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  CHAPTER ONE




  

    Bil­ly Mar­tin was fif­teen years old, and al­ready he was a re­pul­sive lit­tle toad. That

    meant that when he grew up, he might grad­uate to a full-​fledged snake– if he grew up.

  




  Which right now looked doubt­ful be­cause Bil­ly Mar­tin was in jail, charged with the mur­der

  of his par­ents, whom he had blud­geoned to death while they slept in their home in the De­troit

  sub­urbs.




  The judge who han­dled the youth’s ar­raign­ment was Wal­lace Turn­er, a no­to­ri­ous

  bleed­ing heart who could some­how find, in his speech­es, some rea­son to blame so­ci­ety for

  ev­ery crime com­mit­ted against it. The press cov­er­ing the ar­raign­ment winked at each

  oth­er, know­ing that Bil­ly would not on­ly be re­leased with­out bail; he might very well get a

  medal from Judge Turn­er for not killing his par­ents ear­li­er. Af­ter all, it must have been

  their fault that their son was a mur­der­er. But Turn­er sur­prised ev­ery­one. He or­dered

  Bil­ly held for tri­al as an adult mur­der­er and set a half-​mil­lion-​dol­lar bail. He would

  stay in jail, Turn­er said. He be­longed in jail.




  Turn­er’s harsh ac­tion shocked ev­ery­one in­volved with the Bil­ly Mar­tin case– ev­ery­one

  ex­cept the pros­ecu­tor, who had told the judge be­fore the pro­ceed­ings that if the Mar­tin

  kid were set free like ev­ery oth­er ju­ve­nile killer who went be­fore Turn­er, the pros­ecu­tor

  would be sure to let the press in on Turn­er’s re­la­tion­ship with a wom­an in Grosse Pointe who

  went by the pro­fes­sion­al name of Di­di the Dom­ina­trix.




  “You can pos­ture and preach from the bench all you want, Wal­ly,” the pros­ecu­tor said.

  “Just so you know when to bend in the wind.” He winked at Judge Turn­er.




  Turn­er winked back and bent so fast he al­most broke his back. At the ar­raign­ment, he

  an­nounced in his mel­low­est tones that the crime in­volved was of such heinous char­ac­ter that

  he would be derelict in his du­ty if he were le­nient.




  Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter an­nounc­ing his de­ci­sion, Judge Wal­lace Turn­er left the bench and

  re­treat­ed to his cham­bers, where he re­moved his robes and sat be­hind his desk with a sigh to

  await a phone call. Even though he was ex­pect­ing it, he jumped when the phone rang.




  “Judge Turn­er,” he said in­to the re­ceiv­er.




  “Sat­is­fac­to­ry,” a man’s voice said in low tones. “Very sat­is­fac­to­ry.”




  “Uh, th-​thank you,” the judge stam­mered, but by the time he got it out, he was hold­ing a

  dead phone.




  Across town an­oth­er phone rang, this one in the of­fice of a lawyer named Har­vey Weems.

  Weems had not won a case in four years, but he was with­out equal as an am­bu­lance chas­er. When

  the phone rang, he looked at it dis­pas­sion­ate­ly, try­ing to de­cide whether or not to an­swer

  it. Late­ly, no one called him ex­cept cred­itors and clients threat­en­ing to sue him for

  mis­han­dling their cas­es.




  Af­ter fif­teen rings, he couldn’t take the sus­pense any longer. “At­tor­ney’s of­fice.”




  “Is this Har­vey Weems, the lawyer?” a man’s voice asked.




  “Yeah, yeah,” Weems said weari­ly. “How much do I owe you?”




  “You don’t owe me any­thing, Mr. Weems.”




  “All right. How much do you want to sue me for?”




  “I don’t want to sue you, ei­ther.”




  “I don’t owe you mon­ey, and you don’t want to sue me?”




  “That’s right.”




  “You asked for me by name,” Weems said, puz­zled, “so you can’t have the wrong num­ber.”




  “This phone call could mean a lot of mon­ey to you,” the voice said.




  “Re­al­ly?”




  “Un­less I end it now.”




  Not one to be slow on the up­take, Weems got the idea and shut up.




  “Thank you. Mr. Weems, I have a job for you. Have you read about the Bil­ly Mar­tin case?”




  “The kid who pound­ed his par­ents to death in their sleep? Yeah, I know a lit­tle about

  it.”




  “Very good. We– I would like you to post bail for the young man and get him out of jail.”




  “Post bail?” Weems asked, in­cred­ulous. “Do you know how much Judge Turn­er set bail for? Who

  in his right mind would go for that much loot to put that lit­tle pis­sant on the street

  again?”




  “I would.”




  “Uh, you would?”




  “Yes, and I’ll pay you ten per­cent of that amount to pay the bail for me.”




  “Ten per­cent? That’s very… gen­er­ous,” Weems said, writ­ing the fig­ure down oh the piece of

  pa­per and then draw­ing a heart around it.




  “The mon­ey will be de­liv­ered to you in one hour, in small, used bills. In­clud­ed will be

  your fee.”




  “In cash?” Weems asked, writ­ing I.R.S. on the piece of pa­per but not draw­ing a heart abound

  it. In­stead he drew a hap­py face with the three ini­tials form­ing the nose.




  “In cash. Take your fee out, then take the rest and bail out Bil­ly Mar­tin.”




  “Uh, what am I sup­posed to do with him af­ter I get him out?” Weems asked. “He did just make

  him­self an or­phan, you know.”




  “There will be a piece of pa­per in with the mon­ey, with an ad­dress on it. Give it to him,

  and then for­get about him.”




  “For­get him? You mean he won’t be my client?”




  “You are be­ing paid to bail him out, Mr. Weems, not to rep­re­sent him. Give him the

  ad­dress, for­get him, and for­get this con­ver­sa­tion. You are be­ing paid quite a lot of

  mon­ey for this job. In cash. If I thought that you weren’t obey­ing my in­struc­tions to the

  let­ter, I’d have to no­ti­fy the I.R.S. You wouldn’t want that, would you?”




  “No,” Weems said, draw­ing a larg­er heart around the small­er one con­tain­ing the fig­ure

  that rep­re­sent­ed his fee. “No, I wouldn’t like it. You’re the boss, Mr. –“




  “The mon­ey will be in your of­fice with­in the hour, Mr. Weems. There won’t be any rea­son

  for us to talk again af­ter this.”




  The man hung up with­out say­ing good-​bye, leav­ing a puz­zled Har­vey Weems hold­ing a dead

  line.




  Fifty-​three min­utes lat­er, there was a knock on Har­vey Weems’s of­fice door, and he got up

  to an­swer it.




  “Mr. Weems?” a young kid asked. He couldn’t have been any old­er than Bil­ly Mar­tin, the one

  Weems was sup­posed to bail out.




  “That’s right, kid. Who’re you?”




  “I have some­thing for you.”




  The kid picked up a brown at­taché case he had put down along­side the wall next to the door

  and hand­ed it to the lawyer.




  “Is this the mon­ey?”




  “That’s what I was sup­posed to give you,” the boy said, and then he left.




  Screw him, Weems thought, clos­ing the door. I wasn’t go­ing to tip him, any­way.




  He car­ried the case to his desk and opened it up. Neat­ly piled stacks of used bills, band­ed

  to­geth­er, stared up at him. For a fleet­ing mo­ment Weems won­dered what was to stop him from

  tak­ing it all and dis­ap­pear­ing. He took out the stacks that com­prised his fee and put them

  in his desk, then closed the case, re­gret­ting that he didn’t have the courage to find out.




  He picked up the case and head­ed across town to bail out Bil­ly Mar­tin. Weems knew that the

  lit­tle punk was prob­ably guilty of mur­der­ing his own par­ents. The pis­sant had

  prac­ti­cal­ly ad­mit­ted it. But Har­vey Weems didn’t much care. He had his fee, and he was just

  glad that he didn’t have to de­fend the lit­tle snot to earn it.




  That was go­ing to be some­body else’s headache.




  He thought.




  Jail did lit­tle to damp­en Bil­ly Mar­tin’s in­so­lence. Weems could see that on the kid’s

  face.




  “What the hell do you want?” the kid de­mand­ed.




  “I’m the man who bailed you out, son,” Weems said.




  “So give your­self a medal, fat­so,” Bil­ly said, brush­ing past him.




  Weems was in his ear­ly for­ties, eas­ily old enough to be Bil­ly Mar­tin’s fa­ther. He found

  just the pos­si­bil­ity of that dis­turb­ing.




  “Well, what are you wait­ing for? You want maybe I should fall to my knees and thank you?”

  Bil­ly sneered.




  “I don’t ex­pect any­thing of you, kid. Come on. The pa­per­work is done. Let’s go

  out­side.”




  Weems and Bil­ly walked out­side and stopped halfway down the front steps of the build­ing.

  “This is where we part com­pa­ny, son­ny,” Weems said.




  “Fine with me.”




  “Here.”




  Bil­ly took the piece of pa­per Weems was of­fer­ing him and asked, “What’s this sup­posed to

  be?”




  “That’s an ad­dress. I sus­pect it’s where the man who put up the mon­ey for your bail lives.

  Maybe he ex­pects you to thank him. ‘Bye, Bil­ly,” Weems said, and walked away.




  If some­one had ap­proached him at that mo­ment and asked him a ques­tion about Bil­ly

  Mar­tin, his re­ply would have been, “Bil­ly who?”




  All he had in mind was the mon­ey that was locked in his desk.




  Bil­ly looked down at the ad­dress on the piece of pa­per; it meant noth­ing to him. In spite

  of his brava­do, he was cu­ri­ous about the man who was will­ing to put up all that mon­ey to

  bail him out. When he had first heard about the bail, he thought he knew who it had come from,

  but the ad­dress he now held in his hands was not fa­mil­iar.




  Who could his mys­te­ri­ous bene­fac­tor be, then? And if he was will­ing to pay so much to

  get him out, how much more might he be will­ing to cough up?




  Greed was the de­ter­min­ing fac­tor in Bil­ly Mar­tin’s de­ci­sion to check out the ad­dress.

  If the guy was will­ing to come across with some more mon­ey, Bil­ly could use it to get out of

  town. He had rea­sons to leave De­troit, and the crim­inal charges hang­ing over his head weren’t

  the half of it.




  Bil­ly had lit­tle mon­ey of his own, which had been re­turned with the rest of his things

  when he was re­leased from jail. He de­cid­ed to hang on to what he did have and walk to the

  ad­dress. He knew the part of town it was in. It wasn’t more than half a mile’s walk.




  He walked down the re­main­der of the steps and start­ed on his way, obliv­ious to the fact

  that he was be­ing fol­lowed by three peo­ple.




  The three young men who were fol­low­ing Bil­ly had their drill down pat. One was

  im­me­di­ate­ly be­hind him, one was across the street, and one was walk­ing ahead of him. The

  way they had it set up, he was im­pos­si­ble to lose. They fol­lowed him dis­creet­ly un­til they

  ap­proached the run-​down sec­tion of town where the ad­dress on the slip of pa­per in Bil­ly’s

  pock­et could be found.




  There was lit­tle foot traf­fic in this part of town. There weren’t that many peo­ple brave

  enough– or fool­ish enough– to walk there. It was a mea­sure of Bil­ly Mar­tin’s in­so­lence that

  walk­ing in that area didn’t both­er him at all. Af­ter all, hadn’t he just about beat­en a

  dou­ble mur­der rap? Did the court ac­tu­al­ly ex­pect him to show up on the date of his tri­al?

  He’d be long gone by then.




  Ac­tu­al­ly, he would be long gone by then, but not in the way he was plan­ning.




  Clos­ing in on their des­ti­na­tion, the three young men start­ed to close ranks on Bil­ly.

  The man in front of him slowed down while the man be­hind him quick­ened his pace, and the one

  across the street came over to his side.




  As a mat­ter of fact, they weren’t re­al­ly men at all. They weren’t much old­er than Bil­ly

  him­self. One of them was the same boy who had de­liv­ered the mon­ey to Weems’s of­fice.




  Bil­ly was so in­tent on reach­ing his des­ti­na­tion that he scarce­ly no­ticed the per­son

  walk­ing ahead of him un­til sud­den­ly that per­son had slowed enough for Bil­ly to over­take

  him. As Bil­ly came with­in a few steps of pass­ing him, the oth­er boy stopped abrupt­ly and

  turned.




  “Hi, Bil­ly,” he said.




  Bil­ly rec­og­nized him and stopped short. He took a cou­ple of back­ward steps, but by that

  time the oth­er two had caught up, and he bumped in­to them.




  “Hey, fel­las“




  The oth­er two each took one of Bil­ly’s arms, and fol­low­ing the first boy, they led him

  down an al­ley that had been spe­cial­ly cho­sen for its pur­pose.




  “Hey, guys, come on” Bil­ly was stam­mer­ing, his tough-​guy front van­ished.




  The oth­ers ig­nored him, and as he in­creased his ef­forts to es­cape, his cap­tors

  in­creased the pres­sure of their hold on him.




  “This is far enough,” the first boy said, turn­ing. The oth­ers re­leased Bil­ly’s arms and

  pushed him vi­olent­ly to­ward the back of the al­ley. He lost his bal­ance and sprawled on the

  dirty ground, skin­ning his hands and knees.




  Push­ing him­self to his feet, he watched the three boys ap­proach him and then heard three

  bare­ly au­di­ble sounds– snik! snik! snik!– as three sharp blades ap­peared in their hands as if

  by mag­ic.




  “Aw, guys” he start­ed, back­ing up with his hands raised in front of him.




  Two of the boys stepped for­ward and swung their blades, and blood be­gan to gush from each of

  Bil­ly’s palms as he cried out from the pain.




  “Please” he shout­ed, but his plea fell on three sets of deaf ears.




  All three boys stepped for­ward now, and their blades were a blur of mo­tion that Bil­ly tried

  to fol­low un­til a veil of blood fell over his eyes, and he could no longer see. It was

  sev­er­al mo­ments be­fore his abil­ity to feel went too, and that was when the three boys

  stepped back and re­tract­ed their blades with the same three smack­ing sounds.




  One boy briefly checked Bil­ly for signs of life. Fail­ing to find any, he nod­ded to his

  com­pan­ions and led the way out of the al­ley.




  The Bil­ly Mar­tin who lay on the filthy cob­ble­stones of the al­ley, strips of flesh flayed

  from his bones, bore lit­tle re­sem­blance to the lit­tle pis­sant who had clubbed his par­ents

  to death with­out a sec­ond thought while they slept.




  Bil­ly Mar­tin died as he had lived a re­pul­sive lit­tle toad who nev­er had a chance to

  as­cend to the high­er rank of full-​fledged snake.




  

    CHAPTER TWO




    His name was Re­mo, and peo­ple had to be taught that on­ly he could get away with

    mur­der.




    Mur­der be­longed in the hands of some­one who could do it right, for the right rea­sons,

    and that some­one was Re­mo. He was in the re­sort town of Lit­tle Fer­ry, Vir­ginia, to teach

    this les­son to re­tired po­lice chief Dun­can Din­nard.




    Chief Din­nard had built up a for­tune at the ex­pense of the res­idents and tourists of

    Lit­tle Fer­ry and had now re­tired to sit back and en­joy it. He had turned the small

    Vir­ginia town in­to the kind of place where if you had enough mon­ey– and paid him enough of

    it– you could lit­er­al­ly get away with mur­der.




    “Don’t be fooled by the fact that he’s re­tired,” Dr. Harold W. Smith had told both Re­mo

    and Chi­un. “He still rules that small town with an iron hand. It’s time he was re­tired for

    good.”




    Smith could be no plain­er than that.




    Dun­can Din­nard had no fear. He was a mul­ti­mil­lion­aire, with a man­sion and a yacht,

    both of which suit­ed his po­si­tion. In ad­di­tion, his prop­er­ty and his per­son were

    pro­tect­ed by the best peo­ple and the best se­cu­ri­ty de­vices that mon­ey could buy.




    At the mo­ment, the obese Din­nard was in his man­sion, en­ter­tain­ing the best fe­male

    com­pan­ion­ship that mon­ey could buy. The far­thest thing from his mind was his own

    death.




    If need be, he could buy that off too.




    “Very im­pres­sive set­up,” Re­mo said to the wispy-​haired Ori­en­tal be­side him as they

    ex­am­ined Din­nard’s de­fens­es.




    “It is not nec­es­sary to com­pli­ment a man whom one is about to as­sas­si­nate,” the

    el­der­ly Ko­re­an said lofti­ly. “It is con­sid­ered bad form.”




    “Oh, I see,” Re­mo said. “Mur­der’s okay, but tack­iness can nev­er be for­giv­en.”




    Chi­un snort­ed. “If that were true, you would have no friends at all. Please pro­ceed.” He

    waved an im­pe­ri­ous hand at the front gates. “I wish to dis­pense with this triv­ia

    quick­ly.”




    “What’s the mat­ter? Afraid you’ll miss one of your TV soaps?”




    “The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju no longer wastes his time on sex-​laden day­time dra­mas.”




    “Oh, no?”




    “No,” Chi­un said. “As a mat­ter of fact, I’ve just be­gun work on an epic po­em. An Ung

    po­em. The finest piece of Ung since the Great Mas­ter Wang.” The old Ori­en­tal swag­gered as

    he walked. “It is about a but­ter­fly.”




    “Oh,” Re­mo said.




    “I’ve al­ready com­plet­ed the first one hun­dred and six­ty-​five stan­zas of the

    pro­logue.”




    “That’s okay, Chi­un. I’m sure it’ll flesh out in the fi­nal draft.”




    “In­so­lent lout. I should have known that a white boy un­train­able in the sub­tle arts of

    Sinan­ju would lack the re­fine­ment to ap­pre­ci­ate beau­ty as well.”




    “I’m as re­fined as the next white lout,” Re­mo said.




    Chi­un’s com­plaints about Re­mo’s short­com­ings no longer both­ered him. He had been

    hear­ing the same com­plaints for more than ten years, since the first time Re­mo was

    in­tro­duced to the old mas­ter in a gym­na­si­um in the san­itar­ium where Re­mo found

    him­self the morn­ing af­ter he died.




    Ac­tu­al­ly, he nev­er died in the first place. It would have been nice if some­one–

    any­one– had gone to the trou­ble of in­form­ing Re­mo that he wasn’t re­al­ly go­ing to die in

    the elec­tric chair he was plugged in­to, but by­gones were by­gones.




    Dur­ing those ter­ri­ble mo­ments in the chair, Re­mo’s life didn’t flash be­fore his eyes.

    The on­ly thing that did reg­is­ter was the ridicu­lous, laugh­able in­jus­tice of re­cent

    events. Re­mo Williams had been a rook­ie cop with the Newark Po­lice De­part­ment, who had

    been sen­tenced to fry in an elec­tric chair be­cause a drug deal­er he’d been chas­ing had had

    the mis­for­tune to die. Re­mo hadn’t killed the push­er, but he’d been the most con­ve­nient

    per­son to blame at the time. So he’d gone to the chair and tried not to think about any­thing

    too much, and when he woke up, he was in a win­dow­less hos­pi­tal room in a place called

    Fol­croft San­itar­ium in Rye, New York.




    For a brief mo­ment Re­mo thought he must be in heav­en, but the face peer­ing in­to his own

    dis­abused him of any oth­er­world­ly no­tions. It was Harold W. Smith’s face, a pinched,

    lemo­ny face spanned by a pair of steel-​rimmed spec­ta­cles and a per­ma­nent scowl. Dr. Smith

    was, as al­ways, wear­ing a three-​piece gray suit and car­ry­ing an at­taché case. He nev­er

    asked Re­mo how he felt about com­ing back from the dead. He didn’t have to. Dr. Harold W.

    Smith had en­gi­neered ev­ery­thing, from the false ar­rest on.




    Re­mo com­plained that since he was of­fi­cial­ly dead, he had no iden­ti­ty. Dr. Harold W.

    Smith seemed pleased. At least, he had shuf­fled his pa­pers with a lit­tle more gus­to than

    be­fore. It was as close as Smith got to act­ing pleased.




    He took Re­mo to the gym­na­si­um to meet Chi­un. The eighty-​year-​old Ori­en­tal would, he

    ex­plained, make a new man of Re­mo. And he did: Re­mo be­came, through the years, a man who

    could live un­der wa­ter for hours at a time. Who could catch ar­rows in his bare hands. Who

    could climb up the sheer faces of build­ings with­out the aid of ropes or lad­ders. Who could

    count the legs on a cater­pil­lar as it inched across his fin­ger. Who could walk with no sound

    and yet hear the heart­beat of a man a hun­dred yards away. For what Chi­un taught him was not

    a tech­nique or a trick, but the very sun source of the mar­tial arts.




    The old Ko­re­an was the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, and pos­si­bly the most dan­ger­ous man alive.

    Harold Smith had hired him to train a man for a mis­sion so se­cret that even Chi­un him­self

    could not be told about it. The mis­sion was to work as the en­forcer arm of an

    or­ga­ni­za­tion so il­le­gal that its dis­cov­ery could well mean the end of the Unit­ed

    States. CURE be­longed to Amer­ica, but Amer­ica could not claim the or­ga­ni­za­tion be­cause

    CURE worked com­plete­ly out­side the Con­sti­tu­tion. CURE black­mailed. And kid­naped. And

    killed. Be­cause some­times those meth­ods were nec­es­sary in fight­ing crime.




    Re­mo Williams was trained to kill. Silent­ly, quick­ly, in­vis­ibly, as on­ly a mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju could kill. Harold W. Smith di­rect­ed Re­mo to the tar­gets, and Re­mo elim­inat­ed

    them.




    The tar­get this time was Dun­can Din­nard, whose man­sion loomed now in front of Re­mo and

    Chi­un. The house was sur­round­ed by guards, ob­vi­ous­ly armed.




    “Okay, ev­ery­body up. Rise and shine,” Re­mo shout­ed, clap­ping his hands and

    whistling.




    “Who goes?” one of the guards called out, hold­ing his hand­gun in fir­ing po­si­tion.




    “White garbage,” Chi­un said un­der his breath.




    ‘What did he say?” the guard de­mand­ed.




    “He said we’re here to col­lect the garbage,” Re­mo an­swered.




    “He’s a garbage man?” the sec­ond guard asked, look­ing at Chi­un sus­pi­cious­ly.




    “Civ­il ser­vice,” Re­mo said, as if that ex­plained ev­ery­thing.




    “He don’t look like no garbage man I ev­er saw,” the first guard said.




    “Be­sides, we don’t have any garbage left. It was picked up yes­ter­day.”




    “That’s where you’re wrong,” Re­mo said.




    “Wha­daya mean?” the first guard asked.




    “You do have some garbage left.”




    “Like what?” the sec­ond guard asked.




    “Like you,” Re­mo said.




    The bars on the gate were very close to­geth­er, much too close for a hu­man body to fit

    be­tween them un­der or­di­nary cir­cum­stances.




    Re­mo’s hands sped be­tween the bars, took hold of each man by the throat, and pulled. By

    the time the two men had been squeezed be­tween the bars, they were dead, crushed to death or

    elec­tro­cut­ed, whichev­er came first.




    “Slop­py,” Chi­un said, shak­ing his head in dis­gust.




    “It worked, didn’t it? I’m go­ing over.” Re­mo opened his hands and let both men slump to

    the ground.




    He vault­ed the twelve-​foot high fence from a stand­ing po­si­tion, and when he land­ed on

    the oth­er side, Chi­un was stand­ing there wait­ing for him.




    “Be­tween the bars,” Chi­un said, smirk­ing. “Some of us are above cheap and flam­boy­ant

    dis­plays.”




    “Cheap–“




    “Let us get this over with,” the old Ori­en­tal in­ter­rupt­ed. “I’ll go to the boat. You

    try the house.”




    “First one to find Din­nard gets to do the dirty deed,” Re­mo said.




    Chi­un closed his eyes and said, “One does not re­fer to one’s pro­fes­sion as a ‘dirty

    deed.’ “




    “Come on, Lit­tle Fa­ther. Do you think I’m a com­plete id­iot? Wait, don’t an­swer

    that.”




    “A wise de­ci­sion,” Chi­un said, and head­ed for the dock where Chief Din­nard’s yacht was

    moored.




    Re­mo start­ed for the man­sion, came across fe­ro­cious guard dogs twice, rea­soned with

    them, and left them un­con­scious but un­hurt. There was no rea­son in the world to kill a dumb

    an­imal.




    Re­mo ap­proached the house, hav­ing passed by count­less TV se­cu­ri­ty cam­eras with­out

    be­ing seen by one. Think­ing in­vis­ible, as he had been taught to do by the Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju, could work won­ders for a body.




    His next de­ci­sion was whether to sim­ply force the door and en­ter or ring the door­bell.

    He de­cid­ed that it would be more in­ter­est­ing to ring the bell.




    “Wha­daya want?” the man who an­swered the door asked.




    “Do all you fel­las have the same man­ners?”




    “What?”




    “Nev­er mind. Is Chief Din­nard in?”




    “Who wants to know?”




    Re­mo looked left, right, be­hind him, then back at the big man and said, “I guess I

    do.”




    “Fun­ny man,” the guy said, and start­ed to close the door.




    Re­mo put one fin­ger on the door and it stopped cold. No mat­ter how hard the oth­er man

    tried to push, it wouldn’t budge.




    “Hey,” he said, star­ing at Re­mo’s fin­ger. “How’re you do­ing that?”




    “Lever­age. Is the chief at home?”




    Still im­pressed, the man replied, “Yeah, he’s home. Hey, could you teach me that?”




    “What?”




    “That,” the man said, point­ing to Re­mo’s fin­ger. “Lever­age.”




    “You want to learn lever­age?”




    “Sure.”




    “Watch,” Re­mo said. He took his fin­ger from the door and held it up in front of the man’s

    face, catch­ing and hold­ing his eyes. In one quick mo­tion the fin­ger flicked for­ward, the

    man’s eyes rolled up in­to his head, and he slumped to the floor.




    “Well, if you’re not go­ing to pay at­ten­tion…” Re­mo said, step­ping over the prone body

    of the sleep­ing man. “Don’t wor­ry, I’ll find him my­self.”




    The house was huge, but Re­mo’s in­stincts were op­er­at­ing one hun­dred per­cent, and he

    felt as if he could smell Din­nard’s pres­ence in the house. He smelled some­thing else too.

    Per­fume. A wom­an– there was a wom­an in the house with Din­nard, which could be a

    com­pli­ca­tion.




    Fol­low­ing his nose through the huge house, Re­mo fi­nal­ly came to an op­ulent­ly

    fur­nished bed­room, with mir­rors and pil­lows and a huge bed. On the bed was an equal­ly huge

    man, be­ing min­is­tered to by a love­ly blond wom­an with big, smooth, pink-​nip­pled breasts,

    del­icate hands, and a full-​lipped mouth, all of which were in use at the mo­ment.




    Nei­ther the wom­an nor the chief no­ticed Re­mo as he en­tered the room and ap­proached the

    bed. She was grunt­ing and moan­ing with ef­fort, while Din­nard was grunt­ing and moan­ing

    with plea­sure.




    “Ex­cuse me, miss,” Re­mo said, look­ing over the wom­an’s bare shoul­der.




    “Huh?” she said, star­ing at him in sur­prise. He placed his hand on her smooth back and

    ex­ert­ed pres­sure on her fifth ver­te­bra. A blank look came over her face as she

    ex­pe­ri­enced more plea­sure than she had ev­er be­fore felt in her life. Slow­ly the cor­ners

    of her gen­er­ous mouth curved up, and then she keeled over on the bed, obliv­ious to what was

    go­ing on around her. She would re­main that way for some time.




    Din­nard, who mo­ments be­fore had been lan­guish­ing in sen­sa­tions of his own, slow­ly

    be­came aware that the blonde had stopped work­ing on him.




    “Hey, Sal­ly,” he said, his eyes slow­ly be­gin­ning to fo­cus again. “What’s the

    mat­ter?”




    “Sal­ly’s tak­en the rest of the af­ter­noon off, Din­nard,” Re­mo said. “I’m her

    re­place­ment.”




    “What? Who the hell are you? How’d you get in here?”




    “Which ques­tion do you want an­swered first?”




    “Who the hell are you?” Din­nard snapped, try­ing to push him­self up in­to a seat­ed

    po­si­tion. Re­mo placed one hand on his chest and ex­ert­ed just enough pres­sure to keep him

    on his back.




    “I’m the garbage col­lec­tor,” he said.




    “What the hell are you talk­ing about?” Din­nard de­mand­ed, his face turn­ing red from the

    ef­fort he was ex­pend­ing in try­ing to sit up. “Do you know who I am?”




    “I know, Chief,” Re­mo said. “You’re a fat piece of slime who’s had this lit­tle town un­der

    his thumb long enough. I’m here to take out the garbage for good.”




    “What garbage?”




    “You.”




    “You’re crazy. Leo!”




    “Is that the man who an­swers your door?”




    “Leo!”




    “He can’t an­swer you. He’s tak­ing a nap.”




    “I’ve got guards at the gate.”




    “They’re tak­ing a per­ma­nent nap.”




    “I’ve got dogs. Did you kill them?”




    “Of course not,” Re­mo said, look­ing hurt. “Do I look like the kind of man who would hurt a

    dumb an­imal?”




    “What do you want? You want mon­ey? I can give you a lot of mon­ey.”




    “You know, there was a time in my life when I might have said yes to an of­fer like

    that.”




    “For a split sec­ond, Re­mo thought back to that time, the time be­fore Smith and CURE and

    Chi­un, but then he shook his head and de­cid­ed that he was bet­ter off now.




    “I’ve got an aw­ful lot of mon­ey,” Din­nard said.




    “I’m afraid I don’t like the way you made your mon­ey, Chief.”




    “Look, I’ll do any­thing you want, any­thing…”




    “Be qui­et, then. Take the end like a man.”




    “The end?” Din­nard screeched like a wom­an. “What do you mean the end?”




    “I mean that your time has come, Dun­can Din­nard. This is your death!” Re­mo said in his

    best game-​show voice. At least, he hoped it was his best. He hadn’t seen a game show in a long

    time.




    “Glug–” Din­nard start­ed to say, but he couldn’t speak af­ter that be­cause Re­mo’s hand

    had tight­ened on his chest, just over the heart, and sud­den­ly the chief’s heart was beat­ing

    very rapid­ly, pick­ing up speed un­til the frag­ile or­gan couldn’t take it any­more and just

    ex­plod­ed.




    Re­mo found Chi­un seat­ed on the dock next to Din­nard’s yacht, star­ing out at the wa­ter.

    “Com­pos­ing some more Dung– oops– Ung po­et­ry?” he asked.




    “Do not be in­so­lent with me.”




