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    Pro­logue




    “In the end, it will be the in­sects who rule the earth.” - Not­ed sci­en­tist.




    “In the end, who cares?” -Re­mo

    Williams,




    iden­ti­ty and ad­dress un­known, fin­ger­prints on file nowhere, for­mer

    po­lice­man, still record­ed in some old news­pa­per files as the last man to be ex­ecut­ed in

    the elec­tric chair in the New Jer­sey State Pen­iten­tiary.




    “End? What end? You whites will be with us for­ev­er.” - Chi­un, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, 




    ves­sel of the sun source of all the Mar­tial Arts, His Awe­some

    Mag­nif­icence, known as “Lit­tle Fa­ther” by Re­mo Williams, who is a white, but one of the

    nice ones at times. Not all the time, how­ev­er. And late­ly, even less fre­quent­ly, if you

    could be­lieve that. Not that com­plain­ing ev­er did any good.




    


  




  

    Chapter 1




    Win­ston Hoag was afraid of many things in life, but nev­er the thing that killed him.




    He was afraid of the sud­den air ed­dies that came up over tree lines on warm days and sent

    his small sin­gleengine plane in­to a sud­den dive un­til, on­ly feet above the cot­ton fields,

    he was able to wres­tle back con­trol of the craft.




    He was afraid of the chem­icals he re­leased over the fields, afraid that con­stant con­tact

    with the pes­ti­cides that pro­tect­ed the crops for the farmer would some­how get in­to his

    blood sys­tem and kill him.




    He was afraid of los­ing his con­tracts as a crop duster and afraid of see­ing his fam­ily

    go on wel­fare. He thought he would rather kill him­self than let that hap­pen, al­though he

    did not know if he had the courage to kill him­self.




    He was afraid al­so that his plane would come apart one day be­cause Win­ston Hoag al­ways

    had to mea­sure the cost of new parts against the cost of send­ing his chil­dren to a good

    school, of his wife be­ing able to put good food on the ta­ble, of be­ing able to help sup­port

    his ag­ing par­ents.




    He was afraid of sun­sets that played games with his depth per­cep­tion and afraid of

    sun­ris­es that could sud­den­ly blind a pi­lot in an open-​air cock­pit.




    But one thing he was not afraid of was the young cou­ple who of­fered him two hun­dred

    dol­lars to let them in­stall a video cam­era be­tween his legs to shoot up­ward and film his

    face as he dust­ed crops.




    All he want­ed was to make sure that the cam­era didn’t get in the way of his foot

    con­trols.




    “We want you to turn on the cam­era be­fore you get your chem­ical valves to re­lease,” said

    the young wom­an. “This is im­por­tant. We want your spray­ing sys­tem off un­til you have the

    cam­era on for at least a minute.”




    “Two min­utes,” cor­rect­ed the young man who was with her.




    “Sure,” said Win­ston Hoag. “But why?”




    “Be­cause that’s how we want it,” said the wom­an. She was an ash blond and spoke with the

    long vow­els of wealth, with the ca­su­al, con­fi­dent air that made her look rich in a pair of

    fad­ed blue jeans. If Win­ston Hoag wore fad­ed jeans, he knew he would just look poor. In

    fact, the first thing he’d done when he en­list­ed in the Air Force had been to throw away his

    old fad­ed jeans. And when he was dis­charged, one of the first things he did was buy

    brand-​new jeans, stiff blue-​black ones, spank­ing new, and un­com­fort­able.




    Win­ston Hoag, like many peo­ple who had been dirt poor when they were young, al­ways

    dread­ed re­turn­ing to that. He could use the two hun­dred dol­lars.




    “If that’s how you want it, that’s how you’ll get it,” he said, “but I would like to know

    why.”




    “Be­cause,” said the wom­an.




    “Be­cause we want to get the change in your ex­pres­sion from when you’re not spray­ing to

    when you are,” the young man ex­plained.




    “There ain’t no change,” said Hoag.




    “There is,” said the wom­an. “There has to be.”




    “Ac­tu­al­ly, we don’t know,” the man said. He wore san­dals and kha­ki-​col­ored shorts

    with a lot of buck­les on them, and car­ried a roll of hun­dred-​dol­lar bills. “We’d like to

    find out.” His old T-​shirt called for sav­ing the tim­ber wolf from ex­tinc­tion. Its leg­end

    read: “Ex­tinct is for­ev­er.”




    Win­ston Hoag could go along with that. He didn’t like to see an­imals die out. And the

    an­imal he would least like to see die out was him­self.




    He took the two hun­dred dol­lars.




    “Re­mem­ber,” the wom­an said, “A full two min­utes be­fore you turn on your chem­ical

    spray, we want the cam­era be­tween your legs turned on.”




    “Okay,” Hoag said.




    “How do you pro­tect your in­sec­ti­cide tanks?” the young man asked.




    “What?”




    “What pro­tec­tion do you use for your in­sec­ti­cide tanks?”




    “Don’t use noth­ing,” Hoag said. “I’m the one who needs pro­tec­tion.”




    “How do you know your in­sec­ti­cide tanks won’t re­lease pre­ma­ture­ly?”




    “They’re safe from that.”




    “Let me see,” said the wom­an.




    “They’re just plain old in­sec­ti­cide tanks,” said Hoag.




    “We want to see them any­way,” the young man said.




    Hoag took them to the plane, and ex­plained that he had more than ad­equate safe­ty

    mea­sures to pro­tect the tanks from pre­ma­ture re­lease.




    “You’ve got to re­mem­ber,” he said. “That in­sec­ti­cide costs mon­ey and I could be sued

    if I sprayed some res­iden­tial area.”




    “Yes,” the wom­an said. “We know that mon­ey means a lot to you.”




    “Lis­ten, I can use the mon­ey,” Hoag said. “But ev­ery­body’s got to earn a liv­ing and I

    don’t right­ly take no job with in­sults at­tached.”




    “We un­der­stand,” the young man said sooth­ing­ly. “We didn’t mean to in­sult you. Could

    you pos­si­bly re­in­force the in­sec­ti­cide tanks?”




    “Sir?” said Hoag, try­ing to be po­lite in turn.




    “Could you re­in­force the in­sec­ti­cide tanks, sort of put an­oth­er set of brack­ets

    around them?”




    “Not for no two hun­dred dol­lars,” Hoag said.




    “Three hun­dred,” said the young man.




    Hoag shook his head. First of all, the new met­al might cost an­oth­er hun­dred and that

    would add weight to the plane and cut his fu­el econ­omy. He was ready to for­get the whole

    thing right there. There were a lot of things he would do for a few hun­dred dol­lars, but

    tak­ing risks with an old plane was not among them.




    By the time the crop duster and the young cou­ple worked out ex­act­ly how they want­ed the

    in­sec­ti­cide tanks pro­tect­ed, it added two hun­dred pounds of weight to the plane, threw

    off its bal­ance and would cost the cou­ple no less than fif­teen hun­dred dol­lars. Win­ston

    Hoag was sure they would refuse.




    But the hun­dreds just kept com­ing from a roll of bills in the young man’s hand. And they

    didn’t even want a re­ceipt.




    “You know,” said Hoag, “even if this dan­ged plane crash­es, those tanks won’t be harmed.

    Darn, if they aren’t the most se­cure things this side of Fort Knox.”




    “You’re sure?” the wom­an said.




    “I wish I was that well pro­tect­ed,” said Hoag, and the cou­ple flashed si­mul­ta­ne­ous

    smiles.




    They came back the next day to in­spect his work. They in­sist­ed on in­stalling the

    cam­era, set­ting it just so, and de­mand­ed to see where he sat in the plane. They

    read­just­ed the cam­era’s an­gle to makeau­re, they said, that the lens got his face

    per­fect­ly.




    “I think it’s point­ing at my chest,” said Hoag as the young wom­an ran her hand down

    be­tween his legs. He liked the touch of her hands so he didn’t com­plain.




    “We know what we’re do­ing,” she said. “Now, let’s see you reach for­ward for the

    switch.”




    He leaned down and reached for the shiny met­al tog­gle switch which looked as if it had

    been re­moved from an old elec­tric mo­tor. It had been sol­dered on­to the trig­ger of the

    video cam­era.




    As he touched the switch, his chest was less than two feet away from the cam­era lens.




    “Per­fect,” said the wom­an.




    Hoag took off that af­ter­noon to dust a small crop of peanuts out­side Plains, Geor­gia,

    fif­teen hun­dred dol­lars rich­er from two young peo­ple he thought of as fools.




    He wasn’t even go­ing to both­er dust­ing that day. He didn’t want to risk go­ing tight to

    the peanut field, skim­ming close to trees with the plane’s ex­tra weight. He planned to get

    over the peanut field, turn on the cam­era, fly ab­so­lute­ly lev­el for twen­ty min­utes so

    the cam­era wouldn’t catch any­thing but his face and the sky, and the two rich id­iots would

    nev­er know he hadn’t been dust­ing. Then he would fly back, give them their cam­era, re­move

    the heavy junk from the plane and do the reg­ular peanut-​dust­ing run the next day.




    “A fool and his mon­ey are soon part­ed,” thought Hoag as he reached two thou­sand feet and

    lev­eled his sin­gle-​en­gine plane. Then he leaned down in­to the cock­pit, smiled at the

    cam­era lens, and tight­ly grabbed the tog­gle switch. He was still smil­ing as the cam­era

    lens shot for­ward like a pro­jec­tile, driv­ing di­rect­ly in­to his heart with enough force

    to shat­ter his ster­num and ex­plode it through­out his chest cav­ity.




    The coro­ner nev­er fig­ured this out, though, be­cause there wasn’t very much left of

    Win­ston Hoag when the pieces of ev­ery­thing were picked up off the red-​clay dust of the

    Geor­gia field.




    The plane’s wings were shred­ded, the fuse­lage was junk, and Win­ston Hoag re­sem­bled

    bones held to­geth­er by blood clots. The on­ly things that emerged un­scathed from the wreck

    were the re­in­forced in­sec­ti­cide tanks, two bright met­al cylin­ders that looked like

    un­ex­plod­ed bombs.




    Eye­wit­ness­es said that Hoag had been fly­ing at about two thou­sand feet, very lev­el and

    steady, when the plane sud­den­ly went in­to a crazy spin and flew in­to the ground at top

    speed, nar­row­ly miss­ing a peanut farmer who had his eyes on a rab­bit that he thought ready

    to at­tack him.




    It was on­ly when the lo­cal tele­vi­sion sta­tion got an anony­mous phone tip that the

    coro­ner found out it had been a mur­der and not just an ac­ci­dent.




    “If you look for a cam­era lens,” said the caller, “you’ll find that it has been shot in­to

    the chest of mass mur­der­er Win­ston Hoag.”




    “Mass mur­der­er? Who did Hoag mur­der?” asked the re­porter, des­per­ate­ly sig­nal­ing

    some­one to get the po­lice to trace the call.




    “Ev­ery­thing,” said the tele­phone voice. “He mur­dered the morn­ings, the chirps of birds

    and the lop­ing beau­ty of the en­dan­gered tim­ber wolf. He mur­dered our wa­ter and our sky.

    Most of all, he mur­dered to­mor­row.”




    “He was just a crop duster,” the tele­vi­sion man said.




    “Ex­act­ly,” said the caller. “We are the SLA and you’re not go­ing to do this to us

    any­more. Nei­ther you nor the oth­er Win­ston Hoags of this world.”




    Why would the Sym­bronese what­ev­er-​it-​was want to mur­der a crop duster? thought the TV

    re­porter.




    His ques­tion was an­swered with­out even be­ing asked.




    “We are the An­imal Lib­er­ation Al­liance,” said the caller. “It was a moral killing.”




    “It’s moral to kill the fa­ther of three kids?” said the re­porter los­ing his

    dis­pas­sion­ate pro­fes­sion­al­ism and was yelling in­to the tele­phone.




    “Yes. We crashed a plane and took a pi­lot with­out adding fur­ther trau­ma to the

    en­vi­ron­ment. The in­sec­ti­cide tanks did not re­lease their geno­ci­dal poi­son.”




    In the next month, there were three oth­er “moral killings.” The Species Lib­er­ation

    Al­liance took cred­it for stran­gling a cat­tle ranch­er with his own barbed wire. They did

    not, as they care­ful­ly point­ed out in phone calls to the press, leave the barbed wire around

    for an­imals to cut them­selves on, but in­stead imbed­ded it all in the ranch­er’s throat. The

    SLA al­so wrapped the crew of a tu­na boat in their own nets and sank them in the Pa­cif­ic,

    off Ba­ja, Cal­ifor­nia, in such a way that the net would nev­er break loose to trap any more

    fish. And they capped an oil well in Georges Bank off the Mas­sachusetts coast with the crushed

    skulls of the drilling crew, proud­ly pro­claim­ing that they had used a “nat­ural

    non­pol­lut­ing plug.”




    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III did not at­tempt to jus­ti­fy the killings. Af­ter each one, he

    ap­peared on sev­er­al tele­vi­sion pro­grams to ex­plain his po­si­tion on the deaths: “While

    I dis­ap­prove of vi­olence in any form, we have to look at the root caus­es of these

    mur­ders.” And then he lec­tured for a half-​hour on the cru­el­ty of man to oth­er liv­ing

    crea­tures:




    “What sort of so­ci­ety are we,” he asked, “that would say of cru­el­ty, ‘he treat­ed

    some­one like a bug’? Or a worm. We im­pale liv­ing crea­tures on barbed met­al hooks to bait

    oth­er liv­ing crea­tures that we en­snare and then suf­fo­cate to death, and call it sport. I

    am talk­ing, gen­tle­men, about fish­ing.”




    “We un­der­stand that, Mr. Per­ri­weath­er,” said the com­men­ta­tor. “Par­tic­ular­ly in

    your po­si­tion as Amer­ica’s lead­ing pro­tec­tor of na­ture. But what about mur­der­ing an

    en­tire rig­ging crew?”




    “What about the mil­lions of deaths ev­ery day that a bi­ased press does not re­port? Af­ter

    all, what is the Species Lib­er­ation Al­liance try­ing to do but bring to the pub­lic’s

    at­ten­tion the atroc­ities done in their name with gov­ern­ment sup­port.”




    “What atroc­ities?” asked the in­ter­view­er, and on na­tion­al tele­vi­sion, Wal­dron

    Per­ri­weath­er III, heir to the Per­ri­weath­er for­tune, a hand­some blond man whose

    del­icate fea­tures were the re­sult of Per­ri­weath­er mon­ey al­ways mar­ry­ing beau­ty,

    list­ed the atroc­ities done with Amer­ican mon­ey. Mass mur­der of in­sects. Poi­son­ing of

    fish and air. Le­gal­ized mur­der of moose called hunt­ing.




    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III had lit­tle use for those groups that mere­ly pro­tect­ed the

    ob­vi­ous­ly lov­able, like pets, birds and beau­ti­ful an­imals.




    “What about the In­ga worm?” he asked. “Around the clock, sci­en­tists are work­ing to find

    a spray that will stop this crea­ture’s res­pi­ra­tions. It re­minds me of the Nazi gas

    ovens.”




    “Doesn’t the In­ga worm de­stroy crops?” he was asked.




    “So does man,” said Per­ri­weath­er. “How does man de­stroy crops?”




    “The same way the In­ga worm does. He eats them,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “But when the In­ga

    worm at­tempts to share the boun­ty of the earth, we fever­ish­ly try to de­stroy it with

    chem­icals. It is about time we stopped our hu­man-​cen­tered bi­as­es. We must all share this

    earth to­geth­er or we will lose it to­geth­er.”




    On that note, he left the stu­dio to po­lite ap­plause. But some of the news­men were

    talk­ing about the need for a new aware­ness of less­er crea­tures, and some in the au­di­ence

    nod­ded their heads ap­prov­ing­ly. For one who did not con­done the killing of Win­ston Hoag

    or the cat­tle ranch­er or the drilling crew whose fam­ilies had to bury the head­less bod­ies

    in closed coffins, Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III had done much to pro­mote the SLA’s cause.




    Per­ri­weath­er re­turned to his pala­tial es­tate in Bev­er­ly, Mas­sachusetts, a gi­ant

    rock fortress set on a hill over­look­ing the At­lantic, in an area the Per­ri­weath­ers had

    ruled for more than a cen­tu­ry and a half. There were no lawns around the Per­ri­weath­er

    man­sion on­ly high grass where birds and in­sects could nest. No pes­ti­cides ev­er touched

    the Per­ri­weath­er fields.




    Any ser­vant caught us­ing a re­pel­lent dur­ing mosquito sea­son would be fired. Nor did

    the Per­ri­weath­ers use net­ting to de­ter mosquitoes, pre­fer­ring in­stead what they called

    the “hu­mane ap­proach.” This in­volved hav­ing ser­vants stay­ing up all night fan­ning the

    Per­ri­weath­ers so that the gen­tle breezes would not let a mosquito land on Per­ri­weath­er

    flesh. Of course the ser­vants, in truest Per­ri­weath­er tra­di­tion, worked dur­ing the day

    as well. Just be­cause the Per­ri­weath­er fam­ily showed moral­ity to­ward in­sects did not

    mean that they were fi­nan­cial­ly fool­ish. There were, af­ter all, lim­its to one’s sense of

    de­cen­cy.




    At the en­trance of the es­tate, Per­ri­weath­er’s Rolls-​Royce halt­ed. The chauf­feur bent

    over and Wal­dron climbed on­to his back to be car­ried by foot to the great stone man­sion.

    Wal­dron did not like driv­ing on the es­tate be­cause he did not be­lieve in spew­ing oil

    ex­haust in­to the air of his “fel­low res­idents,” name­ly the flies, worms and

    mosquitoes.




    This day, he was es­pe­cial­ly anx­ious to reach the main build­ing, so he kicked his heels

    in­to the chauf­feur’s flanks to get him to run faster. He didn’t un­der­stand what was wrong

    with the chauf­feur when the el­der­ly man broke out in­to a ter­ri­ble sweat, and at the

    steps, he bucked and con­vulsed, al­most knock­ing Per­ri­weath­er to the ground.




    Wal­dron stepped over the strick­en man, com­ment­ing to the but­ler that he won­dered where

    the driv­er had been trained. Then Wal­dron rushed in­to a rear room of the man­sion, sealed by

    an iron door, and with net­ting that closed on both the in­side and out­side.




    Air ducts fed the room. They were al­so sealed by fine mesh net­ting. The tem­per­ature was

    a per­fect 85 de­grees: Ripe fruit and spoil­ing meat made the air so heavy with de­cay that

    Wal­dron felt he could swim in it.




    A white-​haired man in a white coat was lean­ing over a mi­cro­scope, look­ing at a petri

    dish. He per­spired pro­fuse­ly in the heat and ev­ery once in a while he would spit in­to a

    buck­et. He had com­plained once that the air was so foul he could taste it and, once tast­ing

    it, he couldn’t keep his meals down.




    “I’m pay­ing enough so you can be fed in­tra­venous­ly,” Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III had

    re­mind­ed him, and the sci­en­tist stopped com­plain­ing.




    “Is it ready yet?” Per­ri­weath­er asked.




    “Not yet,” said the sci­en­tist. “These are just the eggs.”




    “Let me see,” Per­ri­weath­er said anx­ious­ly.




    The sci­en­tist stepped aside and Per­ri­weath­er leaned down un­til the mis­cro­scope

    eye­piece touched his lash­es. Then he saw them-​wig­gling, white and large, the most adorable

    things he had ev­er seen.




    “They’re love­ly,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “They will be all right, won’t they?”




    “Them?”




    “Of course them. They will be all right, won’t they?” Per­ri­weath­er snapped.




    “Mr. Per­ri­weath­er, I don’t think you re­al­ly have to wor­ry about those mag­gots.”




    Per­ri­weath­er nod­ded and looked back in­to the eye­piece, fo­cus­ing on the dish of

    mag­gots eat­ing away at rot­ten meat.




    “Kootchy, kootchy, coo,” said Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III.


  




  

    Chapter 2




    His name was Re­mo and he knew old build­ings the way a doc­tor knew blood ves­sels. He

    could not re­mem­ber when he had start­ed to know them this way, to un­der­stand how builders’

    minds worked and where they would put pas­sages or where they had to have spaces or felt that

    they need­ed spaces.




    It was on­ly af­ter he had known it a long time that he re­al­ized he could see a build­ing

    and know how to pen­etrate its hid­den places, just as sure­ly as a physi­cian would know there

    was a vein un­der a fore­arm.




    He knew there would be an old dumb­wait­er chan­nel in this base­ment and he knew that it

    would be be­hind the el­eva­tor. He al­so knew that a seem­ing­ly sol­id wall would hide it. He

    pressed the heel of his right hand against the plas­ter, feel­ing its dry­ness, sens­ing the

    dark­ness around him, tast­ing that nev­er­lost smell of coal in this base­ment in Boston’s

    Back Bay.




    He pressed with his hand, steadi­ly in­creas­ing the force so there would be no vi­olent

    noise, and then the base­ment wall gave way with a lit­tle groan. The old dumb­wait­er was

    in­side. Care­ful­ly he gath­ered up the plas­ter in his hands, like a silent ea­gle with soft

    talons, and gen­tly fun­neled the plas­ter chips and dust in­to a pile at his feet.




    He reached in­side the hole and felt old iron, ridged with rust, that crum­bled in his

    hands. That was the han­dle for the dumb­wait­er door. He did not both­er to pull it. He sensed

    that it would come off in his hands, so he pressed it silent­ly in­to the old wood, and it gave

    way with a gen­tle sput­ter of dry rot.




    These dumb­wait­ers had once been used by de­liv­ery boys who were not al­lowed in­to the

    main halls of the old Back Bay brown­stones. They were box­es run­ning on pul­leys. A boy would

    put a pack­age of gro­ceries in­to the box, pull down on a rope, and the box would be raised to

    the cor­rect floor.




    As in most of the sealed dumb­wait­ers, the box and rope had long ago set­tled to the floor.

    Now there was just a dark, air­less pas­sage, and Re­mo moved in­to it smooth­ly, know­ing that

    the brick he felt un­der his hands could crum­ble from too much pres­sure. He did not climb the

    brick, but in­stead let the wall be­come part of him, cre­at­ing the move­ment up­ward.




    He was a thin man with thick wrists and wore a dark T-​shirt and dark slacks. His shoes were

    sim­ple loafers that skimmed gen­tly up­ward as his body rose in the nar­row dark chan­nel. And

    then he heard the voic­es on the oth­er side of the wall.




    He made a bridge of five fin­gers with his left hand, set the right hand against the

    op­po­site wall and stayed sus­pend­ed to lis­ten. The ris­ing was not the hard part in

    deal­ing with heights. All move­ments had their own pow­er, but a stag­nant body would fall, so

    he sup­port­ed him­self with his hands, vary­ing the pres­sure un­der his fin­ger­tips to

    main­tain the uni­ty of his mo­tion with the brick.




    He heard one man say, “What can go wrong? What? Tell me.”




    “I’m scared, I’m telling you. I’m scared. Look at the size of it. I just want to run.

    For­get what we found and thank our lucky stars they don’t know it yet.”




    The first man laughed.




    “Ba­by,” he said. “We have nev­er been so safe in our lives. It’s not a crime. They’re

    com­mit­ting the crime. They’re the ones who are out­side of the law, not us. They’re the ones

    who should be afraid. They should be piss­ing their pants.”




    “I don’t know. I still say for­get it.”




    “Look, noth­ing can hap­pen to us.”




    “These aren’t our files,” the sec­ond man said. “So?”




    “We got them by ac­ci­dent on a com­put­er scan by one of our re­search peo­ple.”




    “You’ve just proven,” the first man said, “that we did not steal any­thing.”




    “But it’s not ours.”




    “Pos­ses­sion is nine­ty per­cent of the law. If these files, these beau­ti­ful files,

    aren’t ours, whose are they?”




    “They be­long to that san­itar­ium we traced in Rye, New York. Fol­croft San­itar­ium.”




    “I talked to the di­rec­tor up there to­day. He said the files aren’t his.”




    “Well, how about that com­put­er set­up in St. Mar­tin? That was tied up with this whole

    thing, some­how.”




    “St. Mar­tin. Swell, a va­ca­tion is­land in the Caribbean. Think any­body there will care

    about these files?”




    “I think the files at Fol­croft are du­pli­cat­ed on St. Mar­tin. Prob­ably to stop them

    from be­ing erased by mis­take. And I think it’s some se­cret gov­ern­ment out­fit and we ought

    to stay the hell away from it,” the sec­ond man said.




    “We’ll help them stay se­cret. We won’t say any­thing. We’ll just be­come rich as Croe­sus

    from all this won­der­ful in­for­ma­tion.”




    The sec­ond man let out a sound like a soft groan. “You know, all that da­ta tracks crime in

    Amer­ica. The print­outs have files on how some­body gave the FBI, the nar­cotics peo­ple and

    lo­cal cops the in­for­ma­tion to help send crooks to jail. I think it’s our own gov­ern­ment’s

    at­tempt to keep the coun­try from falling apart, and darn it, I think we ought to leave them

    alone. This coun­try’s been good to us. If some se­cret agen­cy helps it sur­vive, then let it

    be.”




    “Why?” the first man said.




    “Be­cause tam­per­ing is wrong. These peo­ple are try­ing to do good. What are we go­ing to

    do? Make some more mon­ey? This coun­try has al­ready let us be­come rich.”




    “Not a good enough rea­son. You got to show me how I can be hurt.”




    “What if they have com­man­dos or some­thing work­ing for them?” the sec­ond man said.




    “No. The com­put­er said on­ly one man was au­tho­rized to do any vi­olence.”




    “Maybe that one guy’s dan­ger­ous.”




    The first man laughed aloud. “We’ve got three men out­side the door and three men on the

    street. The doors are made of re­in­forced steel. Let’s see him try some­thing. There’ll on­ly

    be one dead body. His.”




    “I still don’t like it,” the sec­ond man said.




    “Look, we’ll be rich­er than oil sheiks. We can for­get our com­put­er busi­ness. We’ll know

    all the dirt that goes on in the coun­try. We can black­mail the gov­ern­ment. Or peo­ple who

    are break­ing the law. We can do any­thing we want and ev­ery­body’ll be afraid of us and pay

    us. Noth­ing can hap­pen to us.”




    Right, Re­mo thought to him­self. These were the right ones.




    He re­leased his left hand and let his left side brace against the wall, and with an easy

    ex­ten­sion moved the room wall right in­to the room. Rolling free of the white plas­ter dust,

    he found him­self in a high-​ceilinged room with an or­nate black mar­ble fire­place and two

    fright­ened men.




    Be­tween them was a gray met­al box which Re­mo had been told was a two-​hun­dred-​megabyte

    hard disk, what­ev­er that was.




    The two men were mid­dle-​aged with deep tans from some sun­ny place they had ap­par­ent­ly

    vis­it­ed that win­ter. But when the wall opened up and Re­mo came through, the tans

    dis­ap­peared. and they be­came old men with very white faces.




    “This the two-​hun­dred-​megabyte hard disk?” Re­mo asked.




    They both nod­ded. Their eyes were wide and their heads moved as stiffly as if their necks

    were pet­ri­fied wood.




    “That’s it, huh?” con­firmed Re­mo. He re­mem­bered Smith’s com­put­ers at Fol­croft,

    tak­ing up most of a base­ment, and he didn’t un­der­stand how any­thing of val­ue could be

    con­tained in the small gray box.




    The men nod­ded again.




    “You make any back­ups?” Re­mo asked. He had been told to ask that and find the back­ups if

    they had made any.




    “No,” said both men in uni­son.




    Re­mo grabbed one by the left pinky and pressed the fin­ger back­ward with in­creas­ing

    pain.




    “In the bath­room,” the man gasped.




    “What’s in the bath­room?”




    “Soft disks. Back­ups.”




    “Show me,” said Re­mo. Both men went to a white door around the cor­ner from the fire­place.

    When they opened it, Re­mo saw thou­sands of thin, record­like disks.




    “Is that it?” Re­mo said.




    “You couldn’t be from that place if you don’t rec­og­nize a flop­py disk,” said the more

    ag­gres­sive of the two men. He wore a flared gray suit and a striped tie. The oth­er wore a

    dark blue suit and plain white shirt with all the joy of some­one re­hears­ing for his own

    fu­ner­al.




    “I’m from that place,” Re­mo said.




    In his pock­et was some­thing he was sup­posed to use now. It was a small de­vice that

    looked like a cigarette lighter but had no flame. It was black and metal­lic and had a but­ton

    he was sup­posed to press. He pressed and the light in the liv­ing room flick­ered

    strange­ly.




    “He’s from that place,” said the man in the flared suit. “He erased ev­ery­thing with a

    pro­ject­ed mag­net­ic field.”




    “Is that what I did?” Re­mo asked.




    “What are you go­ing to use on the hard disk? It’s got a plat­inum shell five times hard­er

    than steel.”




    “Five times, you say?” The men stared, stunned, at what they saw. It ap­peared as if the

    thin man in the dark shirt and trousers just slapped the two sides of the su­per-​strong met­al

    box, not hard, not even fast, as if he were giv­ing it a love tap. With a crack, the shell

    shat­tered and the in­sides were ex­posed, shin­ing pur­ple.




    Re­mo had been told that the in­sides, the hard disk, was vul­ner­able even to a nudge

    be­cause of its in­cred­ible close­ness to some sort of in­ter­nal read­ing de­vice. A tap

    would dis­able it. He gave it a punch, and a show­er of glit­tery ma­te­ri­al sprayed the

    room.




    The two men now re­al­ized that their own door’s pro­tec­tive thick­ness pre­vent­ed their

    body­guards from hear­ing them.




    “That it?” asked the bold­er man. He had a small pis­tol he had been car­ry­ing since that

    first day when his com­put­ers had some­how been switched in­to the mind of the mas­ter

    com­put­er that had mon­itored the dark side of Amer­ica for so long.




    “No,” Re­mo said. “Two more things.”




    “What?” said the man. He had his hand on the pis­tol. He would put a shot right in­to the

    thin man’s dark shirt. He would not aim for the head. Noth­ing fan­cy. A sim­ple bul­let in the

    chest, then un­load the gun in­to the head and run. That was his plan. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, it

    re­quired an op­er­at­ing brain to car­ry it out and his was sud­den­ly in the back part of the

    fire­place.




    The oth­er man passed out and nev­er re­cov­ered, since his spinal col­umn had been neat­ly

    sev­ered. Nei­ther of them had seen Re­mo’s hand move for the very sim­ple rea­son that they

    weren’t sup­posed to.




    Re­mo looked around. “Hard disk, back­up,” he mum­bled to him­self. “Hard disk, back­up:

    That’s it. I think I got it.”




    He left by the dumb­wait­er. Out­side, in the al­ley next to the el­egant Back Bay

    brown­stone, an armed guard gave him a hard stare. Re­mo smiled. The guard asked him what he

    was do­ing com­ing out of the build­ing.




    Re­mo tried to think of an an­swer. He didn’t re­al­ly have a good one so he de­posit­ed the

    guard and his gun in a near­by garbage con­tain­er called a Dempsey Dump­ster.




    Had he missed any­thing? Hard disk, back­up. That’s what he was sup­posed to de­stroy. He

    was sure of it. Maybe.




    He did not like the world of com­put­ers.




    He liked it even less when he ar­rived at a small re­sort off the South Car­oli­na coast.

    Sev­er­al wood bun­ga­lows faced the calm Al­tan­tic, lap­ping against sand and grass. The old

    wood­en steps of the bun­ga­low made no sound as he moved light­ly up them. The air was salty

    and good. Re­mo whis­tled soft­ly, but once in­side, he stopped. An ug­ly glass screen atop a

    key­board was star­ing at him. Some­one had brought a com­put­er in­to the bun­ga­low.




    Sit­ting in a chair fac­ing the sea was a frail wisp of a man in a sub­dued ma­roon ki­mono

    with gold drag­ons danc­ing around a gold­en sun­burst. At the sides of his head, gen­tle

    fluffs of hair float­ed like wool grass in a breeze. Two parch­ment-​frail hands with del­icate

    fin­gers and long grace­ful fin­ger­nails rest­ed peace­ful­ly at his side.




    “Who brought that thing in here?” asked Re­mo, point­ing to the com­put­er near the front

    door.




    “It makes my heart sing at the joy of your re­turn,” said the old man, Chi­un, Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju.




    “I’m sor­ry, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo. “I just hate com­put­ers and ma­chines and things

    that don’t go bump in the night.”




    “That is no ex­cuse to greet me with such ir­rev­er­ence,” Chi­un snapped.




    “Sor­ry,” said Re­mo.




    He walked around be­hind the com­put­er and saw a body ly­ing on the floor. There was an

    open at­tache case next to it.




    “What’s this all about?” Re­mo asked. He saw a brochure for a com­put­er in­side the

    at­tache case. “What?” Chi­un asked mild­ly.




    “This body. Did you have some trou­ble with the com­put­er?” Re­mo asked.




    “I did not. I am not a com­put­er il­lit­er­ate.”




    “Then what’s this corpse do­ing here?”




    “He had trou­ble with the com­put­er,” Chi­un ex­plained.




    “It up and killed him?”




    “He’s dead, isn’t he?” said Chi­un.




    “I am not get­ting rid of this body,” Re­mo said. Chi­un was silent. Had he asked Re­mo to

    get rid of the body? Had he done any­thing this day, this poor sun­lit day where the world had

    lit­tle joy for him, but at­tempt to be rea­son­able and fair with this high­ly un­fair world?

    What had he ev­er asked from the world? He want­ed peace. He want­ed on­ly a small dol­lop of

    fair­ness and a chance to en­joy what­ev­er the sun might bring. In re­turn for giv­ing Re­mo

    the awe­some se­crets of Sinan­ju, Chi­un, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, re­ceived no grat­itude but

    hos­tile ques­tions about some worth­less com­put­er sales­man who had died be­cause he had

    failed with the com­put­er.




    Through the years, he thought with bit­ter­ness, he had giv­en Re­mo what no oth­er white

    man had been giv­en. He had giv­en him the pow­er of Sinan­ju, the sun source of all the

    mar­tial arts, from which had come the less­er rays that even whites had mas­tered: karate, tae

    kwan­do, ju­do, and all the oth­er weak mov­ings of the body.




    And for giv­ing this to Re­mo, for train­ing him to mas­ter­hood, Chi­un had re­ceived

    noth­ing, as al­ways. But he was de­ter­mined this morn­ing not to al­low this to ru­in the

    day. He would ac­cept as a fact that some things, some de­fects of char­ac­ter, could not be

    over­come, no mat­ter how per­fect and won­drous the train­ing or the train­er. Chi­un was

    de­ter­mined to let Re­mo’s rude­ness pass un­til he re­al­ized that Re­mo was go­ing to let it

    pass al­so, and then he had no choice but to bring up the in­grat­itude, the rude­ness, the

    in­sen­si­tiv­ity, and all the oth­er things he hadn’t want­ed to men­tion.




    “I’m not clean­ing up this body,” Re­mo said. “I don’t ask you to take care of my bod­ies,

    so please don’t ask me to take care of yours.”




    “This one is not mine,” said Chi­un. “But I re­al­ize there are some things that can nev­er

    be ex­plained to one with a vi­cious heart.”




