




    “That will take many men, Gen­er­al.”




    “I want many men, you id­iot. Forty, fifty, no, six­ty men, all around the house. Now

    hur­ry, you im­be­cile.”




    Mkom­bu went to the clos­et and took out Ms gun-​belt and strapped it on. He made sure the

    .45 was load­ed. He took out an au­to­mat­ic ma­chine gun and made sure that it too was

    load­ed. He hung grenades on his uni­form for easy use.




    When a knock came on the door, he al­most pulled the pin on the grenade in his hand.




    “Who is it?” he shrieked.




    “The house is sur­round­ed by men as you or­dered.”




    “Id­iot. Get out there with them where you be­long,” Mkom­bu shout­ed. “Make sure no one

    en­ters. No one, you hear?”




    He sat in a chair fac­ing the door with the ma­chine gun across his lap.




    Let him come, he thought, let this white avenger come. We are ready for him.




    In­to the night, he could hear wide­ly spaced shots from out­side, as his men shot at

    shad­ows, and with each shot he jumped. He felt hot and be­gan to sweat un­der all the

    equip­ment he wore, but he kept it on. Bet­ter to be wet than dead. He re­gret­ted hav­ing

    bro­ken his last bot­tle of wine.




    He could go out and get one.




    No. He would stay right here un­til morn­ing. Right here, awake.




    Five min­utes lat­er he was asleep.




    Out­side, six­ty men ringed the small build­ing.




    The of­fi­cer in charge of the de­tach­ment was talk­ing to his sec­ond in com­mand.




    “It is the on­ly way for us to stay alive,” he said.




    “I sup­pose,” the sec­ond man agreed. “I will dis­cuss it with the oth­ers.” Ten min­utes

    lat­er, he re­turned and said, “Ev­ery­one agrees.”




    “It is the on­ly way,” said the of­fi­cer in charge, and the two sons of Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu

    looked at each oth­er and nod­ded. The on­ly way to live was to kill Mkom­bu. Then, when the

    white avenger came, he would find Mkom­bu dead and would have no rea­son to kill all of

    them.




    “The on­ly way,” the sec­ond man agreed.




    Mkom­bu awoke sev­er­al times with a start, star­ing around the room in stark ter­ror,

    fir­ing his ma­chine gun at shad­ows.




    The walls of the bed­room were rid­dled with bul­let holes. His dress­er had pieces gouged

    out of it, and stuff­ing pro­trud­ed from the mat­tress. But he was still alive.




    For a mo­ment he won­dered if he re­al­ly had any­thing to wor­ry about. Those sto­ries must

    be ex­ag­ger­at­ed. How could one man, one white man, be so awe­some a

    force?Im­pos­si­ble, he thought, cross­ing the room and peek­ing in the clos­et.




    Pre­pos­ter­ous, he told him­self while he crouched down to peer un­der the bed.




    He checked the locks on the win­dows and the door, then sat back down, fondling a grenade as

    if it were a wom­an’s breast. Per­haps he need­ed a wom­an to re­lax him. And then per­haps

    these wild ir­ra­tional fears would cease.




    Out­side, the of­fi­cer in charge said, “It’s time. We might as well get it over with.”




    “Who goes?” said the sec­ond of­fi­cer.




    “All of us,” said the of­fi­cer in charge.




    “All six­ty can’t fit in­to the house.”




    The of­fi­cer in charge thought about this for a mo­ment. “All right, six of us will go in,

    but the oth­ers will stand in the hall­way. They are part of it too.”




    “Of course. I’ll stand in the hall­way.”




    “You’ll come with me,” said the of­fi­cer in charge to his broth­er. “Pick four more

    men.”




    A mo­ment lat­er, six of them were creep­ing up the steps to­ward Mkom­bu’s bed­room.




    Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu heard a noise. He awoke but he could not move Ms head. He re­al­ized that

    he was par­alyzed by fear. All these weapons he wore to pro­tect him­self and he was par­alyzed

    by fear any­way.




    It must have been a dream, he thought. A ter­ri­fy­ing dream. I’m dream­ing that I can’t

    move. Just wake up. Then I’ll be all right. It’s just a dream.




    When peo­ple are dream­ing, do they know they are dream­ing? He didn’t know.