    “I’m sor­ry, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “It took you all this time to ac­com­plish our pur­pose here?”




    “Well, I had to give some lessons in lever­age, and–“




    “I do not wish to hear your ex­cus­es. On top of ev­ery­thing else, your tech­nique was

    faulty.”




    “You were down here and I was up there,” Re­mo said, then asked, know­ing that he was go­ing

    to be sor­ry; “How do you know my tech­nique was faulty?”




    “I know,” Chi­un said cryp­ti­cal­ly. He looked at his stu­dent and sniffed once. “Al­so,

    you have the scent of a wom­an on you, and a white wom­an, at that. No doubt you were

    in­dulging in plea­sures of the flesh while you were sup­posed to be work­ing.”




    “Who, me? How can you say such a thing?”




    “Be­cause you are an un­grate­ful lout who has al­lowed the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju to sit out

    here alone, wait­ing, while you rut­ted about….”




    “I did not! As a mat­ter of fact–“




    He was drowned out by the din of an ex­plo­sion com­ing from Din­nard’s house.




    “You took care of the yacht?” Re­mo asked Chi­un.




    “Yes, you took care of the house, I see.”




    “Gas line.”




    Chi­un stood up and said, “We can go, then? Have you fin­ished wast­ing my vaula­ble

    time?”




    “Smith won’t think it was a waste,” Re­mo said.




    “Per­haps. But I am con­cerned with tech­nique, with ex­ecu­tion, with the po­et­ry of the

    move­ment. Your Philis­tine Em­per­or Smith is con­cerned on­ly with re­sults,” he sniffed.




    “I’m sat­is­fied with the re­sults,” Dr. Harold W. Smith said, lean­ing back in his chair

    be­hind his desk at Fol­croft San­itar­ium.




    “See?” Chi­un said to Re­mo.




    “Ex­cuse me?” Smith asked. “Did I miss some­thing?”




    “He knew you were go­ing to say that,” Re­mo said.




    “Say what?”




    “That you were sat­is­fied.”




    “Why shouldn’t I be?” Smith asked, look­ing at Chi­un, but it was Re­mo who an­swered.




    “My tech­nique was faulty.”




    “Oh,” Smith said. “Er– you’d bet­ter work on that, Re­mo.” Chi­un tit­tered. “At any rate,”

    Smith con­tin­ued, “the as­sign­ment was rel­ative­ly mi­nor. I’ve got some­thing else for

    you.”




    “Some­thing that does not re­quire good tech­nique,” Chi­un said.




    Smith ig­nored him. “A fif­teen-​year-​old boy was mur­dered in De­troit three days ago. A

    William– Bil­ly– Mar­tin. He was stabbed to death by at least three peo­ple with knives.”




    Re­mo shook his head. “That’s too bad. But it’s a case for the po­lice, not us.”




    “A child has been killed,” Chi­un said in­dig­nant­ly, as if that ex­plained it all, Re­mo

    was afraid that Chi­un was go­ing to go off on one of his di­atribes con­cern­ing the

    ho­li­ness of chil­dren, but Smith cut him off.




    “Let me ex­plain. This is just the most re­cent in a rash of ju­ve­nile mur­ders around the

    coun­try.”




    “What’s the spread?”




    “It’s hap­pened more of­ten in De­troit, but we’ve al­so had re­ports from New York, Los

    An­ge­les, and New Or­leans.”




    “What was this last kid’s claim to fame?”




    “He mur­dered his par­ents, most like­ly, al­though he was killed be­fore his tri­al.”




    “Sweet kid.”




    “He beat them to death with a base­ball bat or some­thing while they were asleep.”




    “What was he do­ing on the street?”




    “He was out on bail.”




    “What the hell kind of laws do they have in De­troit?” Re­mo asked.




    “Ev­ery­body was sur­prised,” Smith said, “es­pe­cial­ly con­sid­er­ing the judge who was on

    the bench for the ar­raign­ment. No ex­pla­na­tion. The kid was just out on bail.”




    “How long?”




    “How long what?”




    “How long was he out on bail be­fore he was killed?”




    “Less than an hour.”




    “So some­body set him up. They went his bail to get him out so they could kill him.”




    There was si­lence for a mo­ment, then Re­mo asked, “What about the oth­ers? Were they

    killers too, or just hub­cap snatch­ers?”




    “Some of them had records, but none had been ar­rest­ed for mur­der.”




    “So what do you want us to do? Find out who killed the killer? I mean, if the kid killed his

    own par­ents, who cares who killed him, any­way?”




    “He was a child,” Chi­un said, and Re­mo knew it was just a mat­ter of time now.




    “What­ev­er,” Smith said in ex­as­per­ation. “Go to De­troit, since that’s where the most

    re­cent in­ci­dent was.”




    “In­ci­dent?” Chi­un shrieked, and Re­mo knew that ze­ro hour was fi­nal­ly up­on them. “You

    call the mur­der of a child an in­ci­dent?”




    Smith looked at Re­mo, who shrugged and pre­pared for the ver­bal on­slaught that was about

    to take place.




    “Chil­dren are promis­es of great­ness…”




    “I know,” Re­mo said.




    “…in all man­ners pos­si­ble.”




    Re­mo gave Smith an I’ve-​heard-​it-​all-​be­fore look and said, “I know, Chi­un.”




    “They have all been made holy in our eyes.”




    “Chi­un–“




    “They are the hope of the fu­ture….”




    “Chi­un–“




    “You can­not kill hope. It is un­think­able. It is against the laws of Sinan­ju.”




    Re­mo gave up and said to Smith, “Do you have our tick­ets?”




    “Yes,” Smith said. “You’re on a flight to De­troit tonight.” He hand­ed Re­mo the

    tick­ets.




    “No mat­ter what the child did, no one had the right to kill him.”




    “We know, Chi­un, we know,” Re­mo said, get­ting to his feet. “Come on, we have some

    pack­ing to do.”




    “It is un­think­able,” Chi­un said, stand­ing up. “It is our re­spon­si­bil­ity to find out

    who is com­mit­ting this most de­spi­ca­ble of crimes.”




    “I agree, Chi­un,” Re­mo said. “It’s our re­spon­si­bil­ity.”




    “Good luck,” Smith said.




    “We will not need luck,” Chi­un as­sured him. “This is some­thing that must be done, and it

    will be done. I so swear.”




    And with that Chi­un strode pur­pose­ful­ly from the room. Re­mo shrugged at Smith and said,

    “He’ll walk all the way to De­troit if I don’t stop him. We’ll keep in touch.”


  




  

    CHAPTER THREE




    Re­mo and Chi­un stopped at their ho­tel just long enough to drop off their lug­gage and

    then pro­ceed­ed im­me­di­ate­ly to a car rental agen­cy. They did not go to the num­ber-​one

    com­pa­ny but to one of the oth­ers be­cause Chi­un al­ways said that he had re­spect for

    any­one who was con­stant­ly try­ing hard­er.




    Re­mo would have liked to take a few mo­ments to breathe, but it was Chi­un who pushed him

    to rent a car hur­ried­ly so that they could drive over to the po­lice sta­tion where Bil­ly

    Mar­tin had been ar­rest­ed and bailed out.




    “These child killers must not be al­lowed to roam the streets any longer than is

    ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary,” was the way he put it.




    “I know how you feel” Re­mo start­ed, but Chi­un took ex­cep­tion to the re­mark and made a

    dis­gust­ed noise, cut­ting his stu­dent off.




    “Of course you do not know how I feel. You have nev­er seen a child drowned be­cause of

    famine, as I have. You have nev­er known the sor­row of Sinan­ju–“




    “All right, Chi­un,” Re­mo said, “all right.” He’d been forced to lis­ten to Chi­un’s

    pon­tif­ica­tion on the same sub­ject on the plane all the way to De­troit. “You’re right, I

    don’t know how you feel, I ad­mit it, but I just can’t seem to get all worked up over the

    mur­der of some lit­tle snot who killed his own par­ents.”




    Chi­un gave Re­mo a with­er­ing stare and said, “I can­not find the prop­er words to

    de­scribe how I feel to­ward you at this mo­ment.”




    “I’m sure you’ll come up with some­thing.”




    “To think that I have strug­gled all these years to im­part to you the knowl­edge of a

    mas­ter of Sinan­ju, and you can­not even re­spond to the mur­der of a child.”




    “Lis­ten, Chi­un,” Re­mo said from be­hind the wheel of the car, “I cried when Old Yeller

    died, re­al­ly I did–“




    “Old who?”




    “It was a dog in a movie I saw when I was a kid“




    “You liken the death of a child to the death of a… an an­imal? A dog?”




    Re­mo de­cid­ed that he had bet­ter keep his mouth shut be­cause when he did open it, he was

    just mak­ing things worse.




    He con­tin­ued to drive, try­ing to block out the sound of Chi­un’s re­crim­ina­tions, a

    tall or­der, even for him. The old Ori­en­tal had not run out of them by the time they reached

    the po­lice sta­tion, but he ap­par­ent­ly de­cid­ed to save what he had left un­til af­ter

    they got the in­for­ma­tion they were af­ter.




    It took them a lit­tle while to lo­cate the de­tec­tive who had ar­rest­ed Bil­ly Mar­tin.

    When they did, he wasn’t all that anx­ious to talk to them.




    “What’s your in­ter­est?” De­tec­tive William Palmer asked, frown­ing at Chi­un as if he

    couldn’t fig­ure him out.




    “We de­test child killers,” Chi­un said.




    “Oh, yeah?” Palmer said. “How do you feel about some­one who would kill his own par­ents

    while they were asleep?”




    “Was that proven?” Re­mo asked.




    “If you know any­thing about this case, you know that it nev­er was, but it would have been

    if we had been able to get him to court. It’s bet­ter this way, though.”




    “Why?” Chi­un asked.




    “Be­cause some­body saved the city a lot of mon­ey by killing the lit­tle bas­tard, and I’m

    all for that.”




    Re­mo stepped in be­fore Chi­un could re­duce the de­tec­tive to some­thing less

    at­trac­tive than he al­ready was.




    “My friend just doesn’t like to see any child killed,” he ex­plained.




    “Child? Bil­ly Mar­tin wasn’t a child,” Palmer said, screw­ing up his al­ready ug­ly face.

    It was a mass of bumps and creas­es that suc­cess­ful­ly dis­guised his age, which could have

    been any­where be­tween thir­ty and six­ty. “This was a snot-​nosed lit­tle bas­tard with

    ab­so­lute­ly no re­gard for hu­man life. He got what he de­served.” He looked di­rect­ly at

    Chi­un and added, “You can tell your friend that.”




    The de­tec­tive turned and walked to the rear of the squad room, ap­par­ent­ly fin­ished

    talk­ing with them, but Re­mo wasn’t fin­ished with him.




    “Chi­un, wait for me here so I’ll have a chance to get some­thing use­ful out of him.”




    Chi­un snort­ed and stud­ied the ceil­ing while Re­mo head­ed for the de­tec­tive’s

    desk.




    Palmer was al­ready en­grossed in pa­per­work when Re­mo ap­proached him, but he looked up

    when Re­mo’s shad­ow fell on his desk. “What’s with your Chi­nese friend?” he asked. “Is he

    some kind of bleed­ing heart?”




    “He’s not Chi­nese, he’s Ko­re­an.”




    Palmer shrugged and said, “Same thing.”




    “Don’t let him hear you say that,” Re­mo warned. “He’s even more sen­si­tive about that than

    he is about child killing.”




    Palmer looked past Re­mo at Chi­un and said, “What the hell could he do?”




    “Let’s not go in­to that now. I want to talk a lit­tle more about the Mar­tin kid.”




    Palmer sighed heav­ily and then said, “All right. I’ll tell you an­oth­er rea­son why I’m

    glad some­body chopped him up in­to lit­tle pieces.”




    “Please do.”




    “He was gonna get off.”




    “You’re as­sum­ing he was guilty.”




    “Hell, man, I know he was guilty. He didn’t make any se­cret of it.”




    “He con­fessed?”




    “Not for­mal­ly, but he didn’t do much to de­ny it, ei­ther.”




    “Then why was he go­ing to get off?”




    “He was go­ing to buy his way off by giv­ing some in­for­ma­tion on some­thing big he said

    was go­ing down.”




    “What?”




    Palmer shrugged and said, “He nev­er got to it, but he claimed it was re­al­ly big.”




    “Any guess­es?”




    “I don’t deal in guess­es, mis­ter,” the de­tec­tive said, “I’ve got too many facts to

    jug­gle.”




    “I guess you do. Can you tell who the lawyer was that bailed him out?”




    “What are you, a pri­vate dick or some­thing?”




    “Some­thing.”




    “Hell, it’s no skin off my nose,” Palmer said. “Here.” He wrote some­thing on a pad, ripped

    off the top sheet, and hand­ed it to Re­mo.




    “That’s the guy. A los­er. I still won­der where he got the mon­ey from.”




    Re­mo took the slip of pa­per and said, “If I find out, I’ll let you know.”




    “Yeah, you do that,” Palmer said. “You do that.”




    Chi­un was qui­et dur­ing the ride to the lawyer’s of­fice, which made his pupil

    sus­pi­cious. “This is the place,” Re­mo said, pulling up in front of the ad­dress Palmer had

    giv­en him. “Weems. Har­vey Weems. Sounds like some­one who should be re­lat­ed to old El­mo

    Wim­pler, re­mem­ber, Chi­un?”




    Chi­un main­tained a stony-​faced si­lence, in­di­cat­ing to Re­mo that some­thing was

    def­inite­ly go­ing on in­side his head.




    “Well, let’s go and pay him a vis­it,” he said, get­ting out of the car. Study­ing the

    build­ing, he added, “Can’t be the world’s most suc­cess­ful lawyer, not if he’s got his

    of­fice in this dump.”




    “You as­sume,” Chi­un said, and they’d been all through that be­fore too.




    “I’m sor­ry, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said. “I should not as­sume that a pig is a pig sim­ply

    be­cause it lives in a pigsty.”




    Chi­un de­clined to com­ment, which was just fine with Re­mo. He was hop­ing they’d find

    this “child killer” quick­ly just so Chi­un would get off his soap­box.




    They went in­side the four-​sto­ry build­ing and learned from the di­rec­to­ry that Weems’s

    of­fice was on the fourth floor. In fact, it was the on­ly oc­cu­pied of­fice on that floor,

    and one of on­ly four oc­cu­pied of­fices in the en­tire build­ing.




    In the ab­sence of an el­eva­tor, they be­gan to climb the stairs, which seemed to be more a

    pop­ular lo­ca­tion for ex­cre­to­ry func­tions than any­thing else. In fact, on the sec­ond

    land­ing they came across a man who was re­liev­ing his blad­der in a cor­ner, and Re­mo asked

    ap­pre­hen­sive­ly, “You wouldn’t be Har­vey Weems, the at­tor­ney, would you?”




    “Shit, no,” the man said, shak­ing off the last few drops and tuck­ing him­self away, “I’m

    Black­ie Dane­lo, the brain sur­geon.” Giv­ing Re­mo a dis­gust­ed look and Chi­un a look of

    dis­be­lief, the brain sur­geon walked past them, de­scend­ed to the first lev­el, and ex­it­ed

    to the street.




    Chi­un gave Re­mo a glare that could char­broil a ham­burg­er and pre­ced­ed him up the

    re­main­der of the steps to the fourth lev­el.




    “I just asked,” Re­mo said, fol­low­ing.




    They scanned the doors on the fourth floor and fi­nal­ly found the one that read HAR­VEY

    WEEMS, AT OR EY-​AT-​AW.




    “This is it,” Re­mo said. “At-​or-​ey at-​aw.”




    When Chi­un did not even re­ply with a glare, Re­mo knocked on the door. When there was no

    im­me­di­ate re­ply, he knocked a sec­ond time.




    “Try the door­knob,” Chi­un sug­gest­ed as if talk­ing to a child.




    “I was about to.”




    Re­mo reached for the door­knob and found that it turned freely. He pushed the door open and

    peered in­side the dark of­fice.




    “Light,” Chi­un said.




    “Don’t you just hate it when some­one keeps telling you to do some­thing a split sec­ond

    be­fore you’re about to do it any­way?” Re­mo asked no­body in par­tic­ular. He flicked on the

    light and stepped in­to the room, which turned out to be an out­er of­fice with no win­dows.

    Across from them was an­oth­er door, which pre­sum­ably led to the at-​or-​ey’s of­fice.




    “Let’s see if he’s in there,” Re­mo said.




    “Some­one is,” Chi­un said.




    “Oh?”




    “You do not smell it?”




    Re­mo stopped and sniffed the air, and damned if he didn’t smell it. Blood, sharp and acrid,

    ac­com­pa­nied by the odor of death. Some­body was in there, all right, and who­ev­er it was

    wasn’t about to open the door for them– or any­body.




    He walked across the room and opened the door. The room was dim­ly lit by a shaft of light

    com­ing through the lone win­dow. He switched on the light, know­ing what he would find.




    There was blood ev­ery­where, on the walls, the floor, the desk, the win­dow. The body was

    not im­me­di­ate­ly no­tice­able, which meant it had to be be­hind the desk.




    Three long strides across the room con­firmed his guess.




    “Whew” he said, “looks like the blade men got here ahead of us.”




    Chi­un came over to ex­am­ine the body, which had been hacked al­most to pieces.




    “Weems,” he said.




    “Maybe,” Re­mo said. “Are you as­sum­ing?”




    “I do not as­sume,” Chi­un said stiffly, “I em­ploy log­ic. This is Weems’s of­fice, Weems’s

    desk–“




    “And that makes it Weems? That’s log­ic.”




    Chi­un closed his eyes and con­tin­ued. “This man has his jack­et and shoes off. The jack­et

    is on the back of the desk chair, and the shoes are un­der­neath the desk. Who else would make

    him­self that com­fort­able?”




    Re­mo shrugged and said, “Maybe you’re right.”




    “Get his wal­let.”




    Re­mo checked the jack­et on the back of the chair, and when that did not yield a wal­let,

    he checked the dead man’s pants, com­ing up with a fad­ed brown leather bill­fold.




    “Driv­er’s li­cense,” he said, ex­tract­ing same from the wal­let. Read­ing the name on the

    li­cense aloud, he said, “Har­vey Weems.” He put the li­cense away, re­placed the wal­let, and

    said, “And I’m Dr. Wat­son.”




    “This man can­not help us.”




    “Good ob­ser­va­tion.”




    “We must, how­ev­er, de­ter­mine why he was killed.”




    “I’ll bite. Why was he killed?”




    “He knew some­thing.”




    “Ah.”




    Chi­un looked at the top of the desk and no­ticed a pad with some writ­ing on it. A large

    dol­lar fig­ure in­side a heart, and a small­er fig­ure next to it. Al­so the words “phone” and

    “man’s voice” scrib­bled on the pad.




    “There,” Chi­un said, point­ing.




    Re­mo looked at the pad and said, “The larg­er fig­ure is the amount of the bail.”




    “And the small­er?”




    “Ten per­cent,” Re­mo said. “Prob­ably his fee for post­ing the bail.”




    “And the words?”




    Re­mo read them, then said, “He got his in­struc­tions from a man’s voice over the phone.

    This guy didn’t know who went for the bail.”




    “Per­haps he did,” Chi­un said, “and he was not sup­posed to.”




    “And that’s why he was killed?”




    “A pos­si­bil­ity.”




    “A good one,” Re­mo ad­mit­ted grudg­ing­ly. “You may out-​Holmes Holmes yet, Chi­un.”




    “I do not know this Holmes you re­fer to, but that is no mat­ter. It is a rea­son­able

    as­sump­tion that this man dis­cov­ered who had sup­plied the bail, and ei­ther that

    in­for­ma­tion or what he tried to do with it got him killed.”




    “Black­mail?”




    “A pos­si­bil­ity.”




    “Then who­ev­er killed the kid killed him as well,” Re­mo said, quick­ly adding, “I’m not

    as­sum­ing, mind you.”




    “No, sim­ply stat­ing an­oth­er pos­si­bil­ity,” Chi­un said.




    “Right,” Re­mo said. “I guess we might as well take a look around… see if we can find

    any­thing help­ful.”




    Re­mo start­ed go­ing through the dead man’s desk while Chi­un sim­ply strolled about the

    room, look­ing at noth­ing but see­ing ev­ery­thing.




    Re­mo fi­nal­ly found some­thing use­ful in the top draw­er of a file cab­inet, the on­ly

    draw­er that wasn’t emp­ty.




    “This guy wasn’t ex­act­ly over­bur­dened with cas­es,” he said, pulling out the case files.

    Sift­ing through them, he came up with one on Bil­ly Mar­tin.




    “A file,” he said.




    “Con­tain­ing what?”




    He opened it and found some news­pa­per clip­pings and one sheet of pa­per. On the pa­per

    was what ap­peared to be the kid’s home ad­dress.




    “This must be the scene of the crime,” Re­mo said, hold­ing the pa­per up.




    “The child’s ad­dress,” Chi­un said. Ev­ery time he called the Mar­tin kid a “child,” Re­mo

    ac­tu­al­ly winced.




    “Yeah, the kid’s ad­dress,” he said, drop­ping the fold­er on the desk. “I guess we’d

    bet­ter try there next.”




    He closed the fold­er and then re­placed it in the draw­er.




    “Af­ter we leave, I’ll find a pay phone….” Re­mo start­ed to say, but then he had sec­ond

    thoughts.




    “Yes?” Chi­un asked, giv­ing him an arched eye­brow.




    “If we call the cops, they’ll be look­ing for us be­cause Palmer knows we came here. We’ll

    have to avoid that as long as pos­si­ble.”




    “We will go di­rect­ly to the child’s house,” Chi­un said. “Per­haps there we can find

    some­thing that will help me avenge his un­time­ly death and pre­vent the deaths of oth­er

    chil­dren.”




    Re­mo didn’t quite agree with Chi­un’s rea­son­ing, but at least they agreed on what their

    next move should be.


  




  

    CHAPTER FOUR




    Us­ing a map sup­plied by the rental agen­cy, Re­mo fi­nal­ly lo­cat­ed the neigh­bor­hood

    where the kid’s house was. Re­mo was sur­prised be­cause he was ex­pect­ing a slum. What he

    found was a bet­ter-​than-​mid­dle-​class sec­tion of town and a nice, neat, ex­pen­sive house

    with an equal­ly ex­pen­sive car in the drive­way.




    “Not what I ex­pect­ed,” he said, stop­ping the car be­hind the ex­pen­sive mod­el.




    “Do not ex­pect any­thing, and you will nev­er be dis­ap­point­ed,” Chi­un said.




    “Right,” Re­mo said. “Let’s take a look.”




    As they start­ed up the walk of the house, a neigh­bor came out of the house next door and

    stared at them. The neigh­bor was a small man with a hang­dog look on his face, who looked to

    be in his mid-​fifties. Re­mo just knew that there was an over­bear­ing, mon­ey-​grub­bing wife

    in the house some­where.




    “Hel­lo,” Re­mo said.




    “Hel­lo. If you’re look­ing for the peo­ple who live in that house, you’re not go­ing to

    find them.”




    At least we don’t have to try and get him to talk, Re­mo thought.




    “Oh? Why is that?”




    “They’re dead.”




    “Dead? How did that hap­pen?”




    “Don’t you read the pa­pers?”




    “We’re from out of town,” Re­mo said.




    The man looked past Re­mo at Chi­un and then con­fid­ed, “I would have guessed that about

    him.”




    “You’re very ob­ser­vant.”




    “That’s what ev­ery­one tells me.”




    “You prob­ably know more about what hap­pened here than I could have found out by read­ing

    the pa­pers any­way.”




    “You’re right.”




    “So what hap­pened?”




    “The kid, Bil­ly, he went crazy and killed them.”




    “Who?”




    “His par­ents. He beat them to death with a tire iron while they were asleep.”




    “That’s aw­ful.”




    “It sure is, but no­body around here was re­al­ly sur­prised about it.”




    “Why not?”




    The man shrugged and said, “He was just that kind of kid, you know? See that car in the

    drive­way?”




    “Ex­pen­sive ma­chine,” Re­mo said.




    “That was the kid’s. He drove it all the time, and he wasn’t even old enough to drive.”




    “Is that right?”




    “On top of it all, he had friends who did the same thing, you know. Drove ex­pen­sive cars

    even though they weren’t old enough to have li­cens­es. And they were over all the time.”




    “I see. How long did the Mar­tins live here?”




    “Ac­tu­al­ly, they on­ly moved in a cou­ple of months ago. I think the fa­ther– Al­lan, his

    name was– got a raise or some­thing from the com­pa­ny he worked for.”




    “What com­pa­ny was that?”




    “An au­to­mo­bile com­pa­ny, what else? I think it was Na­tion­al Mo­tors. Yeah, that’s

    it.”




    “He must have got­ten a large raise.”




    The neigh­bor made a face. “Nah, they were flash­ing more mon­ey than he could have got­ten

    just from a raise.”




    “You no­ticed that, did you?”




    “How could I help it, what with that car and all? Maybe they came in­to an in­her­itance or

    some­thing.”




    “I guess that’s pos­si­ble.”




    “Es­pe­cial­ly since they paid cash for the house.”




    “That is a lot of mon­ey to flash,” Re­mo agreed, won­der­ing if there was any­thing this

    man didn’t know. Maybe he’d ask him who killed the kid.




    “So you don’t re­al­ly know where all the mon­ey came from, then?” he asked.




    “Hey, I’m not nosy.”




    “I can see that,” Re­mo said. “Just ob­ser­vant.”




    “Right, that’s what ev­ery­body says.”




    That’s be­cause they’re too po­lite to say “nosy,” Re­mo thought.




    “So what hap­pened to the son af­ter he mur­dered his par­ents?” Re­mo asked.




    “That’s the fun­ny part,” the neigh­bor said, and Re­mo could feel Chi­un stiff­en be­hind

    him.




    “Fun­ny?” Re­mo said.




    “Yeah. You see, the po­lice ar­rest­ed him, and a judge let him out on bail. Less than an

    hour lat­er, Bil­ly Mar­tin was dead. Some­body killed him.”‘




    “Re­al­ly? That must have been a shock.”




    “Es­pe­cial­ly to him,” the man said, and then laughed at his own joke. Re­mo just hoped

    that Chi­un would be able to keep him­self un­der con­trol.




    “So now they’re all dead,” Re­mo said.




    “Looks that way.”




    “Daaa-​vid!” a wom­an’s voice called from in­side the neigh­bor’s house.




    “Oops, there’s the Mrs.,” David said. “I’ve got to go in and tight­en a faucet or

    some­thing. Lis­ten, I didn’t ask you– why were you look­ing for the Mar­tins?”




    “Oh,” Re­mo said, “I was just go­ing to try and sell them a set of en­cy­clo­pe­dias.”




    “Oh, yeah?”




    “I don’t sup­pose you’d want to buy–“




    “Oh, I couldn’t. My Mrs. would kill me. Well, bet­ter luck with some­one else.”




    “Thanks.”




    When the neigh­bor went back in­to his house, Re­mo could feel Chi­un take a deep breath

    be­hind him.




    “I do not know how I can stand to be among you peo­ple,” Chi­un said. “There is no

    sen­si­tiv­ity, no warmth, no pity for a child cut down in the prime of life. There is–“




    “–Some­one in the house,” Re­mo said, cut­ting Chi­un off.




    “What?”




    Point­ing, Re­mo said, “There’s some­one in the Mar­tin house, and the house is sup­posed to

    be va­cant. I’m go­ing to take a look.”




    “Now we have to break in­to the home of a dead child,” Chi­un said de­spair­ing­ly.




    “Some­body al­ready beat us to it.” Re­mo said.




    “For once, you are right.” The old Ko­re­an start­ed for the house. Re­mo hur­ried af­ter

    him.




    “Let’s just hope no one calls the cops,” Re­mo said as they reached the front door. “You

    want me to break it down?”




    Chi­un made a rude nosie, reached for­ward, and ef­fort­less­ly forced the door open with

    the touch of one hand. “On­ly a pale piece of pig’s ear would break down the door of a dead

    child’s home,” he said in dis­gust.




    “When I said ‘break,’ I didn’t mean ‘break’….” Re­mo start­ed to ex­plain, but then

    de­cid­ed to let it go. “Let’s see who’s in­side.”




    The front door opened right in­to the liv­ing room, which was emp­ty. There were a cou­ple

    more rooms on the first lev­el– kitchen, fam­ily room or den– and they were emp­ty too.




    “Up­stairs,” Chi­un said.




    “Good guess.”




    “I heard“




    “I know, I heard it too,” Re­mo as­sured his men­tor. Some­one was walk­ing around on the

    sec­ond floor, walk­ing with­out stealth, be­cause who­ev­er it was thought the house was

    emp­ty. The rooms on the first floor were in­tact, so if the in­trud­er was search­ing, he was

    do­ing a de­cent job of it.




    “Let’s go up and see who it is,” Re­mo said, start­ing for the stairs.




    “I will wait here,” Chi­un said.




    Re­mo start­ed up the steps with­out ar­gu­ing. Chi­un ob­vi­ous­ly had some­thing on his

    mind, and Re­mo de­cid­ed to leave him alone with it.




    Up­stairs, he went through the first bed­room, then found the in­trud­er in the bath­room,

    gong through the medicine cab­inet.




    The man was tall, with curly brown hair and very pale skin, as if he had been ill or had

    nev­er been in­tro­duced for­mal­ly to the sun.




    “Do you pre­fer as­pirin or Tylenol?” Re­mo asked.




    The man start­ed vi­olent­ly, knock­ing a cou­ple of plas­tic vials in­to the sink as he

    turned to look at Re­mo. His eyes im­me­di­ate­ly caught Re­mo’s at­ten­tion. They were dark,

    deep set, and very in­tense, with a lot of white show­ing. There was no way to tell if that was

    their nor­mal state, or mere­ly a man­ifes­ta­tion of the man’s sur­prise.




    “Who are you?” the man de­mand­ed. His voice was deep and very au­thor­ita­tive, as if he

    were used to be­ing obeyed with­out ques­tion.




    “I was about to ask you the same ques­tion,” Re­mo replied.




    “You have no right to be here.”




    “And you do, I sup­pose.”




    “I have ev­ery right,” the man said. He turned, re­trieved the vials from the sink,

    re­placed them in the medicine cab­inet, and slid the door closed.




    “How do you fig­ure that?”




    “The peo­ple who lived here were mem­bers of my parish while they were alive.”




    “Your parish?”




    “Yes. My name is Loren­zo Moor­cock. I am the min­is­ter of the Church of Mod­ern-​day

    Be­liefs.”




    “And what are you do­ing here if you know that the peo­ple who lived here are dead?”