    “Since when do I have a vi­cious heart, Lit­tle Fa­ther?” Re­mo asked.




    “You have al­ways had a vi­cious heart.”




    “I’m used to ‘un­grate­ful,’ but not ‘vi­cious.’ “




    “Does it both­er you?” Chi­un asked. There was the hint of a smile on his calm Ori­en­tal

    face. “No,” Re­mo said.




    The hint of a smile van­ished. “I will think of some­thing else,” Chi­un promised.




    “I’m sure you will,” Re­mo said. ” ‘Vi­cious heart’ is go­ing to be hard to top,

    though.”




    Chi­un, of course, had not killed the sales­man. Oh, no. He made that clear. He had mere­ly

    at­tempt­ed to be­come part of the com­put­er age. Through the cen­turies that the House of

    Sinan­ju had worked for em­per­ors and rulers, trib­utes had piled up at the small vil­lage on

    the West Ko­re­an Bay. Gifts from the Greek­ling, Alexan­der, from pharaohs and kings, from all

    who had wished to em­ploy the an­cient Ko­re­an house of as­sas­sins. Gifts too nu­mer­ous to

    list. Com­put­ers were good at list­ing such things and so Chi­un, who liked the gad­gets of

    the West, called a sales­man and pur­chased a com­put­er, one that could do lists well.




    The sales­man had ar­rived that day, bear­ing a love­ly ma­chine, fine­ly tooled, with a

    beau­ti­ful gray box to house it and a key­board of glis­ten­ing keys.




    Chi­un ex­plained the prob­lems of list­ing dif­fer­ent weights, be­cause the an­cient

    Mas­ters would get paid in weights of stone, and al­so in dramits, pu­lons and re­fids, such as

    a ma­jor re­fid of silk or a mi­nor re­fid of silk.




    “No prob­lem,” the sales­man had said. “How big is a re­fid? I’ll just put it right in the

    com­put­er.”




    “It de­pends on the qual­ity of the silk,” Chi­un had said. “A small re­fid of fine silk is

    bet­ter than a large re­fid of poor silk. It is both quan­ti­ty and qual­ity.”




    “I see. So a re­fid means val­ue.”




    “Yes,” Chi­un said.




    “No prob­lem,” the sales­man said. “How much is a sin­gle re­fid worth in mon­ey?”




    “One re­fid?” asked Chi­un.




    “Sure,” said the sales­man pleas­ant­ly.




    “A sin­gle re­fid is equal to three and sev­en-​eights barons dur­ing the time of the Ming

    Dy­nasty, or one thou­sand, two hun­dred and twelve Hero­di­an shekels from that fine king of

    Judea.”




    It had tak­en the whole morn­ing but the sales­man had stu­dious­ly set up a val­ue sys­tem

    for the many dif­fer­ent weights and mea­sures of the House of Sinan­ju. Chi­un’s fin­gers

    flut­tered ex­pec­tant­ly as he wait­ed for the mo­ment when he him­self could touch the keys

    and record, for the first time in cen­turies, all the glo­ri­ous trib­utes of the House of

    Sinan­ju. For this meant in cen­turies to come, ev­ery Mas­ter to fol­low would have to think

    of Chi­un when they ex­am­ined the wealth that would be passed on to them.




    “Can we put my name on ev­ery page?” Chi­un asked.




    “Sure,” said the sales­man, and he pro­grammed ev­ery page to list au­to­mat­ical­ly and

    for­ev­er that this ac­count­ing had been start­ed by Chi­un. They could even make the pages

    short­er so that Chi­un’s name would ap­pear more of­ten.




    “Should we say ‘the Great Chi­un’?” Chi­un asked.




    “Sure,” said the sales­man again, and he in­sert­ed it in­to the pro­gram. Such was Chi­un’s

    hap­pi­ness that tears al­most came to his eyes.




    The old Ko­re­an sat be­fore the key­board and touched it with his fin­gers. Then he be­gan

    to list the mod­ern trib­utes sent by sub­ma­rine from the new na­tion of Amer­ica to Ko­rea as

    pay­ment for “the Great Chi­un’s” teach­ing ser­vices.




    He paused, imag­in­ing fu­ture gen­er­ations read­ing this. They would tell sto­ries of him,

    just as he, as a stu­dent, had been told sto­ries of the Great Wang and oth­er past Mas­ters of

    Sinan­ju. He had told Re­mo the sto­ries so that the young white man would un­der­stand what it

    was to be a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    And then, as Chi­un pressed the pre­cious keys again, a dull gray mass ap­peared sud­den­ly

    on the screen and all the let­ters were gone.




    “Where is my name?” he asked.




    “Oh, you hit the delete-​key for­mat in­stead of the file-​key for­mat,” the sales­man

    said.




    “Where is my name?”




    “If we had made a back­up disk, your name would still be there. But we didn’t. So, in the

    fu­ture, you’re go­ing to have to make a back­up disk, do you see?”




    “Where is my name?” asked Chi­un. “It was delet­ed.”




    “My name was in there for­ev­er. That is what you said.”




    “Yes. It was.”




    “For­ev­er,” Chi­un ex­plained, “does not have a ‘was’.” For­ev­er is al­ways an ‘is.’ Where

    is my name?”




    “You struck the delete-​key for­mat.”




    “Where is my name?”




    “It’s not there.”




    “I put it there and you put it there,” Chi­un said. “You said it was there for­ev­er. Bring

    it back.”




    “We can al­ways reen­ter your name,” the sales­man said.




    At that point, re­al­iz­ing he was deal­ing with some­one of lit­tle un­der­stand­ing,

    Chi­un in his fair­ness made an of­fer to the sales­man. If he would bring back Chi­un’s name,

    Chi­un would buy the com­put­er.




    “We can al­ways reen­ter it,” the sales­man said. “But the old name’s gone for­ev­er.” He

    chuck­led. “Names come and names go. Just like peo­ple. Heh, heh. Come and go.”




    And thus it was that the sales­man went. He had reached for the plug to dis­con­nect the

    com­put­er and Chi­un, of course, could not let the com­put­er that had failed leave with his

    name in it.




    That was the first un­pleas­ant­ness of the day. The sec­ond was Re­mo’s re­turn, jump­ing

    to a con­clu­sion that Chi­un had some­how cre­at­ed a body for him to dis­pose of. Chi­un

    hadn’t cre­at­ed any­thing. He had suf­fered be­cause of a com­put­er that did not work. Chi­un

    had suf­fered from hav­ing his name delet­ed. And the sales­man had suf­fered from hav­ing his

    ex­is­tence delet­ed. Hav­ing un­in­ten­tion­al­ly hit one delete-​key for­mat, Chi­un had hit

    an­oth­er, the one lo­cat­ed above the sales­man’s ear, at his tem­ple. driv­ing in a

    fin­ger­nail for a per­ma­nent delete.




    “I don’t sup­pose you want to know what that man did to my name,” said Chi­un.




    “I don’t care,” Re­mo said. “He’s your body, not mine.”




    “I didn’t think you would care for the truth,” Chi­un said. “Af­ter all, you don’t care what

    hap­pens to the glo­ry of the House of Sinan­ju and you nev­er have.”




    “I’m not dis­pos­ing of the body,” said Re­mo.




    “Well, nei­ther am I,” said Chi­un.




    Both of them heard the foot­steps out­side, the halt­ing steps of a man whose

    un­en­light­ened body was de­te­ri­orat­ing in the com­mon West­ern man­ner of old age. “Smith

    called. He will be here this af­ter­noon,” Chi­un said.




    “This is the af­ter­noon,” Re­mo said.




    “And here he is,” Chi­un said. An el­der­ly man, his face gaunt, his thin­ning hair white,

    walked up the creaky steps and knocked at the door.




    Re­mo an­swered it.




    “How did it go to­day?” asked Smith. “Did you get the hard disk and the back­ups?”




    “Hard disk and back­ups,” said Re­mo. “Right. They’ve been tak­en care of.”




    He shut the door be­hind Smith. Re­mo on­ly knew that he had stayed young by notic­ing how

    old Smith had got­ten dur­ing their years to­geth­er, how the man’s move­ments be­came

    re­strict­ed, how his steps had start­ed their dis­si­pa­tion to­ward an in­evitable

    shuf­fle.




    Re­mo won­dered some­times if this was be­cause Smith had nev­er learned to use his body

    prop­er­ly or if it was the ten­sion of his work that was crip­pling him. For al­most

    twen­ty-​five years, Smith had head­ed CURE, the se­cret agen­cy whose mis­sion was to fight

    Amer­ica’s en­emies, in­side or out­side the law. Re­mo was the or­ga­ni­za­tion’s killing arm,

    and it was his ac­tiv­ities that the two un­lucky com­put­er ex­ec­utives had stum­bled

    on­to.




    Re­mo de­cid­ed to make Smith feel bet­ter. “Ev­ery­thing’s been tak­en care of,” he said.

    “But you ought to get a new sys­tem for your com­put­ers. Ev­ery­body seems able to break in­to

    them these days.”




    “We’re tak­ing care of that,” Smith said, sink­ing gin­ger­ly in­to a chair: “We have, thank

    God, dis­cov­ered a ge­nius who’ll set us up in such a way that you won’t have to ter­mi­nate

    any more poor souls who stum­ble on­to our files. But we have oth­er im­por­tant prob­lems

    fac­ing us now.”




    “We stand ready to serve, Em­per­or Smith,” said Chi­un. He re­fused to call the head of the

    se­cret or­ga­ni­za­tion any­thing but Em­per­or. Through the ages, Mas­ters of Sinan­ju had

    al­ways worked for roy­al­ty.




    Smith nod­ded but his face sud­den­ly showed alarm. “What is that?” he asked Re­mo,

    point­ing across the room.




    “Noth­ing,” Re­mo said. “It’s Chi­un’s.”




    “That’s a body,” Smith said.




    “Right,” Re­mo said. “It’s Chi­un’s.”




    Smith looked at Chi­un, who said, “Would you like to pur­chase a com­put­er?” Then, in

    Ko­re­an, he re­mind­ed Re­mo nev­er to dis­cuss fam­ily busi­ness in front of Smith.




    “We’ve got to get out of here,” Smith said. “We can’t be dis­cov­ered by the po­lice.”




    “We’ll move,” Re­mo said. “It’s a fresh body. We’ve got time.”




    “I hope the po­lice do come and they can take their foul, evil, delet­ing com­put­er with

    them,” said Chi­un. He turned back to Smith, again smil­ing. “We com­mis­er­ate with you and

    your prob­lems and we are here to give glo­ry to your name.”




    Smith start­ed to speak but could not take his eyes off the body. Re­mo and Chi­un did not

    seem to mind it and he thought that per­haps it was the awe­some skill with which these

    as­sas­sins worked that had made death cease to have re­al mean­ing for them. He did not know,

    and he re­al­ized, sad­ly, that it didn’t mat­ter. He no longer re­al­ly cared about life and

    death that much him­self.




    “So what’s this big thing you want us to work on?” Re­mo said cheer­ily.




    Smith stead­ied him­self and took a great breath of air.




    “Re­mo,” he said, “what do you know about in­sects?”


  




  

    Chapter 3




    “Not yet, Mr. Per­ri­weath­er,” said the sci­en­tist.




    “Oh,” said Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III, dis­ap­point­ed.




    “Maybe in two weeks, sir.”




    “Yes, of course. No soon­er?”




    “I’m afraid not, sir.”




    Per­ri­weath­er sighed and took one more look in­to the mi­cro­scope.




    “We need two more gen­er­ations, sir. At least,” the sci­en­tist said.




    “I see,” said Per­ri­weath­er. He was feel­ing dizzy. A sense of breath­ing dif­fi­cul­ty

    filled his chest. There was that smell again, the one that al­ways sent waves of nau­sea and

    fear through his body.




    The bi­ol­ogist was work­ing with DDT again. Of course he had to. Per­ri­weath­er walked

    past a win­dow that al­lowed in on­ly dim light through its fine mesh cov­er. Not even a fly’s

    egg could fit through the glis­ten­ing ny­lon mesh. Out­side was air, good clean air.

    Per­ri­weath­er threw two hands at the win­dow and shoved.




    “No,” screamed the sci­en­tist, div­ing at Per­ri­weath­er and pulling him from the win­dow.

    “What are you do­ing? Are you crazy?”




    “I need air.”




    “Use the door,” said the sci­en­tist. He helped his em­ploy­er to his feet and dragged him

    to­ward the door.




    Out­side the lab door, Per­ri­weath­er leaned against a mar­ble ta­ble im­port­ed from a

    czarist court. The bi­ol­ogist was sur­prised at how quick­ly Per­ri­weath­er re­cov­ered.




    “I thought you were hav­ing a heart at­tack,” he said.




    “No. It was the DDT.”




    “There isn’t enough in that room to harm a mouse,” said the sci­en­tist. “It’s amaz­ing.

    I’ve nev­er seen any­body as sen­si­tive to it as you are. But you know I have to use it in

    this stage of the project. You un­der­stand that?”




    “I do,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “There’s go­ing to be more DDT and oth­er tox­ins in this lab be­fore we’re through. That’s

    if you want this car­ried out cor­rect­ly.”




    “I un­der­stand,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “You keep at it.”




    “But one thing I will not go along with, can’t go along with, is your ev­er open­ing a

    win­dow in there,” the sci­en­tist said. “They must be sealed.”




    “Go ahead with your work. I un­der­stand,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “And once we achieve suc­cess, of course, we must put all our da­ta in­to files and then

    de­stroy what we have cre­at­ed.”




    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III shiv­ered at the thought, but in­ward­ly. He hid it well.




    “Of course,” he said. He had to say that. The sci­en­tist would nev­er have agreed to the

    project in the first place if Per­ri­weath­er had not promised to de­stroy what was

    cre­at­ed.




    But he knew that the time would come when he would not need the bi­ol­ogist, and then,

    thought Per­ri­weath­er, I will hap­pi­ly eat the rot­ting eyes out of your ug­ly head.




    He said, with a buzzing lit­tle smile, “You’re do­ing a won­der­ful job.”




    And then he was off for an­oth­er press in­ter­view. The Species Lib­er­ation Al­liance had

    struck again. The par­ents of a fam­ily of five had been stran­gled. Ap­par­ent­ly they had not

    been the pri­ma­ry tar­gets. The SLA had tried to gain ac­cess to a lab­ora­to­ry of the

    In­ter­na­tion­al Health Or­ga­ni­za­tion. Po­lice had chased them un­til they had them trapped

    in a near­by farm­house where they held the par­ents as hostages. They had de­liv­ered ten

    non­nego­tiable de­mands to the po­lice and when the de­mands weren’t met, killed the farmer

    and his wife, while the chil­dren looked on. Then they tried to shoot their way out through a

    po­lice bar­ri­cade. They wound­ed sev­er­al state troop­ers but were stopped be­fore they

    could hurl the con­cus­sion grenades they had been car­ry­ing. State po­lice bul­lets nailed

    them in the front seat of the dead farmer’s car.




    It was to this is­sue that Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III ad­dressed him­self. The

    tele­vi­sion re­porter was sure that this time he had Per­ri­weath­er.




    “I un­der­stand your po­si­tion as Amer­ica’s lead­ing spokesman for wildlife

    preser­va­tion,” the re­porter had said. “But how on earth can you de­fend, even re­mote­ly,

    the mur­der of par­ents in front of their chil­dren? Peo­ple who didn’t want any­thing but to

    live. They weren’t pol­lut­ing the at­mo­sphere. As a mat­ter of fact, the SLA mur­dered an

    or­gan­ic farmer. He didn’t even use pes­ti­cides. What do you say to that?”




    Per­ri­weath­er’s smooth face ap­peared as un­ruf­fled as if his eyes had alight­ed on a

    large choco­late cake.




    “I would like here and now to protest the use of au­to­mat­ic weapons by the state po­lice.

    It was an ex­ces­sive dis­play of force, con­sid­er­ing that the SLA used on­ly small

    re­volvers. Where is this coun­try go­ing when po­lice feel free to fire au­to­mat­ic weapons

    at civil­ians?”




    “They were mur­der­ers,” the re­porter said.




    “Who found them guilty? Did they have a tri­al by ju­ry? No. Their judge and ju­ry was the

    bar­rel of an M-16. And what were they try­ing to do, these two who nev­er had a chance for a

    fair tri­al? They were try­ing to say: ‘Look. We are not the on­ly ones on earth. Live and let

    live. We are not the on­ly crea­tures in the world.’ And for that, they fell, be­fore

    ex­traor­di­nary force.”




    “What about the farmer and his wife? What about the chil­dren who are now or­phans? What

    about the po­lice who were wound­ed?”




    “To erad­icate so-​called ter­ror­ism, you must deal with its caus­es. You will nev­er stop

    the just and le­git­imate as­pi­ra­tions of those who care for a just and le­git­imate new

    or­der for all crea­tures, not on­ly those with the pow­er to get them­selves rep­re­sent­ed

    and heard, but the pow­er­less al­so, those crea­tures who are con­sid­ered un­wor­thy of

    liv­ing by those who deal death in DDT and oth­er killer tox­ins.”




    What both­ered the re­porter most was that this ma­li­cious ab­sur­di­ty would prob­ably be

    sup­port­ed on col­lege cam­pus­es around the coun­try. The po­lice were go­ing to be put on

    tri­al in the me­dia, af­ter stop­ping two mur­der­ers from killing again.




    In Wash­ing­ton, the chief of a spe­cial FBI de­tail that had been as­signed to pro­tect the

    lab­ora­to­ries of the In­ter­na­tion­al Health, Agri­cul­tur­al and Ed­uca­tion­al

    Or­ga­ni­za­tion, watched the in­ter­view with Per­ri­weath­er in help­less fury. Hours

    be­fore, he had been told that his bu­reau was be­ing re­lieved of its re­pon­si­bil­ity to

    pro­tect the IHAEO lab.




    “We had ter­ror­ists at­tack the lab to­day. They didn’t get in be­cause we were there,”

    said the unit chief. “So why are we be­ing re­lieved?”




    “Or­ders,” he was told by the su­per­vi­sor, who had a cor­ner of­fice in the J. Edgar

    Hoover Build­ing.




    “But that’s ridicu­lous. We stopped them. That’s why they went at the farmer and his

    fam­ily. We pre­vent­ed them from en­ter­ing the lab. Us. No oth­er na­tion has been able to do

    that.”




    “I know,” said the su­per­vi­sor. “But or­ders are or­ders. Your unit’s re­lieved.”




    The IHAEO lab had been one of the great in­tel­li­gence mys­ter­ies of the last decade. It

    was one of the few ac­tu­al­ly pro­duc­tive parts of the IHAEO, do­ing in­ter­na­tion­al

    re­search against crop-​de­stroy­ing in­sects. Yet the lab was the on­ly part of the IHAEO that

    had ev­er been at­tacked.




    This was dou­bly strange be­cause the lab was the sin­gle el­ement of the IHAEO that all

    na­tions, rich and poor, com­mu­nist and cap­ital­ist, sup­port­ed. In fact, the lab had

    rep­re­sent­ed what ev­ery­one ad­mit­ted was the on­ly ab­so­lute­ly unas­sail­able good work

    ev­er done by the IHAEO.




    But over the past decade, the lab had come un­der re­peat­ed phys­ical at­tack. Sci­en­tists

    were kid­napped, killed, threat­ened, mu­ti­lat­ed and bombed. From one coun­try to an­oth­er,

    no mat­ter where the lab­ora­to­ry had been es­tab­lished, sci­en­tists were tar­gets.




    Se­cret­ly, the se­cu­ri­ty forces of many na­tions had be­gun what had been their most

    co­op­er­ative ef­fort ev­er. The lab had start­ed in Uban­ga, a de­vel­op­ing African coun­try

    whose ma­jor crops suf­fered vast in­sect dam­age. But when IHAEO sci­en­tists start­ed to

    dis­ap­pear in the crocodile-​in­fest­ed wa­ters, Uban­ga swal­lowed its pride and ad­mit­ted

    it could no longer pro­tect the guest sci­en­tists. Re­luc­tant­ly it gave up its host-​na­tion

    sta­tus to Great Britain. The British as­signed their crack SAS teams to pro­tect the

    re­searchers, un­der a net­work es­pe­cial­ly la­beled MI26.




    With­in four days af­ter the move to Eng­land, a tox­in ex­pert was found near the hearth in

    his new Sus­sex home with his eyes shot out. Af­ter an­oth­er such in­ci­dent, the British

    swal­lowed their pride, and asked the French to take over. The lab moved to Paris, where, even

    be­fore the cen­trifuges could be plugged in, the whole place went up in flames.




    At the re­quest of all its mem­bers, the lab was moved to the most ef­fi­cient po­lice state

    in the world. It was set up in the heart of Moscow and giv­en to the KGB to pro­tect for all

    mankind.




    With con­stant surveil­lance and the right to ar­rest any­one who came any­where near the

    lab, the KGB was able to keep the sci­en­tists safe, al­beit un­hap­py. For three months. And

    then a botanist was found clawed to death in­side a locked room.




    The Rus­sians turned the lab­ora­to­ry over to the Unit­ed States, and the FBI, us­ing the

    world’s most ad­vanced tech­nol­ogy, had kept it safe for four months. Even to­day, when it had

    re­pelled the SLA at­tack.




    And yet the FBI was be­ing re­lieved of the job and the unit chief want­ed to know why. The

    ter­ror­ists hadn’t got­ten through the fi­nal beam bar­ri­er and the sci­en­tists were still

    alive. All of them. There was even a lead now on who might be be­hind the mys­te­ri­ous

    as­saults against the re­searchers. So why was the FBI be­ing re­moved? The unit chief

    de­mand­ed to know.




    “I’m just fol­low­ing or­ders. This comes from the high­est.”




    “The di­rec­tor has gone crazy then,” the unit chief said.




    “High­er,” said the su­per­vi­sor.




    “Then the at­tor­ney gen­er­al has gone wacky too.”




    “The AG doesn’t agree with the de­ci­sion ei­ther,” the su­per­vi­sor said.




    The unit chief was about to curse po­lit­ical de­ci­sions when he sud­den­ly re­al­ized that

    it didn’t make sense. Ob­vi­ous­ly some­one close to the Pres­ident, or even the Pres­ident

    him­self, had made this de­ci­sion. But if it had been made for po­lit­ical mo­tives, it was a

    mis­take. Even the White House could have seen that. Here was Amer­ica ac­com­plish­ing

    some­thing that no oth­er na­tion had been able to do. That les­son wouldn’t have been lost on

    the world, and the White House had to know that. But still the FBI unit was be­ing called

    off.




    The unit chief was al­most tempt­ed to give the sto­ry to the press. Al­most. But he had

    served loy­al­ly for too many years and he dis­trust­ed a press that could go in­to a

    sit­ua­tion, cre­ate dis­as­ters and then, as if free of guilt or re­spon­si­bil­ity, go on

    with the same ex­hor­ta­tions that had cre­at­ed the dis­as­ters in the first place.




    He con­tent­ed him­self with say­ing, “It’s crazy.”




    “They’re or­ders,” replied his su­per­vi­sor. “We did a good job. No­body can take that away

    from us and we will con­tin­ue to in­ves­ti­gate the SLA. I think there’s some­thing big­ger

    be­hind this thing and I hope some­one will get them.”




    “We stopped an at­tack. Why were we tak­en off?”




    “I guess some­one else is go­ing to take over our job,” the su­per­vi­sor said.




    “Great. Who? I’ll pass on what we know.”




    “I have no idea.”




    “CIA?”




    “No,” the su­per­vi­sor said. “Since Peanut Brain, they’ll nev­er be al­lowed to work

    in­side Amer­ica again.”




    “Then who?”




    “No­body knows. And I mean no­body,” said the su­per­vi­sor.




    “If it’s not us and not the CIA and it wasn’t the KGB or the Deux­ieme or MI-26, then in

    God’s name, who?”




    “Wel­come to IHAEO labs, Wash­ing­ton,” said Dara Wor­thing­ton. She won­dered whether she

    dared make friends with these two. She had lost so many friends at IHAEO al­ready. At first she

    thought that she would show them to their pri­vate lab and then flee. But the el­der­ly man was

    so sweet and gen­tle that she just had to say some­thing about the adorable shin­ing green

    ki­mono he wore.




    “It’s beau­ti­ful,” she said.




    “You got­ta start that stuff?” said the Ori­en­tal’s white part­ner cru­el­ly. His name was

    Re­mo. He was in­cred­ibly sexy, the kind of man she dreamed of bed­ding, but he had a rude

    per­son­al­ity that she didn’t care for. It was a de­tached cold­ness, a ca­su­al lack of

    car­ing. When she had greet­ed him with a warm hel­lo, he had ig­nored her. She didn’t need

    that. She knew she was beau­ti­ful, with glo­ri­ous red hair and a body many men had told her

    they would die for. Not that she want­ed any­one dead. There had been too much of that around

    these labs al­ready. But at least when she gave some­one a big warm hel­lo, she should get

    some­thing back, like a lit­tle in­ter­est.




    “Just show us the lab and the oth­er re­searchers,” the one called Re­mo had said. She

    ig­nored him and talked to the el­der­ly Ori­en­tal who was so pleas­ant.




    “And don’t lose any­thing of his in a com­put­er,” Re­mo told her.




    “Does he al­ways talk to you like that?” Dara had asked.




    “It’s all right,” said Chi­un. He was not on­ly sweet and un­der­stand­ing, thought Dara,

    but he had a nice name too.




    “I’m se­ri­ous about not play­ing with his com­put­er,” Re­mo said loud­ly.




    “A com­put­er caused me a prob­lem,” Chi­un told her. “Since then I have been blamed for its

    fail­ure.”




    “That doesn’t sound fair,” Dara said.




    “We have worked to­geth­er for many years now, I and this white thing,” the Ori­en­tal said

    sad­ly. “I do not seek fair­ness any­more.”




    “Just don’t play with his com­put­er,” Re­mo said, “or you’ll re­al­ly see

    un­fair­ness.”




    “You don’t have to be so rude,” Dara told him.




    “Yes, I do,” Re­mo said.




    “Why?”




    “Be­cause if I weren’t rude, you might play with his com­put­er.”




    Dara let that go but she couldn’t let Re­mo crit­icize the old man for ac­cept­ing a

    com­pli­ment on his beau­ti­ful ki­mono.




    “I have known you two for just a few min­utes, but frankly, I will be blunt,” she said.




    “Don’t both­er,” Re­mo said.




    “I will. I in­tend to,” she said.




    “I thought so,” Re­mo said.




    “I don’t know why this love­ly man puts up with you,” she said.




    “Are you through?” Re­mo asked.




    “Yes.”




    “Good. Now show us the lab.”




    “We learn to live with these things,” Chi­un told her sad­ly. “Do you know I have to take

    out the garbage my­self?”




    “That’s aw­ful,” Dara said. “At least he might show some re­spect.”




    “You are young and beau­ti­ful,” said Chi­un, “and wise be­yond your years.”




    “That’s very touch­ing,” she said.




    “Where’s the lab?” Re­mo asked.




    “Go find it your­self,” she snapped.




    “Please,” said Chi­un. “We must un­der­stand and bear with the rude and the un­grate­ful.

    That is the price of wis­dom.”




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther, do you want to tell her what the garbage was that I re­fused to take out?”

    Re­mo asked Chi­un.




    “He’s your fa­ther and you treat him this way?” asked Dara Wor­thing­ton, shocked.




    “I am his fa­ther, not by blood, but by my ef­forts in try­ing to teach him the good

    ways.”




    Dara un­der­stood that. The old man was so beau­ti­ful. As they walked past the se­cu­ri­ty

    de­vices that now pro­tect­ed ev­ery lab­ora­to­ry in the com­plex, Chi­un told her how he had

    giv­en so much to the younger man who ap­pre­ci­at­ed noth­ing. Dara thought that Re­mo was

    very much like all the men in her life.




    She glanced at Re­mo but he was ig­nor­ing her again. He was tru­ly in­ter­est­ed in the

    lab­ora­to­ry com­plex be­cause when Smith had giv­en them this as­sign­ment, the CURE

    di­rec­tor had seemed gen­uine­ly de­spair­ing.




    It was not fear, just a qui­et des­per­ation. Re­mo had seen it in men’s eyes be­fore. They

    knew death was com­ing and their mo­tions be­came not faster, but slow­er. Even their think­ing

    seemed to tail off as if they did not want to spend en­er­gy on a life that was al­ready lost.

    Smith had act­ed that way. He seemed to be a man who was watch­ing his world die around him and

    Re­mo had picked up his sense of dan­ger, the numb use­less­ness of de­spair. That made Smith

    ap­pear aged.




    “Where is Dr. Rav­its’ lab?” Re­mo asked Dara.




    “It’s the one you and your fa­ther will be in,” said Dara. “You have to pass through ex­tra

    doors to get to it. The FBI wouldn’t even let the doc­tor leave the lab, so I guess you two

    won’t be able to ei­ther.”




    “The FBI kept him a pris­on­er?” Re­mo said.




    “You don’t know Dr. Rav­its,” said Dara, cut­ting off the con­ver­sa­tion with a cold

    smile.




    But Re­mo did know Dr. Rav­its. He knew when he was born, when and where he went to school,

    and how he be­came an en­to­mol­ogist. He al­so knew the suc­cess­es and fail­ures of his

    ca­reer.




    Smith had told Re­mo ev­ery­thing when he came to the ocean­front cot­tage to give him and

    Chi­un their new as­sign­ment. As Smith had ex­plained:




    There was a bee­tle that tra­di­tion­al­ly had fed on the crops of three tribes in cen­tral

    Africa. The bee­tle lived in cy­cles as it had for tens of thou­sands of years, re­pro­duc­ing

    rapid­ly and de­stroy­ing the crops. When the crops dwin­dled too much, some chem­ical

    re­ac­tion would take place in the bee­tle, telling it to de­crease be­cause there was not

    enough food to sup­port its num­bers. Re­lieved of the pres­sure from the bee­tles, the crops

    re­bound­ed and in­creased and for a few years the tribes fed well. But then the bee­tles

    re­ceived the sig­nal to mul­ti­ply, as if they had sensed the greater amount of food

    avail­able, and the plague would again hit.




    Man and in­sect had lived like this for thou­sands of years. Then, sud­den­ly, the bee­tles

    did not de­crease as they should. The IHAEO be­gan to study the crea­ture. If they could find

    the chem­ical sig­nals that made it stop re­pro­duc­ing, they could stop the new plague, and

    keep the bee­tle pop­ula­tion in check for­ev­er.




    But then came the hor­ror, Smith had told Re­mo and Chi­un. The re­al night­mare. For ev­ery

    change the IHAEO sci­en­tists made in the Ung bee­tle, the in­sect made a coun­ter­change: It

    be­came a bi­olog­ical chess game with move and coun­ter­move, and the most hor­ri­fy­ing thing

    was that the in­sects’ moves came quick­ly, with­in three gen­er­ations, which was on­ly a

    mat­ter of months. It was an adapt­abil­ity to man’s at­tacks that man had nev­er seen be­fore

    in an in­sect.




    Smith had said, “The one sav­ing grace about this dis­as­ter is that the Ung bee­tle is

    con­fined to Cen­tral Africa. But giv­en its re­sis­tant qual­ity, and its speed of

    adapt­abil­ity to oth­er in­sects, mankind all over the world could lit­er­al­ly be de­prived

    of crops. That means we could all starve to death. The tragedy of Cen­tral Africa would be the

    world’s tragedy. So now you know why the work of the IHAEO is so im­por­tant.”




    “I still don’t know what you want me for,” Re­mo had said. “Get a bug doc­tor.”




    “En­to­mol­ogist,” Smith said. “We have them. And we are los­ing them.”




    “Who’d want to kill a bug doc­tor?” Re­mo asked.




    “En­to­mol­ogist,” Smith said.




    “Right. That.”




    “We don’t know. But some­one is. De­spite pro­tec­tion around the world, some­one is

    get­ting to the sci­en­tists. It’s as if mankind has on­ly one life raft and some lu­natics are

    try­ing to punch holes in it.”




    De­spite the odds, Smith had ex­plained, mankind might still win. A Dr. Rav­its had

    de­vel­oped a bio­chem­ical sub­stance called a pheromone. It at­tract­ed the bee­tles to each

    oth­er, but its side ef­fects over­came the bee­tles’ adapt­abil­ity and made their own

    de­fens­es work against them.




    Chi­un, who had been star­ing an­gri­ly at the body be­hind the com­put­er, en­tered the

    con­ver­sa­tion. In Ko­re­an, he told Re­mo: “Do not ask Em­per­or Smith what he is talk­ing

    about lest he ex­plain it.”




    In En­glish, Chi­un said to Smith: “How fas­ci­nat­ing, O wise em­per­or.”




    “I won’t go in­to what a poly­pus­side is,” said Smith.




    “As you will, O gra­cious em­per­or,” Chi­un said.




    “What we want is for you to get in­to the lab and when­ev­er they strike again, go af­ter

    him. So far, they’ve got­ten through ev­ery gov­ern­ment’s de­fense sys­tem and we still don’t

    know who they are. This Dr. Rav­its says the pheromone is about ready to go. It has to be

    pro­tect­ed.”




    “They were at­tacked to­day,” Re­mo said, “but the lab peo­ple es­caped, right?”




    “Yes,” Smith said. “The FBI has been able to pro­tect them so far. This might strike you as

    strange, but that’s pre­cise­ly be­cause the de­fense has been suc­cess­ful so far in Amer­ica

    that we feel now is the time to change it.”




    Chi­un al­most blinked in sur­prise. In Ko­re­an he let out, “They are fi­nal­ly

    think­ing.”




    “Yes,” said Re­mo. He un­der­stood. There had nev­er been a wall that was suc­cess­ful over

    a long pe­ri­od of time. Even the bril­liant­ly de­signed tombs of the Egyp­tian pharaohs had,

    over the cen­turies, giv­en up their trea­sures to rob­bers. The world al­ways changed and he

    who sought to sur­vive had to change al­so, be­fore it was too late. It was why Chi­un had

    tried to buy a com­put­er.




    “It’s a good idea, Smit­ty,” Re­mo told Smith. “You re­lax now and leave it to us.” He tried

    to smile. “It’s tak­en too long for me to break you in. I don’t want to work with any­one

    else.”




    “I’m afraid some­day you will have to. I’m get­ting too old and you don’t seem to be,” Smith

    said.




    “Oh no, gra­cious em­per­or,” Chi­un said. “You are like the flow­er that blooms more

    beau­ti­ful­ly as the days go on.”




    “You are most kind, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,” said Smith.




    And in Ko­re­an, Chi­un mut­tered when Smith left: “See, Re­mo, what hap­pens when you eat

    the wrong meat. See? Leav­ing now on those shuf­fling feet is a ham­burg­er eater.”




    “I guess so,” said Re­mo un­en­thu­si­as­ti­cal­ly. But he felt for Smith; he felt for

    some­one who cared about the things Re­mo still cared about. The world was worth sav­ing,

    es­pe­cial­ly the part of it Re­mo loved: the Unit­ed States.




    “I guess,” Re­mo re­peat­ed sad­ly. He was go­ing to do this as­sign­ment for Smith be­cause

    it might just be the old man’s last, and so he and Chi­un went on ahead to the IHAEO labs and

    met Dara Wor­thing­ton.