    But then he re­mem­bered that, since boy­hood, he had nev­er dreamed.




    He wasn’t dream­ing now.




    With a mon­umen­tal ef­fort of will, he over­came his fear and turned his head.




    And there in the shad­ow be­hind him, he saw a face. A white face.




    He opened his mouth to cry out hi ter­ror, but no sound came out.




    Out­side Mkom­bu’s door, the six sol­diers held a con­ven­tion. The door was locked and they

    were split three-​three on kick­ing the door in, or knock­ing and try­ing to get Mkom­bu to

    open it by sub­terfuge.




    “If I knock on the door, he prob­ably won’t start fir­ing,” said the of­fi­cer in charge.

    This bit of log­ic start­ed a land­slide of votes to­ward knock­ing on the door, which

    even­tu­al­ly car­ried, six-​ze­ro.




    The of­fi­cer knocked.




    Si­lence.




    He knocked again.




    Si­lence.




    He knocked and called, “Gen­er­al.” He paused, then called, “Fa­ther.”




    Si­lence.




    “He knows why we’re here,” one of the oth­er sol­diers said.




    The of­fi­cer nod­ded. One last time. “Gen­er­al,” he shout­ed, and when there was no

    an­swer, the six men threw their weight against the door and the flim­sy wood gave way and the

    door swung open.




    Jim­bob­wu Mkom­bu sat in a chair fac­ing them. His eyes were wide open.




    “I am sor­ry, Fa­ther, but we do not wish to die,” the of­fi­cer said.




    “I’m sor­ry too, Fa­ther,” said the sec­ond of­fi­cer.




    Mkom­bu did not move or speak.




    “Gen­er­al?” the first man said.




    The sol­diers moved in­to the room and in the shad­ows they saw a piece of pa­per pinned to

    Mkom­bu’s chest.




    “The avenger,” some­one hissed.




    “But how . . .”




    The of­fi­cer in charge walked to­ward Mkom­bu and as he reached out his hand to touch the

    note, he slight­ly jarred the body and Mkom­bu’s head rolled off his shoul­ders, hit the floor

    with a bounce, and rolled along the floor un­til it came to a stop next to his pile of copies

    of Play­boy mag­azine.




    The sol­diers screamed.




    “He is dead,” said the of­fi­cer in charge. He plucked the note from Mkom­bu’s chest.




    “Can you read En­glish?” he asked his broth­er.




    “You’re the lieu­tenant,” his broth­er said. “I’m on­ly a sergeant.”




    “I’m an African lieu­tenant. I don’t have to read En­glish.”




    “I read En­glish,” said one of the sol­diers in the back.




    “Here, read this,” or­dered the of­fi­cer in charge.




    The sol­dier looked at it sev­er­al times, turn­ing it of­ten in his hand to make sure he

    had the words right side up.




    “Well? What does it say?” de­mand­ed the of­fi­cer.




    “It says, ‘Vengeance is mine.’ It is signed . . .” and he peered clos­er at it to make sure

    he was read­ing it right.




    “It is signed, ‘Ev­ery­man.’ “


  




  

    CHAPTER NINETEEN




    Chi­un was still de­pressed but he seemed hap­py to be head­ing back to the Unit­ed States

    on the British Air­ways plane.




    “Rus­sia is a land of bar­bar­ians,” he said. “So is the Unit­ed States, but at least the

    Unit­ed States does not hold Olympic games there.”




    “They will in four years,” Re­mo said.




    Chi­un looked at him.




    “The ‘84 Olympics will be held in Los An­ge­les.”




    Chi­un nod­ded. “Next tune,” he said, “we will not let that lu­natic Smith talk us in­to

    en­ter­ing just one event.”




    “Next time?” asked Re­mo.




    “That’s right,” Chi­un said. “And next time, I will ac­cept no more ex­cus­es from you.”




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    “Yes.”




    “In my heart, you’ll al­ways wear a gold medal,” Re­mo said.




    “Re­al­ly?” said Chi­un.




    “Re­al­ly,” said Re­mo, feel­ing warm and ex­pan­sive.




    “I’m sure that will warm me in my old age as I starve to death,” Chi­un said. “Next time,

    you win a re­al gold medal.”




    “What­ev­er you say, Chi­un.”
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