    “I came to cleanse the house.”




    “Are things so bad that you’ve got to take in house clean­ing on the side?”




    “Lev­ity is for fools.”




    “And jail is for bur­glars, bo­zo,” Re­mo said, grab­bing Moor­cock by the col­lar. “So

    ‘fess up. What are you do­ing here?”




    “In or­der for the souls of these dear de­part­ed mem­bers of my parish to find peace, their

    home must be cleansed of evil spir­its,” the min­is­ter said hur­ried­ly, gasp­ing for air.

    “Es­pe­cial­ly con­sid­er­ing the way they died.”




    “So you were cleans­ing the medicine chest and the toi­let?” Re­mo asked, re­leas­ing the

    man. “Seems to me a can of Ajax would do the job just as well, and you could leave God out of

    it. I’m sure he has a pret­ty full sched­ule… but then you’d know more about that than I

    would.”




    Moor­cock fixed Re­mo with a pierc­ing stare– his eyes re­al­ly were like that all the time–

    and said, “We do not speak of God in my church.” He walked past Re­mo out of the bath­room

    in­to the bed­room.




    “You don’t talk about God?”




    “We are too mod­ern for that,” the min­is­ter said haugh­ti­ly.




    “That’s in­ter­est­ing.”




    “If you are tru­ly in­ter­est­ed, you may come to my church and lis­ten to me preach,”

    Moor­cock said. “If you mere­ly in­tend to scoff, you are wel­come nonethe­less.”




    “I’ll put on my scoff­ing shoes and take you up on that,” Re­mo said. “I’d like to see a

    church where they don’t talk about God.”




    Moor­cock turned and head­ed for the stairs.




    “If you hap­pen to see a lit­tle Ori­en­tal gen­tle­man down­stairs, tell him that we

    al­ready spoke, and he won’t de­tain you.”




    “An Ori­en­tal?”




    “Yes.”




    “He is not a hea­then, is he?”




    “No, he’s Ko­re­an.”




    Moor­cock frowned at Re­mo, then turned and went down the steps to the first floor. Re­mo

    went back in­to the bed­room.




    He searched the en­tire sec­ond floor and found noth­ing. He was cer­tain that Rev­erend or

    Min­is­ter Moor­cock had not left with any­thing sub­stan­tial, un­less there was some­thing in

    one of the pock­ets of his worn jeans. Ap­par­ent­ly, his con­gre­gants not on­ly did not talk

    about God, but they had some new ideas about how men of the cloth should dress.




    Re­mo went back down­stairs to see if Chi­un had come up with any­thing. He found the

    lit­tle Ori­en­tal stand­ing vir­tu­al­ly as he had left him.




    “Did you search?” he asked.




    “No.”




    “You mean I’ve got to do it my­self? Chi­un, you bet­ter come out of this funk you’re

    in.”




    “I mere­ly meant…”




    “Let me look around, and then you can tell me what you’ve been do­ing while I’ve been

    work­ing.”




    Chi­un opened his mouth to say some­thing but quick­ly closed it again and watched as Re­mo

    searched the rooms on the first floor of the house. Re­mo came back emp­ty-​hand­ed.




    “You know,” Re­mo said, “I don’t know what we’ve been look­ing for, but I haven’t come up

    with any­thing re­mote­ly re­sem­bling it.”




    “Have you fin­ished search­ing?”




    “Yeah, I’m done. Damned if I can find any­thing that would help.”




    “You will if you go over to that cor­ner of the liv­ing room,” Chi­un said, point­ing with

    one long, ta­pered, wrin­kled fin­ger.




    Re­mo stared for a mo­ment and then said, “That cor­ner?”




    Chi­un nod­ded. “As I might have ex­pect­ed, you passed by the ob­vi­ous.”




    Re­mo walked to the in­di­cat­ed cor­ner. “The ob­vi­ous, huh?”




    “Reach above you.”




    Re­mo put his arms up and found that the ceil­ing was a few inch­es be­yond his

    fin­ger­tips.




    “Stand on some­thing,” Chi­un said weari­ly.




    Re­mo pulled over a small foot­stool, stood on it, and said, “Now what?”




    “If you’ll look above you, you will see that there are very faint fin­ger marks on the

    ceil­ing tile im­me­di­ate­ly above your head.”




    Re­mo looked up quick­ly and saw that Chi­un was right. There were very faint marks

    re­sem­bling fin­ger­prints.




    “Match your fin­gers with those marks and lift the tile, and per­haps we will find

    some­thing help­ful.”




    Re­mo reached up, touched the tile, and lift­ed it eas­ily. Some­thing fell out and

    flut­tered to the floor.




    It was a fifty-​dol­lar bill.




    “Isn’t that in­ter­est­ing?” Re­mo said, look­ing from the bill to Chi­un. The old

    Ori­en­tal jabbed his fin­ger at the ceil­ing. Re­mo stuck his hand in­to the open­ing and

    be­gan pulling out band­ed stacks of bills.




    “This is even more in­ter­est­ing,” he said as each stack thud­ded to the floor.




    When he pulled out the last one, he slipped the tile back in­to place, got down off the

    foot­stool, and be­gan gath­er­ing the mon­ey up, then piled the bills on a cof­fee ta­ble.




    “How much is there?” Chi­un asked, com­ing over to look.




    “A lot,” Re­mo said. “I don’t think the ex­act amount is all that im­por­tant. I’m just

    won­der­ing what a man who works on an au­to as­sem­bly line is do­ing with an ex­tra fifty,

    let alone this much of a stash.”




    “Put it back,” Chi­un said.




    “Back?”




    “Do you want to take it with you in your pock­ets?”




    Re­mo paused, re­mem­ber­ing a time when the an­swer might have been yes. “No, I guess

    there’s no need to lug it along with us, un­less Smit­ty wants it.”




    “It will go to the dead child’s fam­ily,” Chi­un said. “Put it back.”




    “Any­thing to keep you from start­ing that child stuff again,” Re­mo said.




    He climbed up on the stool, but when Chi­un re­fused to hand him the mon­ey, he had to get

    down, gath­er up a few stacks, put them back, and then re­peat the pro­cess un­til all of the

    bills were back in the ceil­ing hide­away.




    “Did you meet the min­is­ter when he was leav­ing?” Re­mo asked.




    “We in­tro­duced our­selves,” Chi­un said.




    “We’re go­ing to have to take a look at his church be­fore this is over.”




    “Is there some­thing un­usu­al about it?”




    “Yeah, they don’t talk about God there.”




    “Most un­usu­al,” Chi­un said. “What do they talk about?”




    “I don’t know,” Re­mo said, look­ing up at the ceil­ing tile.




    There was lit­tle more they could learn from the house, and the ap­proach­ing dark­ness

    hint­ed that it was time to leave. Out­side, they found a group of kids– fif­teen and

    six­teen-​year-​old boys, ac­tu­al­ly– con­gre­gat­ed around their car.




    “They ei­ther want to mug us or tell us who killed Bil­ly Mar­tin,” Re­mo said to

    Chi­un.




    “They are chil­dren,” Chi­un re­mind­ed his stu­dent. “They must not be harmed.”




    “I’ll try and re­mem­ber that.”




    As they ap­proached the group, Re­mo won­dered if these were the friends that the neigh­bor

    had told them about, the ones the Mar­tin kid had hang­ing around all the time.




    “Hey, who’s your friend, man?” one of the boys asked.




    “He is my pupil,” Chi­un said.




    “Naw, I wasn’t talk­ing to you, old man,” the youth said. “I was talk­ing to you.” He

    point­ed to Re­mo.




    “Too bad I wasn’t lis­ten­ing,” Re­mo said. “How about mov­ing away from the car?”




    “Oh, is this your car?” the same youth asked. He seemed to be the spokesman of the

    group.




    “It be­longs to a rental agen­cy, but they don’t like nose prints on the win­dow

    ei­ther.”




    The kid sidestepped to cut Re­mo off as he ap­proached. He was as tall as Re­mo, but

    thin­ner and lighter. “You’re a fun­ny man, ain’t you?”




    “I’m a pa­tient man,” Re­mo said, “but it’s not go­ing to last for­ev­er, so don’t push your

    luck.”




    The boy looked Re­mo over and wasn’t im­pressed. The man fac­ing him was dark-​haired, not

    over­ly tall or mus­cu­lar, and didn’t seem to pose an im­me­di­ate threat. The on­ly un­usu­al

    things about him were his wrists, which were about as thick as toma­to cans, and his choice of

    friends.




    “Is this your fa­ther?” the boy asked, grin­ning.




    Re­mo looked at Chi­un, who gave him a warn­ing look back. Re­mo took a deep breath and

    turned his at­ten­tion back to the young man.




    “Look, son, if you’ve got some­thing par­tic­ular on your mind, I wish you’d get to it.

    Oth­er­wise, you can just get out of our way.”




    “Oooh,” the kid said, widen­ing his eyes and back­ing up a step. “Tough talk when all you’ve

    got to back you up is one old chink.”




    Re­mo looked at Chi­un to see what ef­fect this re­mark had had. Maybe it would make him

    for­get that these were just “chil­dren.” Chi­un’s face was as im­pas­sive as ev­er, though, so

    he wasn’t go­ing to get any help there.




    “What’s on your mind?”




    “We was just won­der­ing what you were do­ing in that house, is all. See, our friend used to

    live there.”




    “Is that a fact? What if I told you it was none of your busi­ness?”




    “Well then,” the boy said, look­ing at his friends for sup­port, “I guess we’d just have to

    make it our busi­ness, wouldn’t we?”




    “Look, I’d ap­pre­ci­ate it if you wouldn’t get my friend here an­gry,” Re­mo said,

    in­di­cat­ing Chi­un. “I can’t be re­spon­si­ble for his ac­tions if you get him an­gry.”




    “Him?” the boy asked, laugh­ing. He looked at his friends, who al­so laughed on cue. “What

    could he do?”




    “Oh,” Re­mo said, as if he was in pain, “I’ve seen him do some nasty things to men twice

    your size. Some­times he doesn’t know his own strength.”




    “Oh, yeah?” The kid looked at Chi­un with keen in­ter­est. “What is he, some kind of black

    belt or some­thing?”




    “Black belts cross the street to avoid pass­ing him,” Reno said qui­et­ly.




    The en­tire group stud­ied Chi­un now, and then the lead­er said, “Well, what about you? You

    a black belt? Or maybe just yel­low.” The oth­ers laughed at the lead­er’s joke.




    “Clever,” Re­mo said. “Maybe when you grow up, you can be a co­me­di­an in the state

    pen.”




    The kid stepped for­ward, block­ing the car door with his body. “You ain’t get­ting in this

    car, man.”




    “Oh, no?” Re­mo snatched the car’s hood or­na­ment and pulled it free of its moor­ing.

    With­out tak­ing his eyes off the boy, he squeezed the or­na­ment un­til the met­al be­gan to

    bend in his hand.




    When it had fold­ed in half, he buried it in his palm and closed his hand again. Then,

    ap­ply­ing con­stant pres­sure, the way Chi­un had taught him, he man­aged to grind the met­al

    in­to a pow­der re­sem­bling salt crys­tals.




    He walked up to the lead­er of the group and poured the pow­der over the kid’s head. “Time

    to go, Chi­un,” he said.




    The group fanned out and away from the car, con­gre­gat­ing around their lead­er, who

    glint­ed in the sun­light like a stat­ue made of glit­ter.




    “Hap­py I didn’t hurt any­body?” Re­mo asked, start­ing the car and pulling away.




    “A bare­ly sat­is­fac­to­ry per­for­mance,” Chi­un said.




    “Oh? I thought I was pret­ty good.”




    “There was no need to in­ti­mate that I am the pos­ses­sor of an un­man­age­able

    tem­per.”




    “In­ti­mate? I didn’t in­ti­mate. I flat-​out lied–“




    “Oh, ‘how sharp­er than a ser­pent’s tooth…’ ” Chi­un be­gan, per­mit­ting a pained look to

    cross his face.




    “Okay, I apol­ogize. Any­way, I’m in­ter­est­ed in Moor­cock. He was ob­vi­ous­ly look­ing

    for some­thing in the house. What was it?”




    “What were we look­ing for?” Chi­un asked.




    “I don’t know.”




    “Why could he not have been look­ing for the same thing?”




    “He might have been,” Re­mo said, but he couldn’t help but won­der if the good min­is­ter

    hadn’t been look­ing for that mon­ey. And where had Bil­ly Mar­tin’s fa­ther got­ten such a

    wind­fall?




    A man en­tered the of­fice of a car rental agen­cy and be­gan to tell the clerk be­hind the

    desk a sto­ry about a ter­ri­ble driv­er.




    “We very near­ly had an ac­ci­dent, and I’d re­al­ly like to give him a piece of my mind,”

    the man told the clerk.




    “I’m ter­ri­bly sor­ry, sir. But are you sure he was driv­ing one of our cars?” the clerk

    asked.




    “Pos­itive. The car had one of your stick­ers in the wind­shield,” the man replied. “I’d

    like to find out who the guy is and where I can find him.”




    “Well, it would be high­ly ir­reg­ular for me to give out that in­for­ma­tion, you

    un­der­stand,” the clerk said. “And we may not even have a lo­cal ad­dress for him.”




    “I un­der­stand,” the man as­sured him, sur­rep­ti­tious­ly press­ing a crisp

    twen­ty-​dol­lar bill in­to the clerk’s hand.




    “What was the li­cense num­ber?”




    The man re­cit­ed the li­cense num­ber of the car. The clerk looked it up and gave him the

    man’s name– Re­mo Ran­disi– plus the name of the ho­tel where he was sup­posed to be

    stay­ing.




    “Thank you very much. I ap­pre­ci­ate this… more than you know.”




    The man left the rental agen­cy and crossed the street to a large black car. He got in­to

    the back, where an­oth­er man was wait­ing for him, and re­peat­ed the in­for­ma­tion he’d

    got­ten from the clerk.




    “Very good,” the oth­er man said. “Now we’ll han­dle this Re­mo, who­ev­er he is.”




    “Do you think he’s a cop?” the first man asked.




    “If he is,” the sec­ond man said, “he’s a dead one.”


  




  

    CHAPTER FIVE




    In the morn­ing, Re­mo’s car ex­plod­ed.




    He wasn’t in it. No one was, and he didn’t find out about it un­til he came down to the

    ho­tel park­ing lot. Chi­un was up in their room com­pos­ing that same damned Ung po­em, and

    he’d de­cid­ed to leave him to his artis­tic ex­pres­sion while he checked out some leads. He

    was in no mood to lis­ten to Chi­un harp about “chil­dren” again.




    There was a fire truck out­side the ho­tel, and a hose had been run in­to the park­ing area

    be­neath the build­ing. Whem Re­mo got off the el­eva­tor at the park­ing lot lev­el, he saw

    all the com­mo­tion and col­lared a ho­tel em­ploy­ee to ask what had hap­pened.




    “Some car just ex­plod­ed, Mac,” the guy said. He was one of the park­ing valets and had in

    fact parked Re­mo’s car for him the night be­fore.




    “Which car?” Re­mo asked.




    The man took a sec­ond look at Re­mo and then said, “Well, I’ll be damned if it wasn’t

    yours.”




    “Mine, huh?” Re­mo said. “Do they know how it hap­pened?”




    “I don’t think so. I ain’t heard noth­ing yet.”




    “But you will, won’t you?” Re­mo asked, slip­ping the guy a five spot. “Even­tu­al­ly you’ll

    hear all about it?”




    “I sure will, mis­ter.”




    “Well, there’s ten more in it for you if I hear about it right af­ter you do.”




    “You got it.”




    “Good. Do you think you could go out front and have a cab meet me there? I for­got

    some­thing up­stairs.”




    “Sure, my plea­sure.”




    Re­mo took the el­eva­tor up one flight and got off at the lob­by. He didn’t want to be seen

    walk­ing through the garage with all the ruckus that was go­ing on, and he didn’t want to have

    to take the time to an­swer ques­tions. As it was, the po­lice were bound to find out that the

    car had been rent­ed by him, and he’d be an­swer­ing their ques­tions soon enough. Right now,

    how­ev­er, he had a few of his own to get an­swered.




    The cab was wait­ing out front. He got in and told the driv­er to take him to the Na­tion­al

    Mo­tors plant. He was go­ing there to talk to some of the peo­ple who worked with Al­lan

    Mar­tin, Bil­ly’s fa­ther.




    Dur­ing the ride, he con­tem­plat­ed the pos­si­bil­ity that his rent­ed car had blown up

    for some rea­son oth­er than that some­body want­ed it to– prefer­ably with him in it. Af­ter

    all, if some­one had in­deed plant­ed a bomb, they’d done a rot­ten job be­cause the thing had

    gone off pre­ma­ture­ly… luck­ily for him. Still, that was the like­li­est ex­pla­na­tion. At

    least who­ev­er had done it had saved him the trou­ble of try­ing to ex­plain to the rental

    agen­cy what had hap­pened to the hood or­na­ment.




    At the plant Re­mo pre­sent­ed him­self to the girl at the re­cep­tion area, who was in

    charge of dis­pens­ing se­cu­ri­ty clear­ance badges to vis­itors. The girl was young and very

    pret­ty, with long blond hair and green eyes. And she was ob­vi­ous­ly in­ter­est­ed in Re­mo.

    It took lit­tle more than flat­tery and a few gen­tle touch­es, strate­gi­cal­ly placed where

    Sinan­ju had taught him wom­en were vul­ner­able– for him to ap­pro­pri­ate a pass that gave

    him the right to go any­where in the plant. He al­so man­aged to squeeze out of her the name of

    Al­lan Mar­tin’s im­me­di­ate su­pe­ri­or. It was Jack Bof­fa, the as­sem­bly line

    fore­man.




    “You make sure you stop back this way be­fore you leave,” she said hope­ful­ly when he was

    through with her.




    “Of course,” he said in his most charm­ing man­ner. “I’ll have to re­turn the badge, won’t

    I?”




    He wan­dered through the plant un­til he was fi­nal­ly able to lo­cate the as­sem­bly line,

    tak­ing the time to ob­serve how the thing was run.




    From what he could see, more than a few of the men work­ing the line were pret­ty drunk, and

    the ones who weren’t drunk were pret­ty damned slop­py. Un­like Japan, where au­to work­ers

    took great pride in their work and ev­ery­one on the as­sem­bly lines sang the com­pa­ny song

    and com­mit­ted sep­puku if one car was de­fec­tive– or so he had heard– this looked like the

    kind of out­fit where they called it a good day’s work if no more than half of the cars

    man­ufac­tured were re­called for po­ten­tial­ly fa­tal de­fects.




    It was enough to make one se­ri­ous­ly con­sid­er tak­ing up bi­cy­cle rid­ing.




    Off to one side he spot­ted a man who had to be Jack Bof­fa. He was a tall, solid­ly built

    man stand­ing with his arms fold­ed across his chest and a clip­board dan­gling from one hand.

    Re­mo knew that a clip­board al­ways sig­ni­fied au­thor­ity.




    “Ex­cuse me,” he said, ap­proach­ing the fore­man.




    The man looked at Re­mo, frowned when he didn’t rec­og­nize him, and asked, “How did you get

    in here?”




    “I’m au­tho­rized,” Re­mo said, touch­ing his badge.




    “I guess you are,” the man replied, study­ing the plas­tic square on Re­mo’s jack­et. “What

    can I do for you?”




    “Are you Jack Bof­fa?”




    “That’s me.”




    “Things are run a lit­tle loose around here, aren’t they?”




    Bof­fa’s head swiveled, and he looked hard at Re­mo. “What are you, an in­spec­tor or

    some­thing? We usu­al­ly get some kind of warn­ing. We pay enough–“




    “Hold it. I’m not an in­spec­tor.”




    The ten­sion eased from the man’s face, and he said, “Well, then, who are you?”




    “Some­body in­ter­est­ed in what hap­pened to Al­lan Mar­tin and his fam­ily.”




    “Je­sus, that’s no se­cret. Him and his old la­dy were killed by their own son, and then the

    boy got him­self killed.”




    “I’m in­ter­est­ed in why the boy killed his par­ents, and who killed the boy

    af­ter­ward.”




    “I can’t help you with that, mis­ter. I ain’t no cop.”




    Re­mo caught the look Bof­fa was giv­ing him then and said, “I’m not a cop ei­ther, but I’d

    still like to ask you a few ques­tions.”




    “What are you, pri­vate heat?”




    “Some­thing like that.”




    “I don’t know much,” the fore­man said with a shrug.




    “You knew Mar­tin, didn’t you?”




    “Yeah, like I know my oth­er work­ers. There was some­thing, though.”




    “Like what?”




    “Well, the last few months, Al Mar­tin seemed a lit­tle jumpy, you know? Like some­thing was

    re­al­ly both­er­ing him.”




    “Did you ask him about it?”




    “Once, yeah. I’m in­ter­est­ed in any­thing that keeps my men from work­ing at peak

    ef­fi­cien­cy, you know?”




    Re­mo cast a du­bi­ous glance at the men on the as­sem­bly line and said, “That’s ob­vi­ous.

    What did Mar­tin say it was?”




    “Noth­ing. He said noth­ing was wrong at all.”




    “You didn’t press him?”




    “He did his work. If he want­ed me to mind my own busi­ness, that was okay with me.”




    “Did he get a big raise any­time dur­ing the past few months?”




    “A raise? You kid­din’? If he had got­ten a raise, do you think he would have been so jumpy?

    Naw, ain’t no­body around here got­ten a raise in months, and no­body has got­ten a big raise

    in years. That just ain’t com­pa­ny pol­icy.”




    Re­mo was about to cut off the con­ver­sa­tion when he thought of some­thing else.




    “These cars you’re work­ing on now– where are they be­ing shipped when they’re done?”




    “This lot?” the man asked. He con­sult­ed his clip­board and said, “They’re ear­marked for

    New York, New Or­leans, and Los An­ge­les.”




    Re­mo nod­ded and said, “You mind if I talk to some of your men?”




    “As long as you don’t keep them from their work.”




    “I’ll try not to,” Re­mo said wry­ly.




    “As a mat­ter of fact, if you try that sec­tion there,” the fore­man said, point­ing,

    “they’re just about ready to go on a break.”




    “Thanks for your help.”




    “Sure.”




    Re­mo walked over to the sec­tion the fore­man had in­di­cat­ed and saw that three or four

    men were pulling off their gloves. He de­cid­ed to fol­low them in­to the lounge.




    He loi­tered out­side the door, wait­ing for the men to get set­tled, and then en­tered the

    lounge. The four men had paired off at two dif­fer­ent ta­bles, which was all right with him.

    He didn’t want any­one’s un­co­op­er­ative at­ti­tude rub­bing off on any­one else.




    “Ex­cuse me,” he said, ap­proach­ing two of the men, who were hold­ing Sty­ro­foam cups of

    cof­fee. The two at the oth­er ta­ble were pass­ing a flask back and forth.




    “What can we do for ya?” one of the men asked.




    “I’m look­ing in­to the death of Al Mar­tin and his fam­ily, and I was won­der­ing if I

    could ask you a cou­ple of ques­tions.”




    “What’s to ask?” the oth­er man asked. He was the big­ger of the two, with a scar that

    bi­sect­ed his shag­gy right eye­brow. The oth­er man was small­er and rail thin. “Al and his

    wife was killed by their kid, and no­body knows– or cares– who killed him.”




    “I care,” Re­mo said. “I’d like to know why Bil­ly Mar­tin killed his par­ents.”




    “We can’t help you,” the man with the scar said, look­ing down in­to his cof­fee.




    “Can’t or won’t?”




    “Take your pick, mis­ter,” the thin man said. He looked at Re­mo for a mo­ment, then

    ner­vous­ly avert­ed his eyes. Re­mo was sure that it wasn’t he who was mak­ing the man

    ner­vous, but his ques­tions.




    He de­cid­ed to try the oth­er two men be­fore forc­ing some­one to talk to him. “Thanks,”

    he said to the men, who mere­ly grunt­ed in re­turn.




    Re­mo left them to their cof­fee and walked to the ta­ble where the two men were shar­ing a

    flask. Both of these men were much like the man with the scar, large and not very bright

    look­ing. He didn’t ex­pect to have bet­ter luck with them, but he was will­ing to give it a

    try.




    “Ex­cuse me,” he said. When the two men looked at him quizzi­cal­ly, he tried the same

    open­ing gam­bit on them.




    “Can’t help ya,” one of the men said, and the oth­er man nod­ded his agree­ment.




    “Aren’t you in­ter­est­ed in why Mar­tin was killed?”




    “He was killed by that crazy kid of his,” the man said, while his bud­dy con­tin­ued to nod.

    “Now, look, get out of my face. I’m try­ing to talk with my friend here.”




    He reached out to ac­cept the flask from his friend, but Re­mo got to it first.




    “How do you think an in­spec­tor would like to find out that you men are drink­ing on the

    job?”




    “You’re look­ing for trou­ble, mis­ter,” the man said, stand­ing up, “and I’m just the guy

    that can give it to you.”




    The man was much larg­er and heav­ier than Re­mo and ob­vi­ous­ly felt that this gave him a

    dis­tinct ad­van­tage.




    “Is this your flask?” Re­mo asked.




    The man seemed sur­prised at the ques­tion. “Yeah, it’s mine.”




    “Nice one,” Re­mo said. “Stur­dy, isn’t it?” As he said it, Re­mo poked a hole in the met­al

    con­tain­er with his lit­tle fin­ger, and the whiskey start­ed to run out on­to the floor.




    “Oh, I’m sor­ry,” he said. “I guess it wasn’t as stur­dy as I thought.”




    “What the hell…” the man said, tak­ing the flask back and study­ing the hole. “How’d you do

    that?”




    “I’ve got sharp nails,” Re­mo said.




    “You ru­ined my flask!” the man said aloud, and the oth­er two men in the room looked

    up.




    “You need help, Lou?” the man with the scar called.




    “This guy’s a wise guy,” Lou an­swered. “He’s ask­ing a lot of ques­tions, and he ru­ined my

    flask.”




    Re­mo heard two chairs scrape back be­hind him but kept his eyes on the man named Lou.

    “Look, fel­las, all I need is a few sim­ple an­swers to a few sim­ple ques­tions. I don’t want

    any trou­ble.”




    “Mis­ter, that’s just what you bought,” Lou said, prod­ding Re­mo’s chest with his

    fore­fin­ger. His friend stood up and nod­ded his agree­ment.




    “That’s not a nice thing to do,” Re­mo said, look­ing down at the man’s fin­ger, briefly

    con­sid­er­ing break­ing it. “How would you like it if I did that to you?” he asked.




    To demon­strate, he showed the man his fore­fin­ger and then poked him in the chest with it.

    The man shot back across the room as if yanked from be­hind by a rope and crashed in­to the

    cof­fee ma­chine. He fell to the floor in front of it, and the ma­chine dumped a cup with heavy

    cream and sug­ar on his head in al­ter­nate streams of black and white.




    “Hey,” Lou’s friend said, speak­ing for the first time. The two men be­hind Re­mo each

    grabbed an arm, and the third man pushed the ta­ble out of the way so he could front Re­mo.




    The rail-​thin man had tak­en hold of Re­mo’s left arm, so Re­mo lift­ed his arm and hit the

    man in front of him with the thin man as if he were a club.




    “Je­sus,” the man with the scar said. Re­mo looked at him, and the man re­leased his right

    arm in a hur­ry.




    Re­mo’s right hand shot out and grabbed the man by the throat, lift­ing him off the ground.

    “Now let me ask my ques­tions again, and we’ll see if I can’t get a cou­ple of an­swers.

    Okay?”




    The man tried to nod, but that on­ly tight­ened the grip Re­mo had on his throat.




    “Do you know any­thing about Al Mar­tin com­ing in­to a lot of mon­ey over the past few

    months?”




    “I can’t tell you noth­ing, mis­ter,” the man rasped.




    “Can’t or won’t?” Re­mo asked.




    “I can’t! I don’t know noth­ing, I swear!”




    “He doesn’t know any­thing,” the man named Lou said, us­ing the cof­fee ma­chine to help

    him­self to his feet. “Nei­ther do they.”




    “Oh, re­al­ly?” Re­mo said. He opened his hand and al­lowed the man with the scar to fall to

    the floor. “What about you? What do you know?”




    The man avert­ed his eyes and said hasti­ly, “Me– I don’t know noth­ing ei­ther. Uh, none of

    us does. If Al Mar­tin was flash­ing a lot of mon­ey, we don’t know noth­ing about it.”




    “And no­body else came in­to a lot of mon­ey?”




    “I guess not.”




    “Why was Mar­tin ner­vous the past few months?”




    Lou shrugged and said, “Maybe he was wor­ried about that crazy kid of his. Maybe he knew the

    kid was plan­ning to mur­der him. Who knows?”




    “Yeah,” Re­mo said, “Who knows?”




    Re­mo looked around the lounge, where three men were still on the floor and Lou was lean­ing

    on the cof­fee ma­chine.




    “You guys bet­ter clean up,” he said. “Your break must be just about over.”




    On the way out he had to pass Lou and the cof­fee ma­chine, so he asked one more ques­tion.

    “Where do you think Al Mar­tin could have got­ten a lot of mon­ey?”




    “Je­sus, mis­ter,” the guy said, “maybe he made some over­time, or maybe the com­pa­ny gave

    him some ex­tra pay be­cause no­body died in one of the cars he worked on. You know,

    in­cen­tive pay?”




    “In­cen­tive pay,” Re­mo said. “Maybe you can get the com­pa­ny to give you some in­cen­tive

    pay, Lou. You know, to buy a new flask with.”




    He turned to the oth­er men in the room, said, “Gee, thanks for all your help, guys,” and

    left.


  




  

    CHAPTER SIX




    Re­mo left the Na­tion­al Mo­tors plant, touch­ing the pret­ty re­cep­tion­ist in a way she

    wouldn’t soon for­get as he re­turned his badge. Then he grabbed a cab and in­struct­ed the

    driv­er to keep his me­ter run­ning and wait for or­ders.




    “Jes­sir,” the Puer­to Ri­can cab­bie said, hap­pi­ly switch­ing the me­ter on.




    It wasn’t long un­til the end of the shift. Re­mo kept his eye out for his old friend Lou.

    Pret­ty soon he saw Lou be­hind the wheel of an ex­pen­sive-​look­ing sports car, and knew that

    he’d made the right de­ci­sion.




    “Fol­low that car,” he told the cab­bie.




    “The jazzy red one?”




    “That’s the one.”




    “Jou got eet,” the cab­bie said, and roared away from the curb.




    “Don’t lose him, but don’t let him know we’re here, ei­ther,” Re­mo said.




    “Don’ jou wor­ry.”