    Now they fol­lowed her in­to Dr. Rav­its’ lab­ora­to­ry. Rav­its was look­ing at a

    com­put­er print­out as he chewed great mouth­fuls of choco­late cake and drank a glass of

    sug­ared so­da with caf­feine ad­di­tives. His face looked like a World War I bat­tle­field

    with craters left by tri­umphant ac­ne.




    His hands shook and his white lab coat was dirty. Dr. Rav­its ap­par­ent­ly did not be­lieve

    strong­ly in chang­ing clothes or bathing.




    In the hall­way, Dara Wor­thing­ton had warned Re­mo and Chi­un that Rav­its sim­ply lost

    con­tact with any­thing that wasn’t con­nect­ed with his work. He was not ba­si­cal­ly a slob,

    just a per­son en­gaged in work so con­sum­ing that he didn’t have time for the rest of the

    world. He tend­ed to eat cake and so­da be­cause he nev­er quite re­mem­bered to eat a meal.

    Once, when they had been in Rus­sia, Dara had brought him a warm meal on a plat­ter and forced

    him to eat.




    “Have some sal­ad,” she had said.




    “Will you mar­ry me?” Rav­its had said.




    “I on­ly said have some sal­ad.”




    “You are the most mean­ing­ful re­la­tion­ship I’ve had in my life.”




    “I’m the on­ly one and all I did was tell you to eat.”




    “Then you won’t mar­ry me?” he said.




    “No,” said Dara.




    “Then would you emp­ty the waste­bas­kets, please,” Dr. Rav­its had said. “They’re get­ting

    full.”




    Rav­its looked up from the print­out as she brought Re­mo and Chi­un in­to the lab.




    “These two en­to­mol­ogists are here to as­sist you, Dr. Rav­its,” she said. She seemed to

    thrust for­ward, stretch­ing her bo­som against her prim white blouse. The lab­ora­to­ry

    smelled as though it had housed an elec­tri­cal fire for the last month. Re­mo re­al­ized it

    was Rav­its.




    “Good,” said Rav­its. He nod­ded at Re­mo and Chi­un. “I think you two ought to know we have

    lost sev­er­al peo­ple from this lab to ter­ror­ists, yes?”




    “We know,” said Re­mo.




    “I’ll leave you three to­geth­er,” said Dara, bow­ing out. “Dr. Rav­its, you ought to get

    along very well with Dr. Chi­un. I found him most pleas­ant.”




    Re­mo ig­nored the in­sult. He glanced at the win­dows and no­ticed the very small sens­ing

    de­vices that would set off alarms. The glass was thick enough to bounce back a how­itzer

    shell. The air con­di­tion­ing did not bring in out­side air, which might be poi­soned, but

    re­cir­cu­lat­ed the old air with in­fu­sions of oxy­gen, and oth­er el­ements re­moved.




    It looked safe enough. A black cat with white paws purred con­tent­ed­ly next to a small

    heater in the cor­ner.




    “That’s my best friend,” Rav­its said. “Cats are won­der­ful pets. They leave you alone.”

    Rav­its smiled once as if im­itat­ing an ex­pres­sion he once saw in a pho­to­graph and went

    back to his com­put­er read­out.




    “Is there a phone in here?” Re­mo asked.




    “There should be. I guess so. I don’t use it. No­body I want to call. Do you al­ways talk so

    much?”




    “We’re et­ymol­ogists,” said Chi­un, fold­ing his long fin­ger­nails in­to his ki­mono. He

    pro­nounced the syl­la­bles of the word very slow­ly.’




    “Then what are you do­ing here?” said Rav­its. “Et­ymol­ogy is the study of words.”




    “The oth­er one,” Re­mo said. “En­to­mol­ogists?” Rav­its asked. “Right,” said Re­mo.

    “That.”




    “Makes sense. That’s why you’re with me,” Rav­its said and put his soul back in­to the

    re­pro­duc­tive habits of the Ung bee­tle.




    Re­mo found the tele­phone in the cor­ner. He di­aled the num­ber Smith had giv­en him. It

    didn’t work. He of­ten got the code num­bers wrong, but this one Smith had writ­ten down.




    He di­aled again but it still didn’t an­swer. He would have to go out­side to tele­phone.

    Rav­its did not know where the near­est out­side phone was. The smell from his body reeked

    through the small lab.




    “You stay here and I’ll check in with Smit­ty,” Re­mo told Chi­un.




    “I will stand on the out­side of the door where the air is bet­ter,” Chi­un said.




    “Re­mo found a work­ing phone in the lab of­fice next to Rav­its’. Chi­un wait­ed out­side

    by the on­ly en­trance and ev­ery­thing else was sealed. Rav­its was safe. This tele­phone

    worked.




    “Yes?” Smith’s voice clicked.




    “Just want­ed to let you know that ev­ery­thing is fine.” Re­mo said.




    “Good.”




    “He’s in a room with on­ly one en­trance and Chi­un is stand­ing there.”




    “Good,” said Smith.




    “We’ll just wait for them to at­tack.”




    “Good,” said Smith.




    “How does Long Is­land Sound look?” Re­mo asked.




    “I’m not at Fol­croft,” Smith said.




    “In the Is­lands?” Re­mo asked.




    “St. Mar­tin. The com­put­er back­up area,” Smith said.




    “Good. En­joy the weath­er,” Re­mo said. “Lis­ten, Smit­ty, don’t wor­ry, all right?”




    “All right,” Smith said.




    Re­mo hung up the tele­phone and walked out to the flu­ores­cent-​lit hall­way, so weld­ed

    with steel that it looked like the in­side of a sub­ma­rine.




    “We’ll just wait,” Re­mo told Chi­un. He felt good about hav­ing been able to re­as­sure

    Smith.




    “Not in­side,” Chi­un said. “I will not wait in there.”




    “In­side,” said Re­mo.




    “You wait in­side,” Chi­un said. “I will wait here.” Re­mo opened the door to the lab. The

    com­put­er print­out that Rav­its had been por­ing over was now red and glis­ten­ing. A pile of

    what looked like butch­er’s garbage rest­ed on the pa­per. A pale shard of pink­ish skin caught

    Re­mo’s eye. The skin had ac­ne.




    The pile was what was left of Dr. Rav­its.


  




  

    Chapter 4




    The prob­lem was solved.




    Fi­nal­ly, af­ter years of ad hoc plug­ging of ad hoc gaps, the se­cu­ri­ty prob­lems with

    CURE’s com­put­ers were solved.




    Dr. Harold W. Smith walked out on­to the white sandy beach of the per­fect Caribbean bay of

    Grand Case on the French side of the An­tilles is­land of St. Mar­tin. He would get some sun.

    He had done a good job.




    He felt that if he died now, in his last mo­ment he could look back on his life and say he

    had done a good job for his coun­try and even for the hu­man race.




    He had been pleased by Re­mo’s phone call, too. Smith had been wor­ried be­cause it had been

    a risk to lift the FBI pro­tec­tion that had been work­ing so well, but it would have been a

    greater risk to leave it the way it was.




    No­body could have blamed him if he had ig­nored the dan­ger and left things along. But it

    was pre­cise­ly be­cause he had nev­er tried to en­hance his ca­reer that he had been cho­sen,

    many years ago, by a now-​dead Pres­ident, to run the new or­ga­ni­za­tion to fight Amer­ica’s

    en­emies.




    No, Smith thought, he had on­ly done what he had to do. The re­al courage had been shown by

    the Pres­ident. Smith had asked for an ur­gent meet­ing. Be­cause of the na­ture of CURE, the

    meet­ing had to be kept se­cret even from the Pres­ident’s staff, and that could be sticky. The

    prob­lem, even with trust­ed staff mem­bers, was that the more trust­ed they were, the more

    they felt they had to know ev­ery­thing. And that was how in­for­ma­tion got leaked, by too

    many peo­ple know­ing it. Smith ex­plained that they had to meet away from the Pres­ident’s

    staff.




    “How?” the Pres­ident asked. “Do I send them away?”




    “No, Mr. Pres­ident,” Smith had said. “You leave them at the cen­ter of things. You see,

    their in­ter­est goes up when they feel left out of things. So you go on va­ca­tion, sir. Go to

    your ranch in Cal­ifor­nia and then talk to the new as­sis­tant gar­den­er.”




    “You want me to have you put on the ranch pay­roll?”




    “I want you to have no con­tact with me, sir.”




    “You can’t get on the ranch pay­roll with­out be­ing checked out,” the Pres­ident said, then

    paused. “Oh, I for­got. You con­trol some of the peo­ple who do the check­ing out, don’t

    you?”




    Harold Smith did not an­swer that. He did not con­trol the peo­ple who in­ves­ti­gat­ed the

    in­for­ma­tion on his em­ploy­ment ap­pli­ca­tion; he con­trolled the in­for­ma­tion it­self.

    Ev­ery­thing worked on com­put­ers, and CURE had been us­ing them even be­fore the De­fense

    De­part­ment. CURE had al­ways been ahead of the rest of the world, which was how it had been

    able to func­tion with so few know­ing of its ex­is­tence. And a com­put­er had no com­pul­sion

    to share in­for­ma­tion with a best friend.




    CURE lived and died by these com­put­ers. It took on­ly a sim­ple push­ing of a few keys to

    give Harold W. Smith his clear­ance to be an as­sis­tant gar­den­er at the Pres­ident’s

    Cal­ifor­nia ranch, af­ter first telling the ranch’s head gar­den­er that he need­ed an

    as­sis­tant.




    So when the Pres­ident flew to Cal­ifor­nia for a brief rest, the first thing he did was

    ex­am­ine the rose­bush­es along the stock­ade-​style fence.




    An el­der­ly gar­den­er was clip­ping around the thorns. The Pres­ident si­dled over to him

    and for all the world looked as if he were dis­cussing rose­bush­es with him be­cause ev­ery

    once in a while the gar­den­er would ges­tic­ulate with his prun­ing shears. But the

    con­ver­sa­tion went like this:




    “Mr. Pres­ident, I am go­ing to ask you to take a risk that on its face might not seem

    log­ical.”




    “Go ahead. Try me,” the Pres­ident said with his usu­al good hu­mor.




    “You’re fa­mil­iar with the In­ter­na­tion­al Health, Agri­cul­tur­al and Ed­uca­tion­al

    Or­ga­ni­za­tion?”




    “Sure. The thing with four thou­sand over­paid peo­ple who make a pro­fes­sion out of

    at­tack­ing Amer­ica with Amer­ica’s mon­ey.”




    “I’m talk­ing about their en­to­mol­ogy labs.”




    “The one part of the whole she­bang that works. And some­one is try­ing to kill them. I’ve

    seen the re­ports and I’ve got the FBI pro­tect­ing the lab. They’re do­ing it well, too. Even

    the KGB couldn’t han­dle it.”




    “I’m ask­ing you to call off the FBI and let us take care of it.”




    “Why?”




    “Be­cause soon­er or lat­er, the FBI won’t be able to pro­tect them,” Smith said, and

    ex­plained the dan­gers that the labs were fight­ing. The on­ly re­al de­fense would be to get

    at the peo­ple who were killing the sci­en­tists. The FBI couldn’t do that and, no mat­ter how

    good the de­fense, even­tu­al­ly the labs would be pen­etrat­ed.




    The Pres­ident looked puz­zled. “Why can’t we leave the FBI where it is and just go af­ter

    the cra­zies, who­ev­er they are?”




    “Be­cause then they’ll de­lay at­tack­ing. But it’ll still hap­pen even­tu­al­ly and we have

    to pre­vent that,” Smith said.




    “Are you go­ing to use those peo­ple?” the Pres­ident asked, re­fer­ring to the two men who

    seemed to be able to pen­etrate any­thing at will, in­clud­ing the White House. He had seen

    them op­er­ate once and im­me­di­ate­ly want­ed to know if Amer­ica could get more of them. He

    had looked sad when Smith said there were on­ly two in the world like that.




    Smith nod­ded and the Pres­ident said, “Do you know what will hap­pen if some­one else is

    killed and it comes out that I or­dered the de­fens­es away?”




    “I think so,” Smith said.




    “I’ve got a press that would love to hang me. This time they wouldn’t have to make up

    any­thing.”




    “I know that.”




    “How sure are you that your plan will work?” the Pres­ident asked.




    “I know this. If we go on the way we’re go­ing, they’ll strike again. They’re in­cred­ibly

    clever and seem to be able to pen­etrate any­thing when they want. How they got in­to Rus­sia,

    I’ll nev­er know.”




    “So you want me to stick my neck out?”




    “Yes, sir,” said Smith. “On­ly your di­rect or­ders can get the FBI out of the way.”




    “How bad is this bug busi­ness?” the Pres­ident want­ed to know.




    “It could be all the mar­bles; Mr. Pres­ident. Right now, the prob­lem ar­eas are in the

    Third World but it could spread.” Harold W. Smith clipped an­oth­er twig of the rose­bush,

    ab­sent­mind­ed­ly try­ing to re­mem­ber whether he was sup­posed to clip above or be­low a

    main stem. It didn’t mat­ter. He would be gone by night­fall.




    “Why don’t we just put our own sci­en­tists on the damned thing and for­get the IHAEO?” the

    Pres­ident asked.




    “They have most of the good en­to­mol­ogists,” Smith said.




    The Pres­ident thought for a mo­ment while Smith mu­ti­lat­ed an­oth­er rose­bush. Then the

    Pres­ident slow­ly nod­ded.




    “Don’t let me down,” he said. His voice was low and he moved off along the fence as if out

    for an af­ter­noon stroll. Three hours lat­er, the new as­sis­tant gar­den­er was gone for

    good.




    Smith re­mem­bered the af­ter­noon. He felt an obli­ga­tion to a man who had done the right

    thing. It would work. More and more through the years, he had un­der­stood Re­mo less and less

    and he had nev­er un­der­stood Chi­un. But this was the sort of thing they were good at, and

    now Re­mo had re­port­ed that things were un­der con­trol. Dr. Rav­its was safe.




    And to make mat­ters bet­ter in the St. Mar­tin sun, he had solved the com­put­er prob­lems

    for­ev­er. He felt good. He rubbed in the sun­tan cream to pro­tect his pale skin from the

    sun’s in­tense heat. He could even be­lieve now that he was lucky. He had nev­er be­lieved in

    luck be­fore, but now he had to say, af­ter so many years of grind­ing cal­cu­la­tion, that

    yes, he was quite lucky.




    Sud­den­ly, some­one was tap­ping him on the shoul­der and Smith looked up to see the black

    bell­bot­toms of a gen­darme. The po­lice­man wore a pis­tol in a black hol­ster. His blue

    shirt bore the in­signia of the French na­tion­al po­lice.




    “Are you Harold W. Smith?” he asked with a thick ac­cent.




    “Yes,” said Smith.




    “Would you come with me, sir?” the gen­darme said. The tone of his voice told Smith noth­ing

    but Smith knew that the gen­darmes were quite po­lite be­cause of the is­land’s tourist

    busi­ness. They would rarely tick­et a car no mat­ter how it was parked, and they had their own

    spe­cial sort of jus­tice.




    Re­cent­ly, when a tourist’s wife had been raped, they brought the sus­pect to the wom­an’s

    hus­band, an Amer­ican po­lice­man, and left them alone for five min­utes. They then de­port­ed

    what re­mained of the sus­pect to an­oth­er is­land. There was no long, drawnout tri­al.




    Many things were done like that, and that gave CURE ex­act­ly what it need­ed most: a place

    with­out a very in­quis­itive lo­cal po­lice force. Jus­tice and law en­force­ment were rather

    ba­sic in St. Mar­tin and, since com­put­ers nev­er threat­ened any­one, the or­ga­ni­za­tion

    could be sure to be left alone on a qui­et is­land in a rolling sea.




    “May I ask why I must go with you?” Smith said.




    “You must ac­com­pa­ny me to Marig­ot,” the gen­darme said.




    Smith rea­soned he was be­ing tak­en to po­lice head­quar­ters since Marig­ot was the

    cap­ital of the French half of the is­land. “May I put on some­thing more than a bathing

    suit?”




    “But of course,” said the gen­darme.




    Or­di­nar­ily Smith might have been con­cerned at this point, but with the com­put­ers now

    safe from any in­va­sions, he ac­tu­al­ly whis­tled as he went in­to the apart­ment fac­ing the

    beach. He rent­ed the apart­ment from the man who sup­plied the en­tire is­land with gaso­line,

    a fran­chise the man’s fam­ily had owned for sev­er­al gen­er­ations.




    Smith wrig­gled out of his bathing suit while the po­lice­man wait­ed po­lite­ly out­side

    the apart­ment. He took a short show­er to get rid of the sand, and then put on a pair of

    shorts, a T-​shirt and san­dals. He al­so took the key to the so­lu­tion of all the

    or­ga­ni­za­tion’s com­put­er pro­grams.




    It was the size of an at­tache case and it held more mem­ory ca­pa­bil­ity than all the

    com­put­ers the Strate­gic Air Com­mand had se­cret­ed in the Rocky Moun­tains. The truth was

    that CURE no longer need­ed its of­fices at Fol­croft San­itar­ium in Rye, New York, just as it

    no longer need­ed the of­fices which were carved out of the coral hills be­hind the salt flats

    in Grand Case. All it need­ed was the brief­case in Smith’s hand. For what Smith had fi­nal­ly

    done was to find one ge­nius who had dis­cov­ered a source of mem­ory al­most as in­fi­nite as

    space.




    It went be­yond bub­ble tech­nol­ogy. It used the cos­mic re­la­tion­ships be­tween stars.

    The very en­er­gy that would at­tract light now stored the in­for­ma­tion from through­out the

    world in a sin­gle ac­cess disk.




    “You see,” the com­put­er ge­nius had said, “you don’t need to store mem­ory, you on­ly need

    to ac­cess it, to reach it. Well, that means you can use any­thing to store it if you want,

    even light re­frac­tion. Do you un­der­stand?”




    “Frankly, no,” Smith had said.




    “You don’t have to. It works,” Bar­ry Schweid had said. And it did.




    Schweid was twen­ty-​five, lived at home with his moth­er, and spent eigh­teen hours a day

    over a small per­son­al com­put­er which he said he had “juiced up.” He didn’t re­al­ly care

    that much af­ter salary. His moth­er did, how­ev­er, and she al­so wor­ried about him meet­ing

    nice girls, eat­ing prop­er­ly and get­ting sun. She wouldn’t let Bar­ry out of the house

    un­less nice Mr. Smith, his new em­ploy­er, promised he would get at least two hours of fresh

    air a day and that Bar­ry would eat at least one good healthy meal a day.




    Those promis­es giv­en, Schweid had come to work for Smith, who sent him to St. Mar­tin,

    where CURE kept up a big bank of com­put­ers that du­pli­cat­ed all the in­for­ma­tion in the

    com­put­ers at CURE’s main head­quar­ters in Fol­croft San­itar­ium.




    “I want you to make our com­put­er files en­try-​proof,” Smith had said.




    And Schweid had.




    Ba­si­cal­ly what he had done was to take all CURE’s in­for­ma­tion and de­vise a new way to

    make it avail­able through the equip­ment that fit in­to the at­tache case.




    “How does that help?” Smith had asked. “Now I’ve got three sets of files that can be

    en­tered in­stead of two.”




    “No,” Schweid had said. “You don’t un­der­stand.”




    “No, I don’t.”




    “Here it is. What this al­lows us to do is to put a trap net on the oth­er com­put­ers, the

    ones at Fol­croft and here.”




    “What will that do?”




    “It will al­low us to jig­ger those oth­er com­put­ers so that if any­body breaks in­to

    them, in any way, the com­put­ers will sim­ply erase them­selves. To­tal­ly.”




    “Ev­ery­thing will be gone?”




    “Right. Be­fore any­body can steal it. And be­cause you’ve got the mas­ter file in that

    at­tache case, you can al­ways re­fill the main com­put­ers at some lat­er date if you

    want.”




    The on­ly prob­lem was get­ting ac­cess through the at­tache-​case com­put­er. Schweid was

    still need­ed for that be­cause of its in­tri­ca­cy, but he had promised Smith that he would

    soon de­liv­er a mod­ified ac­cess sys­tem which would al­low Smith to get in­to the files

    him­self with­out Schweid’s help.




    This had brought a rare, un­ac­cus­tomed smile to Smith’s face. The world was work­ing well.

    He was get­ting rest in St. Mar­tin, the world’s prob­lems seemed to be un­der con­trol, and he

    even sur­prised his own lemo­ny crit­ical na­ture by not wor­ry­ing about why the gen­darme had

    come to pick him up.




    He picked up the at­tache case that he had pur­pose­ly made to look old and beat up,

    some­thing that might be car­ry­ing dirty laun­dry rather than ac­cess to the world’s great­est

    col­lec­tion of evil se­crets.




    Harold W. Smith’s na­ture was that he could wear check­ered Bermu­da shorts and a yel­low

    T-​shirt and look per­fect­ly nat­ural car­ry­ing an at­tache case. He al­ways looked as if he

    should have some sort of brief­case, even when he slept.




    Down­stairs, the small Cit­roen po­lice car sat in the dusty al­ley be­tween the white

    beach­front homes. The gen­darme opened the door for Smith. Un­like Amer­ican po­lice cars,

    there was no pro­tec­tive screen be­tween driv­er and pas­sen­gers. The on­ly thing that made

    this boun­cy lit­tle Cit­roen a po­lice car was a re­flec­tive light on top and a

    French-​na­tion­al-​po­lice la­bel on the side, the sym­bol of a torch.




    As they pulled out in­to the streets of Grand Case, so nar­row that one car had to pull over

    on­to the curb when­ev­er a ve­hi­cle came in the op­po­site di­rec­tion, the gen­darme asked

    very ca­su­al­ly the one ques­tion that could send Smith in­to shock.




    “Par­don, sir. Do you know a Bar­ry Schweid?”




    “Is he all right?” Smith asked.




    “Some­what,” the gen­darme said.




    “What hap­pened?”




    “He gave us your name.”




    “Yes, I know him. I em­ploy him. I have an im­port-​ex­port busi­ness.”




    “Do you know that he is a dan­ger­ous man?”




    “Bar­ry?” asked Smith. The boy was as mild as milk. In fact, the on­ly thing a re­al­ly

    thor­ough in­ves­ti­ga­tion of Bar­ry’s past had re­vealed was a kinder­garten in­ci­dent where

    he wet his pants. The boy filed his in­come tax­es on time, once re­port­ing a twen­ty-​dol­lar

    bill he had found on the street. He had had five dates in all his life, and on one of those,

    when the girl had gone in­to the bed­room to get in­to some­thing com­fort­able, Bar­ry had

    fled, think­ing it was a re­flec­tion on him and the en­tire evening. If she were com­fort­able

    with him, he rea­soned, she ought to have been com­fort­able in her cloth­ing.




    Bar­ry Schweid had been kissed on his twen­ty-​sec­ond birth­day when fric­tion stopped the

    spin­ning mo­tion of a bot­tle at a par­ty his moth­er gave for him.




    Bar­ry had been see­ing a ther­apist for three years be­cause of his fear of rais­ing his

    voice. In fact, he had once got to Cu­ra­cao be­cause he had been afraid to tell the

    stew­ardess that he had blun­dered on­to the wrong plane.




    “What on earth has he done?” Smith asked.




    “He has vi­olent­ly as­sault­ed a mar­ket wom­an at the docks in Marig­ot.”




    “That sounds im­pos­si­ble.”




    “While she was com­ing to the aid of a gen­darme.” At Rue Charles de Gaulle in the steam­ing

    small port city that was the cap­ital of the is­land’s French side, Harold W. Smith spoke to

    the pre­fect of the is­land po­lice.




    He as­sured the pre­fect that he knew the young man, knew his back­ground in­ti­mate­ly,

    knew the fam­ily. It did not hurt that Smith spoke French flu­ent­ly. In World War II, in the

    old OSS, he had parachut­ed in­to France. While by na­ture, he nev­er dis­cussed such things,

    in this case he al­lowed it to get in­to the con­ver­sa­tion. He al­so shrewd­ly let the

    pre­fect know that he was saved by the un­der­ground and that if it had not been for the

    French, Smith would have been a dead man.




    To hear Smith talk, one would have be­lieved that the French had lib­er­at­ed Amer­ica

    dur­ing the war and not vice ver­sa. The pre­fect saw be­fore him that rare Amer­ican who was a

    gen­tle­man. He al­lowed as how the law did not have to be as formidable in the Caribbean as it

    was in Paris.




    Smith of­fered amends to both the gen­darme and the mar­ket wom­an, though he was

    mys­ti­fied as to how Bar­ry Schweid could have start­ed a com­mo­tion. He of­fered a thou­sand

    francs to the wom­an and two thou­sand Amer­ican dol­lars to the of­fi­cer. “For their

    trou­ble,” he said.




    The pre­fect know­ing­ly put a palm on the back of Smith’s hand.




    “One thou­sand Amer­ican dol­lars is enough of a salve for his dig­ni­ty, mon­sieur,” he

    said with a wink. And thus jus­tice was done on Rue Charles de Gaulle be­tween two old al­lies,

    who em­braced warm­ly. With the mon­ey paid, Smith got Bar­ry re­leased. Smith could over­hear

    men in the po­lice head­quar­ters com­ment­ing on how they were bring­ing out “the mon­ster”

    and ev­ery­one should be wary. Sidearms silent­ly came out of hol­sters. One burly of­fi­cer

    gripped a lead-​weight­ed stick.




    In the main po­lice room, be­tween two large gen­darmes, wad­dled a fright­ened, very pale

    and some­what pudgy young man whose hair looked as if it hadn’t seen a comb since the crib.




    Bar­ry still wore a flan­nel shirt and long pants and was sweat­ing pro­fuse­ly. He had been

    afraid to go out­side in a new coun­try and so had stayed in the air-​con­di­tioned apart­ment,

    work­ing. Smith had vain­ly tried to get him out­side, say­ing he had promised Bar­ry’s moth­er

    the boy would get some sun.




    “I will. A lit­tle bit lat­er,” Bar­ry had said. “But not now.” Smith did, how­ev­er, get

    Bar­ry to bathe and brush his teeth each day. And he did promise to comb his hair, but some­how

    his work al­ways seemed more im­por­tant than the sev­en sec­onds hair-​comb­ing would

    take.




    Now he stood, five-​feet five, sem­ishaven, very meek and quite fright­ened, be­tween two

    large French po­lice­men.




    “Hel­lo, Bar­ry,” said Smith.




    “Hel­lo, Harold,” said Bar­ry soft­ly.




    “Are you all right, Bar­ry?”




    “No, Harold.”




    “What’s wrong, Bar­ry?”




    Bar­ry Schweid ex­tend­ed a fin­ger and mo­tioned Smith to come clos­er.




    “You want to whis­per it, Bar­ry?”




    “Yes, Harold.”




    Smith went over to the young man and asked that the guards move away a bit, then bent down

    to hear the com­plaint.




    “I see, yes,” said Smith. “Who has it?”




    “I think him, Harold,” said Bar­ry. He nod­ded to a gen­darme be­hind a large flat desk with

    the pic­ture of the French pre­mier be­hind it.




    “Just a minute,” said Smith and went over to the gen­darme, who looked at him

    sus­pi­cious­ly.




    Smith whis­pered in French.




    “Did you take away a piece of soft blue cloth when you ar­rest­ed Mr. Schweid?”




    The gen­darme said that he didn’t quite re­mem­ber, just as the pre­fect en­tered to make

    sure his com­pa­tri­ot, Harold W. Smith of the Sec­ond World War, was prop­er­ly tak­en care

    of.




    “You want a piece of cloth? Garbage?” asked the pre­fect.




    As soon as he heard the word “garbage,” the gen­darme at the desk re­mem­bered. Schweid had

    been cling­ing to a piece of blue cloth when he was ar­rest­ed and they threw it away.




    “Could you get it again?” asked Smith in French.




    “It’s in the garbage,” said the gen­darme.




    “Shh, not so loud,” said Smith.




    “What are you all whis­per­ing about?” screamed Bar­ry, and three gen­darmes drew pis­tols

    and aimed them at Bar­ry’s chest. Bar­ry col­lapsed in the cor­ner, cov­er­ing his head with

    his arms and scream­ing.




    “Get the cloth, damn it,” snapped Smith.




    “Go, go,” or­dered the pre­fect.




    “It’s all right, Bar­ry,” Smith said. “They’re get­ting it. They’re get­ting it.”




    But Bar­ry on­ly screamed and kicked his legs use­less­ly in the air. The com­put­er ge­nius

    was hav­ing a tantrum.




    Guns re­turned to their hol­sters. Gen­darmes ex­changed puz­zled looks in the sta­tion on

    Rue Charles de Gaulle. The pre­fect as­sured his Amer­ican al­ly that Schweid had been a most

    dan­ger­ous ad­ver­sary on the docks. In fact, the mar­ket wom­an who was in­jured weighed 220

    pounds and was per­haps the strongest per­son on the is­land, in­clud­ing the Dutch side, where

    they had many large, un­civ­ilized peo­ple.




    Smith nod­ded. He did not know what had hap­pened, but when they got the cloth, he would

    then be able to talk to Bar­ry and find out. He as­sured the no­ble pre­fect that most

    cer­tain­ly the in­ci­dent would nev­er hap­pen again.




    “If Mr. Schweid must com­mit that sort of may­hem,” whis­pered the pre­fect, “and we do know

    a man’s na­ture is his na­ture af­ter all, there are places for it. There is, af­ter all, the

    Dutch side of the is­land. You un­der­stand.”




    Smith nod­ded but as­sured the pre­fect that such vi­olence was not nor­mal­ly in the young

    man’s char­ac­ter. A gen­darme came in­to the sta­tion car­ry­ing the blue piece of cloth at

    arm’s length and hold­ing his nose. It smelled of fish and rot­ted fruit and cof­fee grounds.

    It had been thrown in­to the garbage dis­pos­al.




    “That’s it. Mine,” yelled Bar­ry.




    “It’s all right, Bar­ry. We’re bring­ing it to you.”




    “Thank you, Harold,” said Bar­ry, sob­bing and grate­ful­ly clutch­ing the dirty cloth to

    his cheek. Bar­ry Schweid, com­put­er ge­nius of the or­ga­ni­za­tion’s vast se­cret net­work

    and new­ly named “Mon­ster of Marig­ot,” cried meek­ly and sucked his thumb.




    The pre­fect gave them a driv­er to re­turn them north to the vil­lage of Grand Case.

    In­stead of go­ing to their apart­ment, Smith had the driv­er leave them off at what ap­peared

    to be the grav­el works on a road to a cul-​de-​sac. In­side the sim­ple of­fice of the grav­el

    works, be­hind the mosquito-​in­fest­ed salt flats, Smith led Bar­ry to a rear of­fice which

    se­cret­ly opened up in­to a large cave that housed the stor­age and re­trieval area of CURE’s

    com­put­er net­work.




    It was here that Schweid had de­vised the portable sys­tem that Smith now car­ried. He al­so

    had fig­ured out a way not on­ly to make Smith’s files en­try-​proof, but to find out the

    iden­ti­ty of any­one who ac­ci­den­tal­ly came close to tap­ping in­to the net­work. Smith,

    who was not a neo­phyte to tech­nol­ogy him­self, nev­er could fig­ure out how.




    When the doors be­hind them were closed, sealed be­yond pen­etra­tion by in­ter­lock­ing

    steel plates, Smith asked the sim­ple ques­tion:




    “What hap­pened in Marig­ot?”




    “It’s all your fault,” Bar­ry Schweid said. He was rub­bing his ear with a cor­ner of the

    blan­ket.




    “My fault?” Smith asked. “How?”




    “I don’t want to tell you.”




    “Bar­ry, lis­ten. You know we do a lot of work we don’t want oth­ers to know about. We can’t

    have at­ten­tion called to our­selves or peo­ple will get cu­ri­ous.”




    “Se­cret work?” Bar­ry said.




    “Yes,” Smith said, and Bar­ry nod­ded. He brushed an old piece of fish from his blan­ket and

    stuffed it in­to his rear pock­et.




    “Well, all right,” he said. “It’s these files.” He point­ed to the large banks of

    com­put­ers that cir­cled the walls of the cave.




    “What about them?”




    “You en­tered some old stuff and put your ini­tials on the en­tries, and I was scan­ning the

    files, do­ing a … well, nev­er mind, it was com­pli­cat­ed, but this file popped out. And it

    had your ob­ser­va­tions on it. You were say­ing you talked to some­one you had re­cruit­ed and

    asked what he was do­ing. And he was say­ing that he wasn’t do­ing any­thing ex­cept learn­ing

    how to breathe and the whole thing was stupid and he was go­ing to quit on you any­how.”




    In­stant­ly Smith knew what Bar­ry Schweid had dis­cov­ered. They were Smith’s ear­ly

    ob­ser­va­tions on Re­mo’s train­ing, his very ear­li­est train­ing when Smith had brought in

    Chi­un to try to cre­ate a sin­gle en­force­ment arm, one man to do the work that re­al­ly

    should have been done by thou­sands.




    Schweid was still talk­ing. “It didn’t make sense, of course, if you looked at it for just

    what peo­ple were say­ing. But it kept pop­ping out be­cause it kept in­te­grat­ing it­self

    in­to the ba­sic cos­mic for­mu­las for pow­er. You un­der­stand mass and en­er­gy and the

    speed of light, don’t you?”




    “As well as most lay­men, I guess,” said Smith.




    “Well, just imag­ine light curv­ing and you have the whole thing,” said Schweid.




    Smith cleared his throat. It was be­yond any­thing he could un­der­stand.




    Bar­ry said, “In the light of cos­mic pow­er, the same kind we’re us­ing to store all your

    files now, you can un­der­stand what the breath­ing means. It means syn­chro­niz­ing your­self

    with these rhythms. There­fore, you’re re­al­ly re­flect­ing the curv­ing of light in its own

    pow­er. In the­ory.”




    “And in prac­tice?” Smith asked.




    “Well, I tried it,” said Bar­ry, “and sud­den­ly I had all sorts of con­fi­dence and I went

    out­side and prac­ti­cal­ly ran all the way to Marig­ot which has got to be five or six miles

    and then at the mar­ket some­one pushed me and I just sort of pushed back.”




    “Was it that gen­darme?” Smith asked.




    “Yes, I think so.”




    “You shat­tered his col­lar­bone,” Smith said.




    “Oh, dear.”




    “And then you threw a 220-pound wom­an halfway down the street and she is still in the

    hos­pi­tal.”




    “Oh, dear, oh, dear,” said Bar­ry. The se­cu­ri­ty blan­ket came back out of his

    pock­et.




    “Could you do these things all the time?” Smith asked.




    “What? The breath­ing thing that gave me the pow­er? No. You see, you have to be able not to

    think. If you think about what you’re do­ing, you can’t do it.”




    “Like an ath­let­ic ac­tion,” asked Smith, who un­der­stood that think­ing about a golf

    swing of­ten ru­ined it.




    “More in­tense­ly, though. Ev­ery­thing is quan­tumed out of sight in this thing.”




    “Could some­body else learn this?” Smith asked. “Maybe all the time?”




    “Pos­si­bly, but there re­al­ly has to be a synch to the max. The odds against it are

    as­tro­nom­ical.”




    This sur­prised Smith be­cause for all he knew, Re­mo and Chi­un al­ways seemed to be in

    some sort of con­flict. There was no ap­par­ent syn­chro­niza­tion be­tween them.




    Or maybe, he thought, it was that Re­mo and Chi­un were both syn­chro­nized to some­thing

    else, to some ba­sic el­emen­tal force that each used and no one else could. Chi­un had of­ten

    told Smith that Re­mo was spe­cial, one of a kind. Could it be true? Had Smith just been

    in­volved in a mirac­ulous, hap­py ac­ci­dent when he hap­pened to pick Re­mo Williams,

    smart-​ass Newark cop, to be CURE’s en­force­ment arm?




    He put the en­tire ques­tion out of his mind and de­cid­ed to keep a promise to Bar­ry’s

    moth­er.




    “Can you get up enough courage to go for a walk with me?” he asked.




    “Among strangers?”




    “Peo­ple are all strangers un­til you get to know them, Bar­ry. I was a stranger to you once

    my­self.”




    “But Moth­er said you were a nice man.”




    “You can bring your blankey,” said Smith.




    “Peo­ple will laugh. I know they will.”




    “Well, then leave Blankey here where it’ll be safe,” Smith sug­gest­ed.




    “I think I’ll take it,” said Bar­ry, clutch­ing the blue blan­ket to his chest. He agreed to

    walk all the way from the grav­el works to Grand Case, al­most an en­tire quar­ter of a

    mile.




    As they were leav­ing, there was a slight buzz in­side Smith’s at­tache case. Bar­ry

    quick­ly as­cer­tained that a mes­sage had been re­ceived. It had come while Smith was in the

    cave with Bar­ry. Bar­ry re­trieved the mes­sage, which had come from the Pres­ident of the

    Unit­ed States.




    It read:




    “What have you done to me?”


  




  

    Chapter 5




    For al­most ten years, world news me­dia had ig­nored the mur­ders and the prob­lems at the

    IHAEO lab­ora­to­ries. But on this af­ter­noon, there was just a hint of the pos­si­bil­ity

    that the death of Dr. Rav­its at IHAEO had been caused by the Pres­ident of the Unit­ed

    States.




    So at the pres­iden­tial press con­fer­ence, the peace he had ar­ranged be­tween two

    war­ring fac­tions in South Amer­ica was ig­nored, the new do­na­tions of enough grain to feed

    half of Africa was over­looked, and the up­com­ing arms ne­go­ti­ation agree­ment was not even

    men­tioned.




    “Could the Pres­ident of the Unit­ed States ex­plain why, af­ter suc­cess­ful­ly

    pro­tect­ing the IHAEO lab­ora­to­ry, the FBI was re­moved?” asked one re­porter who had nev­er

    be­fore in her life said a kind word about the FBI. In fact, she had once called for its

    abo­li­tion, say­ing it should be re­placed by a civil­ian re­view board com­posed of blacks,

    wom­en and the so­cial­ly alien­at­ed. Her def­ini­tion of so­cial­ly alien­at­ed was any­one

    do­ing fif­teen-​to-​life for homi­cide.




    “I take full re­spon­si­bil­ity for what hap­pened,” the Pres­ident re­spond­ed. “Yes, I was

    the one who or­dered the FBI with­drawn. I can­not say any­thing more but that there are plans

    un­der way for per­ma­nent­ly se­cur­ing the safe­ty of the IHAEO project. I might point out

    that a sit­ting tar­get, no mat­ter how well de­fend­ed, can­not be de­fend­ed for­ev­er. And

    that’s all I can say.”




    For twen­ty min­utes the press banged away on that one top­ic.




    Why change what worked? What was his oth­er plan that he couldn’t talk about? How could the

    press know that he wasn’t just hid­ing be­hind na­tion­al se­cu­ri­ty and do­ing dirty things

    in the night?




    “Look,” the Pres­ident said fi­nal­ly. “I made a de­ci­sion. Maybe it was the wrong one but

    I take full re­spon­si­bil­ity for it.”




    Im­me­di­ate­ly, there were half a dozen com­men­ta­tors re­mark­ing on how cun­ning the

    Pres­ident was to po­lit­ical­ly ma­nip­ulate his way out of the prob­lem by tak­ing

    re­spon­si­bil­ity.




    One said, “Once again we see a Pres­ident es­cap­ing blame by the ab­so­lute­ly

    un­scrupu­lous method of ap­pear­ing hon­est. How many sna­fus can he es­cape with that

    trick?”




    Some colum­nists even hint­ed that the Pres­ident might be be­hind the killings him­self, as

    a way to elim­inate the en­tire IHAEO.




    “Hey, look, fel­lows,” the Pres­ident ex­plained, “I’m not against the IHAEO labs. I’ve

    nev­er been against the labs be­cause they’re the on­ly thing that works in the en­tire IHAEO.

    What I have against the IHAEO is that they don’t have enough labs where re­al work is done.

    They have man­sions in Paris, Lon­don, Rome and Hong Kong, and they have one lab. They have

    four thou­sand em­ploy­ees, all of them very well paid, and few­er than fifty sci­en­tists. And

    the sci­en­tists aren’t that well paid.”




    “Then why would you want to de­stroy the lab?” asked one tele­vi­sion news­man. He had

    earned his rep­uta­tion for be­ing a keen jour­nal­ist by sneak­ing in­to a bar­ber shop to

    ex­am­ine hair trim­mings to see if the Pres­ident dyed his hair.




    The Pres­ident was still able to chuck­le. “Well, if you had lis­tened to my last sen­tence

    in­stead of prepar­ing your load­ed ques­tion, you’d re­al­ize that I am for, not against, the

    labs. I am against cor­rup­tion. I am against pri­vate jets and man­sions and against our

    pay­ing lots of peo­ple just to hang around and knock Amer­ica. I am re­fer­ring to the last

    IHAEO res­olu­tion that blamed Amer­ican cap­ital­ism for the ma­jor­ity of com­mu­ni­ca­ble

    dis­eases and which, for some un­known rea­son, praised the Pales­tine Lib­er­ation

    Or­ga­ni­za­tion for blow­ing up a Jew­ish hos­pi­tal as a way of fight­ing dis­ease. Now,

    re­al­ly. Do you think that that’s fight­ing dis­ease?”




    “Mr. Pres­ident, what do you have against fight­ing dis­ease?”




    The body had been tam­pered with. It had been shred­ded and torn, the skele­tal struc­ture

    crushed. Dr. Rav­its’ pet cat purred con­tent­ed­ly by the heat­ing unit, its fe­line loy­al­ty

    ready to be at­tached to its next bowl of milk, show­ing all the sym­pa­thy for its dead own­er

    that a tree ex­hibits for its last leaf in au­tumn. Re­mo some­times won­dered what life would

    be like for a cat. He un­der­stood their ner­vous sys­tem and their sense of bal­ance, but he

    some­times wished he could mas­ter that ut­ter lack of car­ing, par­tic­ular­ly when car­ing

    some­times hurt so much.




    “We lost him,” said Re­mo.




    “We?” said Chi­un. “We lost no­body.”




    “He’s dead. I don’t know how they got to him but he’s dead.”




    “Lots of peo­ple die,” said Chi­un, supreme­ly con­fi­dent of the eter­nal fact of

    mankind.




    “Not like this, not when we have as­sured up­stairs that we were go­ing to pro­tect him,”

    said Re­mo. What puz­zled him as much as the im­pos­si­bil­ity of any­one else get­ting in­to

    this room was the strange way the body had been torn apart, al­most like a mis­chievous child

    play­ing a game with its food.




    A ma­chine could have done it but there was no ma­chine in sight. And a ma­chine would not

    have toyed with Dr. Rav­its. Noth­ing big enough to do what had been done could have got­ten

    in­to the room, cer­tain­ly not past Chi­un.




    Re­mo went to the walls again and pressed and jig­gled. He popped two re­in­forc­ing bolts

    which told him none of the pan­els moved.




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther, I’m stumped,” he said.




    “We are not stumped. Sinan­ju has been glo­ri­ous for thou­sands of years be­fore this green

    lit­tle coun­try of yours, and it will be glo­ri­ous for thou­sands of years here­after. There

    is a death here. We com­mis­er­ate with those who have suf­fered from this ac­ci­dent but we

    com­mis­er­ate al­so with those killed in floods, by light­ning, and by famine. Of famine we

    know well, serv­ing the vil­lage of Sinan­ju,” said Chi­un.




    In times like these, Chi­un al­ways re­ferred to the orig­inal rea­son for men from Sinan­ju

    be­com­ing as­sas­sins. The lit­tle Ko­re­an vil­lage had been so poor, leg­end had it, that

    they had to throw new­born ba­bies in­to the bay be­cause they could not af­ford to feed them.

    This prob­lem, as well as Re­mo could es­ti­mate, had not ex­ist­ed for the last three

    thou­sand years. How­ev­er, so far as Chi­un was con­cerned, it was still a con­stant, valid,

    nev­er-​end­ing wor­ry.




    “This wasn’t any ac­ci­dent,” Re­mo said. “We were sup­posed to pro­tect this guy

    and-​so­mome or some­thing got in here to him. The, got through me.”




    “Watch your mouth. I nev­er want to hear you say that again. Sinan­ju has nev­er lost a

    per­son. How can we lose him? How could we have? He is not an em­per­or. He was a sci­en­tist

    work­ing on we know not what, and pos­si­bly that killed him. But we did not lose any­one.”




    “He’s dead. We were sup­posed to keep him alive.”




    “You were sup­posed to keep him alive and you won’t even wear a ki­mono.”




    “I don’t feel good in ki­monos,” said Re­mo, who could nev­er get used to them be­cause they

    flapped. “We have a prob­lem.”




    “Yes,” said Chi­un, “and do you know what that prob­lem is?”




    “We lost some­one.”




    “No,” said Chi­un grave­ly. “For even if the world should say we lost some­one, in a

    cen­tu­ry or two cen­turies, the world will for­get. This is the way of the world.”




    The parch­men­ti­ike face nod­ded slow­ly. Re­mo was sur­prised. Nev­er be­fore had he heard

    Chi­un ad­mit that dis­grace would pass. Al­ways be­fore, the most feared dis­as­ter was loss

    of face-​usu­al­ly be­cause of some­thing Re­mo had done or failed to do. But now, look­ing at

    the body, watch­ing Re­mo test the walls as he had been taught to do, Chi­un had ad­mit­ted

    what he had nev­er ad­mit­ted be­fore. There was some­thing worse than dis­grace be­cause

    dis­grace would pass in time.




    “We can­not leave now,” Chi­un con­tin­ued. “The re­al prob­lem is that if we leave now, we

    leave what­ev­er killed to be dealt with in the fu­ture. We fight now, not for Smith, for Smith

    will pass. Amer­ica will pass. All na­tions that are, will be no more in a thou­sand years.

    Even trea­sure pass­es, for in one time one thing is val­ued and in an­oth­er time, an­oth­er

    is val­ued.”




    Re­mo watched a fly set­tle on the re­mains of Dr. Rav­its. An­oth­er buzzed around the

    con­tent­ed cat, but be­cause the cat could con­trol its skin move­ments and au­to­mat­ical­ly

    flick it off, the fly could not land for long.




    “Our prob­lem,” Chi­un said, “is that there is some­thing here or that has been here that

    can en­ter a sealed mom and kill with great and ma­li­cious pow­er and we do not know what it

    is. If we do not de­feat it now, it will re­main for oth­er gen­er­ations to face, and with­out

    the knowl­edge of what it is, they might be de­stroyed.”




    “Is there any­thing like this in the his­to­ry of past Mas­ters of Sinan­ju?” asked

    Re­mo.




    Chi­un shook his head. The wisps of beard trem­bled. “No. There have been, of course,

    climb­ing walls many feet high, even walls slicked with grease to im­pede progress. There have

    been pas­sages in­to rooms; there have been those who can cast their thoughts in­to oth­ers to

    make them kill them­selves. These were the most dan­ger­ous but they are gone now and

    cer­tain­ly this per­son did not have the abil­ity to do this to him­self. Look at the

    mus­cles, how they are shred­ded.”




    “Like some­body played with him,” Re­mo said.




    “But we have one ad­van­tage,” said Chi­un. And with his long fin­ger­nails, he made the

    signs of sym­bols which could not be trans­lat­ed and of course could not be over­heard.




    Re­mo read the long fin­ger­nails arc­ing and stab­bing through the lab­ora­to­ry air.




    “Let fu­ture gen­er­ations know that the Mas­ter Ghi­un and his stu­dent Re­mo did face the

    first of the killers who knew no walls but took de­light and played in death.”




    “Swell,” Re­mo said. “We’ve got a prob­lem and you’re writ­ing your au­to­bi­og­ra­phy.”




    Re­mo called Dara Wor­thing­ton to let her know there had been a lit­tle sort of an

    ac­ci­dent in Dr. Rav­its’ ‘ lab.




    “What sort of ac­ci­dent?”




    “See for your­self. And, Dara?”




    “Yes.”




    “Bring a lot of pa­per tow­els. The re­al ab­sorbent kind,” Re­mo said.




    When Dara Wor­thing­ton saw what was left of Dr. Rav­its, she turned pur­ple and then white

    and then fell in­to Re­mo’s arms. When she re­cov­ered Re­mo had her up­right and was

    ex­plain­ing that he had just dis­cov­ered some­thing won­der­ful. It would do even more of

    what Dr. Rav­its had been work­ing on than even Dr. Rav­its could dream of.




    Dara was not at that time, par­tic­ular­ly in­ter­est­ed. She thought Re­mo should have a

    lit­tle more sen­si­tiv­ity to­ward the tragedy of a col­league than to be boast­ing about his

    prowess as a sci­en­tist.




    Re­mo left Dara fum­ing at him, shak­en by Dr. Rav­its’ death. He and Chi­un went to all the

    oth­er small rooms in the lab­ora­to­ry build­ing. At each one, Re­mo let the oc­cu­pants know

    that he was on the verge of a great dis­cov­ery, one that would out­do ev­ery­thing that Dr.

    Rav­its had tried to do.




    “Bit con­fi­dent, aren’t you?” said one re­searcher.




    “We have it locked al­ready,” Re­mo said with a smile and a wink.




    And af­ter telling ev­ery­one in the lab about his great new dis­cov­ery, with­out even

    say­ing what it did; he and Chi­un set­tled down, wait­ing to be at­tacked.




    But they weren’t. The on­ly thing that hap­pened was an in­ci­dent with a strange dog

    com­ing out of an al­ley. It was strange be­cause un­like oth­er mad dogs, it did not charge as

    if in a pack with teeth bared, but rather used its own body weight to at­tack, as if it had the

    size and pow­er of a rhi­no.




    For an an­imal that size-​no more than fifty pounds-​Re­mo could take its charge and pass it

    on through, ei­ther let­ting the an­imal go, or, if it were tru­ly dan­ger­ous, snap­ping the

    neck on the pass through. But this time, as his hand went out, he felt the an­imal push

    slight­ly be­hind his grasp and Re­mo had to reach for it and in so do­ing drove a fin­ger

    in­to the neck. He had not in­tend­ed to kill the poor mad dog.




    Any­one watch­ing would have seen noth­ing but a dog charge, miss and then land dead on the

    oth­er side of the man it had charged. They would not even have seen Re­mo’s hand move. But

    Chi­un saw the fin­ger go out af­ter the an­imal.




    “If you had worn a ki­mono, you would nev­er have missed like that,” he said.




    “I don’t know how I missed. It felt right. It was a dog. I know that.”




    “A ki­mono will make you al­most ad­equate,” Chi­un said, fold­ing his dark gold-​and-​green

    sun­set ki­mono around his body. “I know that.”




    They an­nounced where they were stay­ing for the night and kept vis­ible all night in

    win­dows so that who­ev­er had killed Rav­its would come af­ter them, But no one came.




    The po­lice had not been able to in­ves­ti­gate the killing at the IHAEO labs be­cause it

    was diplo­mat­ic ter­ri­to­ry and thus in­vi­olate.




    The IHAEO it­self could not in­ves­ti­gate the killing at the lab be­cause that would

    re­quire some­one who knew how to in­ves­ti­gate a killing or some­one who knew how to

    in­ves­ti­gate any­thing. What the IHAEO had was a young Dara Wor­thing­ton, lus­cious­ly

    fill­ing out a tight blouse, re­port­ing to one of the thir­ty-​two com­mit­tees in the New

    York City of­fices of IHAEO.




    This day, mem­bers ac­tu­al­ly at­tend­ed the meet­ing on “Se­cu­ri­ty and the In­alien­able

    Rights of Strug­gling Op­pressed Peo­ples.” This lat­ter group in­clud­ed on­ly those at war

    with Amer­ica or one of her West­ern al­lies. Any­one fight­ing a Com­mu­nist or Third World

    na­tion was not strug­gling or op­pressed. Some ob­servers from “lib­er­ation” groups were on

    the com­mit­tee. They car­ried out their strug­gles with op­pres­sion from the finest

    restau­rants, the­aters and ho­tels in the world, paid for main­ly by the Amer­ican

    tax­pay­er.




    They lis­tened to Dara Wor­thing­ton ex­plain the death of an em­ploy­ee and thought about

    what she would look like with­out her blouse. There had once been an in­for­mal bid­ding war

    among IHAEO ex­ec­utives as to who would get her, un­til they re­al­ized that she was one of

    “those.”




    The man who had been killed in the lab in Wash­ing­ton was al­so one of “those.”




    “Those” were sci­en­tists who knew which end of the mi­cro­scope to look through,

    sec­re­taries who knew the al­pha­bet and bud­get di­rec­tors who ac­tu­al­ly knew what a

    bud­get was.




    “Those” were the dull nec­es­sary drones one had to put up with and, even on some rare

    oc­ca­sions like this, to lis­ten to. The mem­bers of the com­mit­tee on Se­cu­ri­ty and

    In­alien­able Rights knew the lus­cious Miss Wor­thing­ton was a drone in a love­ly body

    be­cause she want­ed to talk facts.




    She talked of how the body was dis­cov­ered, that there was no way any­one could have

    en­tered the lab be­cause a new sci­en­tist hap­pened to be stand­ing at the lab door dur­ing

    the whole time. The new sci­en­tists couldn’t be blamed be­cause Dr. Rav­its had been killed in

    such a bloody fash­ion that the mur­der­er would have had to get him­self cov­ered with blood.

    There was no way ei­ther of the two men could have done the killing, no way any­one else could

    have en­tered, and yet Dr. Rav­its was still dead.




    Be­cause of his work on the Ung bee­tle which was dev­as­tat­ing the crops of cen­tral

    Africa and there­fore threat­en­ing to starve mil­lions, Dr. Rav­its’ death was a se­ri­ous

    blow to mil­lions of lives.




    One of the African del­egates sud­den­ly snapped out of his doze.




    “Did she say en­dives? Did she say there was trou­ble with the en­dives for the sal­ad?” he

    whis­pered to the rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the Peo­ple’s Lib­er­ation Or­ga­ni­za­tion of Low­er

    Chad.




    “No. Lives. Blow to lives, she said.”




    “Oh,” said the oth­er African del­egate. “Then the en­dives are all right for the

    sal­ad.”




    “Yes, of course.”




    “These meet­ings get so wear­ing that I just stop lis­ten­ing. When do we con­demn

    Amer­ica?”




    “At the end, of course.”




    “You’ll wake me up?”




    “I’ll vote for you,” said the rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the Peo­ple’s Lib­er­ation

    Or­ga­ni­za­tion of Low­er Chad.




    “Good chap. The sal­ad for din­ner is not in dan­ger then. You’re sure?”




    “No. I told you.”




    “Thank you,” said the ob­serv­er del­egate.




    Dara Wor­thing­ton out­lined the prob­lems with se­cu­ri­ty, not­ed that the FBI had been

    with­drawn just be­fore the mur­der but al­so not­ed that no oth­er coun­try had been able to

    de­fend the sci­en­tists ei­ther.




    How­ev­er, de­spite this tragedy, Dr. Rav­its’ work had been suc­cess­ful. The com­put­er

    print­out he had been read­ing at the time of his trag­ic death showed that fi­nal­ly the Ung

    bee­tle could be beat­en and there­fore mil­lions of lives saved in Africa. There was a

    pheromone which Dr. Rav­its had iso­lat­ed, which could con­trol the re­pro­duc­tion of the

    dread­ed in­sect. A hand shot up from the com­mit­tee chair­man: “Is this go­ing to go on much

    longer?” he asked.




    “It’s a ma­jor break­through in sav­ing lives in cen­tral Africa,” Dara said.




    “That’s good,” said the chair­man, who came from one of the cen­tral African coun­tries. “We

    all care about sav­ing lives in the Third World. But do you have to go in­to such ex­ten­sive

    de­tail?”




    “You mean about how the bee­tle can be erad­icat­ed?”




    “Yes,” the chair­man said.




    “The pheromone is ready to go,” Dara said.




    “Any­thing else?”




    “You can start the pro­ce­dures against the dread­ed Ung bee­tle at any time now.”




    “Of course we will look in­to it,” he said.




    “I would sug­gest right away. The rainy sea­son is be­gin­ning and if the Ung is al­lowed to

    re­pro­duce-“




    “Miss Wor­thy, we need no lec­tures about the rainy sea­son from a white wom­an. We who are

    from Africa have lived too long with the pa­tron­iz­ing at­ti­tude of the First World. We come

    from lands of the rainy sea­son. We do not need to hear about rainy sea­sons from your sweet

    pulpy lips. I would sug­gest you ex­am­ine your own vir­ulent racism. I would be glad to

    in­struct you in your short­com­ings any evening you choose. Do I have a sec­ond on the

    mo­tion?”




    All hands shot up, even though there had been no mo­tion.




    The meet­ing was ad­journed with a call to com­bat racism.




    There were a few com­ments on how im­ma­ture Miss Wor­thing­ton was to be so crude about

    pro­ce­dures. Some even men­tioned that if she were in an­oth­er branch of IHAEO, she might be

    dis­missed on the spot.




    But since she had to deal with the drones, as the mem­bers of IHAEO liked to call those

    fun­ny men in white coats who did things with mi­cro­scopes and chem­icals, she had to be

    tol­er­at­ed.




    They all had to be tol­er­at­ed be­cause the press-​re­la­tions peo­ple said that IHAEO had

    to have them. Most of these del­egates did not have to put up with such prob­lems in their home

    coun­tries. There, when you ran a gov­ern­ment, you ran it. You didn’t have to go around

    pleas­ing peo­ple, and if the cit­izens didn’t like what was go­ing on, they had bet­ter keep

    their mouths shut.




    But since nine­ty-​nine per­cent of the fund­ing for IHAEO came from First World coun­tries,

    main­ly Amer­ica, one had to ac­com­mo­date their un­pro­gres­sive ways. If they felt that a

    health or­ga­ni­za­tion ac­tu­al­ly had to have peo­ple run­ning around in white coats do­ing

    things with mi­cro­scopes and in­ject­ing bush peo­ple with medicines, even though those

    peo­ple nev­er af­fect­ed a Third World gov­ern­ment in any way, well, then the com­mit­tee

    mem­bers of IHAEO would put up with it. But on­ly be­cause their own press peo­ple said so.




    But they didn’t have to have those sorts of peo­ple around their plush-​car­pet­ed meet­ing

    rooms. They cer­tain­ly wouldn’t want to dine with them in Paris and Lon­don. None of those

    drones knew how to prop­er­ly con­demn im­pe­ri­al­ism, racism or Zion­ism. They were such

    back­ward boors that they did not un­der­stand the so­phis­ti­cat­ed in­tri­ca­cies of staff

    meet­ings, in­teror­ga­ni­za­tion­al con­fer­ences, grand in­ter­na­tion­al sem­inars. They

    thought health had some­thing to do with giv­ing ba­bies in­jec­tions, ba­bies who weren’t even

    the chil­dren of im­por­tant peo­ple. Just ba­bies. Just be­cause they were go­ing to die

    with­out medicine. These whites-​they were al­ways white-​would go around giv­ing medicine to

    tribes that didn’t even mat­ter.




    It was just like the old colo­nial­ism with white doc­tors treat­ing Africans. And

    ev­ery­one on the com­mit­tee found that ob­jec­tion­able. And so when the young white wom­an

    sug­gest­ed that white doc­tors go run­ning in­to African coun­tries, act­ing like the old

    colo­nial­ists, treat­ing any­one they wished, the Cor­rim­it­tee on Se­cu­ri­ty and the

    In­alien­able Rights of Strug­gling Op­pressed Peo­ples not on­ly vot­ed to con­demn the usu­al

    im­pe­ri­al­ism, racism and Zion­ism, but gave her a warn­ing:




    “Miss Wor­thing­ton, we don’t want to hear about rainy sea­sons in the bush again. Who do

    you think you are? If we were re­al­ly in the bush, we would sell you for three goats and a jug

    of ba­nana wine.”




    It came as a very great shock, there­fore, when two hours lat­er they were all in­formed

    that they were go­ing to fly to cen­tral Africa to, of all things, fight bugs. The of­fices of

    Paris were in­formed. Cock­tail par­ties were can­celed. In rooms with fab­ulous car­pets and

    fur­ni­ture from Louis XIV, del­egates lis­tened in dis­be­lief and sent telex­es ask­ing for

    con­fir­ma­tion of the mes­sage.




    “Re­peat mes­sage,” they asked.




    And it was re­peat­ed, “All IHAEO del­egates to be ready for flight to Uwen­da for pheromone

    treat­ment of Ung bee­tle men­ace.”




    “My Lord,” gasped one co­or­di­nat­ing ex­ec­utive di­rec­tor of IHAEO-​there were

    forty-​sev­en of them, all mak­ing more than a hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars a year be­cause on

    less, no one could rea­son­ably live in civ­ilized life in a ma­jor city-“I came from Uwen­da.

    I don’t want to go back there ev­er. What sort of ca­reer move is that?”




    In his pala­tial suite near the Unit­ed Na­tions head­quar­ters in New York, Am­abasa

    Fran­cois Ndo, di­rec­tor gen­er­al of IHAEO, heard the cho­rus of com­plaints from del­egates

    in all the ma­jor cap­itals of Eu­rope and the Amer­ic­as. Did he re­al­ize that his

    con­tin­ued pres­ence as di­rec­tor gen­er­al of IHAEO de­pend­ed on those del­egates? If they

    ac­tu­al­ly had to leave Paris and Rome and New York and Bev­er­ly Hills and Las Ve­gas to go

    to cen­tral Africa, he could ex­pect a re­volt.




    Was he ready to han­dle a mas­sive del­egate re­volt? Was he ready to be stripped of his

    rank?




    Was he him­self ready to be re­turned to the bush as he so cav­alier­ly had or­dered all the

    del­egates? “Yes,” an­swered Am­abasa Fran­cois Ndo.




    Yes to all the ques­tions.




    Be­cause he would do any­thing nev­er to have to see that ki­mono again.


  




  

    Chapter 6




    Dara Wor­thing­ton had left the meet­ing cry­ing. Af­ter years of los­ing sci­en­tists while

    strug­gling against what had to be the most re­silient in­sect on the face of the earth, the

    IHAEO labs and poor Dr. Rav­its had fi­nal­ly suc­ceed­ed in iso­lat­ing a sin­gle chem­ical

    sub­stance that could con­quer the plague of cen­tral Africa.




    And now, she had blun­dered some­how in the in­tri­ca­cies of IHAEO pol­itics. Per­haps she

    had just lost touch with the or­ga­ni­za­tion’s ad­min­is­tra­tion while she was work­ing with

    the sci­en­tists. What­ev­er. But some­how she had ru­ined the one chance the peo­ple of

    cen­tral Africa had to sur­vive the rainy sea­son. She had tak­en the life­long work of Dr.

    Rav­its and at a sim­ple com­mit­tee meet­ing thrown it all away.




    She had done ev­ery­thing wrong. She cried all the way back to Wash­ing­ton: There was an

    IHAEO jet leav­ing but the ex­ec­utive di­rec­tor of the co­or­di­nat­ing com­mit­tee of

    Lib­er­ation Front Ob­servers need­ed all the avail­able space for his cas­es of Dom Perignon,

    so Dara had to take a Grey­hound bus.




    Back at the lab­ora­to­ry, she did not know how she could face the re­searchers, all of whom

    knew that Dr. Rav­its had fi­nal­ly solved the un­solv­able prob­lem of the in­vin­ci­ble Ung

    bee­tle. Thou­sands, per­haps mil­lions of peo­ple, might live be­cause of his work and now it

    wasn’t even go­ing to be tried out.




    She thought briefly of tak­ing Rav­its’ so­lu­tion to an Amer­ican or French health unit.

    But if word got out that she was sub­vert­ing the IHAEO by go­ing to a First World coun­try, no

    self-​re­spect­ing Third World coun­try would let in any med­ical teams at all. She learned

    quick­ly, when she had gone to work for IHAEO, that in deal­ing with a Third Worlder one was

    al­ways deal­ing with that great un­men­tion­able: “in­fe­ri­or­ity com­plex.”




    It cloud­ed ev­ery­thing. It even de­fined Third World. It was not a mat­ter of be­ing

    non-​white be­cause then Japan would be part of the Third World and it was not. In fact,

    na­tions that could be con­sid­ered white were part of the Third World, whose mem­ber­ship

    re­quire­ment seemed to be that its pop­ula­tions were in­ca­pable of pro­duc­ing any­thing

    ben­efi­cial for the rest of mankind.




    “Garbage coun­tries,” as one economist put it. “The on­ly eco­nom­ic role they ev­er play is

    that they hap­pen to breed over re­sources that in­dus­tri­al na­tions need. Then the

    in­dus­tri­al na­tions give them mon­ey which they spend back in the in­dus­tri­al na­tions

    be­cause they don’t pro­duce any­thing worth buy­ing them­selves.”




    Dara Wor­thing­ton could not agree with that cold as­sess­ment. Peo­ple were not garbage

    even if their gov­ern­ment showed no con­cern for their own pop­ula­tions. She had done

    mis­sion­ary work with her par­ents in Africa and found the peo­ple kind and love­ly. She loved

    the peo­ple and there­fore would put up with any­thing to help them. She had seen those poor

    coun­tries suf­fer the rav­ages of in­sect plagues. She had seen proud, de­cent African

    farm­ers fac­ing fields, which they and their fam­ilies had poured years of work in­to, that

    had turned in­to use­less shreds of crops be­cause in­sects had got­ten to them first.




    In more ad­vanced coun­tries, a dis­as­ter like that would mean that the farm­ers would lose

    mon­ey and, at worst, have to go on to an­oth­er job. But in the Third World it meant what it

    had meant for thou­sands of years since man had come out of the caves. It meant death.




    That was why Dara Wor­thing­ton had gone to work for the IHAEO. That was why she could

    eas­ily put up with the machi­na­tions and hu­mil­ia­tions of be­ing part of the sci­en­tif­ic

    el­ement of the IHAEO. She didn’t care if hun­dreds of mil­lions were spent on pri­vate planes,

    and if for­tunes were spent on lux­uri­ous man­sions. At least some mon­ey was go­ing to help

    peo­ple who need­ed help and that was im­por­tant to her. That was her de­part­ment’s

    re­spon­si­bil­ity and be­cause she had lost her head and said out­right to a com­mit­tee of

    the IHAEO that they would have to do some­thing now, be­fore the rainy sea­son, she had failed.

    If she had not been so des­per­ate, so up­set by Dr. Rav­its’ death, she nev­er would have

    con­front­ed them like that. In­stead, she would have found a will­ing del­egate, bought him an

    ex­pen­sive din­ner, and got­ten him to make the pro­pos­al. He would then, of course, take all

    the cred­it for the work and present it as a Third World achieve­ment. It didn’t mat­ter to

    her; it was the way things worked.




    But this time she had failed and she cried all the way back to Wash­ing­ton. At the

    lab­ora­to­ry com­plex, she found the new sci­en­tists, ap­par­ent­ly undis­turbed by the death

    of their col­league. The el­der­ly Ori­en­tal asked why she was cry­ing. The sexy, ob­nox­ious

    Amer­ican seemed more in­tent on boast­ing about an even greater dis­cov­ery that would eclipse

    that of poor Dr. Rav­its.




    “I am cry­ing be­cause I think that by my fool­ish­ness I have con­demned thou­sands of

    peo­ple to death.”




    “Since when are you a grad­uate of West Point or An­napo­lis?” asked Re­mo.




    “You’re a-​beast,” said Dara.




    “One learns to tol­er­ate him,” Chi­un said.




    “How do you?” said Dara.




    “I must say that some­times I do not know,” Chi­un said.




    “I’m still not wear­ing a ki­mono,” Re­mo said.




    “He re­fus­es to wear a ki­mono?” Dara asked Chi­un. Chi­un nod­ded wise­ly.




    “How sad,” she said.




    “You are wise be­yond your years,” Chi­un said.




    “No. If I were tru­ly wise I would have got­ten Dr. Rav­its’ dis­cov­ery ac­cept­ed by the

    IHAEO.”




    “Why is that a prob­lem?” Re­mo asked.




    “You wouldn’t un­der­stand,” Dara said.




    “Maybe I would,” said Re­mo. “Then again, maybe I wouldn’t.”




    Dara ex­plained about the Third World pol­itics with­in the IHAEO.




    “You’re right,” said Re­mo. “I wouldn’t un­der­stand, but look. We’d all like to see this

    ex­per­iment work. I think it would prob­ably at­tract an aw­ful lot of peo­ple.”




    “Not the killers?” said Dara. “We’ve had enough killing here.”




    “Maybe not enough,” said Re­mo, think­ing of the killers who were still alive.




    “How can you say any­thing so cru­el?”




    “I move my lips,” Re­mo said.




    “We wish to help,” said Chi­un.




    “You’re so kind.”




    “One learns kind­ness when one lives ev­ery day with in­grat­itude,” Chi­un said.




    “But you can’t help. You don’t un­der­stand the in­tri­ca­cies of the Third World and Third

    World pol­itics, es­pe­cial­ly on the in­ter­na­tion­al lev­el.”




    “Who do we have to reach?” Re­mo asked.




    “You can’t reach them. They’re an in­ter­na­tion­al body. They have diplo­mat­ic

    im­mu­ni­ty. They’re all wealthy from their jobs. They can’t be bought. Noth­ing can be

    done.”




    “Who is the most pow­er­ful man in the IHAEO?” Re­mo asked.




    “Am­abasa Fran­cois Ndo. He is the di­rec­tor gen­er­al.”




    “Where is he?”




    “He is sup­posed to fly in this af­ter­noon from Paris,” Dara said.




    “What tribe is he?” asked Chi­un.




    “You wouldn’t re­fer to the di­rec­tor gen­er­al as a mem­ber of a tribe,” she said.




    “But what tribe?” Chi­un in­sist­ed.




    “I re­al­ly don’t know.”




    “We will find out,” said Chi­un.




    “You must nev­er re­fer to the di­rec­tor gen­er­al as a mem­ber of a tribe,” said Dara.