    In about twen­ty min­utes Re­mo found him­self in a neigh­bor­hood rem­inis­cent of the one

    the Mar­tin fam­ily had lived in. He watched as Lou pulled his car in­to the drive­way of a

    neat lit­tle house, and then told the cab­bie to pull over and wait.




    “Jou not gonna keel him, are jou?” he asked Re­mo.




    “No, I’m not go­ing to kill him. Why?”




    “If you keel him, it’s dou­ble the me­ter.”




    A law-​abid­ing cit­izen, Re­mo thought, “I won’t be long,” he said.




    “Take your time.”




    Re­mo ap­proached the house that Lou had gone in­to and walked to the side, search­ing for a

    win­dow to look through. He found him­self on a huge pa­tio that had ob­vi­ous­ly cost a small

    for­tune to build, and peered in­to the house through a large pic­ture win­dow.




    He watched as Lou kissed his wife hel­lo and asked her what was for din­ner, and then he saw

    a kid about fif­teen years old come in­to the room and im­me­di­ate­ly get in­to an ar­gu­ment

    with his old man. You didn’t have to be a ge­nius to fig­ure out that Lou was in ex­act­ly the

    same sit­ua­tion that Al­lan Mar­tin had been in, and he won­dered if good old Lou was afraid

    of end­ing up the same way.




    Mak­ing his way back to the cab, Re­mo knew that his log­ical next move was to find out

    where Lou had been get­ting his mon­ey, but he had to do it with­out arous­ing any more

    sus­pi­cion about him­self.




    That meant Smit­ty.




    Re­mem­ber­ing a pay phone on the cor­ner next to a small deli, Re­mo waved the cab­bie to

    keep wait­ing and walked down the block to the phone. From there he could still see the house

    while he talked to Smith.




    Re­mo di­aled the dig­its for Fol­croft San­itar­ium in Rye, New York, and then wait­ed to

    be put through to Smith.




    “It’s Re­mo,” he said when Smith came on the line.




    “I hope you haven’t run in­to a prob­lem,” the lemo­ny voice an­swered.




    “You know us, Smit­ty,” Re­mo said. “Prob­lems we han­dle by our­selves. I called to ask you

    a fa­vor.”




    “What is it?”




    “I need some­body checked out. You’ll have to get his name from his li­cense plate

    num­ber.”




    “What do you want to know?”




    “I want to know where he’s get­ting his mon­ey.” Briefly, he told Smith what they had found

    in­side the Mar­tin house, then said that he felt that the man named Lou was in the same

    sit­ua­tion.




    “He’s show­ing more mon­ey than he should, and I want to know where it’s com­ing from. Feed

    it in­to those com­put­ers of yours and see what they come up with.”




    “I’ll take care of it.”




    “Good. I’ll get back to you for the an­swer. There’s an­oth­er thing.”




    “What?”




    Re­mo told Smith about the cars that were be­ing shipped to New York, New Or­leans, and Los

    An­ge­les by Na­tion­al Mo­tors.




    “Those towns ring a bell with you?”




    “They cer­tain­ly do. I’ll run the in­for­ma­tion through the com­put­ers and see what they

    come up with.”




    “Yeah, thanks. Stay tuned for fur­ther de­tails.”




    Be­fore Smith could an­swer, Re­mo hung up.




    Lou’s kid was leav­ing the house.




    Harold W. Smith ad­dressed him­self to the Fol­croft com­put­ers, feed­ing in the cities of

    New York, New Or­leans, and Los An­ge­les and the in­for­ma­tion Re­mo had giv­en him. He

    pro­grammed the ma­chine to re­port on any com­mon bond that ex­ist­ed be­tween the three

    ma­jor cities. It took on­ly a few mo­ments for the me­chan­ical mar­vels to come up with an

    an­swer, and the re­sponse puz­zled him.




    Why should drug ar­rests and drug ac­tiv­ities be down in all three cities? He

    dou­ble-​checked the in­for­ma­tion he had fed in­to the ma­chines but the com­put­ers still

    came back with the same an­swer. Drug ar­rests in all three cities were down, and down

    dra­mat­ical­ly over re­cent years.




    Smith took off his jack­et, seat­ed him­self in front of the ter­mi­nal, and set about

    try­ing to learn the con­nec­tion.




    When Re­mo reached his cab, he woke the driv­er and said, “Fol­low that car.”




    “The red one again?”




    “Wait.”




    They watched as the kid got in­to the car and pulled out of the drive­way.




    “That’s the one,” Re­mo said. “Hit it.”




    They fol­lowed the kid for about fif­teen min­utes be­fore the cab­bie said, “Uh-​oh.”




    “What’s the mat­ter?”




    “I don’t like where this cabrone is head­ing,” the cab­bie said. “Bad news, bro.”




    ” Where’s he head­ing?”




    “I think he’s head­ing for the ghet­to. No fun there, boss.”




    “Just keep fol­low­ing, bud­dy. You’re get­ting rich off me; that ought to be worth a risk

    or two.”




    “Triple the me­ter,” the cab­bie said, step­ping on the gas.




    Af­ter ten more min­utes, Re­mo didn’t need the cab­bie to tell him where they were. White

    faces were at a pre­mi­um on the streets they were now driv­ing through, and the cab­bie was

    be­com­ing in­creas­ing­ly ner­vous.




    Abrupt­ly, the kid pulled his car over to the curb and stopped.




    “This guy is lo­co en la cabeza if he leaves that car there, boss.”




    “Just pull over, friend.”




    The cab­bie pulled over to the curb a few car lengths be­hind the kid, who was get­ting out

    of his car.




    “I don’t think I’ll be need­ing you any­more,” Re­mo said, slid­ing over to the curb­side.

    He gave the cab­bie a hun­dred-​dol­lar bill. “Keep the change,” he said.




    “Jou lo­co too, boss, if jou gonna walk around here.”




    “I’ll take my chances. Adios.”




    “Vaya con dios,” the driv­er said, and peeled out.




    Re­mo start­ed trail­ing the kid through the streets, while the denizens of that area gave

    them both hard looks. The boy didn’t seem to no­tice at all, and Re­mo just ig­nored them..




    When the boy fi­nal­ly turned down an al­ley, Re­mo fig­ured that the kid had reached his

    des­ti­na­tion. Now maybe he’d turn up some­thing he and Chi­un could go on.




    But when Re­mo turned to en­ter the al­ley, he stopped short be­cause the kid he was

    fol­low­ing was stand­ing very close to an­oth­er kid, this one black. They were ob­vi­ous­ly

    trans­act­ing some busi­ness, so he pressed back against the wall and watched.




    The con­ver­sa­tion got hot and heavy for a few mo­ments, and then an ex­change was made.

    The kid Re­mo was fol­low­ing hand­ed over an en­ve­lope, and the black kid hand­ed over

    mon­ey. It looked like just one thing: a drug deal.




    Good old Lou’s kid was sell­ing drugs. So that was the con­nec­tion, Re­mo thought. Could

    that have been where Lou was get­ting his ex­tra mon­ey? Had Bil­ly Mar­tin al­so been deal­ing

    in drugs? And was it just the kids, or were the par­ents in­volved as well?




    As he watched, both kids con­tin­ued down the al­ley and then dis­ap­peared around a

    cor­ner. Re­mo was sur­prised be­cause the al­ley ap­peared to be a dead end. He sprint­ed

    af­ter them, and when he reached the cor­ner, he saw that there was a wood­en fence with some

    of the slats miss­ing. The two kids had ob­vi­ous­ly beat it through there.




    Squeez­ing through the nar­row open­ing, he found him­self on a side street. There was no

    sign of ei­ther of the two kids. Curs­ing, he looked across the street at the build­ings,

    won­der­ing if one or both of the boys could have gone in­to any one of them. A sign above one

    of the door­ways sud­den­ly caught his eye, and he stared at it in sur­prise.




    It said: THE CHURCH OF MOD­ERN-​DAY BE­LIEFS.


  




  

    CHAPTER SEVEN




    Loren­zo Moor­cock was on the podi­um, de­liv­er­ing an en­er­get­ic ser­mon to a some­what

    less than en­er­get­ic-​look­ing flock. Some of them, look­ing as if they had on­ly come

    in­side to keep warm, were hud­dled in the rear pews. The more in­ter­est­ed flock mem­bers

    were in the front three rows, lis­ten­ing in rapt at­ten­tion. Re­mo stood in the back, next to

    the door, and scanned the pews for any sign of ei­ther kid. When he came up emp­ty, he start­ed

    to lis­ten.




    “…must al­ways re­mem­ber, dear broth­ers and sis­ters, that the old ways are dead. The

    Fa­ther, the Son, the Holy Ghost, the Bible– they are all things of the past and should stay in

    the past.”




    Re­mo won­dered why he both­ered call­ing this place a church. Wasn’t that an “old”

    word?




    “In the fu­ture, we will not even call our meet­ing place a church,” Moor­cock said, as if

    he’d read Re­mo’s mind. “This will sim­ply be the place of meet­ing.”




    Catchy, Re­mo thought.




    He went on to talk about some­thing he kept call­ing “The Sa­tan.” In or­der to mod­ern­ize

    their be­liefs, he said, they would be­lieve in ev­ery­thing “The Sa­tan” did not be­lieve in.

    They would ad­vo­cate free love, abor­tion, col­lec­tivism, and com­mu­nism. They would look

    up­on the Ay­atol­lah Khome­ini as a great man, a great hu­man­itar­ian, a true lead­er of the

    world.




    It didn’t take Re­mo very long to fig­ure out that “The Sa­tan” was the Unit­ed States. It

    was a term that Khome­ini him­self was fond of when re­fer­ring to the Unit­ed States, and

    Moor­cock was ob­vi­ous­ly a big Ay­atol­lah boost­er.




    “…I know I have giv­en you all much food for thought this evening, so I ask you now to go to

    your homes and con­tem­plate ev­ery­thing I’ve said. I must al­so ask you all to stop at the

    col­lec­tion plates in the cen­ter aisle on your way out and give from your heart. A min­imum

    do­na­tion of five dol­lars is sug­gest­ed, but feel free to give more.”




    Re­mo looked at the col­lec­tion “plates” on ei­ther side of the cen­ter aisle and saw two

    col­lec­tion “bar­rels” that looked as large as the ones the forty thieves had hid­den in.




    He watched as the peo­ple left, and damned if ev­ery­one who had been sit­ting in the first

    three rows didn’t drop five bucks or more in­to the jugs.




    Moor­cock walked with some peo­ple to the rear of the “place of meet­ing,” ob­vi­ous­ly

    try­ing to coax more mon­ey out of them. When he saw Re­mo, he wished his flock mem­bers a good

    evening and ap­proached him.




    “You came,” he said.




    “Ap­par­ent­ly.”




    “To scoff?”




    “I came to ask ques­tions.”




    “Ah, you seek wis­dom.”




    “In a man­ner of speak­ing.”




    “Walk with me,” Moor­cock said, and start­ed back down the cen­ter aisle.




    “Aren’t you go­ing to take in your col­lec­tion?”




    Moor­cock threw a glance at the urns, then said, “No one will steal from me.”




    “That may not be a mod­ern at­ti­tude, but it’s dif­fer­ent.”




    “What wis­dom do you seek?”




    “I’m look­ing for some­one.”




    “Who?”




    “A white kid, about ff­teen, or a black kid the same age,” Re­mo said.




    “You have no par­tic­ular pref­er­ence?” Moor­cock asked. Re­mo saw that his eyes were the

    same as they had been in the Mar­tin house, dark and in­tense, with a lot of white

    show­ing.




    “Ei­ther or,” Re­mo said. “There were two of them. One or both might have ducked in

    here.”




    “You were chas­ing them?”




    “I was watch­ing them, and I lost them. They came this way.”




    They reached the front of the church and stopped. Moor­cock turned to face Re­mo.




    “They did not come in here.”




    “Would you tell me if they had?”




    “Why were you chas­ing them?”




    “They were con­sum­mat­ing a drug deal.”




    “Are you a po­lice­man?”




    “No.”




    “Why do you care, then? If they, or any­one, wish­es to in­dulge in drugs, why should

    any­one stop them?”




    “Is that one of your mod­ern be­liefs?”




    “A mi­nor one. That our bod­ies are ours and we may do what we wish with them.”




    “Oh, that’s good. Orig­inal.”




    “You came to scoff.”




    “I came here look­ing for two kids,” Re­mo said with ex­as­per­ation.




    “And I told you they are not here.”




    Re­mo con­sid­ered press­ing the self-​styled min­is­ter a lit­tle hard­er, but at that

    mo­ment he saw some­thing move be­hind the man.




    “Is there a back door to this place?”




    “Yes, but…” Moor­cock start­ed to say, and then glanced quick­ly to­ward it.




    “Thanks,” Re­mo said, rush­ing past him.




    Who­ev­er had been hid­ing be­hind the rear door was gone. It had to have been one of the

    two kids, but which one?




    It didn’t re­al­ly mat­ter, he de­cid­ed. The black kid was just a junkie, and the white

    kid– Lou’s kid– he could find again when­ev­er he want­ed. Just then he had an­oth­er idea.




    He went back to the al­ley where the drug deal had been made. Start­ing from that point, he

    be­gan to walk the ghet­to streets, look­ing for a junkie or a deal­er, whichev­er came

    first.




    He drew a lot of looks and some sot­to voce re­marks, but there was some­thing about this

    white man that kept any­one from ap­proach­ing him. The way he walked, he seemed to be just

    wait­ing for some­one to make a move on him. The eyes riv­et­ed on Re­mo seemed to say that

    this was one crazy white dude, and no­body want­ed a piece of him.




    It wasn’t long be­fore Re­mo found a junkie, a wast­ed-​look­ing man in his twen­ties with a

    run­ny nose, sit­ting in a door­way.




    “Hey, yo, man,” the junkie said. He was so dirty, he might have been white or black. “Got

    any mon­ey, man? A dol­lar? A dime?”




    “Nei­ther one will buy you the high you need, friend,” Re­mo said, crouch­ing down to the

    junkie’s lev­el. “I’ve got a high you can get with­out a nee­dle. A high you’ll nev­er

    be­lieve.”




    “Shit,” the junkie said, wip­ing his nose with the back of his hand.




    “I’m se­ri­ous. But it doesn’t come free.”




    “Aw, man. I ain’t got no mon­ey,” the junkie said in ob­vi­ous de­spair.




    “This high doesn’t cost mon­ey.”




    “You ain’t shit­tin’ me? What’s it gonna cost me?”




    “A name.”




    “What name? Mine?”




    “A deal­er.”




    “Aw, man… I can’t give up my source.” His tone of voice had gone from de­spair to

    an­guish.




    “I don’t want your source,” Re­mo said. “I want any source, any name you care to give

    me.”




    A cun­ning glint came in­to the man’s pre­vi­ous­ly dull and list­less eyes, and he said,

    “Any­one?”




    “As long as he’s a deal­er,” Re­mo said. “But if you give me a pho­ny name, I’ll come back

    for you, and in­stead of a high, I’ll give you the worst crash of your life.”




    Re­mo touched the junkie briefly, and a shad­ow of pain crossed his face. It was so

    fleet­ing, the pain, that the junkie wasn’t even sure he’d felt it, but it prompt­ed the truth

    from him.




    “Try Dan­ny the Man.”




    “Dan­ny the Man. What’s his last name?”




    “I don’t know. All any­body knows is Dan­ny the Man.”




    “Where do I find him?”




    The junkie gave Re­mo an ad­dress and then gave him di­rec­tions for get­ting there.




    “Just don’t tell him I gave you his name.”




    “I don’t even know yours. But I’ll find you if this isn’t true.”




    “It’s true, man, it’s true,” the junkie said, grab­bing Re­mo’s arms. “Where’s my high, man?

    You promised!”




    “So I did,” Re­mo said. He pulled his arms free of the man’s fran­tic grip, reached around

    be­hind him, and touched him on the back of the neck. A eu­phoric look came over the junkie’s

    face, and he leaned back against the door.




    “Oh, wow,” he breathed.




    “Yeah,” Re­mo said. “You don’t know it, but you’ve just tak­en the cure. Af­ter this, you’ll

    nev­er find an­oth­er high to match it.”




    “Oh, wow.”




    “Thanks for the in­fo.”




    Re­mo left the junkie fly­ing high in his door­way and start­ed fol­low­ing the man’s

    di­rec­tions. The junkie had said it was close enough to walk.




    When he reached the build­ing he was look­ing for, he was sur­prised to find that it was a

    fair­ly de­cent-​look­ing apart­ment house, lo­cat­ed on the fringes of the ghet­to. Close

    enough to his clien­tele to deal, but far enough away so that he could per­suade him­self that

    he didn’t live with them, Re­mo said to him­self.




    Here I come, Dan­ny the Man.




    Dan­ny “the Man” Lin­coln had grown up in the ghet­to, and some­how liv­ing on the edge of

    it gave him great sat­is­fac­tion. He was liv­ing there be­cause he want­ed to, and he could

    leave any­time he want­ed. He had enough mon­ey, and that was some­thing his moth­er and

    fa­ther nev­er had– enough mon­ey to get out.




    Dan­ny the Man wasn’t ex­pect­ing com­pa­ny. In fact, he al­ready had com­pa­ny, a wil­lowy

    black beau­ty who was stretched out on his bed, await­ing his plea­sure and ea­ger to ful­fill

    it.




    “Come to bed, Dan­ny.”




    “What’s your hur­ry, ba­by?” he asked from the door­way of his bed­room. Of course, he knew

    what her hur­ry was. The soon­er she made him hap­py, the soon­er she got some “can­dy,” to

    make her hap­py. The kind of can­dy that main­lined you straight to heav­en.




    “I just want to make you hap­py, Dan­ny,” she said, bat­ting her eyes and drop­ping the

    sheet so he could see her full, ripe breasts. “You know how I can make you hap­py.”




    “Oh, I know, all right,” Dan­ny said.




    He was tak­ing off his jack­et when there was a knock at the door.




    “Now who the hell–“




    “Don’t an­swer it,” the girl on the bed said. If he an­swered it, she knew she wouldn’t get

    her fix, and she couldn’t wait any longer.




    “Just be calm, Lau­ra,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”




    He shrugged his jack­et back on and walked to the door. There was an­oth­er knock, and then

    he reached the door and opened it.




    The man who opened the door was tall and black, in his late twen­ties, wear­ing a red

    smok­ing jack­et.




    “What can I do for you, my man?”




    “Are you Dan­ny the Man?” Re­mo asked.




    “That’s me.”




    “Some­body told me you’re a push­er.”




    Dan­ny laughed and said, “What are you, a cop? Is this a new ap­proach? Get lost, man.” The

    black man start­ed to slam the door, but Re­mo moved his foot and kept it open.




    “I’m not a cop,” he said, “I just need to talk to a push­er.”




    “About what? You look­ing to get in­to the busi­ness? Ev­ery­body wants in on the act.”




    “That’s what I want to talk about,” Re­mo said. He pushed past Dan­ny and en­tered the

    apart­ment.




    “Hey, man–“




    “You bet­ter shut the door, Dan­ny boy, so we don’t at­tract any un­want­ed

    at­ten­tion.”




    “And how we gonna do that, slick?”




    “I’m go­ing to ask you some ques­tions, and if I don’t get some straight an­swers, I’m

    go­ing to bounce you all over these walls.”




    “Huh,” Dan­ny said con­temp­tu­ous­ly. It was a demon­stra­tion of his con­tempt that he did

    shut the door and then fold­ed his arms de­fi­ant­ly. “You’re a tough dude, huh? Big man?”




    Be­fore Re­mo could an­swer, the girl came out of the bed­room, naked.




    “Dan­ny“




    “Get back in­side, bitch!” Dan­ny the Man snapped.




    “Dan­ny, I just need“




    “I got some­body here, stupid. What are you com­ing out here like that for?”




    Look­ing as if she had just been slapped in the face, she said, “Gee, hon­ey, I just

    want­ed–“




    “You just want­ed your fix, huh, bitch?” He walked up to her and slapped her vi­cious­ly

    across the face. “You don’t come walk­ing in­to a room buck naked when I got com­pa­ny, you

    dumb cow! Go back in the bed­room and get dressed, and then get the hell out. I don’t ev­er

    want to see you again!”




    “But Dan­ny, I need“




    “I know what you need, and you can go get it from some­body else. But you bet­ter have

    plen­ty of cash be­cause they might not take a mediocre piece for it like I did.”




    He gave her a push that pro­pelled her all the way in­to the next room.




    “You’re a sweet­heart, aren’t you?” Re­mo said.




    “She’s just a dumb junkie bitch,” Dan­ny said. “In an hour she’ll be sit­ting in some al­ley

    some­place snif­fling and shak­ing. She’ll give some john a good time for five bucks.”




    He turned on Re­mo then and said, “We got some busi­ness, huh? You wan­na ask me some

    ques­tions and get straight an­swers?”




    “That’s right.”




    “Well, let’s get past that part, white boy, be­cause I want to get to the part where you

    bounce me off the walls.” The black push­er smiled and pro­duced a switch­blade from his

    pock­et. He flicked out the blade. “That I got­ta see.”




    The girl came out of the bed­room then, half in and half out of her clothes, cry­ing, but

    some­how ex­hibit­ing a de­fi­ance of her own.




    “Big man, Dan­ny the Man,” she said with con­tempt. “You ain’t a man, Dan­ny boy, you ain’t

    even a good“




    Dan­ny took one step and brought his hand up to de­liv­er a smash­ing back­hand blow that

    would have rat­tled the girl’s teeth and dis­lodged some of them if it had land­ed.




    It didn’t.




    Dan­ny felt an iron grip wrap it­self around his wrist, and then he couldn’t move his arm at

    all.




    “Not this time,” Re­mo said.




    “Let go of my hand,” Dan­ny said cold­ly. He looked as cool as could be, but in­side he was

    won­der­ing what the white man’s grip was made of. The man was no big­ger than he was, but he

    couldn’t move his god­damn arm!




    “Back away from the girl,” Re­mo said, “and then we’ll con­tin­ue our con­ver­sa­tion.”




    Dan­ny the Man’s eyes bored in­to Re­mo’s, and then he took a step back. As Re­mo let go of

    his wrist, Dan­ny backed up a cou­ple more steps. The girl, who had flinched in an­tic­ipa­tion

    of the blow, looked at Re­mo.




    “Thanks, mis­ter.”




    “You’d bet­ter leave, miss.”




    “But, I need–“




    “You don’t need any­thing that he can give you,” Re­mo said. “Come on, I’ll walk you to the

    door.”




    He kept an eye on Dan­ny as he walked with her to the door, and with­out let­ting the black

    drug push­er see what he was do­ing, he touched the girl on her back, by the fifth vertabra.

    The girl al­most stag­gered from the jolt of plea­sure that shot through her, but he stead­ied

    her, opened the door, and guid­ed her in­to the hall. He left her lean­ing against the wall,

    still reel­ing from her new ex­pe­ri­ence, one she’d nev­er be able to match with any drug.




    He closed the door and turned to face Dan­ny, who was star­ing down at his hands. He was

    won­der­ing why he had to­tal­ly for­got­ten the blade in his left hand when the white man

    grabbed his right wrist.




    “Now, about those ques­tions,” Re­mo said.




    “You can ask,” Dan­ny said, “but that ain’t say­ing that I’ll an­swer.”




    “Well, we’ll try it the easy way first.”




    Dan­ny stud­ied Re­mo for a few mo­ments in si­lence, then fold­ed up his blade and tucked

    it away.




    “You want a drink?”




    “No, thanks. Just some an­swers.”




    “Well, go ahead and ask.”




    The black man walked to a small portable bar, and Re­mo wait­ed un­til he had a drink in his

    hand.




    “I want to know about the drug busi­ness, Dan­ny,” he said. “Specif­ical­ly in this

    area.”




    Dan­ny sipped his drink. “Busi­ness ain’t ex­act­ly boom­ing.”




    “Why not?”




    “There’s some new ac­tion in town, and it’s cut­ting in­to busi­ness. Not just my busi­ness.

    Ev­ery­body’s.”




    “Who are they?”




    “We’ve been try­ing to find out who’s be­hind it, but all we’ve been able to find is who the

    street ac­tion is be­ing han­dled by.”




    “Don’t tell me, let me guess,” Re­mo said. “Kids.”




    “Yeah, kids,” Dan­ny said. “If you know all this, why come to me?”




    “Up till now I was just guess­ing.”




    “Well, who­ev­er’s run­ning these kids is re­al­ly cut­ting in­to our ac­tion, and we’re

    look­ing for a way to fix that. If you can help us out, it would be worth a lot of mon­ey to

    you.”




    “Sor­ry, but I’ve got my own busi­ness to wor­ry about.”




    “Which is?”




    “Can’t go in­to that right now, Dan­ny.”




    “Well, if you can see your way clear to nudg­ing some of these kids off the street while

    you’re tak­ing care of your own busi­ness, you could still find a nice chunk of change com­ing

    your way.”




    “I’ll keep it in mind.”




    As Re­mo start­ed for the door, Dan­ny said, “That’s it? That’s all you want­ed?”




    “That’s it.”




    “You mean I gave up an in­cred­ible piece of ass for this?” he asked, spread­ing his arms

    out help­less­ly.




    “Sor­ry.”




    “No big deal,” the push­er said. “She’s gone, but she’ll be back. She needs her can­dy, and

    I’s de can­dy man, bro.” He showed two rows of gleam­ing white teeth.




    “Maybe she’s lost her sweet tooth,” Re­mo said.


  




  

    CHAPTER EIGHT




    Re­mo left Dan­ny the Man’s build­ing. There was no sign of the girl. She had prob­ably gone

    off some­where to en­joy her new high.




    Anx­ious to find out if Smith had come up with any­thing, Re­mo found a pay phone. It was an

    old-​fash­ioned booth, with a door and a light that didn’t work when he closed it be­hind him.

    To his sur­prise, the phone did work.




    He di­aled the nec­es­sary dig­its and got Smith on the line.




    He didn’t no­tice the group of black youths that was fol­low­ing him.




    At the same time a sim­ilar group of youths– these white– were mov­ing down the hall to­ward

    Re­mo and Chi­un’s ho­tel room. White youths were as un­no­tice­able in the ho­tel as blacks

    were in the ghet­to.




    There were six of them. Many more, their lead­er thought, than would be need­ed to take care

    of one old chink.




    They clus­tered around the door and, us­ing the mass of their weight, broke it open and

    burst in­to the room.




    They were not quite pre­pared for what met them.




    “I’ve got a com­mon de­nom­ina­tor, but I’m not sure I un­der­stand it yet,” Smith told

    Re­mo.




    “Tell me about it,” Re­mo said. “We’ll fig­ure it out to­geth­er.”




    “Well, the fig­ures on drug ar­rests are down in all three cities,” Smith said. “For that to

    be the case in three ma­jor cities in the Unit­ed States– es­pe­cial­ly those the size of New

    York and Los An­ge­les– is quite im­prob­able. But nev­er­the­less true, ac­cord­ing to my

    com­pu­ta­tions.”




    “It’s true.”




    “What do you know?” Smith asked. “Specif­ical­ly.”




    “Kids, specif­ical­ly. This whole thing seems to be about kids.”




    “Well? Who killed Bil­ly Mar­tin?”




    “I still don’t know that, but I think I know why he was killed.”




    “All right, that’s a start. Tell me why.”




    “Ac­cord­ing to the de­tec­tive who made the ar­rest, the Mar­tin kid was promis­ing to

    spill some pret­ty big beans in ex­change for a deal, but he got killed be­fore he could tell

    them what it was.”




    “And you know what it was?”




    “I think so. I think what he was go­ing to tell them about was a whole new way of deal­ing

    drugs.”




    “Ex­plain.”




    “They’re us­ing kids– mi­nors– and when these kids get ar­rest­ed, they go up on ju­ve­nile

    charges, which wouldn’t show up in the drug statis­tics.”




    “And that’s why the fig­ures seem to have gone down.”




    “Right.”




    “Then the fig­ures re­al­ly haven’t gone down at all. They just seem to have.”




    “Right again.”




    “Well, what good does that do?” Smith asked, puz­zled.




    “Smit­ty,” Re­mo said, as if he were talk­ing to a child, “it makes it look like the po­lice

    are do­ing a fab­ulous job. The fig­ures look like they’ve gone down, and you know po­lice work

    is all stats. If the stats look good, so do the cops.”




    “Wait, let me con­firm this with the com­put­ers while I have you on the line.”




    “Hey, it’s your mon­ey,” Re­mo said.




    While Smit­ty played with his ma­chines, Re­mo be­came aware of move­ment out­side the phone

    booth. He was an­noyed with him­self that he hadn’t no­ticed it ear­li­er. On the sly he

    checked out the sit­ua­tion; any­one look­ing in­to the booth would think he was to­tal­ly

    in­volved with his tele­phone call.




    “This con­firms it,” Smith said, com­ing back on the line.




    “What does?”




    “The com­put­er shows that all of the oth­er ju­ve­niles who were killed in those three

    cities had come in­to a lot of mon­ey re­cent­ly, and they all had po­lice records.”




    “In­volv­ing drugs?”




    “As you said, it wouldn’t show up, but the mere pres­ence of the record and the mon­ey is

    enough to in­di­cate that your sup­po­si­tion is cor­rect.”




    “Pret­ty smart for an as­sas­sin, huh?”




    “I beg your par­don?” Smith asked.




    Re­mo sighed. Smit­ty had the sense of hu­mor of a bowl­ing ball. “For­get it. I’m go­ing to

    break this thing, if on­ly to get Chi­un off his

    some­body-​is-​killing-​the-​chil­dren-​of-​the-​world kick.”




    “He takes that very se­ri­ous­ly.”




    “Chi­un takes ev­ery­thing very se­ri­ous­ly. Have you got any­thing yet on that guy I asked

    you to check out?”




    “Not yet.”




    “Well, I’ve got some­thing else you can put your ma­chines to work on.”




    “What?”




    “I want you to run a back­ground check on a min­is­ter who calls him­self Loren­zo

    Moor­cock. He runs some­thing calld the Church of Mod­ern-​day Be­liefs, based here in

    De­troit.”




    “What’s he got to do with this?”




    “I’m not sure. He’s flit­ting around the edge of the whole thing, and I’d like to know more

    about him.”




    “I’ll take care of it.”




    “Good. I’ll get back to you.”




    Re­mo hung up and knew that the phone booth was sur­round­ed by a half-​dozen

    surly-​look­ing kids with blades. But what re­al­ly both­ered him was that he knew he was

    go­ing to have to go through them with­out killing one, be­cause he’d nev­er hear the end of it

    from Chi­un.