    “You’ll nev­er get any­where like that. He would have his body­guards throw you right out of

    the room, maybe out the win­dow. He is a very proud man.”




    “You just get Dr. Rav­its’ dis­cov­er­ies ready for us and we’ll take care of con­vinc­ing

    Ndo,” Re­mo said.




    “You mean the an­ti-​im­mune pheromone molecules,” she said.




    “Right. That,” said Re­mo.




    “Ab­so­lute­ly that,” said Chi­un. Af­ter all, they were sup­posed to be sci­en­tists.




    Am­abasa Fran­cois Ndo heard his pi­lot an­nounce in his clipped British ac­cent that the

    IHAEO diplo­mat­ic jet was about to land at Kennedy In­ter­na­tion­al Air­port. He burned a

    lit­tle sliv­er of chateaubriand be­fore the god Ga, a wood­en repli­ca made from the first

    wil­low to bend in the first storm of the rain sea­son. A good Ga pro­tect­ed one dur­ing

    dan­ger­ous times. A good Ga could take an Inu­ti boy and make him a great man, make him a

    di­rec­tor gen­er­al of a world­wide or­ga­ni­za­tion.




    Ndo al­ways had the Ga with him. He had brought it with him to the Sor­bonne, when he was

    young and poor, liv­ing on the pit­tance paid by the French colo­nial gov­ern­ment.




    They had sent him to school where he be­came part of the rev­olu­tion­ary move­ment to

    re­move France from Inu­ti lands. The French had built roads for the Inu­ti, es­tab­lished

    po­lice for the Inu­ti, hos­pi­tals for the Inu­ti, laws for the Inu­ti lands. But the French

    lived in the big hous­es and the Inu­ti served them drinks on cool white porch­es as their

    un­touch­able cool white ladies looked on.




    Am­abasa Fran­cois Ndo had two am­bi­tions as a young man go­ing to Paris for his

    ed­uca­tion. One was to be­come the head of po­lice, the oth­er was to have one of those cool

    white wom­en.




    The sec­ond am­bi­tion was re­al­ized sev­en min­utes af­ter he rent­ed a cheap room. He

    didn’t even have time to un­pack. The daugh­ter of an in­dus­tri­al­ist, de­ter­mined to end

    racism in the world, came in­to his room call­ing for a form of sol­idar­ity against peo­ple

    whom Ndo fig­ured out were just like her fa­ther.




    She is­sued this call while un­dress­ing him and her­self. It was her fa­vorite way of

    fight­ing racism. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, Ndo, like all the oth­er African stu­dents she met,

    need­ed peni­cillin to es­cape the rav­ages’of sol­idar­ity with the young wom­an.




    Am­abasa hoped his oth­er am­bi­tion proved more sat­is­fy­ing. But he aban­doned it when he

    saw how po­lice­men lived com­pared to how am­bas­sadors lived. He had a knack for see­ing

    where move­ments went and glid­ing along with them. He al­so found he had a knack for eat­ing

    at fine restau­rants, and more than a knack for pub­lic speak­ing.




    When an African stu­dent raped and then hacked to death a lo­cal Parisian girl, he knew

    im­me­di­ate­ly it was a case of a mad­man who should be put away but he al­so knew that all

    Africans would be blamed by some whites and that might even­tu­al­ly af­fect him.




    So he took his last piece of a stolen crepe and burned it be­fore Ga se­cret­ly in his Paris

    room. The smoke rose and he chant­ed re­quests for pro­tec­tion. Then he went out and made the

    first of his speech­es about the rav­ages of French colo­nial­ism as if the on­ly rea­son

    any­one could com­mit such a mad bru­tal mur­der was a cen­tu­ry of op­pres­sion. He put on

    tri­al all the things and peo­ple he so en­vied: the gen­darmes, the law courts, the big white

    hous­es and even the cool white wom­en.




    Sur­pris­ing­ly, none of the young white rad­ical wom­en were of­fend­ed. They want­ed to

    hear whites at­tacked, their fa­thers at­tacked, their broth­ers at­tacked, their lovers

    at­tacked.




    This re­al­iza­tion stood the young Inu­ti stu­dent well, be­cause in an in­stant he

    un­der­stood that there was noth­ing so fraud­ulent or so ma­li­cious that would not at­tract

    sup­port from some white groups, pro­vid­ed they agreed with the choice of tar­get.




    With prop­er re­spect for Ga, a bril­liant ap­pre­ci­ation of ab­stract con­cepts and a

    dis­re­gard for truth that would have got­ten him stoned out of any Inu­ti vil­lage, Am­abasa

    Fran­coia Ndo rose in the ranks of Third World diplo­ma­cy.




    It did not mat­ter that First World na­tions sup­port­ed the IHAEO. The way to suc­cess was

    not grat­itude but treat­ing white na­tions like those white rad­ical girls so long ago in

    Paris. Ap­plause fol­lowed. Awards. Hon­ors from the white coun­tries he at­tacked.

    Oc­ca­sion­al­ly there were ef­forts to turn the health or­ga­ni­za­tion in­to some form of

    in­ter­na­tion­al clin­ic but Ndo al­ways man­aged to con­vince mem­bers to ad­dress broad­er

    is­sues. Colo­nial­ism was a health is­sue. Im­pe­ri­al­ism was a health is­sue. And when

    Rus­sia weighed in, to­tal­ly on the side of the Arabs, Zion­ism be­came a health is­sue.




    Con­sid­er­ing the make­up of the del­egates, these were eas­ier is­sues to deal with. Ndo

    was sure there weren’t three del­egates who knew a cor­pus­cle from a trac­tor trail­er. Most

    of them did have col­lege de­grees but had got­ten them in so­ci­ol­ogy which made them

    vir­tu­al­ly use­less for any­thing but un­found­ed speech­es any­way. He would nev­er ex­press

    that opin­ion, of course, be­cause of the strong sup­port of most so­ci­ol­ogists for IHAEO.

    Not that he would ev­er let his son be­come one.




    Am­abasa Fran­cois Ndo was at the pin­na­cle of his ca­reer when his pri­vate jet land­ed at

    Kennedy In­ter­na­tion­al Air­port and his body­guards mo­tioned his ar­mor-​plat­ed Cadil­lac

    limou­sine in from the hangar. He took the small wood­en god and put it in­to the vest pock­et

    of his three-​piece Sav­ille Row suit and pre­pared to de­bark. There had been some re­cent

    trou­bles with Amer­ica threat­en­ing to with­draw its fund­ing un­less IHAEO start­ed do­ing

    more health and less politi­ciz­ing, but that would be eas­ily quelled by a stroke of good

    for­tune.




    The stroke of good for­tune was Dr. Rav­its. One of the drones had been killed in the

    lab­ora­to­ry which had been hav­ing noth­ing but trou­ble since it start­ed. They were al­ways

    hav­ing killings there, and to Ndo the lab was noth­ing but a pain. None of the em­ploy­ees

    seemed po­lit­ical­ly aware and they cer­tain­ly didn’t know how to throw a par­ty and if they

    weren’t nec­es­sary for pub­lic re­la­tions in the West, he wouldn’t have had them at all. But

    now this Rav­its per­son had got­ten him­self killed and Ndo was go­ing to use it.




    That was why he was fly­ing in­to New York City: to ad­dress the Unit­ed Na­tions on one

    more at­tempt to de­stroy IHAEO.




    Ndo loved New York, loved the sky­line, loved it even more than Paris. New York was pow­er

    and ac­tion and all those won­der­ful fur­ri­ers from which he sup­plied his girl­friends and

    his sons’ girl­friends.




    He didn’t like the peo­ple, of course, but then again, he nev­er had to meet any of them.

    They rode in sub­ways and they walked on the streets. Ndo nev­er did ei­ther.




    He got clear­ance from his body­guards to de­scend and walked down the stair­way from the

    jetcraft to his limou­sine and found two men wait­ing for him in the back­seat.




    One wore a ki­mono. The oth­er wore a black T-​shirt and black slacks.




    “Who gave you per­mis­sion to ride in the car with me?” asked Ndo.




    “Hi,” said Re­mo pleas­ant­ly. “We’ve come on busi­ness.”




    “I do not dis­cuss busi­ness ex­cept by ap­point­ment.”




    “Your sec­re­tary was un­co­op­er­ative too,” Re­mo said. “He is in the front seat.”




    Ndo glanced in­to the front seat. A very big man was curled up in a fe­tal po­si­tion. The

    big man was his fa­vorite body­guard and could break some­one’s arm with one hand. Ndo had seen

    him do it. His fa­vorite body­guard, was not mov­ing.




    “Ah, busi­ness, yes,” said the di­rec­tor gen­er­al of IHAEO. “Well, I am on my way to the

    Unit­ed Na­tions. Let us do our busi­ness quick­ly.”




    Ndo gave the pair his most at­ten­tive look, even while he set off his emer­gen­cy alarm to

    alert body­guards and lo­cal po­lice. Ndo had long-​stand­ing or­ders on what to do if he was

    ab­duct­ed. The long-​stand­ing or­ders were to give any ter­ror­ists ex­act­ly what they

    want­ed if they would re­turn Ndo un­harmed. Of course, he had al­ready elim­inat­ed the

    dan­ger from most of the ter­ror­ists in the world by putting them on the IHAEO pay­roll.




    Ndo lis­tened po­lite­ly to some clap­trap about bugs and lab­ora­to­ry ex­per­iments and a

    rainy sea­son. He lis­tened un­til he saw the blue bub­ble of a po­lice car in front and then

    an­oth­er one in back. Gas sud­den­ly filled the back­seat but he knew enough to hold his

    breath. A dark mask fell down from the car’s ceil­ing. He pulled it over his face and breathed

    pure oxy­gen.




    He wait­ed for a full count of four hun­dred, far longer than any­one could hold his breath.

    Then he pressed the gas-​ex­haust lever and wait­ed un­til there was ab­so­lute­ly no trace

    left in the back­seat, then re­placed the mask in its com­part­ment. The po­lice would have to

    take care of the bod­ies.




    But there were no bod­ies. The white man just con­tin­ued talk­ing. He was still talk­ing

    about bugs when Ndo tried to stab him with a lit­tle cer­emo­ni­al knife he car­ried. The knife

    had the poi­son of the Gwee bush. It would send any­one cut with it in­to painful paral­ysis,

    like an ex­ecu­tion which took a week of dy­ing, ev­ery mo­ment in agony.




    The knife some­how wouldn’t cut the man’s skin. Re­mo put it away on the floor.




    “So that’s what we want,” he said fi­nal­ly. “The good points are that you are go­ing to

    help mil­lions. The bad points are that if you don’t do it, we are go­ing to take off your

    face.”




    “I am not afraid,” Ndo said.




    Re­mo pres­sured the thumb up against the fore­arm, cre­at­ing a shock through Ndo’s

    ner­vous sys­tem. But he ac­cept­ed the pain, ac­cept­ed it as he had learned to ac­cept pain

    for the ini­ti­ation cer­emo­ny of the Inu­ti. “




    Re­mo cracked the thumb and still the man didn’t sur­ren­der. He did not sur­ren­der as his

    ribs strained close to his heart, even though sweat be­gan to pour from his fore­head. Then,

    with a smile, Ndo passed out.




    “I don’t want to kill him, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said. “We need him to give or­ders.”




    “He is afraid of death,” Chi­un said. “But not of pain.”




    “I’ve nev­er seen any­thing like that,” Re­mo said.




    “Be­cause you have not ad­equate­ly stud­ied the his­to­ry of the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju.”




    “I have,” Re­mo said.




    “Not ad­equate­ly.”




    Re­mo glanced at the po­lice cars. Uni­formed of­fi­cers stood along­side the cars, guns

    down. He did not want to have to hurt them.




    “Not ad­equate­ly,” Chi­un re­peat­ed.




    “I don’t care,” Re­mo said. “I’m not wear­ing a ki­mono.”




    “If you had read the his­to­ries, you would,” Chi­un said.




    “What do the his­to­ries say about ki­monos that’s of any help?”




    “The his­to­ries say that on­ly pale pieces of pigs’ ears refuse to wear the ki­mono.”




    “Where does it say that?” Re­mo asked. “I’m the first white Mas­ter ev­er.”




    “It says it in the lat­est his­to­ry of Sinan­ju, called ‘The Per­se­cu­tion of Chi­un’ or

    ‘How Benev­olence Is Nev­er Re­ward­ed.’ “




    “Skip that. What about this guy?” Re­mo said.




    “The Inu­ti are like that. They once had great em­per­ors. It is man­hood train­ing he used

    to re­sist your pain. Don’t wor­ry. The Inu­ti are a rea­son­able peo­ple,” Chi­un said.




    “Mean­ing that they paid their as­sas­sins,” Re­mo said.




    “In goats and goat prod­ucts. But at least on time,” Chi­un said. He reached in­to the vest

    pock­et of the diplo­mat’s three-​piece suit. With a gen­tle work­ing of the nerve end­ings

    around his so­lar plexus, Chi­un brought the di­rec­tor gen­er­al of IHAEO back to

    con­scious­ness.




    “You are Inu­ti,” said Chi­un, who had told Re­mo be­fore that to know the tribe of an

    African was to know the man. Un­like whites, Chi­un had said, Africans had a his­to­ry and

    loy­al­ty to their vil­lages. No prop­er African would de­fy his fa­ther as Re­mo de­fied

    Chi­un.




    Ndo smiled. It was a cold smile be­cause pain was still in his body but it was a smile of

    tri­umph.




    “We are Sinan­ju,” said Chi­un.




    Ndo had heard the tales of the dread­ed ones from the Ori­ent who had served the an­cient

    kings of the In­utf.




    “What does Sinan­ju care about bugs?” asked Ndo.




    “What cares about what Sinan­ju cares about,” said Chi­un.




    “Where­as I re­spect the House of Sinan­ju, my hands are not my own,” Ndo said. “I have

    obli­ga­tions, com­mit­ments. What can I do for you oth­er than this?”




    “When Sinan­ju wants some­thing else, it will ask for some­thing else,” Chi­un said. “Tell

    me, Inu­ti, do you think that your an­cient con­quest of pain is enough to build the wall that

    stops Sinan­ju?”




    And with that he held be­fore Ndo his Ga, the lit­tle wood­en stat­ue. Ndo was fast but his

    hands were like great slow muffins com­pared to the speed of the long fin­ger­nails. Ndo

    reached but the stat­ue was out of his grasp.




    Slow­ly Chi­un broke off Ga’s right leg. Ndo wept. “Ga’s man­hood is next,” Chi­un said.




    “No,” cried Ndo. “Do not. My seed will die with it.”




    “So, Inu­ti, we un­der­stand each oth­er,” said Chi­un. Ndo of­fered to make Chi­un the

    wealthy di­rec­tor of any agen­cy he wished but Chi­un’s an­swer again was: “Sinan­ju cares

    about what Sinan­ju cares about.”




    “You mean we all have to go in­to the bush to look at bugs? There will be a re­volt.”




    “There will be the glo­ri­ous vin­di­ca­tion of Dr. Rav­its’ work,” Chi­un said.




    “Dr. who?”




    “One of the sci­en­tists,” said Chi­un.




    “I don’t know them. Who heads his de­part­ment?”




    “Dara Wor­thing­ton,” Re­mo said.




    “I don’t know her. Who is her di­rec­tor?” Both Re­mo and Chi­un shrugged.




    “Give me Ga and I will find out,” Ndo said.




    “You will find out be­cause I have Ga and will keep him un­til you do,” Chi­un said.




    Ndo looked at the old Ori­en­tal, then dropped his eyes and nod­ded.




    As he waved the po­lice away and told them it was all a mis­un­der­stand­ing, he heard the

    two men from Sinan­ju talk­ing. They were ar­gu­ing about ki­monos and Ndo knew he nev­er

    want­ed to see a ki­mono again in his life.


  




  

    Chapter 7




    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III watched the news on tele­vi­sion, heard the com­men­ta­tors

    talk about the good work of IHAEO and its fight to pre­vent famine; heard what was billed as

    the fi­nal bat­tle against the evil Ung bee­tle.




    He stormed in­to the lab­ora­to­ry on his es­tate and prompt­ly passed out from the DDT.

    When he re­cov­ered he asked just how much DDT his en­to­mol­ogist was us­ing now and when he

    was told, he com­ment­ed that sure­ly ev­ery­thing must be ready by now.




    “Not yet, Mr. Per­ri­weath­er, but soon,” the sci­en­tist said.




    “Just let me know when ev­ery­thing will be ready,” said Per­ri­weath­er.




    He had his lawyers find out cer­tain things about the demon­stra­tion IHAEO was go­ing to

    mount to show the world how it was fight­ing against famine.




    When he learned the demon­stra­tion would be out­side, in the fields of cen­tral Africa, he

    mut­tered a small “damn” un­der his breath. “Still,” he mum­bled, “some­times it can work

    out­side. We’ll see.”




    Nathan and Glo­ria Muswass­er did not want to see mil­lions of man’s fel­low crea­tures

    poi­soned painful­ly to death. They could not bear to wait around for an­oth­er in­jus­tice

    be­fore the in­alien­able rights of all crea­tures ware, pro­tect­ed un­der the law.




    They would strike now. They load­ed the bar­rels of TNT on­to the rent­ed truck and drove it

    to the front gate of the IHAEO lab­ora­to­ries in Wash­ing­ton, D.C.




    “Or­der by two of your new mem­bers. Part of their great new breaththrough,” Nathan called

    out to the guard. They de­liv­ered the TNT to the crates be­ing load­ed for the Ung-​bee­tle

    demon­stra­tion in cen­tral Africa.




    They did not stay to see the bar­rels load­ed but turned the truck around quick­ly and drove

    away. They drove for twen­ty min­utes and then Glo­ria said to Nathan:




    “Do you make the phone call or do I?”




    “I don’t know. This is my first time. I feel so rel­evant,” said Nathan Muswass­er.




    “The hottest place in hell,” said Glo­ria Muswass­er, “is re­served for those who in a time

    of cri­sis do noth­ing. Or some­thing like that.”




    “I’ll make the call. You’re too ner­vous,” said Nathan. He went in­to a tele­phone booth

    near a din­er and di­aled a lo­cal tele­vi­sion sta­tion.




    The pa­per he held trem­bled in his hands. Fi­nal­ly he was do­ing some­thing for the

    world.




    As soon as he heard the news­man’s voice, he read the state­ment on the pa­per:




    “We, the Species Lib­er­ation Al­liance, take full and to­tal cred­it for the

    rev­olu­tion­ary act this day at the mur­der­ous cen­ter of op­pres­sion, the IHAEO

    lab­ora­to­ries in Wash­ing­ton, D.C. We, the core cadres of the SLA, call up­on all peo­ple to

    join us in our just and le­git­imate strug­gle against the op­pres­sors of all crea­tures.

    Oth­er lib­er­at­ing acts will fol­low.”




    “What are you talk­ing about?” the news­man asked.




    “I am talk­ing, man, about the ex­plo­sion at the IHAEO labs. We must have killed at least

    two hun­dred peo­ple, man.” Nathan Muswass­er liked call­ing peo­ple “man”; it made him feel

    rel­evant.




    “No ex­plo­sion at the labs, bud­dy,” the news­man said.




    “You’re ly­ing. We did it. We’re claim­ing cred­it. It’s our rev­olu­tion­ary act and we

    have a right to get cred­it.”




    “There wasn’t any ex­plo­sion,” the re­porter in­sist­ed.




    “Lis­ten, man,” Nathan said. “We bought the dy­na­mite. We plant­ed the dy­na­mite. We set

    the fuse and we want cred­it. It’s our act.”




    “Can’t give you cred­it; you haven’t killed any­one,” the re­porter an­swered.




    “What’s go­ing on here? Let me talk to the sta­tion man­ag­er,” Nathan said.




    Glo­ria, see­ing Nathan turn red and hear­ing his voice rise, leaned out of the cab of the

    truck and yelled, “What’s the mat­ter?”




    Nathan cov­ered the speak­er with his hand. “They won’t give us cred­it, hon­ey.”




    “What?” screamed Glo­ria.




    “The guys says we can’t get cred­it.”




    “Dammit,” snarled Glo­ria. “Let me speak to him.” She climbed out of the cab of the truck.

    Nathan hand­ed her the tele­phone.




    “I told him we plant­ed the dy­na­mite.”




    “TNT, dum­my,” she snapped. In­to the tele­phone, she said, “Okay, what’s the mat­ter?”




    “Noth­ing’s the mat­ter,” the re­porter said. “This sta­tion is not giv­ing cred­it with­out

    deaths. If you want cred­it with­out deaths, try some wire ser­vice. We are just not giv­ing

    cred­it for bomb­ings or any kind of killing any­more with­out some re­al killing go­ing on.

    New pol­icy.”




    “We had to have five hun­dred pounds of TNT,” she said. “Do you know how much that is? We

    had the best fuse and I checked it my­self. If my hus­band had checked it, I might say all

    right, but I checked it, and I get things right. Now that thing went off at the height of the

    work hours. We set it for when there’d be the max­ium num­ber of peo­ple there.”




    “La­dy, it’s not up to me,” the re­porter said. “Just two months ago we got a call from a

    lib­er­ation group that want­ed cred­it for blow­ing up a day school. They say they killed 350

    kids. We sent a re­porter out and you know what he found?”




    Glo­ria didn’t an­swer; she was still fum­ing.




    “Do you know what he found?”




    “What?”




    “There were no 350 dead preschool­ers. There wasn’t even a nose­bleed. The flow­ers were

    grow­ing in the school­yard. The sun was shin­ing and the moth­ers were pick­ing up their

    chil­dren. Now where would we be if we went ahead and gave cred­it for that?”




    “Who was it?” Glo­ria asked. “Which lib­er­ation group? Maybe I know them.”




    “I don’t know. One of them. It was valid. It had a lot of sup­port. Church groups.

    Pro­fes­sors.”




    “Oh, that kind,” Glo­ria said in dis­missal. “Any­body can get pro­fes­sors. But that’s not

    us: We’re the SLA. We have a tra­di­tion. You know we’re good for those deaths. We’ve been good

    be­fore,” said Glo­ria. “What about the pi­lot? Those farm­ers? The oil drillers? That

    en­to­mol­ogist? They’re all ours, you know. The peo­ple who did those are dead but the

    strug­gle con­tin­ues.”




    “I’m sor­ry. We just can’t give cred­it any­more with­out the bod­ies.”




    “What’s he say­ing?” Nathan asked.




    “Shh,” said Glo­ria. “Look, we plant­ed the damn thing. I’m sure it went off.”




    “Sor­ry. Sta­tion pol­icy,” the news­man said.




    “You know, it’s peo­ple like you who make this a crud world,” Glo­ria said as she slammed

    down the tele­phone.




    “No cred­it?” asked Nathan.




    “Not for even a bruise.”




    “What went wrong?”




    “Noth­ing went wrong,” Glo­ria said. “Just a bunch of fas­cists at that damned sta­tion.

    Lit­tle men run­ning big things.”




    “Maybe we should have heard the ex­plo­sion,” Nathan said. “Even this far away.”




    “I don’t know. Come on. Let’s get out of here. Some­times these sta­tions sick­en me, you

    know?”




    “Yeah,” said Nathan. “What the hell. We still have the thing that’ll do the re­al

    dam­age.”




    “You didn’t for­get that, did you?” Glo­ria asked.




    “Are you kid­ding?”




    “Maybe it won’t work out-​of-​doors, did you ev­er think of that?” Glo­ria said.




    “No,” said Nathan.




    “Then again, it might work bet­ter out­doors,” she said. “We might get some re­al good

    num­bers with­out walls to pre­vent it from spread­ing.”




    “We’ll get cred­it then,” Nathan said.




    “Who knows? You go out of your way. You buy the best ma­te­ri­als, you buy the best fus­es,

    you triple-​check them and noth­ing. Not even a bruise.”




    “You don’t think it went off then?” Nathan asked.




    “No, it didn’t go off,” snarled Glo­ria. Some­times Nathan was enough to send her up a

    wall.




    “Should we go back and check?”




    “No, dum­my. They would prob­ably have peo­ple wait­ing for us.”




    At the lab, Dara Wor­thing­ton threw the de­fec­tive det­ona­tor in a sep­arate trash­can

    and had the bar­rels of TNT care­ful­ly cart­ed away from the area by po­lice. The would-​be

    ter­ror­ists for­get­ting to erase the TNT mark­ings from the sides of the bar­rels and be­ing

    spot­ted by a cau­tious work­man, had been her sec­ond lucky break.




    But the biggest break of the day had been the an­nounce­ment by Di­rec­tor Gen­er­al Ndo

    that IHAEO was go­ing to mount a ma­jor ef­fort, im­me­di­ate­ly, against the Ung bee­tle. They

    were call­ing the world in to watch. Ev­ery­one was go­ing to be there. Even the IHAEO

    del­egates.




    She didn’t know what had pro­duced the turn­about in the IHAEO po­si­tion. All she had done

    was men­tion to that nice old Ori­en­tal gen­tle­man in the ki­mono the trou­bles she had, and

    a few hours lat­er, Ndo made his an­nounce­ment.




    Well, she wasn’t one to look gift hors­es in the mouth. She would take her good luck where

    she found it. Maybe now, she thought, IHAEO would see what could be done and they might de­vote

    more funds to fight­ing dis­ease and pesti­lence. There was hope now. And she wasn’t go­ing to

    let this af­ter­noon’s crude at­tempt at mass mur­der dis­cour­age her.




    With the TNT out of the way, she made one last in­spec­tion of the lab­ora­to­ry. Odd­ly

    enough, Dr. Rav­its’ cat had gone crazy. It had thrown it­self against the re­in­forced steel

    plate walls of the lab­ora­to­ry and some­how smashed it­self to death. There were three small

    lines cut sharp in­to the steel just above the small cat’s body.




    If Dara didn’t know bet­ter, she would have sworn that the three lines were claw marks.




    But she did know bet­ter. No cat’s claws were ev­er able to score steel.


  




  

    Chapter 8




    Harold W. Smith fi­nal­ly made con­tact with Re­mo. He was tak­ing Bar­ry Schweid out for

    some sun when one latch clip on the case popped open. That was the sign. There was no beep, no

    buzzer, noth­ing to at­tract at­ten­tion. Smith had de­signed it that way be­cause he did not

    want peo­ple alert­ed to the fact that he was be­ing con­tact­ed.




    Smith opened the case on the small key­board that looked like an ul­tra­portable com­put­er,

    he punched in the prop­er code for re­ceiv­ing a call. Then he put the mi­croth­in line to his

    ear.




    Schweid saw all this but on­ly cared about how the stor­age ac­cess re­lat­ed to the

    com­mu­ni­ca­tions mo­dem. He had to be re­mind­ed by Smith not to dis­con­nect him. So while

    Bar­ry played with the work­ings in­side the case, Smith talked. They con­tin­ued to walk down

    the rut­ted dirt road to a boat which would take Bar­ry snorke­ling at one of the safest

    beach­es on the is­land.




    “Smit­ty, we had a bit of a prob­lem at the lab,” came Re­mo’s voice.




    “I know. They buried the sponge with Dr. Rav­its’ re­mains to­day. I made a promise to

    some­one else be­cause you made a promise to me.”




    “I don’t know how it hap­pened,” Re­mo said. “We blew it. But we think we’re go­ing to nail

    these guys now.”




    “I hope so. This is a greater dan­ger than peo­ple re­al­ize,” Smith said, think­ing of the

    Ung bee­tle’s abil­ity to coun­ter­act all known poi­sons and how dan­ger­ous it would be if

    that abil­ity spread to oth­er crea­tures. It was as if there was a gi­ant chess game go­ing on

    over what species would sur­vive. Why any­one would cham­pi­on the cause of in­sects over

    peo­ple, Smith did not know, but he did know that this new world some­how seemed to tol­er­ate

    the most out­ra­geous of acts. It seemed that the more mind­less and more vir­ulent the group,

    the greater sup­port it got from the plac­ard wa­vers and the marchers.




    It some­times seemed to him that the fab­ric of civ­iliza­tion it­self had been torn and the

    last threads were be­ing shred­ded. But be­cause of the way he had been raised, he would

    de­fend those last threads be­cause that was all there was.




    “Re­mo,” he said, “that ex­per­iment against the bee­tle in cen­tral Africa has got to

    work.”




    “I’ll be there,” Re­mo said.




    “You were at the lab,” Smith said.




    “But this time I think they’ve got to be com­ing at me and Chi­un,” Re­mo said.




    “Good luck then.”




    “Smit­ty, you wor­ry too much.”




    “Don’t you wor­ry?”




    “Sure, some­times. But then I for­get what I was wor­ry­ing about,” Ramo said.




    “Good luck any­way,” Smith said.




    Bar­ry Schweid was work­ing the keys as Smith spoke. Smith had got­ten the young com­put­er

    ge­nius in­to light sum­mer pants and a short-​sleeved shirt, got­ten a wa­ter­proof

    con­tain­er for his piece of blue blan­ket. Bar­ry was even get­ting a tan and eat­ing

    veg­eta­bles.




    Smith could nev­er quite tan. He would red­den in de­grees and if he got enough sun he would

    burn. St. Mar­tin seemed to have the hottest sun in the Caribbean and he was us­ing a to­tal

    sun­block to pro­tect his skin. He wore check­ered shorts and a plaid sports shirt, but even

    strolling along the dusty roads to­ward the east­ern side of the is­land among pass­ing herds

    of cows and wan­der­ing goats, he looked as if he were at­tend­ing a con­fer­ence down some

    hall. He just couldn’t get away from it.




    “They’d bet­ter do well,” Bar­ry said.




    “Who?” said Smith.




    “I don’t know who,” said Bar­ry. “But if they don’t do well, I wouldn’t give you much chance

    to save mankind.”




    Smith checked his ear­piece to see if Bar­ry could tap in. He couldn’t. He knew al­so that

    he had been talk­ing soft­ly and Bar­ry’s hear­ing was al­most nonex­is­tent. This was not

    be­cause of any nat­ural de­fect; it was sim­ply that Bar­ry ig­nored all sur­round­ings but

    his com­put­er.




    And he was now look­ing at the or­ga­ni­za­tion’s ac­cess mode, in­side Smith’s brief­case,

    and shak­ing his head. “What are you talk­ing about, Bar­ry?”




    Bar­ry ex­plained in terms of num­bers and mass­es of num­bers. He talked cal­cu­lus and

    the­oret­ical math and Smith, de­spite a hand­ful of tech­ni­cal col­lege de­grees, could not

    fol­low him.




    But by the time they reached the small en­closed bay and the boat that would take them to a

    small flat is­land a quar­ter-​mile away, called Pinel, Smith had got­ten the gist of what

    Bar­ry was say­ing.




    While Smith had been talk­ing to Re­mo, Bar­ry had been pulling from the com­put­er’s

    mem­ories back­ground da­ta to test voice ac­ti­va­tion. The com­put­er had told him of two

    groups of com­pet­ing or­gan­isms, one large, the oth­er small. So far, the large were in

    charge, but the ac­cess board warned Bar­ry that this might soon change. Smith thought of men

    and in­sects.




    Bar­ry said, “The com­put­er said that if the larg­er units don’t stop the small­er units in

    this try, zowee. You see, this was all ac­ti­vat­ed by what­ev­er it was you were talk­ing

    about on the phone. Any­way, it’s go­ing to be like Zork­mon­ster. Be­cause the small­er units

    are head­ed to­ward a big fi­nal vic­to­ry. This is a cru­cial one. Just like

    Zork­mon­ster.”




    “What’s Zork­mon­ster?” Smith asked.




    “It’s a game. You play it with a joy­stick. It’s called hu­mans against the Zork­mon­ster,

    on­ly when the Zork­mon­ster be­comes in­vin­ci­ble, he sets up a fi­nal bat­tle at one point

    to try to trap you and wipe you out. You, of course, rep­re­sent the hu­mans.”




    “Of course,” Smith said.




    “At that time, there’s on­ly one way to beat Zork­mon­ster,” Bar­ry said.




    “What is it?” Smith said quick­ly. He might try to reach Re­mo with this in­for­ma­tion.




    “All you can do is un­plug the ma­chine. Zork­mon­ster nev­er los­es,” Bar­ry said.




    The news me­dia were gen­er­al­ly ec­stat­ic. De­spite fi­nan­cial cut­backs from Amer­ica,

    de­spite crit­icism from re­ac­tionary groups, the IHAEO now was mak­ing head­way against the

    dread­ed curse of cen­tral Africa, the Ung bee­tle.




    Twen­ty-​four jet­loads of del­egates ar­rived at the main air­port of Uwen­da, the coun­try

    that now com­prised five tribes in­clud­ing the Inu­ti.




    Am­abasa Fran­cois Ndo was re­turn­ing home in tri­umph.




    A tele­vi­sion an­nounc­er said: “We are wit­ness­ing here Africans help­ing Africans,

    de­spite West­ern white ob­struc­tion. We see here a tri­umph of in­dige­nous peo­ples over

    their op­pres­sors.” The tele­vi­sion an­nounc­er was from an Amer­ican net­work.




    The del­egates’ jets were met by air-​con­di­tioned limousines that stretched out along the

    roads, a car­avan of wealth. Ndo, nor­mal­ly the dar­ling of the press, re­fused all

    in­ter­views. He had not slept well since Chi­un had tak­en the god Ga from him. He

    rec­og­nized the hills out­side the car and re­al­ized he was re­turn­ing to his own home

    vil­lage. The hor­ror hit him then that the vil­lage el­ders would de­mand he show them that he

    had safe­ly kept Ga with him. But he did not have it for them.




    For­tu­nate­ly, he was on good terms with the pres­ident, vice-​pres­ident, chief

    mag­is­trate, chief of po­lice, and head of the Agri­cul­tur­al De­part­ment of Li­wen­da. They

    were all his cousins. The com­man­der in chief of the Army was his broth­er. To­geth­er, they

    might all keep the rest of the vil­lage at bay. Cer­tain­ly he had shipped home enough mon­ey

    for them and they might just re­al­ize that if he stopped, the mon­ey stopped. Still, Ga was a

    pow­er­ful god. He was think­ing these things as some­one up front was talk­ing white non­sense

    about the damned bee­tle they were all go­ing to see get killed. They should have sent a fly

    swat­ter.




    Yet the man in the ki­mono had in­sist­ed, so here he was, the di­rec­tor gen­er­al of the

    IHAEO, in a stink­ing mud­dy vil­lage with peo­ple who didn’t even know how to dress. Home,

    unsweet home.




    An es­pe­cial­ly back­ward and de­spi­ca­ble look­ing pair were fawn­ing over the pol­ish on

    his new limou­sine. “Get those two out of there. They smell,” Ndo said to his chauf­feur.




    “They say they’re your par­ents, your Ex­cel­len­cy.”




    “Oh well, put them in some clothes and get the pho­tog­ra­pher.”




    “Yes, your Ex­cel­len­cy.”




    “And bathe them. Yes, god, bathe them.”




    “Yes, your Ex­cel­len­cy.”




    The place was even worse than he imag­ined. The fields of maize were even more scrag­gly,

    the vil­lage square in the cen­ter of the huts dusti­er, and the roads were ab­so­lute­ly

    im­pass­able. Come rainy sea­son, they would be a sea of mud.




    “The roads are aw­ful. What hap­pened to them?”




    “The French left, your Ex­cel­len­cy.”




    “They didn’t take the roads with them, did they? Did they steal them?”




    “They stopped re­pair­ing them, Ex­cel­len­cy.”




    “All right, all right: Let’s get this ex­per­iment over with and get back to where it’s

    liv­able.”




    “The sci­en­tists have not ar­rived yet, your Ex­cel­len­cy.”




    “Why not? What’s hold­ing them up?” asked Ndo, look­ing over the long line of dark roofs,

    the im­mac­ulate limousines stretched out like an ex­pen­sive tech­no­log­ical neck­lace

    through the yel­low dried fields.




    “There were on­ly so many limousines to go around, Ex­cel­len­cy,” his aide said.




    “So?”




    “So the sci­en­tists are com­ing by ox cart.”




    Dara Wor­thing­ton did not mind the ox cart. She did not mind the dust. She had been raised

    in coun­try like this and it was good to get back to Africa, good to see the peo­ple again:

    Even good to ride in an ox cart again.




    Re­mo and Chi­un rode be­side her with the oth­er sci­en­tists in the carts be­hind. At

    sev­er­al points along the road, they had to pay road tolls.




    What they were pay­ing for was oc­ca­sion­al patch­es of as­phalt, left from the days of the

    French. Who they were pay­ing were sol­diers of the Uwen­da Army.




    The Uwen­da Army per­formed oth­er pub­lic func­tions. They col­lect­ed mon­ey at the

    mar­kets from both shop­pers and ven­dors. They col­lect­ed mon­ey from dice games. They

    col­lect­ed cold cash from any­one who want­ed to build any­thing in Uwen­da.




    Up ahead on the some­what as­phalt road, sol­diers now were men­ac­ing­ly turn­ing their

    ma­chine guns to­ward the carts. Be­hind them was a tank, its large can­non al­so point­ed at

    the small carts.




    Dara had heard about a diplo­mat­ic tiff when the So­vi­ets had giv­en Uwen­da sev­en tanks.

    The Pres­ident for Eter­ni­ty, Claude Ndo, had read in a British pub­li­ca­tion that the tanks

    Uwen­da had re­ceived were not the most mod­ern in the So­vi­et ar­se­nal. He did not want

    sec­ond-​line tanks.




    A So­vi­et gen­er­al was sent to Uwen­da to ex­plain to the Pres­ident for Eter­ni­ty,

    Claude Ndo, cousin of the di­rec­tor gen­er­al of IHAEO, that the on­ly dif­fer­ence be­tween

    the first-​line So­vi­et tank and the sec­ond line was a re­frac­tionary volt­age reg­ula­tor

    for use in arc­tic con­di­tions.




    “You have no need of the new­er mod­el,” the gen­er­al said.




    “Do you need it?”




    “We ma­neu­ver in arc­tic con­di­tions,” the Rus­sian said.




    “We have in­ter­ests in freez­ing ar­eas just like any oth­er na­tion.”




    “Who are you go­ing to fight in the arc­tic?” the gen­er­al asked.




    “Who­ev­er we wish. Just like you.”




    “How are you go­ing to get the tanks there?”




    “Give us the tools and we will do the rest. We are your al­lies. The Third World stands in

    sol­idar­ity with you.”




    The gen­er­al mum­bled some­thing about the need for the new tanks be­ing ridicu­lous and

    was told that the Rus­sians al­ways had a rep­uta­tion for be­ing crude and in­sen­si­tive. He

    was told that this crude­ness might cost them al­lies in Africa. He was told that even now

    there was a move­ment in Amer­ica to get more African al­lies.




    The Pres­ident for Eter­ni­ty did not hear the Rus­sian gen­er­al mum­ble an old child­hood

    prayer ask­ing that all this might come to pass. The gen­er­al faced a re­al prob­lem: if

    Uwen­da got the new tank, then ev­ery oth­er African coun­try would want the new tank.




    Gabon, for in­stance, was not go­ing to sit around while Tan­za­nia had the new tank

    be­cause that would mean a loss of face. And if Tan­za­nia got the new tank, then of course,

    Mozam­bique, Zim­bab­we and Ghana would al­so have to have the new tank.




    It was a night­mare to con­tem­plate so the So­vi­et gen­er­al, as he had been in­struct­ed

    by the So­vi­et for­eign of­fice, pulled out a mani­la en­ve­lope.




    “These are the plans to show you how your tank is as good as any around,” the gen­er­al

    said.




    The Pres­ident for Eter­ni­ty opened the en­ve­lope and mum­bled, “Not quite a large enough

    demon­stra­tion.”




    “Would you take a check for the rest?” said the gen­er­al.




    “I think that is good strat­egy,” said the Pres­ident for Eter­ni­ty, tak­ing the Amer­ican

    hun­dred-​dol­lar bills from the mani­la en­ve­lope. He in­sist­ed up­on Amer­ican dol­lars

    be­cause Rus­sians rubles al­ways had to be con­vert­ed in­to dol­lars any­way be­fore they

    would buy any­thing worth­while.




    There was one more prob­lem with the tanks that now lined the road­ways of Uwen­da, look­ing

    like mag­nets for dust.




    “Where are the drivers? The peo­ple to use the radar for the guns? The me­chan­ics to fix

    the tanks? You are not deal­ing with some fool. These things do not run them­selves,” said

    Claude Ndo.




    And so the gen­er­al promised ad­vis­ers al­so. What Uwen­da sup­plied was the Army

    of­fi­cer to sit in the cock­pit and stiffly salute the Pres­ident for Eter­ni­ty dur­ing

    pa­rades.




    One rainy sea­son, the Rus­sian me­chan­ics be­came ill and the en­tire ar­mored corps of

    Uwen­da stayed where it was. By the time the Rus­sians re­cov­ered, the tanks had been

    can­ni­bal­ized and on­ly one could be made to run again. This one now stood along­side the

    road, pro­tect­ing the ox-​cart car­avan which was bring­ing the sci­en­tists who would try to

    fight the Ung bee­tle.




    A sol­dier hopped from the top of the tank and strolled up to the first cart. Dara put her

    body be­tween the sol­dier and the white re­frig­er­at­ed box hold­ing the chem­ical pheromones

    de­vel­oped by Dr. Rav­its.




    Four oth­er sol­diers fol­lowed him. They all looked at Dara Wor­thing­ton and be­gan

    low­er­ing their pants. Re­mo asked them once to pull up their pants. He asked them twice. He

    even sug­gest­ed a third time that they do this.




    Per­haps, Re­mo thought, they did not un­der­stand En­glish. This had been a French

    colony.




    Re­mo spoke no French so he set­tled on a more uni­ver­sal lan­guage. He yanked the AK-47

    ri­fle from the near­est sol­dier’s hands and stuck it down the sol­dier’s near­est and pulled

    the trig­ger. The sol­dier jumped as if stung by bees, flip­ping back­ward, but even as he did,

    Re­mo made sure he felt no pain. He crushed the sol­dier’s tem­ple with a flick of a fin­ger.

    The oth­er four sol­diers un­der­stood the mes­sage per­fect­ly. Up came the pants. But so did

    their guns. Re­mo fad­ed slow­ly to the left to draw their fire and Chi­un fad­ed slow­ly

    right. Guns barked in the hot cen­tral African dust like cough­ing ma­chines. The bul­lets hit

    rocks, kicked up lit­tle beige show­ers of dust, shred­ded dry leaves, but missed the two of

    them.




    The sol­diers sprayed their shots and launched grenades and still the two looked like

    mi­rages float­ing out there, teas­ing the men with the guns.




    The sol­diers were not bad shots but un­for­tu­nate­ly they were shoot­ing on­ly at what

    they saw. None of them had no­ticed that be­fore the fir­ing, the two men had be­gun to sway,

    ev­er so slight­ly, but rhyth­mi­cal­ly, like a snake charmer with a co­bra, mov­ing so that

    the move­ments locked eyes on them, then re­laxed the eyes on them. Some of the sol­diers

    ac­tu­al­ly hit what they thought they saw, but what they were look­ing for was nev­er in front

    of their bul­lets.




    Dara watched in as­ton­ish­ment as four sol­diers emp­tied their guns around her, but

    al­ways away from her. When the fi­nal pop was gone, she saw the two new sci­en­tists step out

    from be­hind the ox cart and ca­su­al­ly re­move the weapons from the sol­diers and stack them

    up. Then they at­tached the sol­diers to the carts with wires and used them to help the ox­en

    move faster.




    Cheers, soft at first, then loud­er, came from be­hind near­by rocks. Old wom­en and

    chil­dren crept out. Then young wom­en. Then men, some in just loin­cloths, some in tat­tered

    long pants.




    They rushed up to the last re­main­ing tank in the Uwen­da ar­mored ar­se­nal. One jumped

    in­side and start­ed to pass out bun­dles. It was their food which the sol­diers had stolen.

    Some of them re­cov­ered old trin­kets they had trea­sured.




    “Viye la France!” one cried, think­ing all whites were French. One of them asked in French

    when the French were com­ing back.




    Chi­un, who un­der­stood the old French, an­swered that they were not com­ing back. There

    were moans of sad­ness.




    To Dara and Re­mo as the carts pulled clos­er to the Inu­ti vil­lage up ahead, Chi­un

    ex­plained that this had once been a thriv­ing land of great Inu­ti kings, but then the white

    man had come and taught an­oth­er way of life. It looked like a bet­ter way and for a while it

    was, but it re­quired white men to run it.




    The old ways of the Inu­ti were for­got­ten; the old kings dis­cred­it­ed. The loy­al­ty of

    king to sub­ject and sub­ject to king was ig­nored. The ef­fi­cient Inu­ti way of farm­ing was

    aban­doned. Then the whites left.




    And the poor tribes­men had nei­ther white way nor tra­di­tion­al Inu­ti way to run

    any­thing.




    “So once again, we see how white ways are wrong,” Chi­un said.




    “I’ve nev­er heard that ex­plained so well, so beau­ti­ful­ly,” said Dara.




    “I’m still not wear­ing a ki­mono,” said Re­mo.




    The carts ar­rived at a field that seemed to be un­du­lat­ing sil­ver waves, glis­ten­ing in

    the sun.




    “The Ung bee­tle,” said Dara. “It used to be kept un­der con­trol nat­ural­ly but since

    we’ve been fight­ing it, it’s ac­tu­al­ly in­creased.”




    Then she turned in the cart and pat­ted the white re­frig­er­ator box.




    “This is go­ing to change it all. It used to be such a beau­ti­ful land. This is go­ing to

    give the land back to the peo­ple.”




    A run­ner emerged from the long line of black limousines, all with win­dows closed. The

    mo­tors were run­ning, the air con­di­tion­ers on full blast.




    “His ex­cel­len­cy wants to know when you are ready to be­gin.”




    “In fif­teen min­utes,” said Dara.




    “He wants the ma­chin­ery set up by the cars.”




    “It will work bet­ter in the mid­dle of the field,” she said.




    “All right then. Sig­nal when you are ready.”




    Dara or­dered the carts in­to the mid­dle of the field: The ox­en twitched and al­most

    bolt­ed be­cause the Ung bee­tles were all over them. Re­mo and Chi­un re­leased the Uwen­da

    sol­diers from the wires and they ran away, brush­ing the shiny bugs off them.




    Dara stayed at the head of the cart. The oth­er sci­en­tists rode too, some bat­ting the

    bugs away, oth­ers try­ing just to ig­nore them.




    “What are you two us­ing? Give the rest of us some of it,” Dara said.




    “Us­ing?” said Re­mo.




    “That re­pel­lent. Why aren’t the bugs land­ing on you?”




    “Just keep your skin mov­ing,” Re­mo said.




    “You mean you can con­trol your own skin?”




    “You mean you can’t?” Re­mo said, re­mem­ber­ing now the times be­fore his train­ing when

    mosquitoes used to both­er him.




    The carts reached the cen­ter of the field and the ox­en were re­leased to dash clum­si­ly

    over the dry dead earth, away from the bee­tles which were de­vour­ing the last flim­sy crop of

    the vil­lage.




    Dara and the sci­en­tists pre­pared small can­is­ters from the large re­frig­er­at­ed

    con­tain­er.




    “You see,” she told Re­mo and Chi­un, “the big dan­ger of the Ung is that it re­pro­duces so

    quick­ly. But that’s al­so its weak­ness. Dr. Rav­its found a pheromone, an at­trac­tive scent

    for the bee­tles. The can­is­ters will re­lease it and the bee­tles won’t be able to stay away.

    They’ll stop eat­ing, just to re­pro­duce.”




    “Screw­ing them­selves to death?” Re­mo said.




    “How crude you are,” Dara said. “You are the most worth­less sci­en­tist I ev­er met.”




    “Doesn’t DDT work?” asked Re­mo.




    “It did. But af­ter a few weeks they built up a re­sis­tance to it. Then EDB didn’t work. No

    mat­ter how dead­ly the tox­in, in a short time the Ung is im­mune to it. It ac­tu­al­ly feeds

    on the tox­ins.”




    The sci­en­tists stum­bled through the bugs, get­ting coat­ings of the sil­very Ung all over

    them­selves as they placed the can­is­ters ev­ery ten yards.




    Then they ran. The heat of the day would re­lease the scent from the can­is­ters. Some of

    the sci­en­tists stum­bled, blind­ed by the bugs, but when they had all made it back to the

    cars, the bee­tles seemed to be gone from them. Still, the very fresh mem­ory of the bugs

    crawl­ing over them made them slap their bare arms.




    Out in the mid­dle of the field there was a hum, dull at first like a whis­per and then like

    a train and then sud­den­ly there ap­peared to be a writhing hill in the mid­dle of the field.

    Not on­ly couldn’t any­one see the can­is­ters, they couldn’t have seen a per­son any­more if

    he were stand­ing there.




    “It’s work­ing, it’s work­ing!”cried Dara. She hugged Re­mo. She liked what she hugged. In

    joy, one of the sci­en­tists hugged ev­ery­one around him and hugged Chi­un too. He was

    al­lowed to es­cape with mul­ti­ple abra­sions of the arms.




    In Ko­re­an, Chi­un com­ment­ed that Re­mo had re­fused the best of­fers of Sinan­ju

    maid­ens but now was will­ing to let him­self be pub­licly dis­graced by be­ing fon­dled and

    mauled by a pass­ing white.




    “I’m still not wear­ing a ki­mono, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    When the bugs were dense­ly packed in a hill four sto­ries high, de­vour­ing them­selves,

    doors opened briefly from the limousines and the del­egates from the coun­tries all over Africa

    and Asia gath­ered for the tele­vi­sion cam­eras. Am­abasa Fra­ne­ois Ndo gave a lit­tle speech

    con­grat­ulat­ing him­self. Ev­ery­one ap­plaud­ed and then re­turned to the cars and head­ed

    back to the air­port. All ex­cept Ndo. His car rolled up to Re­mo and Chi­un. The door opened

    and he looked to­ward Chi­un.




    Chi­un stood mo­tion­less. The di­rec­tor gen­er­al of the IHAEO got out of the car and went

    to Chi­un. Chi­un al­lowed the lit­tle wood­en god Ga to come from the folds of his ki­mono,

    and dropped it in­to the hands of Ndo.




    A tele­vi­sion an­nounc­er fol­low­ing the Ndo car or­dered his cam­er­amen to get the shot

    of the di­rec­tor gen­er­al speak­ing to the man in the ki­mono and to the sci­en­tists.




    The an­nounc­er spoke in­to a tape recorder. “Af­ter suc­cess­ful­ly ad­vanc­ing sci­ence,

    the di­rec­tor gen­er­al stopped to give fi­nal in­struc­tions to the tech­ni­cians on how the

    IHAEO must now keep mov­ing ahead in its re­lent­less strug­gle against ig­no­rance, dis­ease

    and famine.”




    Ndo, like a chub­by sneak­ing a choco­late, se­cret­ed the doll in the vest of his suit and

    was back in the car im­me­di­ate­ly. The car­avan dis­ap­peared down the road mak­ing gi­ant

    dust clouds, leav­ing half-​naked na­tives be­hind who watched un­be­liev­ing­ly as their

    dread­ed bee­tle en­emy de­voured it­self in a writhing mas­sive pile.




    “I don’t know how you two got ev­ery­body here, but thank you. Both of you,” said Dara, who

    sud­den­ly re­al­ized she was still hold­ing on­to the ob­nox­ious one of the pair. She liked

    hold­ing on­to Re­mo too much.




    “One must un­der­stand in­ter­na­tion­al pol­itics,” Chi­un said mild­ly.




    “Did you no­tice it?” Re­mo sud­den­ly asked Chi­un.




    “Of course,” Chi­un said.




    “No­tice what?” asked Dara.




    “A bug,” Re­mo said.




    “Bug? There are mil­lions, bil­lions of bugs out there.”




    Re­mo nod­ded. She was right, of course. But there had been an­oth­er bug and it didn’t

    be­long there. It had not been at­tract­ed to the pheromone and had flown off crazi­ly to­ward

    the hills where the dust now was from the limousines.




    In the car­avan, Ndo hap­pi­ly toast­ed the day with Dom Perignon. The guests, all

    in­flu­en­tial del­egates from Third World coun­tries, thought Ndo was toast­ing the suc­cess

    of that pe­cu­liar lit­tle demon­stra­tion in that dirty lit­tle vil­lage. They all knew he

    would have to pay for bring­ing them out here. Some of them had ac­tu­al­ly missed cock­tail

    par­ties to be here. And there was no need for it. What had been done was scut work, the kind

    of thing that white men or In­di­ans or Pak­ista­nis were hired to do. Not del­egates. Ndo,

    they thought, would sure­ly pay.




    Ndo did not care what his del­egates thought. He would take care of them as he had in the

    past. He had Ga back, his pro­tec­tor, and when he toast­ed the day, he toast­ed not the fight

    against the Ung bee­tle, but the re­turn of the Inu­ti god.




    His prob­lems were re­lieved some­what by half the del­egates be­ing killed on the way to

    the air­port. Ndo, of course, es­caped. Ga was with him and this was Inu­ti land.


  




  

    Chapter 9




    The del­egates who did live to reach their pri­vate jets at the na­tion­al air­port could

    not de­scribe the hor­rors of the bush. They were glad that some cam­er­amen had been along so

    their sto­ries would be be­lieved.




    They had been at­tacked by chim­panzees-​but not just any chim­panzees.




    These ran at them with speeds like mo­tor­cy­cles. These ripped the doors off heavy cars.

    These crazi­ly smashed their skulls against thick bul­let-​proof win­dows. These ate fend­ers

    and tore the arms off grown men.




    These bent the bar­rels of guns.




    Ev­ery del­egate knew what was wrong. It was white medicine and First World tam­per­ing. The

    new chem­icals used back in the Inu­ti vil­lage had made these nor­mal­ly friend­ly an­imals

    in­to crazed pow­er­ful killers.




    The new po­si­tion of the IHAEO, de­ter­mined at a cau­cus in the back of a car, was that

    IHAEO had de­vel­oped the part of the chem­ical that de­stroyed the Ung bee­tle. But

    un­for­tu­nate­ly it had been man­ufac­tured in a cap­ital­ist white fac­to­ry which had

    care­less­ly ne­glect­ed the en­vi­ron­men­tal con­cerns so dear to the nat­ural and

    le­git­imate in­hab­itants of the land.




    This ne­glect had led di­rect­ly to the chim­panzees go­ing berserk. It was all some­body

    else’s fault.




    On the planes back, a res­olu­tion was passed, over cock­tails, prais­ing the del­egates for

    their un­tir­ing work to­ward erad­icat­ing famine by their at­tack on the Ung bee­tle. The

    res­olu­tion al­so con­demned the greedy man­ufac­tur­ers of the prod­uct for fail­ing to take

    in­to ac­count its ef­fect on the en­vi­ron­ment.




    The res­olu­tion, like all IHAEO res­olu­tions, was passed unan­imous­ly. Ex­cept this time,

    there were few­er to be un­ami­mous.




    Re­mo and Chi­un had rid­den with Dara Wor­thing­ton and sev­er­al oth­er sci­en­tists in

    the first ox cart. Up ahead, near the limou­sine mo­tor­cade, they saw dark hairy ob­jects

    throw­ing them­selves in­to trees, run­ning around crazed. Up close, they could see a

    chim­panzee tear off a piece of rock and at­tempt to eat it. Oth­ers slept in a co­ma­like

    con­tent­ment. All along the road were the lit­tered rem­nants of black limousines, some of the

    mo­tors still run­ning, some of the air con­di­tion­ers still mak­ing fu­tile lit­tle cool

    puffs in­to the hot African sum­mer air.




    “What is it?” asked Dara.




    She saw the re­mains of one of the del­egates who looked as if he had been tak­en apart,

    like a chick­en sold in pieces.




    “I don’t know,” said one of the sci­en­tists in the cart. They all stopped to ex­am­ine the

    crea­tures. All but Re­mo and Chi­un. Re­mo was notic­ing a small ob­ject half the size of a

    fin­ger­nail, sit­ting on a branch that had been de­nud­ed of leaves by the re­cent rav­ish­ing

    of the Ung bee­tle. Chi­un was lis­ten­ing to the re­searchers. “Its bones are crushed,” said

    one sci­en­tist, hold­ing up the limp hairy limb of a chimp.




    An­oth­er dis­cov­ered an ex­traor­di­nary en­larged heart in­side the ripped-​open body of

    an­oth­er.




    In al­most ev­ery one of the an­imals, some­thing had been de­stroyed, or changed.




    None of the sci­en­tists had ev­er seen any­thing like it. “What on earth hap­pened?” Dara

    Wor­thing­ton asked.




    While the sci­en­tists pored over the re­mains, Chi­un spoke to Re­mo.




    “A chim­panzee, like all oth­er crea­tures save hu­man be­ings, us­es all its strength. But

    in this case, look around. It has used more than its strength.”




    Re­mo nod­ded. He knew that he and Chi­un were per­haps the on­ly two men on the face of the

    earth who could use all their strength and pow­er. It was odd, he some­times thought. He had

    be­come more than man by learn­ing to em­ulate the low­er or­der of crea­tures.




    But the chimps were some­thing else again. They had used all their pow­er, and then more.

    They had slipped past the reg­ula­tor built in­to all an­imals and used mus­cles and body parts

    with so much pow­er that they lit­er­al­ly ripped them­selves apart or ex­plod­ed un­der the

    strain.




    “That’s how they killed Dr. Rav­its,” Re­mo said. “The cat.”




    “Ex­act­ly,” Chi­un said.




    “On­ly the cat was in­side the room.”




    “Ex­act­ly,” Chi­un said.




    “No­body could have got­ten by you.”




    “Ex­act­ly,” said Chi­un.




    “But some­thing did to the cat what was done to the chim­panzees.”




    “Ex­act­ly,” Chi­un said.




    “Which was why I missed the stroke with that dog in the al­ley. The dog was in­fect­ed

    too.”




    “No,” said Chi­un. “You did that be­cause you didn’t wear a ki­mono.”




    At that mo­ment on the dusty African road, there was sat­is­fac­tion. Chi­un fold­ed his

    hands del­icate­ly in­to the folds of the sun­rise ki­mono. Re­mo nod­ded. They had iso­lat­ed

    the prob­lem fi­nal­ly. Now the on­ly ques­tions that re­mained were how an­imals could be

    in­fect­ed and who would want to do it.




    The sci­en­tists did not, of course, get to share Re­mo and Chi­un’s think­ing. Nor were

    they giv­en the strange thing that Re­mo had no­ticed on the branch. It was a sim­ple house­fly

    and it had lain on the branch as if tired. And then, for no rea­son, it too had quiv­ered and

    float­ed off on a hot puff of wind, an­oth­er small sud­den death in a land of vast, vi­olent

    deaths.




    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er heard about the mass de­struc­tion of the Ung bee­tle near the

    Inu­ti vil­lage. He heard about the slaugh­ter, the geno­cide of hun­dreds of mil­lions of

    sil­very lit­tle lives. He want­ed to scream; he want­ed to in­fect nurs­eries; he want­ed to

    drain blood through the skin. He ran to his lab­ora­to­ry and screamed un­til his eyes al­most

    popped out of his head. “When, damn it, when?”




    “Soon, Mr. Per­ri­weAth­er.”




    Per­ri­weath­er buzzed off in a fury. He would have to drive his or­ga­ni­za­tion to greater

    heights.




    The Ung bee­tle had been cal­lous­ly slaugh­tered, and now it was time to re­pay that

    in­sult.




    He had thought that Glo­ria and Nathan Muswass­er might have been help­ful but when he had

    learned that the TNT had been de­tect­ed be­fore it ex­plod­ed, he re­al­ized he was work­ing

    with just an­oth­er pair who were more in­ter­est­ed in cred­it than in do­ing the work.




    “Look,” Per­ri­weath­er had snarled when they re­port­ed their fail­ure. “The move­ment

    needs work­ers, not pub­lic­ity hounds.”




    “We were on­ly try­ing to get cred­it for the SLA,” Glo­ria had said.




    “We’re mov­ing be­yond cred­it. We’re mov­ing to vic­to­ry. But be­fore we can win fi­nal

    and ul­ti­mate vic­to­ry, you have got to do your share.”




    Glo­ria Muswass­er, who had ded­icat­ed her life to the rev­olu­tion, who had strug­gled

    with­out cred­it, an­swered back sharply to this rich bour­geois:




    “And what’s your share? We want to make the world safe for all crea­tures. And you, you seem

    an­imal-​in­sen­si­tive at times. I’m sor­ry to say it, but it’s so.”




    Nathan nod­ded.




    “I do what I feel like do­ing,” said Per­ri­weath­er. He had been raised that way.




    “Well, we’re watch­ing you,” Glo­ria said.




    “And I am al­ways watch­ing you,” Per­ri­weath­er had said.




    That evening af­ter he had brood­ed all day over the news of the Ung-​bee­tle dis­as­ter,

    the Muswassers came to Per­ri­weath­er’s home. They seemed ab­so­lute­ly glee­ful.




    “Why are you smil­ing?” Per­ri­weath­er asked.




    “More than a hun­dred del­egates are dead. The TNT didn’t work but that oth­er thing we

    plant­ed did.”




    “Dammit, wom­an, all the Ung bee­tles are dead. You think that’s a vic­to­ry?”

    Per­ri­weath­er de­mand­ed.




    “The del­egates. More than a hun­dred. We did it. That thing we plant­ed.”




    “Where’d you plant it?” Per­ri­weath­er asked. “Nev­er mind, I’ll tell you. You plant­ed it

    in­side some­thing re­frig­er­at­ed, didn’t you?”




    “Right in their re­frig­er­at­ed medicine con­tain­er,” Glo­ria said with a proud smile.




    “Ex­act­ly, you id­iot. And by the time it had warmed up enough to be of use, it was too

    late. And all it could do was in­fect the chim­panzees. The deaths of all those bee­tles is on

    your head.”




    “I’ll take the blame for that if I get the cred­it for the hun­dred del­egates,” Glo­ria

    said.




    Per­ri­weath­er shook his head. “I can’t tol­er­ate this any­more. Now I hear sto­ries about

    two new sci­en­tists at the IHAEO. They say they’re prepar­ing even big­ger crimes. No more

    half-​mea­sures.”




    “What are you go­ing to do?” Nathan Muswass­er asked.




    Per­ri­weath­er said he was go­ing to take out the en­tire lab, all its equip­ment and all

    its per­son­nel, in ret­ri­bu­tion for the Ung geno­cide.




    “Im­pos­si­ble,” said Glo­ria.




    “Too dan­ger­ous,” said Nathan.




    “You know,” Per­ri­weath­er said cold­ly, “I’ve been putting up all the mon­ey for the

    Species Lib­er­ation Al­liance for years. Ev­ery time I’m called on, I de­fend you, and you

    peo­ple will do any­thing but take re­al risks. Now, when I need you, where are you? You’re

    telling me things are im­pos­si­ble or too dan­ger­ous.”




    “You’re just too in­ter­est­ed in bugs,” Glo­ria said.




    “And you’re just too in­sen­si­tive to their plight,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “But we’ll work with you,” she said. “We need your mon­ey, so we’ll work with you.”




    “I think I’ll be able to do this one with­out you,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “If I need you,

    I’ll call.”




    Af­ter they left, he sat for a long while star­ing at the study door. Of course they didn’t

    un­der­stand what he want­ed. No one, not since he was five years old, had ev­er un­der­stood

    what this heir to the Per­ri­weath­er for­tune had want­ed.




    His wife did not know. He knew what she want­ed.




    She want­ed to be mar­ried to a Per­ri­weath­er. Some­times, she want­ed to cop­ulate.

    Even­tu­al­ly, af­ter be­ing turned down by him enough times, she took lovers. Some­times he

    would watch them from the floor above but it just didn’t in­ter­est him.




    He was will­ing to re­pro­duce. In fact, that had been one of his re­quire­ments up­on

    agree­ing to mar­ry her. But he in­sist­ed that be­fore they cop­ulate, she be with egg.




    “I’m not go­ing to fer­til­ize an emp­ty uterus,” Wal­dron had said to the most beau­ti­ful

    debu­tante of North Shore so­ci­ety, now his bride.




    “Well, some peo­ple, Wal­dron, you know, some peo­ple en­joy it.”




    “I guess they do. Some peo­ple.”




    “You didn’t tell me you didn’t en­joy it,” she said.




    “You didn’t ask,” said Wal­dron, his thin el­egant pa­tri­cian fea­tures look­ing like an

    ice mask.




    “I as­sumed,” she said.




    “Not my fault,” he said. They had hon­ey­mooned on a tour of Eu­rope. Wal­dron, his bride

    found out, liked al­leys. Garbage dumps held more fas­ci­na­tion for him than the Lou­vre or

    British the­ater.




    He of­ten mum­bled as he passed ceme­ter­ies, “Waste. Waste.”




    “Hu­man life? The death of us all, dear, is in­evitable. But we can be re­mem­bered by our

    loved ones,” the beau­ti­ful young Mrs. Per­ri­weath­er had said.




    “Non­sense,” he snarled. “Brass, steel. Air­tight, wa­ter­tight. Just throw them in the

    ground. Let them do some good.”




    “Have you al­ways felt this way?” she asked.




    “Of course. What a waste. Seal­ing bod­ies up like that is so … so . . .”




    “Fu­tile? Pa­thet­ic?” she of­fered.




    “Self­ish,” said Wal­dron.




    At the time, Peiri­weath­er’s moth­er was still liv­ing and the young bride asked if

    Wal­dron had al­ways been that way.




    “You no­ticed?” asked the grande dame of North Shore so­ci­ety.




    “When he asks for rot­ted fruit for din­ner, it re­al­ly is hard to miss, Moth­er. May I

    call you Moth­er?”




    “I’m glad fi­nal­ly that some­one does. Yes, Wal­dron does things that most peo­ple might

    con­sid­er dif­fer­ent. But he is not, let me stress, he is not in­sane. Per­ri­weath­er men

    have of­ten been dif­fer­ent. But they are not, let me re­it­er­ate, in­sane.”




    The moth­er-​in-​law was on her ve­ran­da, which stretched out over the rocky line that met

    the gray At­lantic that fine spring day.




    “Per­ri­weath­er men have sealed them­selves in bar­rels and tried to float down the

    Ama­zon. One Per­ri­weath­er liked to eat roast­ed bat. An­oth­er felt he was the bird god of

    the In­cas, and Wal­dron’s fa­ther, I must con­fess, liked to lath­er him­self in glue be­fore

    he did ‘it.’ “




    “You poor wom­an,” said the bride.




    “Wa­ter-​sol­uble. I in­sist­ed on wa­ter-​sol­uble glue,” said the old­er Mrs.

    Per­ri­weath­er. “I nev­er would with epoxy. But back to im­por­tant things. None of the

    Per­ri­weath­er men were ev­er re­al­ly in­sane.”




    “What does it take for you to call one of them in­sane?”




    “Spend­ing his prin­ci­pal. Fail­ing to live on just the in­ter­est on his mon­ey. That, my

    dear, is lu­na­cy. And that is proof that Wal­dron is not in­sane be­cause Wal­dron would

    nev­er do that.”




    “I guess there have been worse mar­riages,” the bride said.




    “That’s what I am telling you, dear.”




    There re­al­ly was on­ly one very dif­fi­cult mo­ment and that was the night that the

    doc­tor told her she was most fer­tile. Wal­dron had sex with her as if he didn’t want to do

    any more than light up­on her. But it was enough to con­ceive and car­ry on the Per­ri­weath­er

    name.




    Af­ter the ba­by was born, Wal­dion ig­nored his wife to­tal­ly. She com­plained to her

    moth­er-​in-​law.




    “He acts as if I am not his wife,” she said.




    “The truth is, Wal­dron does not think that I am his moth­er,” said the old wom­an.




    “I’ve heard of chil­dren won­der­ing who their fa­ther was but not their moth­er. Who does

    he think is his moth­er?”




    “I don’t know. He nev­er tells any­one. He doesn’t lie re­al­ly, he just doesn’t talk about

    it any­more. We have shown him hos­pi­tal records. Had him talk to the doc­tor who de­liv­ered

    him. Got­ten sworn tes­ti­mo­ny from nurs­es. And still, he won’t ac­cept me as his

    mum­my.”




    “Maybe be­cause he was raised by a nan­ny?” the young wom­an said.




    “All Per­ri­weath­ers are raised by nan­nies. I was as af­fec­tion­ate as any moth­er in the

    fam­ily. But he just wouldn’t call me Mom.”




    “You know what he calls me?” said Wal­dron’s wife.




    “What?”




    “His egg-​lay­er.”




    “Dear,” said her moth­er-​in-​law, sym­pa­thet­ical­ly plac­ing a hand on the young wom­an’s

    arm. “He nev­er spends the prin­ci­pal.”




    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III not on­ly main­tained the Per­ri­weath­er for­tune but he

    ad­vanced it bril­liant­ly, show­ing a sense of busi­ness that few would ex­pect out­side a top

    man­age­ment school. It was be­yond ruth­less. He just seemed to have an in­or­di­nate knack

    for mul­ti­ply­ing mon­ey rapid­ly.




    He nev­er told his se­cret but many sus­pect­ed from bits and snatch­es that he sim­ply

    looked for a chance to grow on the dis­as­ters of oth­ers.




    What none of them could know was that in learn­ing to use mon­ey, Per­ri­weath­er had

    be­come one of the more ef­fi­cient killers on his plan­et. And he did this as he in­vest­ed:

    with­out pas­sion; with on­ly a grand cun­ning. Mon­ey bought ser­vices and the dif­fer­ence

    be­tween a thug and a sur­geon was that a thug usu­al­ly gave more thought to tear­ing

    some­body apart and was not so ready with an ex­cuse if he should fail.




    Hit men and arm break­ers, Wal­dron found out ear­ly, were far more re­fresh­ing to deal

    with than doc­tors. A sur­geon might blame death on a pa­tient’s blood pres­sure and send the

    bill nev­er­the­less. But a hit man nev­er charged un­less he suc­ceed­ed.




    So in some el­ements of the un­der­world, Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III was bet­ter

    un­der­stood then he was in his own fam­ily or on Wall Street.