  




  

    CHAPTER NINE




    When Re­mo got back to his ho­tel room, the door was open and the place was vir­tu­al­ly

    lit­tered with bro­ken and bat­tered bod­ies. Chi­un was seat­ed peace­ful­ly in the midst of

    the car­nage.




    “Are they all dead?” Re­mo de­mand­ed ac­cus­ing­ly, slam­ming the door shut be­hind

    him.




    “Of course. Some of us do not have faulty tech­nique.”




    “Oh, great,” Re­mo said. He walked around the room check­ing bod­ies, hop­ing to find at

    least one live one they could ques­tion. While do­ing so, he no­ticed some­thing that

    sur­prised him.




    “Chi­un, these are all kids,” he said. “They’re all young, and you killed them.”




    Chi­un made a sound of dis­gust and said, “You look, but you do not see.”




    Re­mo checked the faces again and saw what Chi­un meant. Al­though all of the dead men were

    young, there wasn’t one of them who wasn’t of le­gal age. As far as Chi­un was con­cerned, they

    were no longer chil­dren.




    “I guess that’s what hap­pens to the kids when they get too old to be push­ers,” Re­mo said.

    “The or­ga­ni­za­tion makes them in­to killers.”




    “Trash.”




    “Maybe, but if we’d got­ten even one of them alive, we might have found out some­thing.”




    “Pah,” Chi­un said. “You left me alone here all day so that my seren­ity was shat­tered by

    these am­ateur­ish oafs, and now you both­er me with triv­ial­ities. You know noth­ing about

    suf­fer­ing.”




    “I do too. As a mat­ter of fact, I ran in­to a gang of goons my­self.”




    “You were at­tacked?”




    “Sort of,” Re­mo said, feel­ing that he had put his foot in his mouth.




    “And you ques­tioned them?”




    “Well, um, no.”




    “Yet you didn’t kill them?”




    “They kind of got away from me.” Chi­un made a face. “Well, what could I do?” Re­mo went on.

    “They were kids, re­al kids. And I knew I’d nev­er hear the end of it from you if I killed even

    one.”




    “So what did you do?”




    “I scared them away.”




    “Oh? That’s in­ter­est­ing. How?”




    “Let’s just say we owe the city of De­troit one phone booth.”




    When the phone rang, Re­mo raced for it, just to ter­mi­nate Chi­un’s ques­tion­ing.




    “Ex­cuse me, Mr. Ran­disi,” the desk clerk said, us­ing the name Re­mo had reg­is­tered

    un­der.




    “Mr. who? Oh, yeah. What is it?”




    “There’s a po­lice­man here to see you.”




    “Now?” Re­mo looked around the corpse-​strewn room. “Tell him we’re not in.”




    “I’m afraid he’s al­ready on his way up, sir.”




    “Ter­rif­ic.” Re­mo sighed. “That’s just peachy. His name’s Palmer, I sup­pose.”




    “Why, yes, sir. He said–“




    Re­mo hung up and ran im­me­di­ate­ly to the bod­ies ly­ing sprawled around the room,

    prop­ping them up on chairs and daub­ing at the crust­ed blood on their faces with wet

    tis­sues.




    “Come on, Chi­un. You’ve got to help make these guys look like they’re alive.”




    “The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju does not per­form la­bor­ers’ tasks,” Chi­un said.




    “But geez, it’s the cops,” Re­mo said, dash­ing fran­ti­cal­ly to stop one of the bod­ies as

    it fell for­ward off a chair. “They’ll pull us in for mur­der, for Pe­te’s sake. Smit­ty’ll

    have a hem­or­rhage.”




    “I am an as­sas­sin,” Chi­un said lofti­ly. “I do not bring the dead back to life. That is

    the work of a ma­gi­cian. If Em­per­or Smith wished evil per­sons to re­main alive, he would

    not have hired–“




    “Grab him, will you?” Re­mo point­ed to the body, which was slow­ly lolling for­ward. Chi­un

    flung out his left arm. There was the crunch of neck­bones as the body jolt­ed back in­to an

    up­right po­si­tion.




    De­tec­tive Palmer pound­ed on the door.




    “Hold it a sec­ond,” Re­mo yelled ir­ri­ta­bly while press­ing to­geth­er the skin on

    an­oth­er dead man’s fore­head to cov­er a hole made by Chi­un’s in­dex fin­ger.




    Soft­ly Chi­un spoke. “You had bet­ter an­swer the door.”




    “I will, al­ready.”




    “You had bet­ter an­swer it now.” Chi­un was star­ing at the door, Re­mo fol­lowed the old

    man’s gaze. The door was falling for­ward.




    “The hinges came off dur­ing my al­ter­ca­tion with these per­sons,” the old Ori­en­tal

    said. “For aes­thet­ic pur­pos­es, I reat­tached them to the wall.”




    In­deed, the hinges were em­bed­ded beau­ti­ful­ly in the plas­ter. The on­ly trou­ble was

    that they weren’t at­tached to any­thing.




    Re­mo rushed for the door, stopped it be­fore it slammed to the floor, and right­ed it.

    Then, us­ing a lot of mus­cle, he creaked it open a hair as if he were open­ing it

    nor­mal­ly.




    “Nice,” Palmer said.




    Re­mo shook his head. “I’ve been call­ing the ho­tel main­te­nance de­part­ment for

    hours.”




    Palmer tried to peek through the nar­row open­ing. “Mind if I come in?”




    “Yes,” Re­mo said em­phat­ical­ly. “That is, we were asleep. We’re not dressed for

    en­ter­tain­ing.”




    “I just count­ed six guys in there.”




    “Well…” Re­mo thought for a mo­ment. “They’re asleep too.”




    The de­tec­tive gave Re­mo a dis­gust­ed look. “Oh, I get it. A pa­ja­ma par­ty.”




    “Um­mm…”




    Chi­un’s wrin­kled face peered out be­neath Re­mo’s el­bow. “Si­lence, please,” he hissed.

    “I am con­duct­ing a séance. My as­so­ciates are in deep trance.” The face ducked and

    van­ished.




    Palmer fold­ed his arms over his chest. “Okay,” he said. “What the hell’s go­ing on

    here?”




    “Shhh,” Re­mo whis­pered. “You heard him. The trancees can’t be dis­turbed.”




    Palmer tried again to look past Re­mo, but Re­mo blocked his vi­sion. Palmer feint­ed left,

    then right, then jumped. Each time, Re­mo matched the move.




    “If I had a sus­pi­cious na­ture, I’d say you didn’t want me to see what’s in there,” Palmer

    said.




    “The con­fi­den­tial­ity of the trancee-​medi­um re­la­tion­ship must be hon­ored,” Re­mo

    said weight­ily.




    “Is that so?” Sud­den­ly Palmer dropped to his stom­ach. Re­mo did the same. Then Palmer

    raised his head. “Aha!” he shout­ed be­fore Re­mo could block his line of sight again.




    At the sound, a trou­ble­some body fell for­ward, crash­ing head­first in­to the cof­fee

    ta­ble.




    Palmer stood up, dust­ing him­self off. “Those guys in there don’t look too healthy,” he

    said, giv­ing Re­mo the once-​over with his eyes.




    “Hey. We don’t ask for a cer­tifi­cate of health, okay? So what are you here about,

    any­way?”




    Palmer pursed his lips, as if de­cid­ing whether or not to ar­rest Re­mo on the spot. Then

    his mouth re­laxed, and his face formed in­to its nor­mal fe­ro­cious scowl. “Ah, what the

    hell,” he said. “It’s been a lousy enough day. We came by to tell you about your car.”




    “Car?”




    “The rental. It blew up, re­mem­ber?”




    “Oh, yeah.” The car had been the last thing on Re­mo’s mind. “What was wrong with it?”




    “What do I look like, a me­chan­ic?” Palmer said cranki­ly. “It had an ex­tra part. A

    bomb.”




    Out of the cor­ner of his eye, Re­mo saw an­oth­er body keel­ing over.




    “Uh… that’s fine.”




    “Palmer’s face red­dened. “Oh, it’s fine, is it?”




    “No. I mean, it’s not fine,” Re­mo stam­mered. “It’s ter­ri­ble. What’s the world com­ing

    to? A damn shame, that’s what it is….”




    Palmer checked his watch with a sigh. “Five o’clock, and I need this? Come on, Madame

    Zel­da. You and your friend are go­ing to the sta­tion.” He reached an arm through the open­ing

    of the door.




    Re­mo touched two fin­gers to Palmer’s wrist and par­alyzed it.




    “Wha–“




    Re­mo tapped the de­tec­tive’s throat. No fur­ther sound came out.




    “Lis­ten,” Re­mo said. “I know this looks sus­pi­cious, but we can’t ex­plain any­thing

    ex­cept that we’re on your side. You can be­lieve us or not, but you can’t take us in.

    Phys­ical­ly can’t.”




    As the de­tec­tive gaped at Re­mo in mute sur­prise, his arm stiffly out­stretched, Re­mo

    said, “But I’ll tell you what we know. One, some­body killed the lawyer named Weems. You

    prob­ably al­ready knew that, and you’ve prob­ably guessed that it’s got some­thing to do with

    the Bil­ly Mar­tin mur­der. Two, we think Bil­ly was part of a drug ring that us­es kids as

    street push­ers. The top guys in the ring aren’t kids, though, and we’re try­ing to find out

    who they are. But we’re not go­ing to find out any­thing if cops are al­ways hang­ing around

    us, so we’d ap­pre­ci­ate it if you’d get lost for a while.”




    Then he touched Palmer’s throat to re­lease the par­alyzed mus­cles.




    “Why, you–” the de­tec­tive be­gan. Re­mo tapped the mus­cles again, and Palmer fell in­to

    an an­gry si­lence.




    “I guess you don’t be­lieve the part about not be­ing able to ar­rest us,” Re­mo said.

    Palmer nar­rowed his eyes. Re­mo reached out and ma­nip­ulat­ed a spot on the de­tec­tive’s

    col­lar­bone that caused Palmer’s eyes to widen in pain.




    “Do you be­lieve me now?”




    Palmer nod­ded.




    Re­mo re­leased the man’s col­lar­bone and then his arm. “I’m sor­ry I had to do that,” he

    said.




    Palmer nod­ded again, then point­ed to his mouth.




    “But do you re­al­ly be­lieve?” Re­mo said, try­ing to im­itate Pe­ter Pan.




    The de­tec­tive rolled his eyes. Re­mo touched his throat.




    “Ah. Ah,” Palmer said, hold­ing his hand to his throat ex­per­imen­tal­ly. “How’d you do

    that?”




    “It’s not easy to ex­plain,” Re­mo said. He told Palmer about the drug ar­rest fig­ures and

    the elu­sive con­nec­tion be­tween the cities of New York, New Or­leans, Los An­ge­les, and

    De­troit.




    Palmer mulled over the in­for­ma­tion in si­lence for a few mo­ments. “Who do you work for?”

    he asked fi­nal­ly.




    Re­mo shook his head. “Sor­ry.”




    “Gov­ern­ment?”




    “Can’t say.”




    “It’s gov­ern­ment,” Palmer said with fi­nal­ity. “No hit man can do the kind of thing you

    just did.” He turned to leave, then turned back. “Just do me a fa­vor, okay?”




    “Shoot.”




    “Let me in on your dis­cov­er­ies next time. Just so some in­no­cent rook­ie don’t de­cide

    to ar­rest you and end up in the fun­ny farm.”




    “Will do,” Re­mo said.




    “And an­oth­er thing. You bet­ter use a dif­fer­ent name the next time you rent a car. That

    bomb was for you. Some­body’s got you pegged.”




    “That’s okay. We can take care of our­selves.”




    “Some­how,” Palmer said, rub­bing his throat, “that doesn’t sur­prise me.”


  




  

    CHAPTER TEN




    The fol­low­ing morn­ing Re­mo put a call in to Smith from the ho­tel room and filled him in

    on the at­tempts on both his and Chi­un’s lives.




    “Why an at­tempt on Chi­un?” Smith asked.




    “I’ve been think­ing about that,” Re­mo said. “I’m pret­ty sure it was meant to be an

    at­tempt on me. They were just un­lucky enough to find Chi­un in­stead.”




    “Any prob­lem with the lo­cal po­lice?”




    “No. We seem to have stum­bled in­to a fair­ly good work­ing re­la­tion­ship with the

    de­tec­tive who ar­rest­ed the Mar­tin kid.”




    “What kind of re­la­tion­ship?” Smith asked sus­pi­cious­ly.




    “Umm…” Re­mo knew how Smith felt about out­siders know­ing any­thing at all about CURE. “He

    thinks we’re medi­ums,” he said.




    “The De­troit po­lice use medi­ums to solve their cas­es?”




    “Why not?” Re­mo said light­ly. “Any­way, what did you get for me?”




    “Some en­light­en­ing in­for­ma­tion. For one thing, Loren­zo Moor­cock is the man’s re­al

    name.”




    “You’re kid­ding.”




    “I don’t kid, Re­mo.”




    “Oh, yeah, I for­got for a sec­ond. Con­tin­ue, please.”




    “He’s a failed politi­cian.”




    “Well, he’s got good train­ing for what he’s do­ing now, that’s for sure.”




    “He ran for city com­mis­sion­er in De­troit a few years ago and lost, but the

    in­ter­est­ing part is where he got large trans­fu­sions of mon­ey for his cam­paign.”




    “All right, Smit­ty, I’ll bite. Where?”




    “He re­ceived large do­na­tions from Ira­ni­an groups, both le­gal and il­le­gal.”




    “That ex­plains why he was singing the prais­es of the Ay­atol­lah in his ser­mon. What

    oth­er kinds of friends does he have?”




    “Well, since then he’s start­ed this mod­ern-​be­liefs re­li­gion, and he’s made close

    friends with some Mex­ican of­fi­cials who vis­it De­troit reg­ular­ly as some sort of Mex­ican

    trade del­ega­tion to ob­serve how cars are built here. Ap­par­ent­ly, they vis­it his church

    for ser­vices while they are here. The Mex­icans come fair­ly fre­quent­ly– sev­er­al times a

    year.”




    “Ira­ni­ans and Mex­icans, that’s an odd pair.”




    “Very odd. What do you plan to do now?”




    “I’m not sure. I guess I’ll have to keep a close eye on Moor­cock for a while and al­so talk

    to the oth­er man I asked you to check up on for me. What did you get on him?”




    “Louis Ster­ling. He’s been work­ing at Na­tion­al Mo­tors as long as Al­lan Mar­tin had

    been. His son is fif­teen. His name is Wal­ter.”




    “I’ll want to talk to him again too. He was in­volved in what looked like a drug sale the

    oth­er night, so he looks like my best bet to get some in­for­ma­tion on this drug ring.”




    “Do you know where to find him?”




    “I’m hop­ing that he went back home last night, but if he saw me at Moor­cock’s church, he

    might be hid­ing out. If that’s the case, I’ll just have to hunt him up.”




    “Well, do what you have to do, and keep me in­formed.”




    “Al­ways, Smit­ty,” Re­mo said. He was about to hang up when some­thing oc­curred to him.

    “Smit­ty, when is the next Mex­ican trade del­ega­tion due?”




    “Wait, I’ll check with the com­put­er.” A few mo­ments went by, and then Smith said, “Just

    by co­in­ci­dence, they’re due in town to­mor­row.”




    “Bin­go. Thanks, Smit­ty. I’ll keep in touch.”




    When he hung up, Chi­un looked at him ex­pec­tant­ly, and he went over the con­ver­sa­tion

    with Smith.




    “This min­is­ter has some very strange friends,” Chi­un re­marked.




    “One of us ought to keep an eye on him,” Re­mo said, “while the oth­er one looks for Wal­ter

    Ster­ling.”




    “I will watch the min­is­ter,” Chi­un said. “He in­ter­ests me.”




    “Then I’ll get out there and try to find the Ster­ling kid. He’s the on­ly lead we have on

    this drug ring, and maybe he can lead us to who­ev­er’s in charge.”




    “And that will be the per­son re­spon­si­ble for the killing of the chil­dren.”




    Re­mo closed his eyes and said, “Yes, Chi­un.”




    As they got ready to leave, Re­mo said, “No mat­ter what hap­pens, we’ll meet back here this

    evening. If I can’t find the Ster­ling kid, I want to fol­low the good min­is­ter to­mor­row

    when he meets his friends from the Mex­ican trade com­mis­sion.”




    “If you find the boy–” Chi­un be­gan.




    “I know,” Re­mo said, “I’ll be nice to him. I’ll buy him a lol­lipop and ask him re­al nice

    to tell me who his source is.”




    Re­mo de­cid­ed against sad­dling him­self with an­oth­er rental car and took a cab to the

    Ster­ling house. He didn’t both­er won­der­ing how Chi­un was go­ing to get around, or how the

    Ori­en­tal would fol­low the min­is­ter with­out be­ing spot­ted. He knew that if Chi­un didn’t

    want to be seen, he could be damned near in­vis­ible.




    When he reached the Ster­ling house, there was no car in front or in the drive­way, but then

    he hadn’t ex­pect­ed Louis Ster­ling to be home. It was Wal­ter he was af­ter.




    He rang the bell, hop­ing against hope that the kid him­self would an­swer. When there was

    no im­me­di­ate re­ply, he rang again, de­cid­ing he’d set­tle for the kid’s moth­er. When no

    one an­swered the sec­ond ring, he put his hand on the door­knob, ex­ert­ed just the right

    amount of pres­sure, and popped it open.




    It on­ly took a few mo­ments for him to as­cer­tain that the house was emp­ty, and then he

    start­ed his search. He was look­ing for a large stash of mon­ey or any­thing else that might

    help him. When he found what was ob­vi­ous­ly the kid’s bed­room, he spent more time there than

    any­where else and was re­ward­ed. In the clos­et he found some loose floor­boards and, pry­ing

    them up, dis­cov­ered what he was look­ing for. Not on­ly did he find the cash, but there were

    some drugs hid­den away as well. Still, there was noth­ing to tell where ei­ther had come from,

    so he left them there and re­placed the floor­boards.




    He left the house and de­cid­ed that he might as well go to the plant and talk to Louis

    Ster­ling, who might be able to tell him where his son was.




    When he got to the plant, he re­ceived a pass from the same re­cep­tion­ist he had seen on

    his first vis­it and went look­ing for Ster­ling on the as­sem­bly line. When he didn’t see

    him, he asked the fore­man, Bof­fa, if he knew where he was.




    “Did you check the lounge?”




    “Yeah, he’s not there.”




    “What about the lock­er room?”




    “I don’t know where it is.”




    Check­ing his watch, the fore­man frowned and then said, “All right, come on, I’ll show

    you.”




    Re­mo fol­lowed Bof­fa to the lock­er room, where they found Louis Ster­ling crouched down

    in front of his open lock­er.




    “Lou–” Bof­fa be­gan, but he stopped when he no­ticed some­thing fun­ny. Re­mo no­ticed

    al­so that Ster­ling wasn’t crouched. He was slumped against the lock­er.




    And dead.




    “What the hell…” the fore­man said.




    Re­mo touched the man on the shoul­der and leaned over him. In the mid­dle of Ster­ling’s

    chest was a gap­ing knife wound.




    Re­mo left the plant in a hur­ry, not even stop­ping to drop off his badge. With Louis

    Ster­ling dead, Wal­ter Ster­ling couldn’t be that far be­hind. Ob­vi­ous­ly, Re­mo had got­ten

    too close when he latched on to the Ster­lings, and the in­ten­tion now was to re­move them

    be­fore he could get any­thing out of them.




    “Call the po­lice and ask for De­tec­tive Palmer,” Re­mo said, giv­ing Bof­fa quick

    in­struc­tions. “Tell him I was here– that’s Ran­disi– but 1 had to leave.”




    “Shouldn’t you wait?”




    “Louis Ster­ling is dead, and I think his son Wal­ter is next on the list. Tell Palmer I’ll

    get in touch with him when I can.”




    Af­ter that, he left the plant and hailed a cab. He want­ed to go to the Church of

    Mod­ern-​day Be­liefs and check in with Chi­un. Maybe the Ster­ling kid was in­side the church

    with Moor­cock.




    Re­mo was sure that no one had been able to spot Chi­un for the sim­ple rea­son that it had

    tak­en him fif­teen min­utes to spot him him­self. The wily Ori­en­tal had sim­ply tak­en up

    po­si­tion in the shad­ows be­tween the slats of the fence be­hind the al­ley where Re­mo had

    watched the drug deal go down.




    “It took me awhile to see you,” Re­mo said, join­ing Chi­un be­hind the fence.




    “I know,” Chi­un said. “I al­lot­ted you fif­teen min­utes to find me, and then showed

    my­self.”




    “Right,” Re­mo said. Chi­un would nev­er ad­mit that Re­mo had spot­ted him on his own.




    “Why are you here so soon?” Chi­un asked.




    “Things are start­ing to hap­pen.” He told Chi­un what he had found in the Ster­ling house,

    and then what he found when he went to the plant. “The kid has to be next,” he summed up.




    “We must keep that from hap­pen­ing,” Chi­un said.




    “That’s why I’m here,” Re­mo said. “You haven’t seen any… chil­dren go in­to the church,

    have you?”




    “No, none.”




    “Well, that doesn’t mean he wasn’t in there when you got here,” Re­mo said. “How about

    Moor­cock? Did you see him leave?”




    “No.”




    “I think I’d bet­ter go in and have a talk with him. If he knows where the kid is, maybe I

    can con­vince him to tell me.”




    “I will come with you.”




    “I think it would be bet­ter if you stayed here. If Wal­ter Ster­ling is in there, he might

    take off the back way when he sees me.”




    “Very well, but you must try your best to get the man to help us. It is vi­tal that no more

    chil­dren die.”




    “For once, Chi­un, I agree with you.”




    Re­mo left the cov­er of the bro­ken fence and crossed the street to the church. When he

    en­tered, he found the place emp­ty, and he was frankly sur­prised that the doors were not

    locked. As he start­ed down the cen­ter aisle, a door in the front of the church opened, and

    Loren­zo Moor­cock, min­is­ter and failed politi­cian, came out.




    “You have come back,” he said. “To wor­ship?”




    “To ask for help.”




    “It is the same thing.”




    Re­mo stopped where he was and spoke to Moor­cock from across the room. “I’m go­ing to be

    very frank with you, Rev­erend.”




    “How re­fresh­ing.”




    “I’m look­ing for a boy named Wal­ter Ster­ling. Do you know him?”




    “He is a mem­ber of my flock, as is his fam­ily.”




    “His fa­ther isn’t any­more,” Re­mo said. “He’s dead, and I think who­ev­er killed him is

    out there look­ing for Wal­ter right now to do the same to him.”




    “Why would any­one want to kill the boy?”




    “Be­cause he’s in­volved with drugs, and he’s be­come a li­abil­ity to who­ev­er he’s

    work­ing for.”




    Moor­cock stared at Re­mo for a few sec­onds and then said, “How do I know that you don’t

    sim­ply want to ar­rest the boy for deal­ing drugs?”




    “I’m not a po­lice­man, Moor­cock. I’ve told you that.”




    “Yes, you have, but I can’t help but no­tice that you act very sus­pi­cious­ly like a

    po­lice­man–“




    “Moor­cock, if you were any kind of a min­is­ter, you’d want to keep that boy from be­ing

    killed–“




    “How would you sug­gest I do that?”




    “Tell me where he is.”




    “And if he shows up dead any­way, I would have no re­course but to sus­pect you of hav­ing

    some­thing to do with it.”




    “You’ve got a sus­pi­cious na­ture for a min­is­ter,” Re­mo said. “Or maybe I should say,

    for an ex-​politi­cian.”




    Moor­cock did not look sur­prised that Re­mo knew some­thing about his past. “You are well

    in­formed,” he said. “A po­lice­man would be.”




    “What do I have to do to con­vince you?”




    “Sup­pose I think about that ques­tion for a while and then get back to you,” the min­is­ter

    sug­gest­ed.




    “Rev­erend, I wouldn’t wait too long if I were you,” Re­mo said. “And to make it easy,

    here’s the num­ber where I’m stay­ing.”




    “That sounds like a threat.”




    “Take it any way you want.”




    Re­mo start­ed for the ex­it, then turned to face the min­is­ter again. “Talk to the boy,

    Moor­cock. Give him a chance to de­cide his own fate.”




    “I’ll be in touch.”




    Re­mo left the church and walked di­rect­ly across the street to where Chi­un was

    watch­ing.




    “Did any­one leave the build­ing?” he asked.




    “No one,” Chi­un said. “I take it the min­is­ter was not very co­op­er­ative.”




    “He’s a sus­pi­cious man,” Re­mo said, “or he wants us to think he is.”




    “What does that mean?”




    “He’s more than he seems to be,” Re­mo said. “Maybe to­mor­row we’ll find out, when the

    Mex­icans ar­rive.”




    “And un­til then?”




    “He’s sup­posed to call me if he de­cides to co­op­er­ate. I think one of us should go back

    to the ho­tel and wait for that call.”




    “Do you re­al­ly think it will come?”




    “I don’t think I want to take a chance that it will and we aren’t there to an­swer.”




    “What have you in mind?”




    “I think you should go back, Lit­tle Fa­ther. I want to try an­oth­er way of bring­ing

    Wal­ter Ster­ling to the sur­face.”




    “How?”




    “I’m go­ing to ask some­one else for help.”




    “De­tec­tive Palmer?”




    “I’ll have to talk to him, yes,” Re­mo said, “but even be­fore I see Palmer, I want to go

    and see an old friend of mine– a push­er named Dan­ny the Man.”




    “What makes you think he will help?”




    “I’ll ask him re­al nice, Chi­un,” Re­mo said. “You know how per­sua­sive I can be.”


  




  

    CHAPTER ELEVEN




    Dan­ny the Man wasn’t ex­pect­ing com­pa­ny… again. This time the young la­dy was white,

    blond, and busty in­stead of wil­lowy, and she was right in the mid­dle of earn­ing her

    “can­dy” when there was a knock at the door.




    “Je­sus!” Dan­ny the Man said vi­cious­ly.




    “Mm­mm?” the girl asked.




    “Let me loose, Car­la, I got to an­swer that.”




    “Mmm-​mmm,” the girl said, un­will­ing to give up when she was so close to earn­ing her

    fix.




    “Busi­ness be­fore plea­sure, Car­la, hon­ey,” the black man said. He gave her an

    open-​hand­ed slap along­side her head and snapped, “Let me loose, dammit!”




    The girl al­lowed him to slip away, and then pout­ed as he swung his legs to the floor,

    stood up, and put on his silk robe.




    As he was head­ing for the door, the knock­ing be­came a pound­ing, and he won­dered which

    of his cus­tomers was so hard up for a fix al­ready. He was sure that busi­ness had been

    con­clud­ed for that par­tic­ular day. Dan­ny the Man knew his reg­ular cus­tomers, and knew

    when they were due to fix, and that meant that who­ev­er was knock­ing wasn’t a cus­tomer.




    Cops, he won­dered, or… Naw, it couldn’t be that crazy white dude again, could it?




    He swung the door open and said, “Aw, man…”




    “Hel­lo, Dan­ny,” Re­mo said, walk­ing past the push­er in­to the apart­ment.




    “Man, you can’t be do­ing this to me all the time. My sex life is turn­ing to shit.”




    “Try get­ting some nice young la­dy to do it for love, Dan­ny, and not for can­dy.”




    “Thank you, Dear Ab­by,” Dan­ny said. He slammed the door shut and put his hands on his

    hips, fac­ing Re­mo. “What is it this time?”




    “Be­fore we start, why don’t you keep your friend from walk­ing out here naked. I’d hate to

    have to play that whole scene again.”




    “And I can’t af­ford to have you cure an­oth­er one of my girls,” Dan­ny agreed. “Wait a

    sec.”




    Dan­ny went in­to the bed­room, and Re­mo heard him ex­change a few less than friend­ly

    words with a young la­dy. In a few mo­ments the push­er was step­ping back in­to the room,

    pulling the bed­room door shut be­hind him.




    “You got any­thing on un­der that robe?”




    “What the hell do you think I was do­ing when you barged in,” Dan­ny said, “dress­ing for

    the po­lice­man’s ball?”




    “Just see if you can keep the robe from falling open. I don’t think I could take the

    ex­cite­ment.”




    “Ha-​ha. I’m dy­ing laugh­ing.” He poured him­self a drink. “You want one this time?”




    “No.”




    Dan­ny sat down on the couch, tak­ing care not to al­low his robe to gape open. “All right,

    man, lay it on me. What do you want?”




    “I want your help find­ing some­body.”




    “Who?”




    “A kid push­er named Wal­ter Ster­ling.”




    Dan­ny made a face and said, “Don’t sound like the name of one of my peo­ple.”




    “He’s not. He’s white.”




    “A street push­er?”




    “Yeah.”




    Dan­ny shrugged and said, “I don’t know him.”




    “That may be so, but that doesn’t mean you can’t help me find him.”




    “How do you pro­pose I do that?”




    “You’ve got street peo­ple of your own, Dan­ny. Put the word out. One white boy can’t be

    that hard to find in this neigh­bor­hood, right?”




    “What makes you think he’s hang­ing out here?”




    Re­mo shrugged and said, “A hunch. If he’s hid­ing out, he’s hid­ing where he thinks no one

    will look for him.”




    “You want my peo­ple to find this kid for you,” Dan­ny said. “Is that all?”




    “Not quite. The next part is tricky.”




    “1 don’t like tricks.”




    “You’ll love it. It’ll spice up your life.”




    “I hate it al­ready.”




    “I want you to front for me in set­ting up a meet­ing with some­one from this new drug

    op­er­ation.”




    “We’ve had meet­ings. Noth­ing ev­er gets done,” Dan­ny said. “The top man nev­er

    comes.”




    “I don’t want the top man. I just want some­body I can ques­tion.”




    “What makes you think that who­ev­er they send will talk to you?” the push­er asked.




    “I’m a re­al per­sua­sive guy, Dan­ny.”




    “Man, I’ll bet you are too.”




    “What do you say?”




    “I say maybe I ought to give you a try,” Dan­ny said, giv­ing Re­mo an ap­prais­ing

    look.




    “You car­ry­ing your blade in that?”




    “I wouldn’t need my blade.”




    “Oh, yes, you would,” Re­mo said, “and that would still give you next to no chance at all.”

    They stared at each oth­er in si­lence for sev­er­al ticks of the clock, and then Re­mo said,

    “Be­lieve me.”




    “That’s the prob­lem, man,” Dan­ny said. “I do.”




    “You’ll set it up, then?”




    “I’ll give it a shot. Where do I get in touch with you when– and if– I do?”




    Re­mo gave Dan­ny the Man his ho­tel and his room num­ber.