    Among those who un­der­stood him were Ansel­mo “Boss” Bossiloni and My­ron Feld­man, even

    though they re­ferred to him be­tween them­selves as “that fag­gy rich guy.”




    Ansel­mo and My­ron looked like two cigarette ma­chines, ex­cept that cigarette ma­chines

    didn’t have hair and, some said, felt more mer­cy than Ansel­mo and My­ron. The pair had met in

    re­ha­bil­ita­tion school. My­ron was the bet­ter stu­dent. He ma­jored in shop and what he

    learned was how to use an elec­tric drill ef­fec­tive­ly. He found out if you took the drill

    bit and put it to some­one’s kneecap, you could ne­go­ti­ate any­thing.




    Ansel­mo ma­jored in gym and learned that if he held the per­son down, My­ron could work

    bet­ter. They be­came in­sep­ara­ble friends. Ansel­mo was known as the bet­ter-​look­ing one.

    Ansel­mo was the one who looked like a Mon­go­lian yak.




    When they first met Per­ri­weath­er, they were work­ing as col­lec­tors for loan sharks in

    Brook­lyn. Per­ri­weath­er of­fered them more mon­ey and strange­ly asked them if they had

    strong stom­achs. It would have been an even stranger ques­tion com­ing from this el­egant

    dandy if they had not been meet­ing in a garbage dump where Ansel­mo and My­ron could bare­ly

    breathe. Per­ri­weath­er kept talk­ing away, as if he were on a beach some­where. Ansel­mo and

    My­ron stayed just long enough to get the name of their first as­sign­ment and then left,

    retch­ing.




    The hit was an el­der­ly wom­an in an es­tate in Bev­er­ly, Mas­sachusetts. They were to

    break her bones and make it look like a fall.




    The way they were to do it made the pair shud­der but it was noth­ing com­pared to what they

    found out lat­er. They were not sup­posed to kill the wom­an, just break her bones. It was an

    Oc­to­ber morn­ing, the house was enor­mous and the fur­ni­ture was all cov­ered with sheets.

    The house was be­ing closed for the sea­son and the wom­an thought that they were movers.




    My­ron and Ansel­mo had nev­er mugged an el­der­ly wom­an be­fore and they backed away at

    first. “I ain’t do­ing it,” they both as­sured each oth­er. And then the old wom­an be­gan

    or­der­ing them around like ser­vants and each found a lit­tle place in his heart that said,

    “Do it.”




    Her bones were brit­tle but that was not the hard part. The hard was was leav­ing her alive,

    writhing on the floor at the foot of the stairs, beg­ging for help.




    Per­ri­weath­er ar­rived just as they were leav­ing. “Hey, you ain’t sup­posed to be here,”

    Ansel­mo said. “Whad­daya hire us for if you’re gonna be here?”




    Per­ri­weath­er did not an­swer. He just peeled off the hun­dred-​dol­lar bills which were

    their pay­ment and went in­side the house, sat down by the poor old wom­an and be­gan read­ing

    a news­pa­per.




    “Wal­dron,” the wom­an groaned. “I am your moth­er.”




    “Are not,” Wal­dron said. “My re­al moth­er will be here soon. Now please die so that she

    will come.” Ansel­mo looked at My­ron and they both shrugged as they left. Lat­er they read

    that Per­ri­weath­er had lived in the house for a full week with the body be­fore re­port­ing

    it to the hos­pi­tal, which of course no­ti­fied the po­lice.




    At the coro­ner’s in­quest, Per­ri­weath­er tes­ti­fied that he lived in a dif­fer­ent wing

    of the house and had not no­ticed his moth­er’s body. Ap­par­ent­ly she had fall­en down the

    stairs and bro­ken her bones. Ser­vants had left that morn­ing to pre­pare the fam­ily’s

    Flori­da home and Per­ri­weath­er thought his moth­er had gone with them and that he was in the

    house alone.




    “Didn’t you smell the body?” the pros­ecu­tor had asked. “You could smell that body a

    half-​mile down the road. It was in­fest­ed with flies. Didn’t you won­der what the damned

    flies were do­ing in the man­sion?”




    “Please don’t say ‘damn,’ ” Per­ri­weath­er had said. A but­ler and sev­er­al oth­er

    ser­vants saved Wal­dron, how­ev­er, by tes­ti­fy­ing that he had a pe­cu­liar sense of smell.

    None at all, they said.




    “Why, Mr. Per­ri­weath­er could be liv­ing with a pile of rot­ted fruit by the bed ta­ble

    for two weeks, smelling so bad you couldn’t get a maid in­to the room with a nose­clip.”




    And there was the re­cent­ly-​es­tranged Mrs. Per­ri­weath­er who ad­mit­ted that her

    hus­band had a fond­ness for garbage dumps.




    There was al­so tes­ti­mo­ny that there was no one who could have smelled the rot­ting

    corpse be­cause the last two in the house, oth­er than Mr. Per­ri­weath­er, were

    bru­tal-​look­ing movers in a white Cadil­lac.




    Ac­ci­den­tal death was the ver­dict. The pros­ecu­tor said Per­ri­weath­er should go and

    have his nose fixed. Ansel­mo and My­ron had more work from Per­ri­weath­er over the years.

    They al­so knew he hired oth­ers but they weren’t sure who and some­times he would com­plain

    about am­ateur help. Some­times he would say strange things too. Ansel­mo couldn’t re­mem­ber

    how the top­ic of their first job for him came up but he did hear Per­ri­weath­er men­tion that

    his true moth­er vis­it­ed him a day af­ter the first hit had been made.




    A nut case, they both de­cid­ed, but the mon­ey was good and none of the jobs were

    dan­ger­ous be­cause Per­ri­weath­er al­ways had them well planned. So when he called and told

    them he want­ed them to steal an atom­ic de­vice, there was no com­plaint, es­pe­cial­ly since

    he had agreed to meet them out in the open, in the fresh air.




    He was mum­bling some­thing about re­venge and they had nev­er seen him this an­gry.




    But his plans were again good. He showed them pic­tures of the atom­ic in­stal­la­tion and

    gave them the prop­er pass­words to use and badges to wear.




    “Ain’t that stuff ra­dio-​what­ev­er?” asked Ansel­mo. He had read about those things.




    “Ra­dioac­tive,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “You won’t have to han­dle it long. You just give it

    to these two peo­ple.” And he showed them a pic­ture of a young wom­an with a blank

    ex­pres­sion and a young man with eyes that wimped out to-​the world.




    “Those are the Muswassers. They’ll plant the de­vice. Tell them not to wor­ry about get­ting

    it in­side the gate this time. It doesn’t have to be in­side the gate. That’s the beau­ty of

    the atom­ic de­vice, you on­ly have to be with­in a mile or so of your tar­get. The one thing I

    do want, though, and tell them to be sure to do this, is to get these two in the lab­ora­to­ry

    when they set off the de­vice.”




    Wal­dron showed his hit men a pic­ture of two men, one wear­ing a ki­mono, the oth­er a thin

    white man with thick wrists.




    “I want them dead,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “How should these oth­er two make sure they’re in­side?” asked My­ron.




    “I don’t know. You do it. You tell them when you set it off. I am tired of deal­ing with

    am­ateurs.”




    “Mr. Peiri­weath­er, can I ask a per­son­al ques­tion?” asked Ansel­mo, ven­tur­ing a

    fa­mil­iar­ity that years of good busi­ness co­op­er­ation had grant­ed him.




    “What is it?”




    “Why do you use am­ateurs in the first place any­way?”




    “Some­times, Ansel­mo, one has no choice. You are stuck with your al­lies, no mat­ter how

    tem­po­rary.”




    “I see,” said Ansel­mo.




    “That’s why I re­al­ly like deal­ing with you, though,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “There’s on­ly

    one thing wrong with the two of you.”




    “What’s that?”




    “You both have nice hair. Why do you wash it so much?”




    “You mean it takes the life out of it?”




    “No. Re­moves the food,” said Per­ri­weath­er.




    As al­ways, Ansel­mo and My­ron found Per­ri­weath­er’s plans were per­fect. They were able

    to get in­to the nu­cle­ar stor­age fa­cil­ity with ab­so­lute ease and es­cape with the two

    pack­ages, one con­tain­ing the weapon and the oth­er the tim­ing det­ona­tor.




    They met Nathan and Glo­ria Muswass­er at a town house out­side Wash­ing­ton. Nathan’s

    fa­ther owned it. The fine plas­tered walls were cov­ered with lib­er­ation posters. They

    called for free­ing the op­pressed, for sav­ing an­imals. There was a spe­cial call for

    free­ing blacks.




    Ap­par­ent­ly this had al­ready been achieved be­cause the en­tire neigh­bor­hood was free

    of blacks.




    “Youse got to be care­ful of these things,” Ansel­mo said. “And you shouldn’t set it off

    un­til these two guys is in the lab.”




    “Which two guys?” Glo­ria asked.




    Ansel­mo showed them the pho­to­graph of the Ori­en­tal and the white.




    “How will we know they are in there?”




    “We’ll tell you.”




    “All right. Seems sim­ple. Fair enough,” Glo­ria said. “Now to the im­por­tant part. Who

    gets the cred­it?”




    “No cred­it. We don’t deal in cred­it. But we al­ready been paid.”




    “Wait a minute. We’re go­ing to be do­ing the lab, maybe two hun­dred peo­ple, the

    sur­round­ing sub­urbs, add at least ten to fif­teen thou­sand peo­ple there … Nathan,

    re­mem­ber we’ve got to try to fig­ure out a way to get the pets out of the area if we can.

    We’re re­al­ly talk­ing about fif­teen thou­sand peo­ple. Maybe twen­ty. “




    Ansel­mo shud­dered at the po­ten­tial death toll. Even My­ron’s dull brain reg­is­tered a

    glim­mer of hor­ror. “So we want to know,” Glo­ria said, “just where you stand on the

    cred­it.”




    “We been paid.”




    “I’m talk­ing about tak­ing cred­it for the bomb­ing.”




    “What?” said both men in uni­son.




    “Cred­it. We may have twen­ty thou­sand dead here. Who gets cred­it for it?”




    “You mean blame?”




    “That’s un­pro­gres­sive. I am talk­ing about cred­it for the act. Pub­lic­ity.”




    “If it’s okay with you, girlie, you can have all the cred­it,” Ansel­mo said.




    “We’ll give you al­ter­nate cred­it. We can say you as­sist­ed us. But the main cause is

    ours. The SLA takes full cred­it for this one.”




    “You don’t even have to men­tion us, girlie.”




    “You sure now? We may be go­ing as high as twen­ty-​five thou­sand deaths here. You don’t

    want any part of it?”




    “No, no. That’s okay,” My­ron said. “In fact, don’t men­tion us at all. Ev­er. Nev­er. No

    way.”




    “That’s down­right self­less of you,” Glo­ria said. “Nathan, I like these peo­ple.”




    “Then why are they do­ing it?” Nathan said. He looked at Ansel­mo. “If you’re not get­ting

    cred­it, why steal a bomb? Why all the trou­ble?”




    “We get paid, kid,” Ansel­mo said. “You’re do­ing it for the mon­ey?”




    “Damned right.”




    “Why go to all this trou­ble for mon­ey? I mean, where is your dad­dy?” Nathan asked.




    My­ron and Ansel­mo looked at each oth­er again. “Nathan means you could get the mon­ey from

    your fa­thers,” Glo­ria said.




    “You don’t know our fa­thers,” said My­ron.




    “Nev­er mind. You’re sure you don’t even want an ‘as­sist­ed by’ and then your names?”




    “No. We don’t want any­thing,” My­ron said.




    “And be sure,” Ansel­mo said, “that you don’t set that thing off un­til we say so,

    okay?”




    “Sure. Maybe we don’t un­der­stand all your rea­sons, but I want you to know I sense

    sol­idar­ity with you. That we are all part of the same strug­gle,” Nathan said.




    “Sure. But don’t set that thing off un­til we say so.”


  




  

    Chapter 10




    “Must we stay in this rat cage again?” Chi­un asked.




    “Sor­ry, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said. “But un­til we find out what’s go­ing on with these

    labs, we stay here.”




    “Easy enough for you to say, fat white thing. There is so much suet on your body that you

    can be com­fort­able sleep­ing on hard floors. But I? I am del­icate. My frail body re­quires

    re­al rest.”




    “You’re as del­icate as gran­ite,” Re­mo said.




    “Don’t wor­ry, Chi­un,” said Dara Wor­thing­ton.




    “You know that I am re­duced to spend­ing my life with him and you tell me not to wor­ry?”

    Chi­un said.




    “No, it’s just that we have rooms here in the lab­ora­to­ry com­plex. I’ll get them to fix

    one up for you. A re­al bed­room. One for you too,” she said to Re­mo.




    “A re­al bed­room?” Chi­un asked, and Dara nod­ded. “With a tele­vi­sion set?”




    “Yes.”




    “Would it have one of those tape-​play­ing ma­chines?” Chi­un asked.




    “As a mat­ter of fact, yes.”




    “Would you by any chance have a com­plete set of tapes from the show As the Plan­et

    Re­volves?” Chi­un asked.




    “Afraid not,” she said. “That show hasn’t been on the air for ten years.”




    “Sav­ages,” Chi­un mum­bled in Ko­re­an to Re­mo. “You whites are all sav­ages and

    philistines.”




    “She’s do­ing the best she can, Chi­un,” Re­mo an­swered in Ko­re­an. “Why don’t you just

    get off ev­ery­body’s back for a while?”




    Chi­un raised him­self to his full height. “That is a de­spi­ca­ble thing to say, even for

    you,” he said in Ko­re­an.




    “I didn’t think it was so bad,” Re­mo said.




    “I will not speak to you again un­til you apol­ogize.”




    “Hell will freeze over first,” Re­mo said.




    “What lan­guage is that?” Dara said. “What are you two say­ing?”




    “That was re­al lan­guage,” Chi­un said. “Un­like the dog bark­ings that pass for lan­guage

    in this vile land.”




    “Chi­un was just thank­ing you for the of­fer of the bed­room,” Re­mo said.




    “You’re wel­come, Dr. Chi­un,” Dara said with a large smile.




    In Ko­re­an again, Chi­un grum­bled: “The wom­an is too stupid even to in­sult. Like all

    whites.”




    “Are you talk­ing to me?” Re­mo asked.




    Chi­un fold­ed his arms and turned his back on Re­mo.




    “Sticks and stones may break my bones, but be­ing ig­nored will nev­er hurt me,” Re­mo

    said.




    “Stop teas­ing that sweet man,” Dara said.




    She set­tled them in­to ad­join­ing rooms in one of the wings of the IHAEO build­ing.




    Re­mo was ly­ing on his back on the small cot, look­ing up at the ceil­ing, when there was a

    faint tap on the door.




    He called out and Dara en­tered.




    “I just want­ed to see if you were com­fort­able,” she said.




    “I’m fine.”




    She came in­to the room, shy­ly at first, but when Re­mo said noth­ing, she strode for­ward

    and sat on a chair next to his bed.




    “I guess I’m still crash­ing from ev­ery­thing that hap­pened to­day,” she said. “It was

    glo­ri­ous and it was aw­ful too.”




    “I know,” Re­mo said. “I al­ways feel that way about transat­lantic flights.”




    “I don’t mean that,” she said. She leaned over to­ward him. “I mean what we did with the Ung

    bee­tle. That was glo­ri­ous and it will live for­ev­er. But then, oh, those poor men, when

    those apes at­tacked. It was aw­ful.”




    Re­mo said noth­ing and Dara low­ered her face to­ward his so she was star­ing even­ly in­to

    his eyes. Her breasts brushed across his chest. She wore no brassiere. “Wasn’t it aw­ful?”




    “That’s the tits,” he said. “I mean, the truth. It was aw­ful.”




    “I nev­er saw such crazed an­imals,” she said.




    “Umm” Re­mo said. He liked the feel of her against him.




    “There are no bad an­imals, you know. Some­thing made them that way.”




    “Um,” Re­mo said.




    “I’m glad you were there to pro­tect me,” Dara said.




    “Umm,” Re­mo said.




    “What could have caused that?” she asked.




    “Um­mm.”




    “What kind of an an­swer is that?”




    “I mean, I’ll look in­to it in the morn­ing,” Re­mo said.




    “But what do you think?” she per­sist­ed.




    What Re­mo thought was that the on­ly way he was go­ing to keep her qui­et was to do

    some­thing phys­ical, so he put his arms around her and pulled her body down on­to his. She

    in­stant­ly glued her mouth to his in a long ten­der kiss.




    “I’ve been think­ing of that all day,” she said.




    “I know,” Re­mo said, reach­ing over and pulling the chain that turned off the small night

    lamp.




    The FBI no longer guard­ed the lab­ora­to­ries so the on­ly se­cu­ri­ty was a tired old

    guard in­side a wood­en shack at the front gate.




    Ansel­mo and My­ron drove up in their white Cadil­lac and Ansel­mo low­ered the driv­er’s

    win­dow. “What can I do for you?” the guard said.




    Ansel­mo held up a white box that was on the front seat along­side him.




    “Piz­za de­liv­ery,” he said.




    “Pret­ty fan­cy piz­za wag­on,” the guard said, nod­ding at the Cadil­lac limou­sine.




    “Well, I usu­al­ly got a big piz­za slice an top of the car, but I take it off at night. The

    kids, you know.”




    “Yeah, kids are bas­tards, ain’t they?” the guard said.




    “Sure are.”




    “Go ahead through,” the guard said. “You can park in the lot up there.”




    “We’re look­ing for Dr. Re­mo and Dr. Chi­un. You know where they are?”




    The guard looked at a list on a clip­board. “They came in ear­li­er with ev­ery­body else

    and they didn’t sign out. But I don’t know what lab they’re in.”




    “But they’re in there, right?”




    “Have to be,” the guard said. “No way out ex­cept past me, and no one’s gone out

    tonight.”




    “Maybe they’re sleep­ing,” Ansel­mo said.




    “Maybe,” the guard said.




    “Maybe I won’t dis­turb them. I’ll tell you what. You take the piz­za and we’ll let them

    rest.”




    “Does it have an­chovies?” the guard asked.




    “No. Just ex­tra cheese and pep­per­oni,” Ansel­mo said.




    “I like an­chovies best,” the guard said.




    “The next time, I bring you one with an­chovies,” Ansel­mo promised.




    “Won’t those two doc­tors be mad?” the guard asked.




    “Not as mad as they’re gonna be lat­er,” Ansel­mo said. He shoved the piz­za in­to the

    guard’s hands, put the Cadil­lac in re­verse and slid away.




    “Don’t for­get the an­chovies,” the guard called.




    Two blocks away, Ansel­mo parked along­side a tele­phone booth and called the Muswassers’

    num­ber. “Yes?” Glo­ria said.




    “They’re at the lab,” Ansel­mo said.




    “Good. We’re all ready.”




    “Just give us time to get out of town,” Ansel­mo said. Glo­ria Muswass­er crawed through the

    man­icured green­ery of the IHAEO lab­ora­to­ry com­plex. She was wear­ing Earth shoes and a

    filthy green com­bat uni­form which she had trea­sured ev­er since she rolled a Viet­nam vet

    for it in 1972.




    Her hus­band trailed along be­hind her, emit­ting lit­tle squeaks of pain as bits of rock

    and twigs scratched his flac­cid ab­domen.




    “Why did I have to come along any­way?” Nathan whined. “You’re car­ry­ing the whole thing by

    your­self. You didn’t need me.”




    “No, I didn’t,” Glo­ria snapped in agree­ment. “But I fig­ured if we got caught, I wouldn’t

    have to go to jail alone.”




    He grabbed her an­kle. “Is there a chance of get­ting caught?”




    “None at all, if you keep qui­et,” she said.




    “I don’t want to go to jail,” Nathan said.




    “We won’t. I promise you. Be­fore I let the es­tab­lish­ment pigs take you, Nathan, I’ll gun

    you down my­self.”




    Nathan gulped.




    “It’ll make all the pa­pers. You’ll be a mar­tyr to the cause. “




    “That’s . . . that’s groovy, Glo­ria.”




    “Don’t say ‘groovy.’ It’s out-​of-​date. Say ‘awe­some.’ “




    “Okay. It’s awe­some, Glo­ria.”




    “To­tal­ly,” she agreed. “Al­so in­cred­ible.”




    “Yeah. That too,” Nathan said.




    “How about here?” she said. She point­ed to a spot of turf near a mul­ber­ry bush.




    “To­tal­ly in­cred­ible, Glo­ria.”




    “Good. We’ll plant the damn thing right here.”




    “Like a flow­er,” Nathan said. “We’ll plant it like a flow­er. Re­mem­ber flow­ers? You used

    to be re­al in­to flow­ers.”




    “Screw flow­ers. Flow­ers nev­er got us any­where. Vi­olence is where were com­ing from now.

    No­body ev­er gave up shit be­cause of flow­ers.”




    “Yeah. Up flow­ers. Vi­olence is where it’s at.”




    “Don’t say ‘where it’s at,’ Nathan. It’s out-​of-​date. Say ‘bot­tom line.’ “




    “Bot­tom line?”




    “Vi­olence is the bot­tom line,” Glo­ria said, as she turned the time for 120 min­utes.

    “She’s go­ing to go, ba­by.”




    “Should we watch?”




    “Of course not, ass­hole. We’d be blown up. We’ll call the tele­vi­sion sta­tions. They’ll

    watch.”




    “They’ll be blown up too,” Nathan said.




    “Serves them right,” she said. “And that’s the bot­tom line.”




    “Groovy,” Nathan said.




    Glo­ria slapped him be­hind the ear as they crawled away through the dark.




    Forty-​five min­utes lat­er, a tele­vi­sion crew showed up at the IHAEO ground and found a

    large hole cut in the wire safe­ty fence, ex­act­ly where the anony­mous tele­phone callers had

    said it would be.




    “This bet­ter be good,” the head cam­era­man for WIMP said.




    His as­sis­tant looked to­ward the white lab build­ings loom­ing in the back­ground be­hind

    the fence.




    “What are we wait­ing for?” he asked.




    “What else? For Rance Ren­frew, hard-​hit­ting tele­vi­sion news­man, the man who tells it

    like it is, your man from WIMP.”




    Both cam­er­amen chuck­led at the im­ita­tion of the sta­tion’s com­mer­cial.




    “Does he know what it is?” the as­sis­tant cam­era­man said.




    “Nope.”




    “I can’t wait to see the look in his eyes.”




    “Me nei­ther.”




    They wait­ed a half-​hour be­fore a black limou­sine pulled up in front of them and a young

    man so brim­ful of good health that even his hair looked sun­tanned stepped out of the back. He

    was wear­ing a tuxe­do and he growled at the two cam­er­amen. “This bet­ter be im­por­tant. I

    was at a big din­ner.”




    “It is,” the head cam­era­man said, wink­ing to­ward his as­sis­tant. “Some group is

    plan­ning a big protest here tonight.”




    “Protest? You got me away from a din­ner for a protest? What kind of protest?”




    “Some­thing to save an­imals,” the cam­era­man said. “And protest Amer­ican geno­cide.”




    “Well, that sounds bet­ter,” Ra­nee Ren­frew said. “We could get some­thing good here.” He

    re­hearsed his voice like a mu­si­cian tun­ing an in­stru­ment. “This is Rance Ren­frew on the

    scene where a group of en­raged Amer­icans tonight at­tacked their gov­ern­ment’s geno­ci­dal

    poli­cies to­ward . . .” He looked at the cam­er­amen: “You said an­imals?”




    “Right, an­imals.”




    “Their gov­ern­ment’s geno­ci­dal poli­cies to­ward an­imals. Could this be the be­gin­ning

    of a move­ment that will top­ple down cor­rupt Amer­ican gov­ern­ments for­ev­er? Not bad. That

    might work. When’s the demon­stra­tion sup­posed to be any­way?”




    “About an­oth­er forty-​five min­utes or so,” the cam­era­man said.




    “Well, we’ll be ready. We’ll get filmed and say we left a pri­vate par­ty to come here to

    bring our view­ers the truth. What are they go­ing to do any­way?”




    “Set off an atom­ic bomb, they said.”




    The sun­tan van­ished and Rance Ren­frew’s skin turned pale. “Here?” he said.




    “That’s what they said.”




    “Lis­ten, fel­las. I think I’ve got to get some more equip­ment. You wait here and film

    any­thing that hap­pens and I’ll be back.”




    “What kind of equip­ment do you need?”




    “I think I need a muf­fle on this mike. It’s been mak­ing my voice too harsh.”




    “I’ve got one in the gad­get bag,” the cam­era­man said.




    “And I need a blue shirt. This white glares too much.”




    “I’ve got one of those too.”




    “And new shoes. I need a dif­fer­ent pair of shoes if I’m go­ing to be traips­ing around.

    These are too tight. I’ll go get them. You wait for me and film what­ev­er hap­pens.”




    “Okay. How long will you be?”




    “I don’t know. My best shoes are at my week­end apart­ment.”




    “Where’s that?”




    “In Mi­ami. But I’ll try to get back as soon as I can.” Ren­frew jumped in­to the limou­sine

    and speed­ed away. Be­hind him, the two cam­er­amen broke in­to guf­faws and fi­nal­ly the

    as­sis­tant said, “Hey, shouldn’t we be a lit­tle wor­ried too? I mean, they said an atom­ic

    bomb.”




    “Come on. These ass­holes couldn’t blow up a fire­crack­er on the Fourth of Ju­ly,” the head

    cam­era­man said.




    “I guess you’re right. Should we warn any­body in­side the com­plex? You know, bomb scare or

    what­ev­er?”




    “No, let them sleep. Noth­ing’s go­ing to hap­pen ex­cept maybe some noisy pick­ets.”




    “Then what the hell are we here for?” the as­sis­tant asked.




    “For time and a half af­ter eight hours. What did you think?”




    “Got it.”




    In­side Re­mo’s room, the tele­phone rang, and with­out think­ing, Dara Wor­thing­ton

    reached out a sat­is­fied limp hand to­ward the re­ceiv­er.




    “Oops,” she caught her­self. “Maybe I shouldn’t.”




    “You’d bet­ter not,” Re­mo said. “It’s for me.”




    “How do you know?”




    “There’s some­body who al­ways calls me when I’m hav­ing a good time. He’s got an an­ten­na

    for it. I think he’s afraid I might OD on hap­pi­ness so he’s sav­ing me from a ter­ri­ble

    fate.” He held the phone to his ear. “Your dime,” he said.




    “Re­mo,” Smith’s lemo­ny tones echoed. “It’s-“




    “Yeah, yeah, Aunt Mil­dred,” said Re­mo, us­ing one of the code names with which Smith

    signed mes­sages.




    “This is se­ri­ous. Are you alone?”




    “Enough,” Re­mo said vague­ly.




    “There’s been a se­ri­ous rob­bery,” Smith said.




    “I’m al­ready on a case,” Re­mo said.




    “It may be the same case,” Smith said. “This was a rob­bery from a nu­cle­ar

    in­stal­la­tion. The miss­ing ob­ject is a mi­cron­ic com­po­nent fis­sion-​pack and a

    det­ona­tor.”




    “Does any­body who speaks En­glish know what was stolen?” Re­mo asked.




    “That means a small portable nu­cle­ar weapon and the means to set it off.”




    “Well, what can I do about it?”




    “The thieves weren’t seen so we don’t know any­thing about them,” Smith said. “But I’ve just

    got­ten word that some press or­ga­ni­za­tions re­ceived threats tonight aimed against the

    IHAEO lab.”




    “Aha. The plot thick­ens,” Re­mo said. “What does it all boil down to?”




    “If it ex­plodes, the bomb could de­stroy all an­imal and plant life for twen­ty square

    miles,” Smith said. “Not to men­tion the catas­troph­ic ef­fect on the en­vi­ron­ment.”




    “Tell me. If it blows, will it get the House of Rep­re­sen­ta­tives?” Re­mo asked.




    “With­out ques­tion.”




    “I think maybe I should go back to sleep,” Re­mo said.




    “This is se­ri­ous,” Smith said.




    “Okay, I get the pic­ture.” Re­mo slid past Dara Wor­thing­ton and slipped in­to his

    trousers. “I’ll look around. Any­thing else?”




    “I should think that would be enough,” Smith said. Re­mo hung up and pat­ted Dara on her

    bare hindquar­ters.




    “Sor­ry, dar­ling. Some­thing’s come up.”




    “Again? So soon? How love­ly.”




    “Work,” Re­mo said. “Just sit tight.”




    “Your Aunt Mil­dred sounds very de­mand­ing,” Dara said. “I heard you call her that.”




    “She is,” Re­mo said. “She is.” He won­dered if he should tell her about the bomb threat but

    de­cid­ed not to. If he couldn’t find the bomb, there wasn’t much chance of any­one liv­ing

    any­way.




    Re­mo went in­to the next room where Chi­un lay in the mid­dle of the floor in the thin

    blan­ket stripped from the apart­ment bed.




    “Not asleep, Lit­tle Fa­ther?” Rerno asked.




    “Sleep? How does one sleep when one’s ears are be­sieged by the sounds of rut­ting moose

    next door?”




    “Sor­ry, Lit­tle Fa­ther. It was just some­thing that hap­pened.”




    “Any­way, I am not speak­ing to you,” Chi­un said, “so I would ap­pre­ci­ate your mov­ing

    your bleached noisy car­cass out of my room.”




    “In a lit­tle while, none of us may be talk­ing to any­body,” Re­mo said. “There may be a

    bomb on the grounds.”




    Chi­un said noth­ing. “A nu­cle­ar bomb.” Chi­un was silent.




    “I’ll do it my­self, Chi­un,” said Re­mo. “But I don’t know much about how to find a bomb.

    If I don’t find it and we all get blown to king­dom come, I just want you to know, well, that

    it was won­der­ful know­ing you.”




    Chi­un sat up and shook his head. “You are hope­less­ly white,” he said.




    “What’s my col­or got to do with it?”




    “Ev­ery­thing. On­ly a white man would search for a bomb by try­ing to lo­cate a bomb,”

    Chi­un said as he rose and brushed past Re­mo and led the way out­doors.




    Re­mo fol­lowed and said, “It sounds rea­son­able to me, search­ing for a bomb by look­ing

    for a bomb. What would you look for? A four-​leaf clover and hope to get lucky?”




    “I,” the aged Ko­re­an said lofti­ly, “would look for tracks. But then I am on­ly a poor

    abused gen­tle soul, not near­ly so world­ly wise as you are.”




    “What do bomb tracks look like?”




    “You don’t look for bomb tracks, you im­be­cile. You look for peo­ple tracks. Un­less the

    bomb de­liv­ered it­self here, peo­ple tracks will be left by those who car­ried it.”




    “Okay. Let’s look for peo­ple tracks,” Re­mo said. “And thank you for talk­ing to me.”




    “You’re wel­come. Will you promise to wear a ki­mono?”




    “I’d rather not find the bomb,” Re­mo said.




    TV sta­tion WIMP’s chief com­peti­tor in the rat­ings, sta­tion WACK, had just ar­rived on

    the scene in the per­son of a cam­era crew and Lance Larew, an­chor­man who was, if any­thing,

    even tan­ner than Rance Ren­frew, his main ri­val in the news rat­ing race.




    He saw the two cam­er­amen from WIMP but felt elat­ed when he did not see Rance Ren­frew

    around.




    “All right, men,” he said. “Let’s set up and shoot.” He took a portable tooth­brush from

    in­side his tuxe­do pock­et and quick­ly brushed his teeth.




    A cam­era­man said to him, “Hey, if a bomb’s gonna go off here, I don’t want to be

    around.”




    “This is where the ac­tion is, boy, and where the ac­tion is, you’ll find Lance Larew and

    sta­tion WACK.”




    “Yeah, well the ac­tion may be five miles up in the air pret­ty soon if there’s a bomb and

    it goes off.”




    “Don’t wor­ry. We’ll shoot our stuff and get out of here,” Larew said. “Let’s get in on the

    grounds.”




    “I think I see some­thing,” Re­mo said.




    Stand­ing on the smooth, damp turf on the lawn, Re­mo point­ed to a se­ries of small

    im­pres­sions fol­low­ing a snaking line. “The grass is flat­tened here. A com­bat crawl,” he

    said.




    “Am­ateurs,” Chi­un said with dis­dain. He point­ed to a small in­den­ta­tion.

    “Right-​hand­ed. Even her el­bows leave prints.”




    “Her?” Re­mo said.




    “Ob­vi­ous­ly a wom­an’s el­bow,” Chi­un said.




    “Ob­vi­ous­ly,” said Re­mo.




    “With a man fol­low­ing be­hind her. But the wom­an was car­ry­ing the de­vice,” Chi­un

    said.




    “Ob­vi­ous­ly,” Re­mo said.




    “Hey, look,” Lance Larew hissed to his cam­er­amen. “I think there’s some­body up ahead. Who

    are those guys?”




    “Maybe they’re sci­en­tists,” the cam­era­man said. “Maybe. Let’s roll the cam­eras and stay

    with them in case they blow up.”




    They were talk­ing in whis­pers but fifty yards away, Chi­un turned to Re­mo and said, “Who

    are these noisy fools?”




    “I don’t know. First the bomb, then I’ll take care of them.” He looked down at the tracks.

    “I think you’re on­to some­thing.”




    “He’s on­to some­thing,” one of the cam­era crew shout­ed. He lum­bered for­ward with his

    equip­ment. Lance Larew fol­lowed him.




    “Per­haps I should dis­patch these med­dlers in­to the void,” Chi­un said, “so we may

    con­tin­ue our search in peace.”




    “Oh, I don’t know,” Re­mo said. “Kill a news­man and you nev­er hear the end of it.”




    “I don’t like per­form­ing in front of these louts, like a cir­cus ele­phant.”




    “Let me find the bomb first,” Re­mo said. He fol­lowed the line of the tracks to a

    flow­er­ing bush. He felt the ground with his fin­gers. The de­vice was there, cov­ered

    scant­ily by a coat­ing of earth.




    “Hur­ry. They are en­croach­ing,” Chi­un whis­pered as the news­men came clos­er. Fi­nal­ly,

    one of the cam­er­amen pushed for­ward quick­ly and flicked his cam­era in Chi­un’s

    di­rec­tion. Chi­un pressed his nose against the lens.




    “Hey, cut it out, Methuse­lah,” the cam­era­man said. “You’re get­ting nose grease all over

    my lens.”




    “Nose grease? The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju does not pro­duce nose grease. You have in­sult­ed me

    to the core of my be­ing.”




    “Now you’ve done it,” Re­mo called out. “I’m not re­spon­si­ble any­more.”




    “What is it you’re do­ing there?” Lance Larew shout­ed. “What are you do­ing un­der that

    bush?” Re­mo’s hands worked fast, first dis­con­nect­ing the timer, and then dis­mem­ber­ing

    the nu­cle­ar de­vice by pound­ing the met­al pieces in­to pow­der. He buried the lit­tle pile

    of black and sil­ver gran­ules be­neath the mul­ber­ry bush.




    “I said what are you do­ing there?” Larew said. He was stand­ing near Re­mo now.




    “Look­ing for the dread­ed Aus­tralian night-​stalk­er,” Re­mo said. “This is the on­ly

    night it blooms. But we missed it. We’ll have to wait un­til next year.”