    “Call me there. I’ll be wait­ing for an­oth­er call any­way, so some­one will be there at

    all times.”




    “Got some oth­er fool work­ing for you too?”




    “Work­ing,” Re­mo said. “But I don’t think it’s for me.”




    Re­mo’s next stop was the po­lice sta­tion, where De­tec­tive William Palmer was breath­ing

    fire.




    “What the hell do you mean by leav­ing the scene of a homi­cide?” the de­tec­tive

    de­mand­ed. “I could put you away for that and throw away the key. You know that, don’t

    you?”




    “I know. But you won’t.”




    “And why not?” The de­tec­tive placed his hands bel­liger­ent­ly on his hips.




    “Be­cause I’m go­ing to solve these mur­ders for you.”




    “Is that a fact? You got some kind of crys­tal ball?”




    “I’m just work­ing on some­thing, that’s all.”




    Palmer stared at Re­mo, breath­ing hard through his nose, and then said, “What about the

    kid? Did you find him?”




    “Not yet. That’s one of the things I’m work­ing on.”




    “And where’s your friend?”




    “He’s back at the ho­tel, rest­ing.”




    “Yeah,” Palmer said. “If I killed six men, I’d need a rest too.”




    “What are you talk­ing about?” Re­mo said ca­su­al­ly.




    “Six stiffs showed up in the park­ing lot be­hind your ho­tel this morn­ing.” The

    de­tec­tive lit a cigarette. “Fun­ny thing,” he said through a jet of blue smoke.




    “Ev­ery last one of them’s a known killer with a record a mile long. And enough ju­ve­nile

    of­fens­es to fill the side of a build­ing.”




    “Do tell,” Re­mo said.




    “Don’t get smart with me, Zor­ro. It don’t mat­ter that they were scum­bags. De­troit ain’t

    no place for vig­ilantes, no mat­ter who they work for.” He stabbed his fin­ger in­to Re­mo’s

    chest. “You and the old geezer just bet­ter watch your ass, get it?”




    “Look, you know I didn’t have any­thing to do with killing Louis Ster­ling.”




    “Mis­ter,” Palmer said, “I don’t know noth­ing about you. And that’s the way I want to keep

    it.”




    “I know, and I ap­pre­ci­ate it. You won’t be sor­ry.”




    “Hell, I’m al­ready sor­ry. Go on, get your butt out of here be­fore I come to my

    sens­es.”




    “I’ll be in touch.”




    “I can’t wait.”




    Back at the ho­tel Chi­un told Re­mo that the min­is­ter had not yet called, but that a man

    named Dan­ny Lin­coln had.




    “That’s Dan­ny the Man, Chi­un. What did he say?”




    “He said that he had put the word out but had not yet been able to make that ap­point­ment

    you want­ed. He will call you to­mor­row.”




    “Well, I guess that means we can stop wait­ing for the phone to ring tonight.”




    “The child Wal­ter Ster­ling is still out there, in dan­ger,” Chi­un said.




    “With a lit­tle luck, Chi­un, that’ll change to­mor­row.”




    “To­mor­row you will fol­low the min­is­ter?”




    “Yes, while you wait for Dan­ny the Man to call. He’s ei­ther go­ing to find the kid for us

    or put us in con­tact with some­one else in­volved with the drug sell­ing. One way or the

    oth­er we could wrap this thing up to­mor­row.”




    “We will have to make sure that luck has noth­ing to do with it,” Chi­un said. “On­ly a

    white bar­bar­ian would trust suc­cess to luck. The wel­fare of the chil­dren of the world must

    not be left to chance.”




    “Right, Chi­un.”




    “So to­mor­row we will make sure that this mat­ter comes to an end, and the killer of

    chil­dren will be pun­ished.”




    “I’m with you, Chi­un,” Re­mo said.




    “I hope that is not meant to be a source of en­cour­age­ment to me.”


  




  

    CHAPTER TWELVE




    Loren­zo Moor­cock turned to Wal­ter Ster­ling and said, “He wants to kill you,

    Wal­ter.”




    “What makes you say that?” the kid asked.




    “I can see it on his face, in his eyes. This Re­mo Ran­disi is a born killer. It is what he

    does.”




    The Rev­erend Moor­cock had no idea just how right he was. “The best thing for you to do is

    stay right here un­til ev­ery­thing blows over, be­lieve me.”




    “But my moth­er,” Ster­ling said. “She’ll be wor­ried about me.”




    “Don’t wor­ry about your moth­er,” Moor­cock said. “I will tell her that you are all

    right.”




    They were in a small room on the sec­ond floor of the church, where Wal­ter Ster­ling had

    been hid­ing since the first time Re­mo fol­lowed him. Now that Moor­cock had told him that his

    fa­ther was dead, Wal­ter was ter­ri­fied that he was next.




    “I will bring you some­thing to eat lat­er,” Moor­cock promised him. “For now, you had

    bet­ter rest.”




    “Thank you, Rev­erend,” Ster­ling said, grab­bing the man’s arm. “Thank you.”




    “Not at all, my boy,” Moor­cock said, pat­ting his hand. “Af­ter all, you are part of my

    flock.”




    Moor­cock dis­en­gaged Ster­ling’s hands from his arm and left the room. He took the steps

    down to the main floor but did not stop there. He went through an­oth­er door and con­tin­ued

    down un­til he reached the base­ment. A man was stand­ing at the door as he en­tered the

    base­ment.




    “How is it go­ing?” Moor­cock asked him.




    “It’s go­ing fine.”




    “Will we be ready for our Mex­ican friends to­mor­row?”




    “More than ready. We’ll be able to han­dle ev­ery­thing they bring us.”




    “Good,” Moor­cock said.




    “What about the Ster­ling boy?” the man asked.




    “He’s all right where he is for now.”




    “I still think we should have killed him days ago when–“




    “I’m aware of your opin­ion, Don­ald,” Moor­cock said, putting his hand on the man’s

    shoul­der. “You’ll get your chance to kill him soon enough.”




    “You don’t think I like killing, do you?” the man asked.




    “No, Don­ald,” Moor­cock said, “I think you love it.”




    Both men laughed, and Moor­cock went to look over his op­er­ation.




    Loren­zo Moor­cock had been a very un­hap­py man the day he lost the elec­tion for city

    com­mis­sion­er of De­troit. But now, five years lat­er, he couldn’t have been hap­pi­er about

    the out­come. If he had been suc­cess­ful in his po­lit­ical ca­reer, he wouldn’t now be the

    proud own­er of a wild­ly lu­cra­tive drug op­er­ation.




    It had tak­en Moor­cock time to set up his elab­orate drug-​cut­ting fac­to­ry in the

    base­ment, af­ter he had pur­chased the run-​down church. But the church was a per­fect cov­er,

    and once he had that set up, it was just a mat­ter of round­ing up the right peo­ple and the

    right con­tacts. Some of his old po­lit­ical af­fil­ia­tions had been help­ful in that area,

    es­pe­cial­ly his Ira­ni­an friends.




    Us­ing ju­ve­niles as his street ped­dlers had been a stroke of pure ge­nius. When they got

    ar­rest­ed, it was on­ly on ju­ve­nile charges, and they were soon out on the streets again.

    And when they got old­er, he sim­ply moved them in­to an­oth­er area of the op­er­ation.




    It was all per­fect, right down to the way the drugs were brought in­to the coun­try and

    placed in his hands. For that, he used not on­ly the Ira­ni­ans but al­so the Mex­icans.




    In the eigh­teen months that his op­er­ation had been run­ning, no one had ev­er come close

    to im­ped­ing it… un­til now. The Amer­ican and the Ori­en­tal were be­com­ing dan­ger­ous and

    would have to be dealt with. He wouldn’t want his Mex­ican friends to find out about them and

    get ner­vous. Re­mov­ing them would have to be han­dled care­ful­ly be­cause the Mex­icans

    would be in town to­mor­row. For once Moor­cock ad­mit­ted to him­self that he may have made a

    mis­take. He should have lis­tened to Don­ald and let him kill the pair soon­er.




    Of course, he hadn’t re­al­ized how dif­fi­cult they’d be to kill. The Amer­ican had

    some­how scared away the kids who had been sent to kill him on the street, and then he’d

    man­aged some­how to get back to the ho­tel in time to save the old man.




    This time he’d send sea­soned men af­ter them and get the job done right.




    While he was in­spect­ing the cut­ting op­er­ation to make sure ev­ery­thing was in or­der,

    Don­ald came up next to him with a mes­sage.




    “From whom?” Moor­cock asked.




    “Dan­ny the Man Lin­coln.”




    “The nig­ger deal­er?”




    “That’s the guy.”




    “What does he want?”




    “He wants a meet­ing.”




    “With me?”




    “Ac­tu­al­ly, the word is he just wants to meet with some­one from our op­er­ation.”




    “For what pur­pose?”




    “I don’t know.”




    “Per­haps he wants to join us.




    “God knows he can’t beat us.”




    “Please,” the min­is­ter said, “we do not speak of God here. He is not part of our mod­ern

    be­liefs.”




    “Right, right,” Don­ald said, won­der­ing how se­ri­ous Moor­cock was.




    “All right, Don­ald,” Moor­cock said. “Set it up. Ar­range the meet­ing with Mr. Dan­ny the

    Man. Who knows? Maybe he could be use­ful to us.”




    “When should I set it up for?”




    “To­mor­row night, I think. I’ll want you with me when we meet with the Mex­icans.”




    “You’ll want me with– uh, you mean I’m go­ing to meet with him?”




    “Who else would I send, Don­ald?” Moor­cock asked. “You are my right-​hand man.”




    “Yes, sir.”




    “Ev­ery­thing looks all right here, Don­ald. I’ll be up­stairs if you need me.”




    “Yes, sir.”




    Moor­cock took one last glance around and then went up­stairs to pre­pare for evening

    ser­vices.




    Don­ald Wag­ner didn’t like the idea of hav­ing to meet with Dan­ny the Man. He didn’t like

    blacks, and in fact it made him very ner­vous to work in the ghet­to. Of course, he’d nev­er

    let Moor­cock know that. He hid his fear through vi­cious­ness– and through killing. Killing

    for the sake of killing made him feel like a man. He wouldn’t have mind­ed meet­ing Dan­ny the

    Man to kill him, but to talk busi­ness with him– that was an­oth­er mat­ter.




    Still, he worked for Moor­cock, and ev­ery­thing the “min­is­ter” had done up to this point

    had been suc­cess­ful. The man was strange and prob­ably more than a lit­tle crazy, but there

    was no doubt that he was a ge­nius.




    If Loren­zo Moor­cock want­ed him to meet with Dan­ny the Man, that’s what he would do.




    Af­ter all, what harm could it do?




    When the phone rang, Dan­ny the Man cursed aloud. The young la­dy be­neath him was just

    lift­ing her hips in an­tic­ipa­tion when he with­drew, rolled over, and an­swered the

    phone.




    “This bet­ter be re­al good,” he said.




    “Is this Dan­ny the Man?”




    “Yeah. Who’s this?”




    “I’m call­ing to ar­range a meet­ing.”




    “Am I sup­posed to know what that means?”




    “I’m sure you do. This is a meet­ing that you’ve been ask­ing for.”




    He should have known. If it wasn’t that white bas­tard him­self– with his usu­al tim­ing– it

    would be his busi­ness that the call was about.




    “All right,” Dan­ny said. “When?”




    “To­mor­row evening, af­ter dark. Let’s make it nine o’clock,” the man’s voice said.




    “Are you white?” Dan­ny asked.




    “What?” the man asked, puz­zled.




    “You sound white. Are you?”




    “Of course I am. What the hell does that have to do with any­thing?”




    “I was just won­der­ing if you wouldn’t feel at a dis­ad­van­tage meet­ing a black man

    af­ter dark.”




    He got great sat­is­fac­tion from the flus­tered sound of the man’s voice as he re­cit­ed

    where the meet­ing would be. Since Dan­ny had no in­ten­tion of be­ing there, he read­ily

    agreed to the meet­ing place.




    “Any­thing else?” he asked then.




    “No,” the man’s voice said petu­lant­ly, “there’s noth­ing else. Just be there.”




    “I will if you will,” Dan­ny said. For a mo­ment he thought the man would an­swer, but then

    the line went dead.




    The girl on the bed said, “Je­sus Christ, Dan­ny, I was al­most there.”




    Her hands reached out for him, and he crawled back on top of her, say­ing, “The least you

    could have done for me, bitch, was keep your fin­ger in my place.”




    In Mex­ico City three Ira­ni­an diplo­mats were meet­ing with three Mex­ican of­fi­cials who

    would be fly­ing to the Unit­ed States the fol­low­ing morn­ing.




    Rafael Cin­tron was the lead­er of the Mex­icans, the one who had re­cruit­ed the oth­er

    two, An­to­nio Jiminez and Pablo San­toro.




    “This will be the largest ship­ment we have ev­er car­ried, Rafael,” Jiminez said. “Should

    we not take more pre­cau­tions?”




    “What would you sug­gest we do, my friend?” Cin­tron asked. “Take an armed guard? No, our

    meth­ods work so well be­cause they are sim­ple. Just three Mex­ican of­fi­cials car­ry­ing

    their diplo­mat­ic pouch­es. That is what makes the plan so beau­ti­ful.”




    “Si, I know that–“




    “Well, if you know that, then stop wor­ry­ing.”




    There was a knock on the ho­tel-​room door, sig­nal­ing the ar­rival of the

    mer­chan­dise.




    “An­swer the door, Pablo.”




    San­toro opened the door, and the three Ira­ni­an diplo­mats en­tered, one of them

    car­ry­ing a black at­taché case. They all knew what was in the case.




    Hero­in with a street val­ue of over three mil­lion dol­lars.




    The Ira­ni­ans stayed on­ly long enough for the mer­chan­dise to change hands. Names were

    not even ex­changed. The mere fact that they were all in that one place at the same time meant

    that it was right.




    The hand­off was made, and the H was on its way to the Unit­ed States of Amer­ica– or, to be

    more spe­cif­ic, the city of De­troit.


  




  

    CHAPTER THIRTEEN




    The fol­low­ing morn­ing Re­mo was gone by the time the call came in from Dan­ny the

    Man.




    “Are you his friend?” Dan­ny asked when Chi­un ex­plained that Re­mo wasn’t there.




    “I am his… com­pan­ion,” Chi­un said.




    “Well, tell him that the meet­ing has been set up, like he asked me. I’ll give you the

    place. Get some­thing to write it down with.”




    “You may pro­ceed,” Chi­un said.




    Dan­ny the Man re­cit­ed the ad­dress, then added, “Your pal bet­ter wear some black­face if

    he hopes to pass as a black man, even af­ter dark. “They’re ex­pect­ing me, so if they see a

    white face, they might start shoot­ing first.”




    “I will tell him. I’m sure he will be touched by your con­cern.”




    “And tell him that if he needs any more fa­vors, he should try some­body else for a change.

    I’d like at least one night of un­in­ter­rupt­ed plea­sure.”




    “I will tell him.”




    “Hey, you white? You don’t talk like no white man.”




    Chi­un hung up the phone and said, “Per­ish the thought.”




    Re­mo was stand­ing across the street from the Church of Mod­ern-​day Be­liefs, in a

    door­way from which he couldn’t be seen. He was ex­pect­ing Moor­cock to leave the build­ing

    fair­ly soon in or­der to meet the in­com­ing Mex­ican del­ega­tion, but was sur­prised when a

    long black limo pulled up in front of the church and three men who were ob­vi­ous­ly Mex­ican

    stepped out. One of them, car­ry­ing a dark at­taché case, said some­thing to the driv­er, who

    then left. The three men en­tered the church.




    “Wel­come, my friends,” Loren­zo Moor­cock said. “I’m glad to see you again.”




    “Señor Moor­cock,” Rafael Cin­tron said, ac­cept­ing the min­is­ter’s out­stretched hand.

    The Mex­icans not on­ly ac­cept­ed Moor­cock as their busi­ness part­ner, but as a min­is­ter

    as well. “We are hon­ored to be in your house of wor­ship.”




    Cin­tron re­al­ized that Moor­cock’s re­li­gion for­bade the men­tion of God, and while it

    puz­zled him, he re­spect­ed it as he was a deeply re­li­gious man him­self. No mat­ter how odd

    an­oth­er man’s be­liefs were, they were to be re­spect­ed.




    “We can go down­stairs, where I will serve you re­fresh­ments, and then we can get on about

    our busi­ness.”




    “Gra­cias.”




    As Moor­cock led the Mex­icans to the base­ment steps, they no­ticed two men de­scend­ing

    from steps above. Moor­cock saw their in­ter­est and said, “Just two of my flock. Please,

    gen­tle­men, be my guests down­stairs.”




    “Gra­cias,” Cin­tron said again, and down they went.




    One of the two men leav­ing the church by the rear door was Jim Burg­er, who was act­ing on

    or­ders from Don­ald Wag­ner. He was to es­cort the sec­ond man to a nice, qui­et place… and

    then kill him.




    The sec­ond “man” was Wal­ter Ster­ling.




    From across the street, Re­mo could watch not on­ly the front en­trance but the side as

    well. Now as he watched, he saw two peo­ple leave that way. The first he didn’t rec­og­nize,

    but the sec­ond he did. It was the Ster­ling kid. He watched as the first man led Wal­ter

    Ster­ling to a car. When the kid saw three oth­er men in the car, he balked, but they forced

    him in­to the car, and then it drove away.




    Re­mo broke from his door­way and ran across the street. He was in time to use his

    ul­tra-​keen hear­ing to lis­ten to what was be­ing said in the car.




    “Where to?” one man said.




    “The junk­yard,” an­oth­er man said. “The big one on Maple.”




    As the car drove away, Re­mo knew he had a choice to make. He could stay and watch the

    church, wait­ing for Moor­cock or his guests to come out, or he could go af­ter the men in the

    car and save Wal­ter Ster­ling’s life.




    Know­ing that Chi­un would nev­er for­give him if the Ster­ling kid got killed, he de­cid­ed

    to go af­ter the car. If the Mex­icans had come to the church to meet Moor­cock, then it was

    al­most a cer­tain­ty that Moor­cock would not leave the church when his guests did.




    Re­mo start­ed af­ter the car, and al­though he knew he could catch it, even on foot, he

    de­cid­ed against it. In­stead, he used his su­pe­ri­or speed to ar­rive at the Maple junk­yard

    ahead of them.




    When he ar­rived, he saw that there were al­ready three men there. He didn’t know if they

    sim­ply worked there or if they were part of the drug gang, so he left them alone for the

    mo­ment. He vault­ed the fence and wait­ed among the count­less car wrecks for the

    op­por­tu­ni­ty to save one of Chi­un’s chil­dren.




    The car ar­rived about ten min­utes af­ter Re­mo had. The four men who were in it

    ac­com­pa­nied Wal­ter Ster­ling in­to the De­troit Au­to Ceme­tery.




    “What are we sup­posed to do with him?” one of the three men who worked in the junk­yard

    asked.




    “We have to find him a nice rest­ing place,” Burg­er replied. “The boss’s or­ders.”




    “I don’t un­der­stand,” Ster­ling said. “Did you men kill my fa­ther? We were do­ing our

    part.”




    “We’re just re­mov­ing you, son­ny, be­fore you can do more than your part,” Burg­er

    said.




    The three junk­yard em­ploy­ees re­mained at the en­trance to see that the oth­ers wouldn’t

    be dis­turbed.




    “Take him in the back,” one of them said. “There’s a nice Rolls-​Royce there al­most still

    in one piece.”




    The four men walked to­ward the rear of the yard with the Ster­ling boy be­tween them, still

    blub­ber­ing about how he didn’t un­der­stand why they were do­ing this.




    “Boss’s or­ders, boy,” Burg­er fi­nal­ly said. “Noth­ing per­son­al.”




    “Don­ald?” the boy asked. “Did he tell you to kill me?”




    “I’m talk­ing about the big boss, son­ny. Now keep qui­et and try to die like a man.”




    “Oh, Je­sus–” Ster­ling shout­ed, but his cry was cut off as a small Volk­swa­gen sud­den­ly

    flew off the top of a pile of cars and head­ed right for the group.




    “Look out!” Burg­er screamed, and the five of them scat­tered. The Volk­swa­gen land­ed

    square­ly in the cen­ter of the space they had pre­vi­ous­ly oc­cu­pied.




    “What the hell was that?” one of the oth­er men yelled.




    “Some­body threw a car at us,” an­oth­er man said.




    “That ain’t pos­si­ble,” Burg­er shout­ed at them. “Don’t go crazy. A car just fell from the

    top, that’s all. Where’s the boy?”




    “The boy–” the oth­ers said, and they all start­ed look­ing around them, but the boy was

    nowhere to be seen.




    “Dammit!” Burg­er shout­ed. “Find him.”




    As they gath­ered in­to a group again, an­oth­er car came fly­ing at them, this time a

    Pin­to.




    “Christ, look out!”




    “Now tell me some­body ain’t throw­ing cars at us,” one of the men told Burg­er.




    “This is crazy–” Burg­er start­ed to say, but he shut his mouth as he dodged a Ply­mouth

    Duster.




    “Christ almighty, they’re get­ting big­ger!” he shout­ed.




    “I’m get­ting out of here be­fore a fuckin’ Cad­dy comes fly­ing at us!” one of the oth­ers

    yelled.




    “Wait, what about the kid?” Burg­er said.




    “As far as I’m con­cerned,” the oth­er man said, “he’s dead. Right, men?”




    The oth­ers all agreed. Burg­er was about to ar­gue, but when a Buick Elec­tra came fly­ing

    to­ward them, he sim­ply nod­ded and fol­lowed the oth­er men.




    As the four men ran out the front way, one of the oth­ers yelled, “Did you do it?”




    “It’s done, it’s done!” they shout­ed back, and kept on go­ing.




    “What’s the mat­ter with them?” one of the three said. “They act like some­thing tried to

    bite them.




    Re­mo dropped Wal­ter Ster­ling over the rear fence of the yard and then joined him.




    “How’d you get rid of them?” Ster­ling asked. “I couldn’t see any­thing af­ter you put me in

    that car and told me to keep my head down.”




    “I just scared them a lit­tle, that’s all, Wal­ter. Come on, let’s get go­ing.”




    “Where?”




    “We’re go­ing to my ho­tel. There’s some­one there I think you’ll en­joy meet­ing.”




    “Wait–“




    “What is it?”




    “The min­is­ter said you want­ed to kill me.”




    “Well, he was wrong,” Re­mo said, “as you can see. If I want­ed you dead, boy, you’d be

    dead.”




    “I– I guess so.”




    “Come on. We’ll talk at the ho­tel.”




    For the ben­efit of the boy, Re­mo hailed a cab and had it take them back to the ho­tel. As

    they en­tered the ho­tel room, Wal­ter Ster­ling stared at Chi­un and asked, “Who’s that?”




    “That’s Chi­un,” Re­mo said. “He’s my–“




    “–com­pan­ion,” Chi­un fin­ished.




    “He’s al­so the main rea­son you’re alive,” Re­mo said. “Chi­un, this is Wal­ter

    Ster­ling.”




    “We are sor­ry about your fa­ther, child,” Chi­un said.




    “I still don’t un­der­stand what’s go­ing on,” the boy said shak­ily.




    “Well, let us tell you what we know,” Re­mo said, “and then you can fill us in if you’re

    sat­is­fied.”




    “A-​all right,” the boy said, sit­ting on the couch.




    “Now, we’ve fig­ured out that you’re sell­ing drugs and that there are oth­er kids out there

    do­ing the same… like Bil­ly Mar­tin.”




    Ster­ling didn’t re­ply.




    “The Mar­tins had a large stash of cash, and so do you,” Re­mo said, and that star­tled the

    boy.




    “How did–“




    “I found it. Don’t wor­ry, I left it where it was.”




    “That’s for my moth­er, now that my fa­ther’s gone.”




    “Your fa­ther– now, that puz­zles me. Did he know that you were sell­ing drugs?”




    “Yeah, he did,” the kid said. Then he gave Re­mo and Chi­un a de­fi­ant look and said, “We

    were just try­ing to make some ex­tra mon­ey, that’s all.”




    “What was your fa­ther’s part?”




    “He used his po­si­tion at the plant to ship the drugs to oth­er cities.”




    “So that’s it,” Re­mo said. “That’s why kids whose fa­thers work at the plant were

    re­cruit­ed. You, Mar­tin… Were there oth­ers?”




    “I don’t know. We were nev­er re­al­ly told more than we need­ed to know.”




    “That is wise,” Chi­un said.




    “Hell, that means you don’t know any­thing be­yond your own per­son­al du­ties.”




    “That’s right.”




    “Well, if I knew that, I would have saved one of those guys at the yard for

    ques­tion­ing.”




    “As usu­al, you were slop­py,” Chi­un said, “but lucky for you your friend called.”




    “Dan­ny the Man?”




    “Yes. He said that your meet­ing has been set up,” Chi­un said, and then pro­ceed­ed to

    re­cite the lo­ca­tion.




    “Do you know where that is?” Re­mo asked Ster­ling.




    “Yes.”




    “Good, you can give me di­rec­tions.”




    “Who are you meet­ing?” Ster­ling asked.




    “Damned if I know,” Re­mo said. “Who’s in charge of this op­er­ation as far as you

    know?”




    “A man named Don­ald Wag­ner al­ways gave me my in­struc­tions,” Wal­ter Ster­ling said. “As

    far as I know, he’s the boss.”




    “Not from what the men in the junk yard said,” Re­mo re­called. “One of them told you that

    it was the ‘big boss’ who want­ed you out of the way.”




    “I don’t know who that is.”




    “I don’t, ei­ther– at least, not for sure,” Re­mo said, “but hope­ful­ly I’ll be meet­ing

    some­one tonight who will know.”




    “Maybe he won’t tell you.”




    “Yes,” Chi­un said, “he will tell. He will have no choice.”




    “Have you been hid­ing at the church all this time?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yes. The min­is­ter has been tak­ing care of me.”




    “What do you know about him?”




    The boy shrugged and said, “Just that he’s a min­is­ter of some new re­li­gion. I don’t

    ex­act­ly be­lieve what he preach­es, but he was help­ing me.”




    “Out of the good­ness of his heart,” Re­mo said.




    “I sup­pose. What are you go­ing to do now?”




    “We’ll wait,” Re­mo said. “You give me the di­rec­tions to my meet­ing, and then we’ll wait

    un­til dark. You’ll stay here with Chi­un–“




    “I’ll go with you. I can show you how to get there bet­ter than I can tell you.”




    “I will go al­so,” Chi­un said. “I think this whole busi­ness is about to come to an end,

    and I in­tend to be there when it does.”




    “All right,” Re­mo said.




    “Be­sides,” Chi­un said, “I have to make sure that this child re­mains alive. He is my

    re­spon­si­bil­ity now.”




    “What­ev­er you say, Chi­un. He’s all yours.”




    Don­ald Wag­ner was gear­ing up for what he thought was a meet­ing with Dan­ny the Man

    Lin­coln. He in­sert­ed a .38 in­to his shoul­der hol­ster and then turned to face the five men

    he was tak­ing with him.




    “You’re all armed?” he asked.




    The men nod­ded. These were ex­pe­ri­enced men in their late twen­ties or ear­ly thir­ties.

    Wag­ner was not tak­ing any chances by bring­ing kids along to back him up. Who knew what that

    nig­ger was plan­ning for him?




    “All right, we’ve picked an emp­ty ware­house for this meet­ing, and you five will get there

    first. I want you all to be so well hid­den on the cat­walk that even I can’t find you. But if

    some­thing breaks, I want to see your ug­ly faces in a split sec­ond. Don’t make me won­der

    where you are.”




    All five men nod­ded. He knew he could count on them be­cause, un­like the ma­jor­ity of

    peo­ple in­volved in Moor­cock’s op­er­ation, they were pros.




    He would feel bet­ter hav­ing them with him. What could go wrong with that many men to back

    him up?




    Loren­zo Moor­cock showed his Mex­ican guests out to the street, where their limou­sine was

    wait­ing to take them to their ho­tel. They would stay there for three days, dur­ing which time

    they would tour some of the au­to­mo­tive fac­to­ries, and then they’d re­turn to Mex­ico City.

    He wouldn’t see them– or oth­ers like them– un­til the next ship­ment was due.




    Reen­ter­ing the church, Moor­cock was ex­cit­ed. This was the largest and finest-​qual­ity

    ship­ment they’d ev­er had. He could cut it count­less times, dou­bling or even tripling its

    nor­mal worth.




    As he ap­proached the door to the base­ment, it opened, and Don­ald Wag­ner stepped out,

    fol­lowed by five oth­er men.




    “Time for the meet­ing?” Moor­cock asked.




    “Yes.”




    “It should be in­ter­est­ing,” the min­is­ter said, “but don’t take too long. We have to

    dis­cuss how to dis­pose of those two med­dlers.”




    “We’ll be back soon,” Wag­ner said, with more con­fi­dence than he was feel­ing.




    “Be care­ful,” Moor­cock warned. “We’re on top of the biggest score we’ve ev­er had, and we

    can’t take a chance of ru­in­ing it now. If there is even a hint that Mr. Lin­coln is set­ting

    us up for some­thing, get rid of him.”




    “That,” Wag­ner said, pat­ting his .38, “would be a plea­sure.”


  




  

    CHAPTER FOURTEEN




    “That’s it,” Wal­ter Ster­ling said.




    “Do you know any­thing about it?” Re­mo asked.




    “As a mat­ter of fact, I do,” Wal­ter Ster­ling said. “It’s been emp­ty since I was a kid.

    We used to play there– me and all my friends.”




    “Good. What’s the best way of get­ting in there with­out be­ing seen?” Re­mo asked.




    “Over the top. We used to play on the roof.”




    “Then we’ll go that way.”




    Re­mo knew that he and Chi­un could have gone right through the front door with­out be­ing

    seen, but they couldn’t do that with Wal­ter around. This way, all of them could en­ter the

    ware­house un­no­ticed.




    “What’s the best way to get up there?”




    “The next build­ing. Come on.”




    Wal­ter took them up the steps to the roof of the build­ing next door and then seemed

    dis­ap­point­ed.




    “What’s wrong?” Re­mo asked.




    “Well, there used to be this big wood­en beam that went from this roof to the roof of the

    ware­house.” He looked around. ‘It’s not here.”




    There were at least ten feet sep­arat­ing the two rooftops. Wal­ter said, “We’ll nev­er get

    over there now.”




    “Of course we will,” Chi­un said. “There is a plank on the oth­er roof that you can use to

    get across.”




    “Yes, but it’s on the oth­er roof,” Wal­ter said. As he spoke, he turned to face Chi­un and

    did not see Re­mo eas­ily leap to the roof of the ware­house. Nor did he see Re­mo pick up the

    plank and leap back with it. When he turned, the plank was there, in place, bridg­ing the gap

    be­tween rooftops.




    “How did you do that?” he asked, star­ing at Re­mo in awe.




    “That doesn’t mat­ter. Come on, let’s get across.”




    “Uh–“




    “What’s the mat­ter?”




    “This plank is about half the width of that old beam.”




    “That doesn’t mat­ter,” Re­mo said. “Chi­un will take you across.”




    With that, Re­mo walked across the plank as if it were the width of a city block.




    “I can’t–” Wal­ter start­ed to say, but Chi­un cut him off.




    “You can,” the old man said. “Come, I’ll go with you.”




    Chi­un got up on the plank and put his hand out to the boy. Wal­ter took the hand and

    stepped up on­to the plank.




    “Don’t look down, right?” he asked.




    “Look at the plank,” Chi­un said. “How wide is it?”




    “About six inch­es.”




    “Keep your eyes on it. Watch it grow. How wide is it now?” Chi­un asked.




    Wal­ter Ster­ling stared in won­der­ment as the plank ap­peared to widen. “It’s at least

    eight– no, nine inch­es wide now.”




    “You tell me when it’s wide enough for you to walk on,” Chi­un said, “and we’ll go.”




    Wal­ter kept watch­ing the plank, and it seemed to keep widen­ing– to twelve inch­es,

    fif­teen inch­es, a foot and a half…




    “All right,” he said, “let’s go. We can’t keep Re­mo wait­ing for­ev­er.”




    With Chi­un walk­ing ahead of him, Wal­ter ne­go­ti­at­ed the length of the plank

    flaw­less­ly, un­til he was stand­ing on the roof of the ware­house.




    “Sor­ry it took us so long,” he said to Re­mo.




    “What are you talk­ing about?” Re­mo asked. “You came over right af­ter I did. Come on,

    let’s get mov­ing.”




    “This way,” Wal­ter said, and led them to a large, heavy met­al door. “It’s locked.”




    “Stand back,” Re­mo said.




    “That door is inch­es thick,” Wal­ter said to Chi­un. “We’ll nev­er get it open.”




    “Let’s go,” Re­mo said.




    Wal­ter turned to look at him and found that the door was al­ready open. “How did you do

    that?”




    Be­fore Re­mo could an­swer, Chi­un said, “You will have to learn to stop ask­ing that

    ques­tion.”




    “Let’s go down,” Re­mo said.




    In­side the stair­way it was pitch black, as it now was out­side as well.




    “How are we go­ing to see–” Wal­ter be­gan, but Chi­un nudged him in­to si­lence.




    The stair­well let out on­to a cat­walk, one of many criss­cross­ing the up­per por­tion of

    the ware­house.




    “Do you see them?” Re­mo asked.




    “See who?” Wal­ter asked.




    “Of course I see them,” Chi­un said.




    “See who?” Wal­ter whis­pered.




    “Five,” Re­mo said, “all up here.”




    “Who?”




    “Qui­et!” Chi­un hissed. “I will take the two near­est,” he said to Re­mo, “you the oth­er

    three.”




    They both looked down at the floor be­low and saw noth­ing.




    “Who­ev­er ar­ranged the meet­ing hasn’t shown up yet. We can get this done be­fore he

    does,” Re­mo said.




    “What do I do?” Wal­ter asked.




    “Put your hand out in front of your face,” Chi­un said. Wal­ter did so. “What do you

    see?’




    “Noth­ing.”




    “Does that an­swer your ques­tion?” Re­mo asked.




    Wal­ter dropped his hand, and Chi­un said, “Do not move un­til we get back.”




    “All right.”




    They were there, and then sud­den­ly they weren’t. Re­mo and Chi­un sim­ply blend­ed in­to

    the dark­ness and were gone.




    Sound­less­ly, Re­mo moved up be­hind the first man and pressed his fin­ger in­to his back.

    “Don’t make a sound,” he said over the man’s shoul­der.




    “Wha–” Jim Burg­er said.




    “Take it easy.”




    “Okay, okay, just don’t shoot, huh, bud­dy?”




    “Shoot? What are you talk­ing about?” Re­mo asked, jab­bing his fin­ger hard­er against the

    man’s back. “It’s just my fin­ger.”




    “Hey, bud­dy, don’t try to con me, all right?” the man said. “I know steel when I feel

    it.”




    “What are you do­ing here?”




    “Wait­ing.”




    “Who are you sup­posed to kill?”




    “Huh? Kill? What are you–“




    “Don’t try to con me, bud­dy,” Re­mo said, jab­bing the man hard. “You’re not here to

    talk.”




    “Look, pal, I’m not alone.”




    “I know that. Af­ter I take care of you, I’ll take care of your friends.”




    “You won’t shoot,” the man said with a sud­den surge of con­fi­dence. “The oth­ers would be

    all over you if you did.”




    “You’re right, I won’t shoot,” Re­mo said, “but you’re go­ing to be just as dead.”




    Re­mo forced his fin­ger for­ward through the fab­ric of the man’s cloth­ing, where it

    pierced his skin like the blade of a knife. The man grunt­ed and then slumped back against

    Re­mo, who low­ered him to the floor of the cat­walk.




    He elim­inat­ed the oth­er two men in sim­ilar fash­ion, leav­ing all three so that their

    blood seeped through the grilled floor of the cat­walk and dropped down to the ware­house floor

    be­low.




    When Re­mo re­turned to where they had left Wal­ter Ster­ling, Chi­un was al­ready wait­ing,

    shak­ing his head.




    “Slop­py tech­nique,” he said.




    “What hap­pened?” Wal­ter asked.




    “I thought it would be a nice touch,” Re­mo said.




    “Like the drip­ping of three faucets,” Chi­un said. “The sound is of­fen­sive to me.”




    “You have no imag­ina­tion, Chi­un.”




    Chi­un was about to an­swer when there was a faint sound be­low. On­ly he and Re­mo heard

    it.




    “What did you–” Wal­ter start­ed, but both Re­mo and Chi­un si­lenced him, and the boy

    lapsed in­to an ex­as­per­at­ed si­lence he swore not to break.




    They all lis­tened in­tent­ly, and fi­nal­ly Wal­ter re­al­ized what had hap­pened. Some­one

    had en­tered the ware­house by more con­ven­tion­al means than they had– the front

    en­trance.




    Re­mo and Chi­un de­cid­ed to let the man stew awhile.




    Wag­ner en­tered the ware­house con­fi­dent­ly, cer­tain that all five of his men had him in

    their sights to pro­tect him. He won­dered if the black deal­er had ar­rived yet.




    He knew the ware­house pret­ty well, and he knew where the main switch­es were. He found

    them and threw the switch for the lights for the low­er half of the ware­house. The up­per

    por­tion was still swathed in dark­ness, which was fine by him. That would make it easy for his

    men to re­main un­seen.




    Check­ing his watch, he saw that it was ten min­utes past the time of the meet­ing. Where

    was that black bas­tard, any­way?




    He start­ed to wan­der around the floor, won­der­ing what Moor­cock would think about

    fill­ing this place with drugs. How much would a ware­house full of H be worth, any­way?

    Bil­lions?




    As he was walk­ing, he sud­den­ly slipped on some­thing slick and al­most fell. Curs­ing, he

    looked down at his shoe and found some­thing red stain­ing the bot­tom. He looked be­hind him

    and saw that he had stepped in­to a pud­dle of blood. As he watched, an­oth­er drop fell, and

    then an­oth­er and an­oth­er. He could ac­tu­al­ly hear them. Sud­den­ly, he be­came aware of

    sim­ilar sounds com­ing from oth­er ar­eas. He found two oth­er pud­dles of blood, al­so

    leak­ing from the cat­walk.




    “What the hell–“




    “Ef­fec­tive, don’t you think?” a voice be­hind him asked.




    He turned so quick­ly that he stepped in­to a blood pud­dle and fell on his be­hind. From

    the floor he stared up at the man look­ing down at him– a white man with dark hair.




    “Who the hell are you? Where’d you come from?”




    “I came from up there,” Re­mo said, point­ing up. “And I think you al­ready know who I

    am.”




    “Y-​you’re the guy–“




    “Right, I’m the guy.”




    “Where’s the… the black guy? The deal­er? Where’s Dan­ny the Man?”




    “Speak­ing from past ex­pe­ri­ence, he’s prob­ably home mak­ing some lit­tle love­ly earn

    her can­dy.”




    “What– I was sup­posed to meet him here.”




    “Alone, right?”




    “Of course.”




    “Then you don’t know any­thing about the five dead men on the cat­walk?”




    “Five men on the cat­walk?” Wag­ner said. “I told some of them– wait a minute. Five dead men

    up on the cat­walk?”




    “Ei­ther that, or they’ve got re­al­ly bad bloody noses,” Re­mo said, look­ing down at the

    widen­ing pud­dle of blood.




    “Uh,” Wag­ner said, get­ting slow­ly to his feet, “uh, no, I don’t know any­thing

    about–“




    “All right, let’s for­get about the dead men,” Re­mo said.




    “Good. I’ll just be go­ing–“




    “You came here to meet some­one, my friend,” Re­mo said, “and that some­one is me.”




    “You?”




    “Yeah, we’ve got some things to talk about.”




    “Like what?”




    “Like drugs.”




    “I don’t know noth­ing about drugs.”




    “And I don’t know any­thing about putting out a news­pa­per,” Re­mo said, “but I used to

    sell them when I was a kid.”




    “Look, pal,” Wag­ner said. “I’m leav­ing, and there’s noth­ing you can do to stop me.”




    “Wan­na bet?”




    Wag­ner sud­den­ly re­mem­bered that he had a .38 un­der his left arm and pulled it out.

    “Move out of my way,” he said.




    “Sor­ry.”




    “You’re go­ing to be even sor­ri­er,” Wag­ner said, and he pulled the trig­ger.




    The gun went off with a deaf­en­ing blast, but the man was still stand­ing there.




    He couldn’t have missed.




    “Try it again,” the man sug­gest­ed.




    Wag­ner pulled the trig­ger again, and the on­ly thing that hap­pened was that the man was

    sud­den­ly clos­er to him in­stead of falling down dead.




    “That’s im­pos­si­ble.”




    “I’d like to let you keep try­ing un­til you get it right, but we re­al­ly don’t have time

    for that,” Re­mo said. He closed the dis­tance be­tween him­self and the man, took the gun

    away, and twist­ed it like a pret­zel.




    “Here,” he said, giv­ing it back. “Let’s talk.”




    “What do you want to know?”




    “I want you to con­firm a sus­pi­cion I have that Loren­zo Moor­cock is the man be­hind this

    whole kid­die drug sys­tem. Am I right?”




    “This could get me killed.”




    “Would you like to go up on the cat­walk?”




    “No!”




    “I’m sure your friends would love to have you join them.”




    “That’s okay,” Wag­ner said, wish­ing that the damned nig­ger had shown up in­stead of this

    dude.




    “Then tell me about Moor­cock.”




    “He set up the whole op­er­ation. He used his po­lit­ical con­tacts to get it start­ed.”




    “Where do the drugs come from?”




    “Iran.”




    “Why Iran?”




    “Well, he had plen­ty of Ira­ni­an sup­port­ers when he was in pol­itics. The Ira­ni­ans

    feel they’re con­tribut­ing to the down­fall of the Unit­ed States by sup­ply­ing Moor­cock

    with the drugs.”




    “But the drugs are brought in by Mex­icans, isn’t that so?”




    “Yeah, but see, the Ira­ni­ans fly to Mex­ico City, where they turn the stuff over to some

    Mex­ican diplo­mats, then the diplo­mats fly here to De­troit to see how cars are made.”




    “But they al­so stop at the Church of Mod­ern-​day Be­liefs.”




    “Right, and they drop the stuff off there.”




    Wag­ner seemed to be warm­ing to his sub­ject. He was re­al­ly quite im­pressed with

    Moor­cock’s op­er­ation. And if talk­ing about it would keep him alive, it was fine with

    him.




    “Where is the stuff pro­cessed?”




    “We step on it right there, in the base­ment. We got a reg­ular fac­to­ry down there.”




    “And then it’s doled out to the kids to sell on the streets, right?”




    “Yeah, right.”




    “Kids like Bil­ly Mar­tin and Wal­ter Ster­ling?”




    “Yeah, them and oth­ers.”




    “By ‘oth­ers’, you mean kids whose fa­thers work in au­to­mo­bile fac­to­ries?”




    “Just some of them. We don’t need too many.”




    “What’s their end of it?”




    “That’s the beau­ti­ful part,” Wag­ner said. “They hide the stuff in the fend­er wells of

    the cars, and then some­body at the oth­er end picks it up. It works like a charm.”




    “So what went wrong?”




    “Wrong?”




    “Why did Bil­ly Mar­tin kill his par­ents?”




    “That was the kid’s own do­ing,” Wag­ner said. “He said his fa­ther was start­ing to get

    ner­vous about the drug mon­ey and was gonna talk to the cops.”




    “So why’d he kill his moth­er too?”




    Wag­ner shrugged and said, “Maybe she woke up at the wrong time, or maybe the old man

    con­fid­ed in her. Hell, maybe the kid just want­ed to use the op­por­tu­ni­ty to get rid of

    both of them at one time.”




    “And then what hap­pened to him?”




    “Well, when he got caught, we fig­ured he’d talk his head off to help him­self, so Moor­cock

    gave the or­der to have him killed.”




    “Af­ter he was bailed out.”




    “Right. I had one of my boys call that lawyer and make the ar­range­ments to get him out,

    and then a few of the boys took care of him.”




    “Who blew up my car?”




    Wag­ner fid­get­ed on that one. “Well, I went to the rental of­fice and got your name and

    your ho­tel and then sent in one of the men to plant the ex­plo­sive.”




    “One of the men up on the cat­walk?”




    Wag­ner looked up ner­vous­ly and said, “Yeah, a guy named Jim Burg­er.”




    “Good,” Re­mo said. “I’d hate to leave that lit­tle bit of busi­ness un­fin­ished.”




    “Can I go now?”




    “No, not just yet, my friend. Ship­ping the drugs in the cars couldn’t be go­ing on at the

    plant with­out some­body in au­thor­ity be­ing in on it. Who is it?”




    Wag­ner frowned and said, “All we need­ed was the fore­man on the as­sem­bly line, and we

    bought him dirt cheap. They don’t pay their work­ers all that much.”




    “Bof­fa.”




    “Right.”




    “Then he must have killed Louis Ster­ling.”




    “Right again.”




    A cool cus­tomer, that fore­man, Re­mo thought. He must have just killed Ster­ling and then

    calm­ly shown Re­mo where the body was.




    “And that’s it?” Re­mo asked. “That’s all you can tell me?”




    “What else do you want to know?”




    “Who makes the pick­ups at the oth­er end of the car ship­ments?” Re­mo asked.




    “That I don’t know,” Wag­ner said. “I on­ly know the De­troit end of the busi­ness.

    Moor­cock is the on­ly one who knows the whole op­er­ation.”




    “Is that so?”




    The cold look in the man’s dark eyes sent a chill through Wag­ner’s body, and he knew that

    he’d just signed his own death war­rant un­less he could talk his way out of it. “Of course, I

    could al­ways find out for you,” he said quick­ly. “I could go back to the church and–“




    “For­get it, pal.”




    “No, re­al­ly, I wouldn’t mind–” Wag­ner stam­mered, but he could see that it was too

    late.




    “I think it’s time for you to join your friends.”




    “Up on the cat­walk?”




    “No,” Re­mo said, reach­ing out for the man’s throat. “In hell.”




    Chi­un took Wal­ter Ster­ling out the way they had come and met Re­mo in front of the

    ware­house.




    “What about all those men?” Wal­ter asked.




    “They won’t be com­ing out,” Re­mo said.




    “You killed them all?”




    “They would have tried to kill us,” Chi­un said. “Do not feel sor­ry for them.”




    “What are we gonna do now? Go to the po­lice?”




    “Not yet,” Re­mo said. “We’re go­ing to pay a vis­it to Mr. Moor­cock, and then to­mor­row

    we’ll go to the plant and take care of the man who killed your fa­ther.”




    “You know who killed my fa­ther?”




    “I do.”




    “Tell me.”




    “I’ll show you… to­mor­row, Wal­ter.”




    They grabbed a cab and took it back to the ho­tel, where they put Wal­ter Ster­ling to sleep

    on the couch.




    “Want to go to church?” Re­mo asked.




    “I have a sug­ges­tion,” Chi­un said.




    “Let me have it if it’s clean.”




    “Let us wait un­til morn­ing be­fore we go to the church.”




    “But that would give Moor­cock time to get his ship­ment to the Na­tion­al Mo­tors

    fac­to­ry.”




    “Cor­rect. We will take care of the fac­to­ry un­der the church and then call the po­lice to

    meet us at Na­tion­al Mo­tors. By the time they ar­rive, we will have tak­en care of that too,

    and we will al­so have drugs to prove that we stopped a drug ship­ment.”




    “I like that,” Re­mo said.




    “It will be your job to stay in touch with De­tec­tive Palmer.”




    “Palmer? What for?”




    Chi­un made a face. “Some­one must clean up,” he said.




    “Hasn’t Don­ald re­turned yet?” Moor­cock asked the man who was stand­ing by the base­ment

    door.




    “No, sir.”




    “Has he called?”




    “No, sir.”




    “Don­ald is sup­posed to take the ship­ment over to Bof­fa at the plant in the

    morn­ing.”




    “I can do that, sir. Or one of the oth­ers.”




    “It’s Don­ald’s job,” Moor­cock said with a wor­ried frown. “Some­thing’s gone wrong with

    his meet­ing with that black deal­er. Did he say where the meet­ing was to take place?”




    The oth­er man looked con­fused be­cause he as­sumed that Moor­cock would know that, and

    said, “Uh, no, sir, he didn’t tell me.”




    “I sup­pose I should have paid more at­ten­tion…. All right, Samuel, I guess if Don­ald

    doesn’t re­turn, you will have to make the trip to the plant.”




    “Yes, sir, I will.”




    “And if Don­ald doesn’t re­turn by to­mor­row, I think that some of our men will have to pay

    a vis­it to Dan­ny Lin­coln and find out why. If he has be­trayed us, some­one will have to

    make him pay.”




    “I’d be hap­py to do it,” the man said.




    “And if tragedy has be­fall­en Don­ald, I will need a good man to take his place.”




    “Yes, sir!”




    “Per­haps you would be able to help me find one, Samuel. We will dis­cuss it,” Moor­cock

    said, and then start­ed up­stairs.




    If Samuel hadn’t known from per­son­al ex­pe­ri­ence that the min­is­ter had no sense of

    hu­mor, he would have thought that Moor­cock was putting him on.




    He wished he were.




    Up­stairs, Moor­cock start­ed mak­ing plans to aban­don the op­er­ation and get away with as

    much cash as he could. Some­thing had gone wrong, of that he was sure, and it was ob­vi­ous­ly

    time to re­group. He could set up op­er­ations in an­oth­er city eas­ily enough, uti­liz­ing

    his con­tacts once again. This was by no means the end, but it was the end in De­troit. There

    were a lot of men in his em­ploy, how­ev­er, who were wait­ing for their pay­off, and he was

    hop­ing that he could get away be­fore any of them caught on.




    So the de­ci­sion was made. To­mor­row was his last day in De­troit.




    Be­fore turn­ing in for the night, Re­mo and Chi­un briefly went over their plans for the

    fol­low­ing day.




    The next day was Fri­day, and ac­cord­ing to what Wal­ter Ster­ling had told them, on

    Fri­day the Church of Mod­ern-​day Be­liefs held ser­vices in the morn­ing and in the

    evening.




    “The church will be full of peo­ple to­mor­row morn­ing, then,” Chi­un said.




    “We could wait un­til the af­ter­noon,” Re­mo said.




    “Then we run the risk of not be­ing able to stop the ship­ment from leav­ing the

    au­to­mo­bile fac­to­ry.”




    “That’s right,” Re­mo said.




    “Then we will just have to stay with our orig­inal plan.”




    “Hit the church in the morn­ing, and the plant in the af­ter­noon,” Re­mo said.




    “Yes. We will have to try to make sure that no in­no­cent peo­ple are hurt at the

    church“




    “es­pe­cial­ly chil­dren,” Re­mo fin­ished be­fore Chi­un could.


  




  

    CHAPTER FIFTEEN




    Re­mo, Chi­un, and Wal­ter stood across the street from Moor­cock’s church as the Fri­day

    morn­ing wor­shipers filed in.




    “I don’t un­der­stand the ap­peal of Moor­cock’s new re­li­gion,” Re­mo said to Wal­ter.




    “My moth­er al­ways said that it was an al­ter­na­tive,” Wal­ter said.




    “And your fa­ther?”




    Wal­ter grinned and said, “My fa­ther al­ways said it was a bunch of shit. Boy, if he on­ly

    knew that we were re­al­ly work­ing for the min­is­ter. He was right, the re­li­gion shit was

    just a bunch of shit.”




    “Maybe not,” Re­mo said. “I saw peo­ple drop­ping mon­ey in those urns he calls col­lec­tion

    plates. I think maybe that’s how he first fi­nanced his drug deals. From the looks of his

    church, he sure nev­er used the mon­ey to make im­prove­ments.”




    “He said that the mon­ey would not be spent on com­mer­cial things but on

    in­tan­gi­bles.”




    “What was that sup­posed to mean?”




    Wal­ter shrugged and said, “No­body ev­er asked him.”




    “He’s got a mes­mer­iz­ing man­ner, all right,” Re­mo said. “His voice, his eyes– he’s

    prob­ably able to get peo­ple to lis­ten to what­ev­er he says, with­out ques­tion.”




    “Peo­ple are sheep,” Chi­un said.




    “He knows how to play to peo­ple, that’s all. That’s what ev­ery fire-​and-​brim­stone

    preach­er has al­ways been able to do.”




    “You sound like you ad­mire him,” Wal­ter said.




    “Not at all, Wal­ter. I just rec­og­nize what he is.”




    “If he had been sat­is­fied with be­ing a min­is­ter, none of this would be nec­es­sary,”

    Chi­un said, “but he used his abil­ity to in­flu­ence peo­ple to go too far. He has caused the

    death of chil­dren such as your­self, and he must be pun­ished.”




    “I’m not a child.”




    “Be­lieve me, kid,” Re­mo said, “to Chi­un you’re a child.”




    The last per­son seemed to have en­tered the church, and they were about to step from cov­er

    to cross the street when Wal­ter Ster­ling pulled them back.




    “Oh, no!” he said.




    “What’s the mat­ter?” Re­mo asked.




    “That wom­an walk­ing down the block to­ward the church.” the kid said.




    “What about her?” Re­mo asked.




    “It’s my moth­er.”




    “Your moth­er?”




    “If she goes in– I didn’t know she at­tend­ed Fri­day ser­vices. What you and Chi­un are

    plan­ning…”




    “Let’s see if she goes in,” Re­mo said.




    The three of them watched the wom­an as she made her way down the street to­ward the church.

    When she reached the front steps, she as­cend­ed them with­out hes­ita­tion and en­tered the

    build­ing.




    “Damn!” Wal­ter said.




    “Take it easy” Re­mo said.




    “You can’t do it, not now,” Wal­ter said. “I don’t know ex­act­ly what you and Chi­un are

    plan­ning to do, but from hear­ing you talk, I think a lot of peo­ple could end up get­ting

    hurt.”




    “No one is go­ing to get hurt,” Chi­un said.




    “How can you be so sure“




    Chi­un put his hand on the back of the boy’s neck and said, “I am sure, and you can be sure,

    can’t you, Wal­ter?”




    Wal­ter’s face went blank, and he nod­ded his head.




    “Yes.”




    “Good,” Chi­un said. He ex­ert­ed a lit­tle more pres­sure, and sud­den­ly Wal­ter slumped

    over. Re­mo low­ered him gen­tly to the ground, where he be­gan to snore.




    “Put him in the al­ley be­hind the fence,” Chi­un said. “He will be out of the way

    there.”




    Af­ter Re­mo had tak­en care of Wal­ter, he and Chi­un pre­pared to cross the street. This

    time Re­mo him­self stopped them.




    “Do you see?”




    “I see,” Chi­un said.




    A man had come out the side door of the church, car­ry­ing a black at­taché case. He walked

    to a dark car, got in, and drove away.




    “The drugs are on their way to the plant,” Re­mo said. “By the time we get there, they

    should be in the fend­er wells of the cars.”




    “Let us go to church,” Chi­un said.




    They crossed the street to the church and then moved around to the side en­trance. Open­ing

    the door with­out a sound, they en­tered and stood out of sight be­hind Moor­cock, who was

    al­ready in­to his ser­mon.




    “Sins of the flesh are not con­demned here, my dear fol­low­ers,” he was say­ing, “as long

    as it is your own flesh you sin against. You may do what you will with your own body, your own

    mind, your own soul. That is a mod­ern-​day be­lief.”




    Re­mo and Chi­un could see that the church was half-​full. Most of the peo­ple were sit­ting

    to­ward the front, with the strag­glers– winos and dere­licts– to­ward the back.




    Re­mo looked around and spot­ted a stair­way lead­ing up and a closed door near it. He

    nudged Chi­un.




    “Down,” he said, point­ing to the door.




    They moved to­ward the door. Re­mo tried the knob, and it turned freely; he pushed the door

    open. The stair­well was dark, but at the bot­tom he could see a crack of light be­neath

    an­oth­er door. He led the way down, with Chi­un right be­hind him. The stairs were wood­en and

    rather flim­sy, but he and Chi­un bare­ly touched them as they de­scend­ed.




    At the bot­tom Re­mo put his ear to the door and, lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly, be­came aware of

    the sound of a man breath­ing on the oth­er side. If he opened the door vi­olent­ly, the man

    was sure to turn and pos­si­bly sound an alarm. His best bet was to open the door nor­mal­ly

    and hope that the man sim­ply thought it was Moor­cock.




    Re­mo opened the door and saw one man stand­ing to his left. As he stepped through the door,

    the man be­gan to turn slow­ly, open­ing his mouth to speak, but he nev­er got the words out.

    Re­mo took him from be­hind, and with the touch of one hand, drove the life out of his

    body.




    He low­ered the man gen­tly to the ground and looked around. There were about half a dozen

    oth­er peo­ple in the base­ment, but none of them heard a thing, as they were busi­ly

    per­form­ing their own tasks– mix­ing hero­in with oth­er white sub­stances: salt, sug­ar,

    any­thing that close­ly re­sem­bled the drug. In its pure form, hero­in was dead­ly to any­one

    who used it. The pur­er it was, how­ev­er, the more times it could be “stepped on”– or “cut”–

    and the more times it was cut, the more it be­came worth on the street, be­cause it could be

    stretched that much fur­ther. With the garbage junkies were used to shoot­ing in­to their arms,

    this stuff would be like heav­en.




    It was in­ter­est­ing to Re­mo that the light­ing in the base­ment was pro­vid­ed by

    kerosene lamps on the ta­bles and the walls. Ap­par­ent­ly Moor­cock had seen no rea­son to fix

    the elec­tric­ity in the base­ment. The base­ment was not fin­ished, ei­ther. It was just

    con­crete floors and bare walls, and Moor­cock had moved wood­en ta­bles in where his peo­ple

    could do their jobs. If these peo­ple had had a union, they sure­ly would have filed grievances

    about the work­ing con­di­tions.




    Re­mo closed the door be­hind them and moved the body of the dead man aside.




    “This is where they pre­pare the vile sub­stance to be sold to chil­dren by chil­dren,”

    Chi­un said to Re­mo. “A dou­bly dis­gust­ing crime against the chil­dren of the world. These

    peo­ple must be pun­ished in the sever­est man­ner.”




    “I agree, Chi­un. Let’s go.”




    They strode across the room to the half-​dozen work­ers whose backs were to them. And they

    would have snuffed them out as ef­fort­less­ly as so many can­dles, ex­cept that one of them

    chose to turn around at that mo­ment. When he saw Re­mo and Chi­un, he gaped and then shout­ed

    a warn­ing to the oth­ers.




    The oth­ers turned to face their im­mi­nent death, but one was quick­er to think than the

    oth­ers. As he turned, he threw a hand­ful of pow­der to­ward Re­mo. The grainy sub­stance flew

    in­to Re­mo’s eyes, burn­ing and blind­ing him.




    Re­mo backed up a step and gave full at­ten­tion to his ears. He knew he would have to re­ly

    on his hear­ing to com­plete his task.




    “They’re both blind,” some­one yelled. “Get ‘em.”




    Ap­par­ent­ly Chi­un was in a sim­ilar predica­ment, but Re­mo did not wor­ry about the old

    man. Chi­un could take care of him­self. He closed his eyes tight­ly and lis­tened

    in­tent­ly.




    The sound of three peo­ple rush­ing at him was deaf­en­ing to his ul­tra-​sen­si­tive

    hear­ing, and the three were of such dif­fer­ent sizes that he could eas­ily dis­cern one from

    the oth­er.




    The heav­iest of the three reached him first. He al­lowed the man to put his hands on him,

    then he reached out with his own hands, found the man’s throat, and crushed it like an

    eggshell. The man croaked and gur­gled as he slid to the floor and choked to death.




    The oth­er two reached him at the same time, each tak­ing hold of one of his arms. He did

    not throw them both off be­cause he would have had to lo­cate them again in or­der to fin­ish

    them off. In­stead, he brought both of his arms around in front of him. With the men still

    hang­ing on to him, he kicked first one in the groin and then the oth­er. They both screamed,

    and as they re­leased his arms and fell to their knees, his hands shot out and took hold of

    their throats, end­ing their lives as he had the first man’s.




    That done, Re­mo lis­tened for the sounds of Chi­un’s com­bat. He heard noth­ing.




    “Chi­un!”




    “Here,” Chi­un replied. Fol­low­ing the sound of his mas­ter’s voice, Re­mo al­so be­came

    aware of the sound of wa­ter. Chi­un was wash­ing out his eyes, a prospect that great­ly

    ap­pealed to Re­mo as well.




    As Re­mo ap­proached, Chi­un reached out to take his hands and guide them in­to the wa­ter.

    Re­mo bathed his face and eyes sev­er­al times un­til the burn­ing sub­sid­ed and his vi­sion

    re­turned.




    “We un­der­es­ti­mat­ed–” he start­ed to say, flush­ing his eyes again, but Chi­un didn’t

    give him a chance to fin­ish.




    “I did not un­der­es­ti­mate any­one, ex­cept per­haps you,” the old man said. “I al­lowed

    the pow­der to en­ter my eyes so that I could set an ex­am­ple for you. That is all.”




    Re­mo looked at Chi­un, then nod­ded and said “Of course, Lit­tle Fa­ther. You were an

    in­spi­ra­tion to me.”




    “Of course,” came the re­ply.




    They both looked over at the dead men, and Re­mo saw that Chi­un’s three had met the same

    fate as his own.




    “Well,” he said, shak­ing the wa­ter from his hands, “I guess the next step is to get those

    peo­ple up­stairs out of here, and then take care of this place. These lamps ought to serve us

    nice­ly.”




    “Yes,” Chi­un said, nod­ding, and then the old Ori­en­tal cocked his head as he heard

    some­thing, “Some­one is com­ing.”




    “I hear it,” Re­mo said. Lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly, he could hear noise in the stair­well, and

    he re­al­ized that there were two sep­arate and dis­tinct sets of foot­steps.




    They both turned to face the door as Loren­zo Moor­cock en­tered the room, hold­ing a

    ter­ri­fied wom­an in front of him and press­ing a gun to her right tem­ple.




    “Gen­tle­man,” Moor­cock said, al­low­ing the door to close be­hind them. “Wel­come to my

    lit­tle fac­to­ry.”




    “I guess we were pret­ty noisy, huh?” Re­mo said. “You came to com­plain?”




    “On the con­trary,” Moor­cock said. “I’m here to com­pli­ment you. You’ve done my work for

    me.” Moor­cock looked at the bod­ies of his dead em­ploy­ees. “Yes,” he said, “and very nice­ly

    too. You saved me the trou­ble of killing them my­self.”




    “Plan­ning on pulling out?” Re­mo asked.




    “Oh, yes, I be­lieve the time has come for me to take my prof­its and move on,” the

    min­is­ter said.




    “Tak­ing the la­dy with you?”




    “Mrs. Ster­ling?” Moor­cock said, tight­en­ing his arm around the wom­an’s waist. “Oh, she

    in­sist­ed on com­ing down with me. The poor wom­an couldn’t bear the thought of some­thing

    hap­pen­ing to me.”




    “Please,” the wom­an said at that point, her eyes plead­ing, “I don’t un­der­stand.”




    “Be qui­et,” Moor­cock said sharply. Look­ing at Re­mo and Chi­un, Moor­cock said, “We have

    a small emer­gen­cy de­vice set up down here that alert­ed me to your pres­ence. I turned my

    con­gre­ga­tion over to a guest speak­er– a com­mon prac­tice– and asked Mrs. Ster­ling to

    ac­com­pa­ny me. As you can see, she in­sist­ed on do­ing so.”




    Re­mo was feel­ing frus­trat­ed. He knew he could take Moor­cock on with­out fear of his

    gun, but the gun wasn’t point­ing at him, it was point­ing at Wal­ter Ster­ling’s moth­er.




    Chi­un was stand­ing qui­et­ly, calm­ly star­ing at the min­is­ter. Re­mo knew that this was

    what Chi­un had been wait­ing for, the op­por­tu­ni­ty to kill the man who had been

    re­spon­si­ble for the deaths of the chil­dren, and he knew that the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju must

    have been feel­ing some frus­tra­tion of his own.




    “What now, Moor­cock?” Re­mo asked.




    “Well, now you and your friend will join my peo­ple on the floor. Once I’ve got­ten rid of

    you, I can re­turn to my flock, wrap up my ser­vices, and be on my way.”




    “Where?”




    Moor­cock smiled and shook his head. “This is not the movies, sir, where the bad guy tells

    the good guys his en­tire plan be­cause their death is im­mi­nent. If you’re go­ing to die, it

    would serve no pur­pose to tell you, save to post­pone your deaths.”




    Still smil­ing, Moor­cock aimed the gun at Re­mo and fired. When he saw that the bul­let had

    missed, he act­ed quick­ly and snapped his arm back so that the gun was pressed against Mrs.

    Ster­ling’s tem­ple again.




    “What trick­ery is this?” he de­mand­ed.




    “Bad marks­man­ship?” Re­mo sug­gest­ed.




    “I am an ex­cel­lent marks­man,” the min­is­ter said. “I couldn’t have missed.”




    Re­mo shrugged and said, “You have to be­lieve your own eyes, don’t you?”




    “There has to be an­oth­er ex­pla­na­tion,” Moor­cock said. “I can adapt to any

    sit­ua­tion.” He was talk­ing to him­self as much as to Re­mo and Chi­un.




    “So I un­der­stand,” Re­mo said. “You’ve ad­just­ed to your fail­ure in pol­itics very

    nice­ly.”




    “You can­not anger me,” Moor­cock said. He stared at them for a few mo­ments, then said, “I

    have it.”




    “Don’t breathe this way; I haven’t had my shots,” Re­mo said.




    “You,” Moor­cock said to Re­mo, ig­nor­ing the re­mark, “will kill him,” point­ing at

    Chi­un, “or I shall kill her.”




    “That’s a good plan,” Re­mo said, “ex­cept for one thing.”




    “What’s that?”




    “If I try to kill him,” Re­mo said, “I’m afraid that he’ll kill me.”




    “That will serve my pur­pose just as well.”




    “Yeah, but if he kills me, who’s go­ing to kill him for you?” Re­mo asked.




    “You are try­ing to con­fuse me in or­der to pro­long your own life,” Moor­cock said. “You

    will kill the old man. That shouldn’t be too much of a prob­lem for you.”




    Re­mo could feel the scorn that re­mark brought out in his teach­er.




    “Please,” he said to Moor­cock, “don’t get him mad.”




    “I think per­haps you are mad,” Moor­cock said. “This old man can hard­ly be a dan­ger to

    any­one.”




    “If that’s the way you feel,” Re­mo said, “then you kill him.”




    All Re­mo or Chi­un need­ed was for Moor­cock to take the gun away from the wom­an’s head

    once more, even for a few sec­onds. If the min­is­ter would fire at Chi­un, then one of them

    would sure­ly reach him be­fore he could turn the gun back on Mrs. Ster­ling.




    Moor­cock was pon­der­ing the prob­lem when some­thing hap­pened that re­solved the

    sit­ua­tion. The base­ment door opened vi­olent­ly, strik­ing Moor­cock in the back. He

    stag­gered un­der the blow, re­leas­ing Mrs. Ster­ling so that she fell to the floor.




    Moor­cock him­self re­tained his foot­ing and turned to face the door. To ev­ery­one’s

    sur­prise, Wal­ter Ster­ling en­tered the room. When the boy saw the gun, he threw him­self in

    front of his moth­er. Moor­cock aimed the gun at him.




    Chi­un took full ad­van­tage of the sit­ua­tion, and Re­mo stood back and watched be­cause

    this was what the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju had been wait­ing for. Re­mo had done the leg­work. but

    this part be­longed to Chi­un.




    The old Ko­re­an moved across the floor in a blur and kicked the gun from Moor­cock’s hand.

    The min­is­ter shout­ed and turned to find him­self face-​to-​face with the old man he’d been

    ridi­cul­ing on­ly mo­ments ago.




    “I’ll kill you,” he said to Chi­un.




    “You have killed chil­dren,” Chi­un ex­plained to Moor­cock, “and for that you must die a

    vi­olent and painful death.”




    Moor­cock laughed and launched a punch at Chi­un. Chi­un moved for­ward, eas­ily avoid­ing

    the blow, and land­ed a blow of his own. Re­mo was the on­ly oth­er per­son in the room who

    heard the ribs on the man’s left side crack. Moor­cock gasped but had no time to slump to the

    floor be­fore Chi­un land­ed a sec­ond blow, shat­ter­ing the ribs on the right side. Re­mo

    re­al­ized that Moor­cock was about to suf­fer the Death of a Thou­sand Breaks, which was

    usu­al­ly re­served for the very worst en­emies of the House of Sinan­ju.




    The sound of snap­ping bones filled the room, and be­fore long Moor­cock was ly­ing on the

    floor, bare­ly alive but still able to feel the pain from the dam­age that had been in­flict­ed

    on him by the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    Chi­un stepped back, sur­veyed his hand­iwork, and nod­ded. Re­mo knew that there wasn’t a

    whole bone left in Moor­cock’s body.




    “That was hor­ri­ble,” Mrs. Ster­ling said, sob­bing. Her son had helped her to her feet,

    and she was lean­ing on him for sup­port.




    Chi­un turned to the wom­an and said, “It was meant to be, madam.”




    Re­mo moved to Wal­ter Ster­ling and put his hand on the boy’s shoul­der.




    “What did he do to me?” Wal­ter asked. “I woke up in an al­ley and–“




    “Nev­er mind,” Re­mo said. “Wal­ter, it’s up to you and your moth­er to get all those

    peo­ple out of the build­ing, and then you must call the po­lice and tell them to come

    here.”




    “Should we wait–“




    “Af­ter you’ve done that, take your moth­er home,” Re­mo said. “We’ll make sure that the

    po­lice find ev­idence of what was go­ing on here.”




    “All right,” Wal­ter said. He turned to his moth­er and told her they had to do what Re­mo

    said. Then he turned back to Re­mo and said, “The man who killed my fa­ther?”




    “I’ll take care of him, Wal­ter,” Re­mo said.




    Wal­ter Ster­ling ac­cept­ed Re­mo’s word and guid­ed his moth­er up the steps.




    Re­mo looked at Chi­un, who was calm­ly study­ing the man on the floor. Moor­cock was

    mak­ing all kinds of sounds, none of which sound­ed hu­man.




    Chi­un looked at Re­mo then and said, “The lamps.”




    “Yes.”




    They wait­ed sev­er­al min­utes for Wal­ter to clean out the parish­ioners, then Re­mo took

    a few of the lamps from the walls and threw them on­to the large wood­en ta­bles where the

    cut­ting had been done. The kerosene ig­nit­ed the wood very quick­ly, and soon the acrid odor

    of burn­ing hero­in filled the air. Be­fore long, ev­ery­thing that was wood­en in the

    base­ment was burn­ing, and Re­mo knew that it wouldn’t be long be­fore the flames found the

    steps and burned their way up to the main floor. The build­ing was old, and it would go up

    quick­ly.




    “Let’s take him up,” Re­mo said. He bent over and filled Moor­cock’s pock­ets with hero­in,

    then threw the body over his shoul­der and start­ed up the steps.




    When they reached the main lev­el, they found that it was emp­ty ex­cept for the smoke which

    had al­ready be­gun to fill the place.




    They left the church by the main ex­it. Re­mo left Moor­cock there, where the po­lice would

    be sure to find him.




    There was a good chance that Loren­zo Moor­cock would be dead by the time the po­lice got

    there, but it could go ei­ther way.




    “Next stop,” Re­mo said, “Na­tion­al Mo­tors.”




    Chi­un looked at Moor­cock, then nod­ded to Re­mo, and they went.


  




  

    CHAPTER SIXTEEN




    Jack Bof­fa and the man called Samuel, un­aware of what was hap­pen­ing at the church, were

    busi­ly tend­ing to busi­ness at the Na­tion­al Mo­tors plant.




    First, Samuel turned the hero­in over to Jack Bof­fa, all nice­ly cut and packed in plas­tic

    bags. Bof­fa had round­ed up some of the kids to help him load the stuff in the fend­er wells

    of the cars that were be­ing shipped that very day to New York, New Or­leans, and Los

    An­ge­les. With both Louis Ster­ling and Al­lan Mar­tin out of ac­tion, he need­ed the

    help.




    Bof­fa, su­per­vis­ing the load­ing op­er­ation, was count­ing dol­lar signs in his head. He

    was to meet with Moor­cock lat­er that day– al­though he didn’t know that the “big boss” was

    Moor­cock– to col­lect his pay­ment, un­aware of the fact that Moor­cock had in­tend­ed to be

    gone long be­fore their pre­ar­ranged meet­ing. Even Samuel was to be left out in the cold– the

    cold ground, to be pre­cise.




    Both men worked dili­gent­ly, un­aware that they were work­ing for no rea­son, un­aware that

    they had dues to pay and that two men were on their way to col­lect.




    In a big way.




    When Re­mo and Chi­un ar­rived at the plant, they pre­sent­ed them­selves to the same

    re­cep­tion­ist Re­mo had dealt with ear­li­er.




    “Sweet­heart, my fa­ther and I are go­ing in­side to con­duct some busi­ness,” Re­mo told

    her.




    “Your… fa­ther?” she asked, star­ing at Chi­un.




    “Well, ac­tu­al­ly he’s adopt­ed,” Re­mo said.




    “He’s adopt­ed?”




    “Yeah, you know. Send six­ty-​nine cents to sup­port a child in an un­der­priv­ileged

    coun­try. Be a fa­ther and all that? Well, I chose to sup­port an un­der­priv­ileged adult and

    be a son. He came in the mail yes­ter­day.”




    “In the mail?”




    “Yeah. He would have been here soon­er, but they sent him bulk rate.”




    “Oh–“




    “Lis­ten,” Re­mo said, lean­ing across the desk and touch­ing the girl be­hind the neck. She

    leaned in­to his touch with her eyes closed. “Would you do me a fa­vor?”




    “Any­thing.”




    “Why don’t you take a cof­fee break. Go out, get your­self a cup of cof­fee and a

    dough­nut–“




    “I’m on a di­et.”




    Damn no­body stuck to a di­et like a skin­ny wom­an, he thought.




    “Have two cups of cof­fee, then,” he said, “Black with no sug­ar. Drink them slow­ly, then

    find a pay phone and call the po­lice. Tell them there’s trou­ble at the plant and to come

    right away. And then you can take the rest of the day off and go home. Un­der­stand?”




    “Yes,” she said. “What­ev­er you say, but please…”




    “What?”




    She opened her eyes and said, “Would you come home with me?”




    He smiled, re­moved his hand, and said, “Maybe lat­er.”




    She sighed, col­lect­ed her purse and jack­et, waved at him, and left.




    “Your fa­ther!” Chi­un said in dis­gust.




    “I was work­ing on her re­sis­tance,” Re­mo ar­gued. “You know, low­er­ing her de­fens­es by

    mak­ing her feel sen­ti­men­tal.”




    “Wast­ing time,” Chi­un said.




    “Come on, Chi­un,” Re­mo said. “You got your child killer. Light­en up.”




    “You are a con­stant source of em­bar­rass­ment to me.”




    “You old sweet-​talk­er, you. Come on, this way.”




    Re­mo led Chi­un through the plant to the as­sem­bly line, where he was sure that the drug

    pack­ing was well un­der way. As they reached that sec­tion, they opened the door a crack and

    peered in.




    Re­mo saw Jack Bof­fa, still hold­ing his clip­board, co­or­di­nat­ing the op­er­ation, and

    saw that he had im­port­ed some of the kids to help out. He hoped Chi­un wouldn’t start in

    again, but that hope came too late.




    “It con­tin­ues,” Chi­un said when he saw what was go­ing on.




    “Chi­un–“




    “We must fin­ish it.”




    “We will,” Re­mo said. “That’s what we’re here for.”




    As they watched, a few cars came off the as­sem­bly line and were driv­en through a large

    garage-​type door. Re­mo fig­ured that the cars were be­ing load­ed on­to one of those mas­sive

    car-​car­ri­er trucks, to be trans­port­ed to the three cities in­volved.




    “Might as well get it done, Chi­un,” he said. He pushed the door open wide and walked in,

    with Chi­un on his heels.




    “Keep it mov­ing there, boys,” Jack Bof­fa was shout­ing. “We’re al­most through.”




    “Wrong, Bof­fa!” Re­mo shout­ed.




    “Wha–” Bof­fa said, turn­ing to face Re­mo. “Oh, you. Who’s this, your house­boy?”




    “Your op­er­ation is shut down, Bof­fa.”




    “What are you talk­ing about?” the fore­man de­mand­ed, try­ing to bluff it out. Re­mo was

    sure that the man did not have a gun on him, but he was aware that Louis Ster­ling had been

    killed with a knife.




    “I mean the whole par­ty is over. Your ‘big boss’ is in the hands of the po­lice, and

    they’re on their way here.”




    “I don’t know what–“




    “Hey, Mr. Bof­fa,” a kid shout­ed. “A bag of shit opened. What should we–“




    “Shut up!” Bof­fa shout­ed.




    “You’ve got to learn to give up, Bof­fa,” Re­mo ad­vised him. “This is the end.”




    “No it ain’t, dammit–” Bof­fa said, and out came the blade from be­hind the clip­board.




    “Nasty,” Re­mo said.




    As Bof­fa slashed at him with the knife, Re­mo put out his bare hand. The blade col­lid­ed

    with his flesh and snapped in two. The lit­tle demon­stra­tion shocked Bof­fa in­to

    si­lence.




    “Bad steel,” Re­mo said.




    Bof­fa was star­ing at the bro­ken blade when Re­mo took his clip­board away from him, which

    seemed to both­er the man even more than hav­ing his knife bro­ken.




    “Hey, give me back my clip­board.”




    “You won’t be need­ing it,” Re­mo told him. “You’re out of busi­ness– per­ma­nent­ly.”




    Re­mo lashed out with the edge of the clip­board, catch­ing Bof­fa on the side of the neck,

    and the man slumped to the floor in a life­less heap.




    “He who lives by the clip­board shall die by the clip­board,” Re­mo said, drop­ping the

    clip­board on top of the body. He turned to Chi­un and said, “The chil­dren are your

    re­spon­si­bil­ity, Chi­un. Get them out of the way be­cause I’m get­ting rid of that whole

    as­sem­bly line.”




    While Chi­un herd­ed the kids to­geth­er like a bunch of lambs, Re­mo went to the head of

    the as­sem­bly line, where a gas pump stood. The cars were giv­en just enough gas to be driv­en

    out to the car-​car­ri­ers, but he took the hose and be­gan to spray the pas­sen­ger

    com­part­ments of the ve­hi­cles.




    Re­mo turned to make sure that Chi­un had man­aged to get ev­ery­body out­side be­fore

    light­ing a match and toss­ing it in­to the pas­sen­ger com­part­ment of the first car. The car

    ig­nit­ed not with a bang but with a whoosh, and it oc­curred to Re­mo very briefly that

    per­haps he should have told the pret­ty young re­cep­tion­ist to call the fire de­part­ment as

    well as the po­lice de­part­ment. He dis­missed the thought as quick­ly as it arose, how­ev­er.

    Na­tion­al Mo­tors should have been more care­ful about who they hired and more ob­ser­vant

    about how their as­sem­bly line was be­ing used– or mis­used.




    Be­fore long the sec­ond car ig­nit­ed, and af­ter a few mo­ments the third, fourth, and

    fifth, in a domi­no ef­fect.




    Soon the en­tire as­sem­bly line was a mass of flames, and it was on­ly be­cause the gas

    tanks of the au­tos had not been filled that there were no ex­plo­sions. Re­mo watched for a

    few min­utes, and the air quick­ly filled with that odor again as the hero­in went up in

    smoke.




    Re­mo picked up the dead body of Jack Bof­fa, threw it over his shoul­der and car­ried it

    out the way Chi­un had tak­en the chil­dren. He hoped Chi­un wouldn’t come out of this whole

    thing with some kind of a Moses syn­drome.




    “Is that him?” Wal­ter Ster­ling asked as Re­mo dropped the body to the ground.




    He turned to face Wal­ter, look­ing mild­ly sur­prised at the boy’s ar­rival.




    “Per­sis­tent, aren’t you?”




    “Is that the man who killed my fa­ther?”




    “Yes, Wal­ter, that’s him.”




    Wal­ter Ster­ling took one step for­ward and kicked Jack Bof­fa vi­cious­ly on the side of

    the head.




    “Kid, he’s dead,” Re­mo said, hop­ing he wasn’t telling Wal­ter any­thing that would up­set

    him great­ly. “He didn’t feel a thing.”




    “That’s okay,” the kid said, “I did.”




    Re­mo turned to face a cou­ple of those mas­sive car car­ri­ers and said to Chi­un, “Ask the

    kids if those cars are load­ed down with drugs.”




    “They are.”




    “Well, then, they have to go too,” Re­mo said. “And they’re go­ing to go big, Chi­un, so

    take the kids out front to meet the cops. They ought to be here soon. When I come out, I’ll be

    bring­ing Bof­fa with me, with his bro­ken knife. The cops’ll find traces of blood on it. Oh,

    and get me a bag of hero­in, and then have the kids throw the rest of the stuff in­to those

    cars be­fore they go.”




    “Any­thing else?” Chi­un asked, with a sar­cas­tic bow.




    “Let’s just get this over with.”




    Chi­un seemed to agree with that and went off to talk to his flock. There were about a dozen

    kids of fif­teen and six­teen. They filed over to the car­ri­ers and start­ed dump­ing the

    re­main­der of their sup­ply in­to the open win­dows of the cars. Chi­un brought Re­mo a

    nick­el bag and then again herd­ed the kids away from the area. Re­mo bent over and stuffed the

    bag in­to the pock­et of the dead fore­man. Then he said, “Get lost, Wal­ter. These cars have

    some gas in the tanks, and they may blow.”




    “Can’t I help?”




    “Do you have any match­es?”




    “Yes.”




    “Okay, I’ll use your match­es.”




    Wal­ter took out a box of stick match­es, hand­ed them to Re­mo, and then went off in the

    di­rec­tion that Chi­un had tak­en the oth­ers.




    Re­mo searched the area and came up with some rags, which he soaked with gaso­line. He

    un­did the gas cap on one car from each car­ri­er, stuffed his makeshift fus­es in, and then

    lit them and backed away a re­spectable dis­tance.




    He was aware of sirens in the dis­tance just as the first car blew. Again, the domi­no

    ef­fect came in­to play as car af­ter car on the first car­ri­er al­so burst in­to flames. By

    the time the po­lice ar­rived, both car­ri­ers were a mass of flames, and now, of course, there

    was the dan­ger that the full gas tanks of the car­ri­ers would ex­plode.




    Well, Re­mo thought, you can’t make an omelet with­out break­ing a few eggs.




    “I’m won­der­ing,” De­tec­tive William Palmer said to Re­mo and Chi­un, “why I al­ways

    man­age to be one step be­hind you.”




    “We sent peo­ple to call in,” Re­mo said. “Maybe they stopped for cof­fee on the way.”




    “Yeah,” Palmer said, “maybe.”




    “Be­sides, what’s the dif­fer­ence?” Re­mo said. He looked over to where some uni­formed

    po­lice were hand­cuff­ing all of the kids un­der the watch­ful eye of Chi­un. “You’ve just

    about got the whole thing wrapped up now.”




    “So you say,” Palmer said. “I’ve got a fire in a church and a fire here at the plant.

    Luck­ily, the fire trucks got here be­fore the gas tanks on those car­ri­ers blew, or the whole

    plant would be gone.”




    “Omelets and eggs,” Re­mo mut­tered.




    “What was that?”




    “Noth­ing.”




    “I’ve got a dead preach­er with his pock­ets full of smack, and I’ve got a dead fore­man

    with his pock­ets full of smack. I won­der who put it there?”




    “They did?” Re­mo sugggest­ed.




    “They aren’t say­ing,” Palmer said point­ed­ly.




    “Well, I wish I could help you, De­tec­tive,” Re­mo said, “but ev­ery time we showed up, it

    was just a lit­tle bit late. We sent word to you as soon as we could.”




    “I’d like to be­lieve that, but I’m afraid you and your friend are go­ing to have to come

    with me and an­swer some ques­tions. My ass could be in a sling be­cause of this.”




    “I don’t think so.”




    “Oh, and why don’t you think so?”




    “Well, you’ve got the whole sto­ry in your hands,” Re­mo said. “All you’ve got to do is ask

    those kids.”




    “Those kids?” Williams asked. “Those kids all have rap sheets as long as your arm,

    mis­ter.”




    “All ju­ve­nile stuff, right?”




    “So?”




    “You talk to Wal­ter Ster­ling,” Re­mo said. “He’ll give you the straight sto­ry, and then

    let him talk to those oth­er boys.”




    “You know, I don’t know who you are, and I don’t know why I keep stick­ing my neck out for

    you….”




    “It’s the lit­tle boy in me,” Re­mo said. “The lit­tle boy.”


  




  

    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




    When Re­mo showed up at Fol­croft, he was alone.




    “Where’s Chi­un?” Smith asked.




    “Oh, he said he had some­thing to at­tend to,” Re­mo hedged.




    “Well, I guess I don’t need to hear the whole sto­ry from both of you. Is it wrapped

    up?”




    “With a pret­ty bow,” Re­mo said. “Moor­cock cooked up the whole scam af­ter he saw how his

    min­is­ter bit was go­ing over. He was pulling in a lot of mon­ey and de­cid­ed to put it to

    work for him. His Ira­ni­an con­tacts didn’t hurt, ei­ther.”




    “Well, I’m sure the Ira­ni­ans weren’t help­ing him out of the good­ness of their hearts,”

    Smith said. “They must have seen this as a means to un­der­mine the youth of the Unit­ed

    States.”




    That was ex­act­ly what Chi­un had said be­fore he went off on his pri­vate lit­tle quest,

    Re­mo thought, on­ly Chi­un hadn’t said “un­der­mine.” He had said “de­stroy.”




    “Well, any­way,” Re­mo con­tin­ued, “it all start­ed to fall apart when some of the kids

    work­ing for him start­ed to get an at­tack of con­science. If it wasn’t the kids, it was the

    par­ents, like in the Mar­tin case.”




    “So peo­ple start­ed get­ting out of line, Moor­cock start­ed get­ting rid of them, and we

    no­ticed.”




    “Right,” Re­mo said. “The be­gin­ning of the end.”




    “For­tu­nate­ly for us,” Smith said.




    “All of the kids we turned over to the cops in De­troit start­ed talk­ing right af­ter

    Wal­ter Ster­ling did,” Re­mo ex­plained, “so the po­lice pret­ty much have a pic­ture of what

    went on. What they don’t know, they can pret­ty well re­con­struct.”




    “And you’re out of it?”




    “We got lucky with that cop, Palmer,” Re­mo said. “He rec­og­nized some­thing good and

    no­ble in me.”




    “You don’t say.”




    “He was al­so work­ing the case from a dif­fer­ent an­gle, as it turns out,” Re­mo said.




    “What an­gle was that?”




    “Moor­cock had paid the judge who set the bail for the Mar­tin kid.”




    “But the judge set the bail ex­or­bi­tant­ly high.”




    “Right, and who would sus­pect the min­is­ter of a half-​assed church of putting up the

    mon­ey? That was just a lit­tle ex­tra in­sur­ance to make sure noth­ing got back to him.”




    “He was pret­ty thor­ough, wasn’t he, this min­is­ter?” Smith said.




    “Not thor­ough enough,” Re­mo said.




    In a Mex­ico City ho­tel room, Rafael Cin­tron was wait­ing with his two col­leagues,

    An­to­nio Jiminez and Pablo San­toro, for some Ira­ni­an diplo­mats to ar­rive for a

    con­fer­ence.




    “It is un­for­tu­nate what hap­pened to Señor Moor­cock in De­troit,” he said to the oth­er

    two, “but we are for­tu­nate that the Ira­ni­ans wish to seek an­oth­er av­enue in or­der to

    keep our, er, busi­ness flour­ish­ing. Af­ter all, they paid us quite a lot of mon­ey to car­ry

    their drugs dur­ing our trips to the Unit­ed States and are will­ing to con­tin­ue to do

    so.”




    “We are with you, Rafael,” Jiminez said. “You have no need to con­vince us.”




    Cin­tron looked at the oth­er man, San­toro, who nod­ded his agree­ment. “Ex­cel­lent,” he

    said. He had got­ten used to the life-​style he had been en­joy­ing on the mon­ey the

    Ira­ni­ans paid him and was very hap­py that he would not have to choose be­tween his wife and

    his mis­tress but could con­tin­ue to sup­port both.




    When the knock fi­nal­ly sound­ed at the door, he jumped up from his seat and said, “At

    last!” The oth­ers watched as he walked ea­ger­ly to the door and swung it open.




    “Wel­come, my friend–” Cin­tron start­ed to say, but as the man in the door­way start­ed to

    fall for­ward, Cin­tron was forced to leap out of the way. “What…” he said, and they all gaped

    at the fall­en man, who was ob­vi­ous­ly dead.




    “Watch out!” Jiminez shout­ed, and Cin­tron turned to see that there had been an­oth­er man

    right be­hind the first, and now he was falling for­ward too. Cin­tron jumped out of the way in

    time to avoid the sec­ond man, then did a dance step to avoid be­ing hit by a third.




    “Dios mio,” Cin­tron said, star­ing down at the three dead men. From what he could see,

    there wasn’t a mark on any of them, but they were quite dead.




    “How–” San­toro asked.




    “I don’t know.”




    “I do,” a small, el­der­ly Ori­en­tal said, step­ping in­to the room through the open

    door.




    All three men looked at him in dis­be­lief.




    “Who– who are you?” Cin­tron asked.




    “I am a man who is con­cerned about the health of the youth of the Unit­ed States.”




    “What?”




    “These men were try­ing to de­stroy it,” the Ori­en­tal gen­tle­man went on, “and you men

    were help­ing them. You see the price they paid, so you can guess the price you must pay.”




    “You’re mad,” Cin­tron said.




    “You killed them?” Jiminez asked, know­ing that the ques­tion was ridicu­lous.




    “Oh, yes,” the Ori­en­tal said.




    “That’s pre­pos­ter­ous,” Cin­tron said. “How could you have“




    “Eas­ily,” the man said. “I am act­ing on be­half of the chil­dren of Amer­ica and of the

    world. I am their in­stru­ment.”




    “He is lo­co,” San­toro said.




    “We must leave,” Cin­tron said. “Some­thing is very wrong.”




    “Si, we must leave,” Jiminez agreed.




    They gath­ered up their be­long­ings and turned to leave but found the way blocked by the

    el­der­ly Ori­en­tal, who looked frail enough to be knocked over by a stiff breeze un­til you

    looked at his eyes.




    His eyes were fright­en­ing.




    “Let us pass.”




    “I will let you pass… on,” the man said, and start­ed to­ward them.




    Cin­tron did not ex­act­ly see what the old Ori­en­tal did, but sud­den­ly Jiminez slumped

    to the floor, just as dead as the three Ira­ni­ans, and with­out a mark on him.




    “What hap­pened?” Cin­tron asked, look­ing at San­toro, but by that time San­toro had al­so

    slumped to the floor, dead. “This is in­sane,” he said.




    “Yes,” Chi­un said, be­fore he killed Rafael Cin­tron, “that is just what the de­struc­tion

    of chil­dren is. In­sane.”




    “So when do you ex­pect Chi­un back?” Smith asked.




    “He won’t be long,” Re­mo said. “He’s just mak­ing sure that the chil­dren of the world are

    safe. He’s a very con­cerned cit­izen, you know.”
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