    “What about the bomb?” Larew de­mand­ed.




    “There was no bomb,” Re­mo said. “We’ve been get­ting calls like that for weeks. Just

    cranks.”




    “You mean I came all this way on a crank call?” Larew said.




    “Seems like it,” Re­mo said.




    Larew stamped his foot in anger, then called to the two cam­er­amen be­hind him. “All right,

    men. We’ll do a fea­ture sto­ry any­way. Sci­en­tists prowl the grounds at mid­night look­ing

    for a rare flow­er.”




    “You don’t want to do that,” Re­mo said.




    “Don’t tell me what I want to do,” L,arew said. “First Amend­ment rights. Free­dom of the

    press. Free speech.” He turned to the cam­er­amen. “Shoot some footage on these guys.”




    The two cam­er­amen aimed at Re­mo and Chi­un, and be­gan rolling the tapes in­side the

    de­vices. Chi­un’s nar­row hazel eyes peered in­to one of the cam­eras.




    “How about a lit­tle smile?” the cam­era­man said. “Like this?” Chi­un asked, his face

    con­tort­ed in a strained smile.




    “That’s good, old man. More teeth.”




    Chi­un grabbed the cam­era and, still smil­ing, crushed it in­to a flat slab. Bow­ing, he

    hand­ed it back to the cam­era­man. “Enough teeth?” he asked.




    Re­mo grabbed the oth­er cam­era from the oth­er cam­era­man and shred­ded it in­to

    noo­dle-​shaped pieces.




    “First Amend­ment!” screamed Larew.




    Re­mo put some of cam­era pieces in­to Larew’s mouth. “First Amend­ment that,” he said.




    The news crew fled to­ward the rip in the chain-​link fence.




    “Thank you, Chi­un, for your help,” Re­mo said.




    “Will you … ?”




    “I still won’t wear a ki­mono,” Re­mo said.




    Glo­ria Muswass­er’s ear was get­ting tired. She cra­dled the tele­phone be­tween her head

    and her shoul­der while on a piece of blue pa­per she crossed out an­oth­er set of tele­vi­sion

    call let­ters.




    She di­aled an­oth­er num­ber.




    “WZRO news­room,” a male voice said.




    “I am the spokesman for the Species Lib­er­ation Al­liance,” Glo­ria said in her most

    men­ac­ing ter­ror­ist voice.




    “So?”




    “I am call­ing to claim cred­it for the near-​holo­caust at the IHAEO labs tonight.”




    “What holo­caust? What near-​holo­caust? The biggest news tonight is that the Pres­ident’s

    sleep­ing sound­ly with no bad dreams.”




    “It was near­ly a holo­caust,” Glo­ria in­sist­ed.




    “Near­ly doesn’t count.”




    “What are you talk­ing about? We al­most blew the East­ern Seaboard back to the Stone

    Age.”




    “Al­most doesn’t count ei­ther,” the bored voice on the tele­phone said.




    “Now you lis­ten, you mil­itary in­dus­tri­al pig sym­pa­thiz­er,” Glo­ria shout­ed. “We are

    the SLA and we mean to claim cred­it for an atom­ic blast that would have made Hi­roshi­ma look

    like a fart in a bot­tle. The holo­caustal po­ten­tial for this is stag­ger­ing.”




    “I don’t care if you’re the SLA, the A.F. of L. of the S-​H-​I-​T-​S,” the news­man said.

    “Noth­ing hap­pened tonight, so there’s no news.”




    “Je­sus,” Glo­ria sighed. “Noth­ing hap­pened. Al­ways you want ac­tion. You’re

    sen­sa­tion­al­ist scan­dal­mon­gers.”




    “That’s about it,” the news­man said.




    “Dis­gust­ing.”




    “If you say so,” he agreed.




    “Doesn’t in­tent count for any­thing?”




    “La­dy,” the news­man said tired­ly. “If ma­li­cious in­tent were the ba­sis for a sto­ry,

    the evening news would be forty hours long.”




    “But this was a freak­ing atom­ic bomb, you ass­hole,” Glo­ria screamed.




    “And this is a di­al tone,” the news­man said as he hung up on her.




    Glo­ria lit a cigarette from the butt of Nathan’s. “We’ve got to come up with a new plan,”

    she said.




    “They didn’t buy it?”




    “Pigs. The guy said ma­li­cious in­tent wasn’t enough.”




    “It was enough in Viet­nam,” Nathan said in his most self-​righ­teous tone.




    “What the hell is that sup­posed to mean?” Glo­ria asked.




    “I don’t know,” Nathan said mild­ly. “Talk­ing about Viet­nam is usu­al­ly safe.”




    “Viet­nam isn’t in any­more,” Glo­ria said, “so stop jerk­ing around. This is im­por­tant.

    Per­ri­weath­er’s go­ing to hit the ceil­ing when he finds out the bomb didn’t go off. He must

    have spent a for­tune on this.”




    “A for­tune,” Nathan said. Agree­ing with Glo­ria was al­most al­ways safe.




    “Maybe we can come up with some­thing just as good. Some­thing sen­sa­tion­al that the

    me­dia would be in­ter­est­ed in,” Glo­ria said.




    “WIMP wasn’t in­ter­est­ed?” Nathan asked.




    “They said they sent a crew but ev­ery­body went home.”




    “And WACK?” Nathan asked.




    “They sent a crew too and got as­sault­ed by some peo­ple watch­ing flow­ers bloom. So we’ve

    got to come up with some­thing good.”




    “Like what?”




    “Think,” Glo­ria de­mand­ed.




    Nathan pressed his eye­brows to­geth­er. “How’s this?”




    “That’s re­al good,” she said.




    “I’m think­ing. How about a protest?”




    “Protests are out,” she said. “It’s got to be big.”




    “We used to lib­er­ate banks,” Nathan said.




    “No good. Banks are out too.”




    “What’s in?”




    “Schools and su­per­mar­kets,” Glo­ria said. “Stuff like that. Mur­der­ing chil­dren is

    al­ways good.”




    “How about a hos­pi­tal,” Nathan said. “Or is that too gross?”




    “A hos­pi­tal?” Glo­ria said sharply.




    “Yeah. Re­al­ly, I didn’t mean it the way it sound­ed.”




    “That’s bril­liant. A hos­pi­tal. A chil­dren’s ward. And we’ll do it on those days when

    they bring pets to play with kids. We’ll show them to let the lit­tle bas­tards mis­treat

    an­imals.”




    “Re­al good,” Nathan said. “Right on.”




    “Don’t say that. ‘Right on’ is out.”




    “Sor­ry, Glo­ria. I meant your idea is re­al­ly the bot­tom line.”




    “It’s the max,” she said.




    “Re­al max, Glo­ria,” said Nathan.




    “Good. Now we can call Per­ri­weath­er and tell him what we’re plan­ning,” Glo­ria said. “I

    was nev­er too hot on that atom­ic-​bomb idea any­way.”




    “Too de­struc­tive?” Nathan said.




    “Naaah, but who’d be around to no­tice the blood?” Glo­ria asked.


  




  

    Chapter 11




    Dr. Dex­ter Mor­ley was sit­ting on a high stool, his pudgy cheeks flushed, his fat lit­tle

    fin­gers clasped to­geth­er in his lap, when Per­ri­weath­er en­tered the lab. The lit­tle

    sci­en­tist’s lips curved in­to a pride­ful quick grin when he saw his em­ploy­er.




    “Well?” Per­ri­weath­er asked im­pa­tient­ly.




    “The ex­per­iment is com­plete,” Mor­ley said. His voice quiv­ered with ex­cite­ment and

    ac­com­plish­ment.




    “Where is it?” Per­ri­weath­er asked, brush­ing past the sci­en­tist and head­ing for the

    lab ta­bles.




    “There are two of them,” Mor­ley said, try­ing fran­ti­cal­ly and fu­tile­ly to keep

    Per­ri­weath­er’s hands off the ster­ile sur­faces in the lab. “If you’ll just wait a mo­ment .

    . .”




    “I’ve wait­ed enough mo­ments,” Per­ri­weath­er snapped. “Where?”




    Dr. Mor­ley stiff­ened at the re­buke but went to get a small cheese­cloth-​cov­ered box on

    a shelf. As his hands touched it, they trem­bled. “Here,” he said, his voice hushed and filled

    with awe as he re­moved the cloth.




    Be­neath it was a Plex­iglas cube. In­side the cube was a piece of rot­ting meat. Sit­ting

    on top of the meat, feed­ing and lazi­ly twitch­ing, were two red-​winged flies.




    “A breed­ing pair?” Per­ri­weath­er asked. “You got a breed­ing pair?”




    “Yes, Mr. Per­ri­weath­er.”




    In­vol­un­tar­ily, Per­ri­weath­er gasped at the sight of the flies. He lift­ed the plas­tic

    cube with hands so gen­tle that the flies nev­er moved from the piece of meat. He watched them

    from ev­ery an­gle, turn­ing the cube this way and that, ob­serv­ing them from be­low and above

    and eye-​to-​eye, mar­veling at the stained-​glass red­ness of their wings.




    “Their wings are ex­act­ly the col­or of fresh hu­man blood,” he whis­pered.




    As he watched, the two flies rose from the meat and briefly cou­pled in the air be­fore

    set­tling back down. Al­most to him­self, Per­ri­weath­er said, “If I could on­ly find a wom­an

    who could do that.”




    For some rea­son, Dr. Dex­ter Mor­ley felt vague­ly em­bar­rassed, like a Peep­ing Tom

    caught in the act. He cleared his throat and said, “Ac­tu­al­ly, the two flies are ex­act­ly

    like or­di­nary house­flies, ex­cept for the col­or of the wings. Mus­ca do­mes­ti­ca of the

    or­der Diptera.”




    “They’re not ex­act­ly like house­flies,” said Per­ri­weath­er, cast­ing a sharp glance at

    the sci­en­tist. “You didn’t change that, did you?”




    “No. No, I didn’t.”




    “Then it’s the ul­ti­mate life form,” Per­ri­weath­er said slow­ly, ro­tat­ing the plas­tic

    cube as if it were a flaw­less blue-​white di­amond that he had just found in his

    back­yard.




    “Well, I wouldn’t go that far,” Dr. Mor­ley said, flut­ter­ing his eye­lids and at­tempt­ing

    a weak smile.




    “What would you know?” Per­ri­weath­er hissed.




    “Uh. Yes, sir. What I was about to say was that in most re­spects the species is an

    or­di­nary house­fly. Shape and struc­ture. Its eat­ing habits are the same, which

    un­for­tu­nate­ly makes it a dis­ease bear­er, al­though I be­lieve that in time we could

    elim­inate-“




    “Why would you want to elim­inate that?” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “What? Its dis­ease-​bear­ing prop­er­ties?” Per­ri­weath­er nod­ded.




    “Why . . .” The sci­en­tist shook his head. “Per­haps we are not com­mu­ni­cat­ing, Mr.

    Fer­ri­weath­er. Flies do bear dis­ease.”




    “Of course. If they didn’t, there would be even more hu­mans on earth to­day than we’ve

    al­ready got.”




    “I … er, I guess I see your point,” Mor­ley said. “I think. But still, Mus­ca mor­leyalis is

    still a dis­ease bear­er and there­fore dan­ger­ous.”




    “Mus­ca morteyalis?” Per­ri­weath­er asked. His face was ex­pres­sion­less.




    Mor­ley flushed. “Well, gen­er­al­ly, dis­cov­er­ies such as these are at­tribut­ed to the

    sci­en­tist who . . .”




    Per­ri­weath­er’s face still showed no ex­pres­sion as he said, “Try Mus­ca

    Per­ri­weather­alis.” Fi­nal­ly his face broke in­to a small smile.




    The sci­en­tist cleared his throat. “Very well,” he said soft­ly.




    “Why are their wings red?” Per­ri­weath­er asked.




    “Ah.” The sci­en­tist flushed. He was more com­fort­able talk­ing about bi­ol­ogy than

    dis­put­ing names with his ter­ri­fy­ing em­ploy­er. “The amino acids de­vel­oped in this

    species are, as I said, rad­ical­ly dif­fer­ent from the or­di­nary house­fly’s. Not on­ly in

    type, but in lo­ca­tion. Ap­par­ent­ly, that pro­duced the ge­net­ic mu­ta­tion that gave us

    the red wings. Nat­ural­ly, when the ex­per­iments con­tin­ue and we de­stroy these

    par­tic­ular or­gan­isms, then we’ll start to re­lo­cate the-“




    “De­stroy? De­stroy what?” Per­ri­weath­er’s eyes blazed.




    “Since we have all the pa­per­work, it re­al­ly isn’t nec­es­sary to keep the ac­tu­al

    or­gan­isms, par­tic­ular­ly since their res­pi­ra­to­ry sys­tems are de­vel­oped to a point

    that makes them in­com­pat­ible with oth­er forms of life.”




    “Mean­ing?”




    “Mean­ing that these flies are im­mune to DDT, oth­er pes­ti­cides and all poi­sons,”

    Mor­ley said.




    “That was the point, wasn’t it?”




    “That was ex­act­ly the point,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    His eyes sparkled. “All pes­ti­cides?”




    “All pes­ti­cides cur­rent­ly known. Al­low me.” He lift­ed the plas­tic cube from

    Per­ri­weath­er’s hands and placed it on the gleam­ing white lab ta­ble. Wear­ing rub­ber

    gloves, he in­sert­ed the gauze fly­catch­er in­to the box and with­drew one of the flies. Next

    he opened a small con­tain­er from which a soft hiss is­sued. “Pure DDT,” Mor­ley said as he

    low­ered the fly­catch­er in­to the con­tain­er and closed the top.




    “What’s go­ing to hap­pen?” Per­ri­weath­er asked anx­ious­ly.




    “Ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing,” Mor­ley said. “There’s enough pure pes­ti­cide in that-“




    “Please don’t re­fer to them as pes­ti­cides,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “Sor­ry, there’s enough DDT in there to kill a coun­try full of flies. But no­tice the

    con­di­tion of Mus­ca per­ri­weather­alis.” He pulled out the gauze fly­catch­er and cov­ered

    the top of the box. In­side the gauze, the red-​winged fly buzzed an­gri­ly. When he placed it

    back in­to the plas­tic cube, it dart­ed straight for the piece of meat.




    “He’s still alive,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “And un­harmed,” Mor­ley added. “It can sur­vive in an at­mo­sphere of pure methane,” the

    sci­en­tist said proud­ly. “Or cyanide. Or any poi­son you can think of.”




    “Then it’s in­vin­ci­ble.”




    “That’s why it has to be de­stroyed,” Mor­ley said. “I’m sure you wouldn’t want to risk

    hav­ing a crea­ture like this loose in our at­mo­sphere,” he said. “As it is, the pre­cau­tions

    I’ve tak­en with it have been enor­mous. But the dan­ger grows as the pair breeds. If even one

    such fly gets out of this lab alive, it could sig­nif­icant­ly jeop­ar­dize the eco­log­ical

    bal­ance of the plan­et.”




    “A fly that can’t be poi­soned,” Per­ri­weath­er said proud­ly.




    “As you know, Mr. Per­ri­weath­er, it is much more than that. There are the oth­er things it

    does. Its abil­ity to bite, for in­stance, un­like Mus­ca do­mes­ti­ca. And the re­sult of its

    bites. You know, Mr. Per­ri­weath­er, when I first came here to work, you promised that one day

    you would tell me how you had de­vel­oped those ini­tial mu­ta­tions.”




    “Let’s see the demon­stra­tion again,” Per­ri­weath­er said. Mor­ley no­ticed that his

    em­ploy­er was breath­ing hard.




    “Must we?”




    “We must,” Per­ri­weath­er said. His voice was a soft un­in­flect­ed drone, al­most like a

    buzz, but it chilled Mor­ley more than shout­ing would have.




    “Very well.”




    The sci­en­tist went to a far cor­ner of the lab to a ter­rar­ium filled with sala­man­ders.

    He took one out and brought it back to the plas­tic cube con­tain­ing the flies.




    “You be care­ful. I don’t want that lizard ac­ci­den­tal­ly eat­ing one of those flies.”




    “It won’t,” Mor­ley said. He cov­ered the sala­man­der’s head and held it in­side the

    con­tain­er with the flies. One of the flies light­ed on the sala­man­der’s tail for a sec­ond,

    then hopped back on­to the lump of ran­cid meat.




    Mor­ley tossed the sala­man­der in­to an­oth­er clear plas­tic con­tain­er that al­ready

    held a large wood frog. The frog was a dozen times larg­er than the lizard; its body weight

    must have been one hun­dred times as great. The frog looked at the sala­man­der and flicked out

    a lazy tongue.




    Per­ri­weath­er moved up next to the plas­tic cube; his face touched it as he watched to see

    what would hap­pen next.




    The frog flicked out its tongue again and al­most in­stant­ly its tongue had been sev­ered

    and was ly­ing on the bot­tom of the con­tain­er, still twitch­ing re­flex­ive­ly. The frog’s

    eyes bulged in ter­ror as the sala­man­der at­tacked it, bit­ing it fierce­ly, and ripped off

    large chunks of skin from its body. Then the lizard grabbed and ripped the limbs from the frog.

    The frog’s eyes burst in­to blobs of jel­ly. Its clear-​col­ored blood sprayed against the

    plas­tic sides of the con­tain­er. It made a fee­ble sound; then its res­onat­ing cav­ities

    were filled with its own bod­ily flu­ids. The frog twitched, and then lay im­mo­bile on the

    floor of the cage, as the tiny sala­man­der crawled atop it, still at­tack­ing.




    An­oth­er two more min­utes, the in­te­ri­or of the plas­tic con­tain­er was in­vis­ible

    from the out­side. The frog’s en­trails and flu­ids had cov­ered the sides. Silent­ly Dr.

    Mor­ley lift­ed the top of the box and in­sert­ed a long hy­po­der­mic nee­dle and with­drew it

    with the dead sala­man­der im­paled on the tip.




    “Air in­ject­ed right in­to the heart,” he said, toss­ing the rep­tile in­to a plas­tic bag.

    “On­ly way I know to kill it.”




    He looked at Per­ri­weath­er. “Now you see why these two must be de­stroyed?”




    Per­ri­weath­er looked at the flies for a long time be­fore look­ing back to the

    sci­en­tist.




    “I’ll take care of it,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “For the time be­ing, guard them with your

    life.”




    The room up­stairs was dark, as it al­ways was, and hot, and smelled of sweet­ness and rot.

    VVal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III en­tered qui­et­ly, as he al­ways did, care­ful­ly re­plac­ing

    the key in his jack­et pock­et af­ter un­lock­ing the door. The dust in the room lay in sheets

    across the an­cient vel­vet fur­ni­ture with del­icate cro­cheted doilies.




    Per­ri­weath­er walked soft­ly across the dusty thread­bare rug to a high man­tel cov­ered

    with an­tique silk. On top of the silk was on­ly one ob­ject, a tiny jew­eled case thick­ly

    crust­ed with gold and pre­cious stones.




    Lov­ing­ly he picked up the case and held it for sev­er­al min­utes in the palm of his hand.

    He stared at it, not speak­ing, not mov­ing, ex­cept for the gen­tle strokes of his fin­gers

    up­on its jew­eled sur­face.




    Fi­nal­ly, tak­ing a deep breath, he opened the case. In­side lay the tiny corpse of a

    fly.




    Per­ri­weath­er’s eyes soft­ened with a film of tears. With a trem­bling fin­ger, he touched

    the hairy, still lit­tle body.




    “Hel­lo, Moth­er.”


  




  

    Chapter 12




    Per­ri­weath­er was back at the desk in his study when the tele­phone rang.




    “Mr. Per­ri­weath­er,” Glo­ria Muswass­er said. “We’re sor­ry but the bomb didn’t go

    off.”




    When she got off the tele­phone, she would tell Nathan that Per­ri­weath­er didn’t seem to

    mind at all. He was cor­dial. More than cor­dial.




    “It wasn’t our fault ei­ther,” Glo­ria said. “The fuck­up was due to the para­noid

    in­sen­si­tiv­ity of the un­en­light­ened news me­dia and-“




    “No mat­ter, Mrs. Muswass­er,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “I have con­tin­gen­cy plans.”




    “So do we,” Glo­ria said, think­ing of the chil­dren’s ward at the hos­pi­tal. “Nathan and I

    just came up with some­thing so fan­tas­tic, so big, you’re go­ing to re­al­ly love it.”




    “I’m sure I will,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “Why don’t you come out to the house and tell me

    about it?”




    “Re­al­ly? Re­al­ly? You’re not mad?”




    “Do I seem an­gry?” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “Say, you’re re­al­ly a good sport,” Glo­ria said. “We’ll start right up there.”




    “I’ll be ex­pect­ing you.”




    “Mr. Per­ri­weath­er, you won’t be sor­ry. The new plan will get rid of all your

    prob­lems.”




    “Yes, it will,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “You haven’t even heard it yet.”




    “I’m sure it will. You and Nathan, I know, will get rid of all my prob­lems,”

    Per­ri­weath­er said as he hung up.




    Glo­ria Muswass­er said to Nathan, “He’s a lit­tle on the weird side, but he’s okay. He

    wants us to come up to Mas­sachusetts and tell him about the new plan. He wants us to solve all

    his prob­lems.”




    “Bot­tom line. Re­al­ly bot­tom line,” Nathan said with au­thor­ity.


  




  

    Chapter 13




    The Muswassers ar­rived six hours late. First, they had got­ten lost and wound up in

    Penn­syl­va­nia in­stead of Mas­sachusetts. Then they had seen a the­ater play­ing their

    all-​time fa­vorite movie, The Chi­na Syn­drome, so they stopped to see it for the

    twen­ty-​sev­enth time.




    When Per­ri­weath­er met them at the door of his home, they of­fered him a flur­ry of

    se­cret hand­shakes. He po­lite­ly re­fused them all so they shook each oth­er’s hands.




    Per­ri­weath­er es­cort­ed them in­to a sparse­ly fur­nished room in a far wing of the

    man­sion.




    “Wait till you hear our idea, Wal­ly boy,” said Glo­ria ex­pan­sive­ly.




    “I’m sure it will be won­der­ful.”




    “We’re sor­ry about the TNT and the atom­ic bomb. They just didn’t work and we feel bad

    about it,” Nathan said.




    “You mustn’t feel bad. Af­ter all, look at all the chim­panzees you helped de­stroy by

    get­ting that pack­age de­liv­ered to Uwen­da,” Per­ri­weath­er said sar­cas­ti­cal­ly.




    “Well, not as good as del­egates di­rect­ly,” Glo­ria said. “But at least the chimps killed

    some of the del­egates. That was good.”




    “It cer­tain­ly was,” Per­ri­weath­er said agree­ably. “So good that I thought you ought to

    be re­ward­ed.”




    “That’s re­al nice, Wal­ly,” Glo­ria said.




    “Would you two care for a glass of sher­ry?” Per­ri­weath­er asked.




    “Got any weed?” Nathan said be­fore his wife el­bowed him in the ribs.




    “Sher­ry’d be fine,” Glo­ria said.




    Per­ri­weath­er nod­ded. “Good. I’ll be right back. Wait here for me and then I’ll show you

    how you’re go­ing to fit in­to our great new plan of at­tack.” He closed the door to the room

    be­hind him as he went out.




    Glo­ria and Nathan roamed around the room with its two met­al chairs and small plas­tic

    Par­sons ta­ble. “Look at this,” Nathan said. He picked up a framed ob­ject from the ta­ble and

    hand­ed it to Glo­ria. It was a col­lec­tion of lit­tle hu­man-​shaped dolls speared through

    their tor­sos with pins, their arms and legs splayed wide like the ap­pendages of in­sects in a

    dis­play cage. “He’s bug­gy,” Nathan whis­pered. “Don’t tell me.”




    “He’s in­to bugs,” Glo­ria said.




    “I thought the Species Lib­er­ation Al­liance meant an­imals,” Nathan said. “Like pup­pies

    and things. Harp seals. En­dan­gered species. Who the hell ev­er en­dan­gered a bug

    species?”




    “That’s be­cause you’re nar­row-​mind­ed,” Glo­ria said. “Bugs are an­imals. They sure

    aren’t veg­etable or min­er­al. And since Per­ri­weath­er’s been putting up all the mon­ey for

    the SLA, I guess he ought to have a say in what we try to lib­er­ate.”




    “Yeah, but bugs aren’t cute,” Nathan said as he put the dis­play case back on the ta­ble.

    “Ev­er try to snug­gle up to a mosquito?”




    “That’s your bour­geois un­lib­er­at­ed up­bring­ing,” Glo­ria said. “You have to learn to

    ac­cept bugs as your equals.”




    The li­brary door opened a crack and a tiny buzzing crea­ture flew in. The door closed

    sharply be­hind it, and Glo­ria heard a sound like two heavy bolts slid­ing in­to place in­side

    the door.




    “What’s that?” Nathan said.




    “It’s a fly,” Glo­ria said. “It’s got red wings.”




    “Maybe it’s a pet. Maybe it wants to be friends.” The fly was cir­cling around Nathan’s

    head. “Go ahead, Nathan. Hold out your hand to it.”




    “It wants to crap on my hand,” Nathan said.




    “Nathan,” Glo­ria said men­ac­ing­ly.




    “Ah, I nev­er met a fly that want­ed to shake hands be­fore,” Nathan said.




    “That was in the old days. Our whole way of think­ing about our in­sect friends has to

    change,” Glo­ria said.




    “All right, all right,” Nathan said.




    “Go ahead. Give the fly your hand.”




    “What if he bites it?”




    “Stupid. Lit­tle flies don’t bite.”




    “Some of them do,” Nathan said.




    “What of it? Maybe he needs the nour­ish­ment. You wouldn’t want it to starve, would you?

    For lack of a lit­tle blood when you’ve got so much of it?”




    “I guess not,” Nathan said mis­er­ably and held out his arm.




    “That’s bet­ter,” Glo­ria said. “Come on, lit­tle fly. We’ll call him Red. Come on, Red.

    Come say hel­lo to Glo­ria and Dad­dy Nathan.”




    The fly land­ed in the crook of Nathan’s el­bow. From out­side the door to the room,

    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III heard a shriek, then a growl. And then an­oth­er shriek as Glo­ria

    too was bit­ten.




    He slid shut yet a third steel bolt in the door, pat­ted the door, and a thin smile creased

    his face.




    Dr. Dex­ter Mor­ley was fran­tic when he burst in­to Per­ri­weath­er’s study.




    “They’re gone. Both of them. I just went to the bath­room for a mo­ment and when I came back

    they were gone.”




    “I have the flies,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “Oh. Thank heav­ens. I was so wor­ried. Where are they?”




    “I told you I’d take care of them.” Per­ri­weath­er’s eyes were like ice.




    “Yes, sir,” Mor­ley said. “But you’ve got to be re­al­ly care­ful with them. The’re very

    dan­ger­ous.”




    Al­though the ice-​blue eyes were still frozen, Per­ri­weath­er’s lips formed a tight smile.

    “You’ve achieved quite a mile­stone, Doc­tor,” he said.




    Mor­ley fid­get­ed. Praise seemed not to be­long on Per­ri­weath­er’s lips. He nod­ded

    be­cause he did not know what else to do.




    “You asked me, Doc­tor, how I had pro­duced the oth­er changes in that fly. The abil­ity to

    bite and its ef­fect on crea­tures that it did bite.”




    “Yes. I am re­al­ly in­ter­est­ed in that.”




    “The truth is, Doc­tor . . .” Per­ri­weath­er rose to his feet. “I’ve tak­en the lib­er­ty

    of invit­ing a few friends over to help us cel­ebrate. I didn’t think you’d mind.”




    “Of course not.”




    “They’re wait­ing for us. Why don’t we walk over there?” Per­ri­weath­er said. He clapped a

    big hand on Dr. Mor­ley’s shoul­der and steered the sci­en­tist to­ward the door. As they

    walked, he con­tin­ued talk­ing.




    “Ac­tu­al­ly, I had an­oth­er sci­en­tist work­ing ear­li­er for me,” Per­ri­weath­er said.

    “Those two break­throughs were his. But he could nev­er come up with the big break­through.

    That hon­or was re­served for you.”




    “Thank you. That’s very kind. Who was the oth­er sci­en­tist?” Mor­ley asked.




    Per­ri­weath­er paused with Mor­ley out­side a door. Qui­et­ly he be­gan to slide back the

    bolts in the door. “Yes, it was a great achieve­ment,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “You’ve made the

    new species un­kil­lable and that should put your name in the hon­or rolls of sci­ence for all

    time. You made on­ly one lit­tle mis­take.”




    “Oh, what was that?”




    “You said the flies should be ready to breed in a few weeks?”




    “Yes.”




    “They al­ready have and we’ve got pret­ty lit­tle mag­gots al­ready grow­ing on that piece

    of meat.”




    “Oh my God. They’ve got to be de­stroyed. If one gets out … they’ve got to be

    de­stroyed.”




    “Wrong again, Dr. Mor­ley. You’ve got to be de­stroyed.”




    He pulled the door open, pushed the sci­en­tist in­side, and slammed the door shut, push­ing

    the bolts back in place.




    There were growls, no longer rec­og­niz­able as the voic­es of Glo­ria and Nathan

    Muswass­er. Then there was a scream, a thump and the sick­en­ing sound of flesh be­ing torn

    from bone.




    Per­ri­weath­er knew the sound. He pressed his ear to the door and rev­eled in it. As a

    child, he had once torn the flesh from a cat in the gar­den­er’s tool­shed. He had found some

    car­pen­ter’s tools, a vise and a clamp, and had used them to dis­mem­ber the an­imal. The cat

    had sound­ed like that too. And Per­ri­weath­er had felt the same sat­is­fac­tion then.




    He’d caught the cat play­ing with a spi­der­web. The cat had trapped the spi­der and had

    been play­ing with it as if it were some kind of toy. He had taught the cat a les­son. And

    then, when the gar­den­er had caught him with the bloody cat in his hands, he had taught the

    gar­den­er a les­son too.




    The gar­den­er had tried to un­tan­gle the dead cat from the clamps and while he was

    work­ing and mut­ter­ing that young Wal­dron was go­ing to learn the dif­fer­ence be­tween

    right and wrong, by God, the boy had calm­ly and silent­ly moved a stool be­hind the old man,

    climbed on it, lift­ed a brick over his head and smashed it in­to the spot­ted, white-​haired

    skull. Then he had set fire to the shed and that was the end of the gar­den­er. Along with all

    his in­sec­ti­cides and poi­sons.




    It was in those ear­li­er mem­ories that the SLA had tak­en form. Of course, Wal­dron

    Per­ri­weath­er couldn’t care less about most an­imals. They were coarse, hy­giene-​ob­sessed

    things that cared as lit­tle for in­sects as hu­man be­ings did. But when he had first tried

    re­cruit­ing peo­ple for the In­sect Lib­er­ation Front, no one had seemed par­tic­ular­ly

    in­ter­est­ed. Hu­man be­ings were self-​cen­tered crea­tures who want­ed to be­lieve that they

    were the su­pe­ri­or species of earth. Most of them didn’t even know that they were

    out­num­bered by in­sects more than a mil­lion to one. As far as most ig­no­rant hu­mans were

    con­cerned, in­sects were ob­jects to be swat­ted with­out a thought. Lit­tle boys tore the

    wings off flies for sport. House­wives reg­ular­ly sprayed their kitchens with fly poi­sons.

    They let out plas­tic con­tain­ers that emit­ted tox­ic fumes just to avoid shar­ing their

    space with flies. The in­jus­tice of it was too great to be borne.




    But he couldn’t in­ter­est any­one in the In­sect Lib­er­ation Front, so qui­et­ly, us­ing a

    lot of oth­er peo­ple as the up-​front lead­ers, he had be­gun the Species Lib­er­ation

    Al­liance. He put up the mon­ey and di­rect­ed it. In the ear­ly days, the pub­lic mem­bers

    took the cred­it. Now, as the group had be­come more vi­olent in its meth­ods, the pub­lic

    mem­bers took the blame. All Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er got was the sat­is­fac­tion of a job well

    done.




    But now the bat­tle was al­most over. He had his in­vin­ci­ble weapon. One of them was alive

    in the Plex­iglas cube in his of­fice, and an­oth­er twelve were lit­tle mag­gots, gorg­ing

    them­selves on ran­cid beef. In an­oth­er day or two, they would be red-​winged beau­ties too.

    Ready to take their re­venge on the earth.




    Up­stairs, in the dusty qui­et room hous­ing the jew­eled minia­ture cas­ket,

    Per­ri­weath­er spoke soft­ly to the with­ered black in­sect.




    “It has be­gun, Moth­er,” he said. “I told you that your death would be avenged. The

    pun­ish­ment is com­ing for all those who could so ca­su­al­ly kill our kind as if we were of

    no im­por­tance. They will see our im­por­tance, Moth­er. The new red-​winged fly will be our

    aveng­ing an­gel.”




    He thought for a mo­ment. “There are two ob­sta­cles yet to deal with, Moth­er. The two new

    sci­en­tists at the IHAEO lab­ora­to­ry. From what I hear, they claim to be even fur­ther

    ad­vanced than Dr. Rav­its was. And they were re­spon­si­ble for the mass mur­der in Uwen­da,

    wip­ing out the Ung bee­tle.”




    A tear rolled down his cheek as he thought of the hor­ri­ble num­bers of in­sects killed.

    “They’re mon­sters, Moth­er. But don’t wor­ry. Their time is com­ing. This Dr. Re­mo and this

    Dr. Chi­un will see no more sun­ris­es.”


  




  

    Chapter 14




    Bar­ry Schweid had fi­nal­ly sim­pli­fied the steps nec­es­sary to get the in­for­ma­tion

    from the small at­tache-​case com­put­er. Smith still did not un­der­stand how Schweid was able

    to use some­thing he called cos­mic en­er­gy for stor­age, but that didn’t mat­ter. It was

    enough that any bit of in­for­ma­tion that went in­to CURE’s main com­put­ers at Fol­croft and

    on St. Mar­tin Is­land would in­stant­ly be trans­ferred to the small hand-​held at­tache case.

    And now Smith no longer need­ed Schweid to ac­cess that in­for­ma­tion: he could get it

    him­self.




    Schweid had al­so worked out the era­sure mech­anisms for the main com­put­er: He had

    al­ready in­stalled it on the St. Mar­tin equip­ment and when Smith went back to Fol­croft, he

    would do the same with the main­frame com­put­ers there. CURE’s in­for­ma­tion would be safe

    from in­va­sion. If any­one should ev­er en­ter the com­put­er line, it would

    in­stan­ta­neous­ly erase it­self.




    It was ab­so­lute safe­ty, ab­so­lute­ly fool­proof, and Smith felt good.




    Un­til he felt the click in the at­tache case which meant that there was a tele­phone call

    for him.




    When he opened the case, he saw a small green light lit. That meant the call was com­ing

    from his of­fice in Rye, New York, and he was sur­prised.




    The green light had nev­er been lit be­fore. Mrs., Mikul­ka, his sec­re­tary, was far too

    ef­fi­cient to re­quire any help from him dur­ing the time he spent away from the of­fice.




    Ac­tu­al­ly, it was Mrs. Mikul­ka who ran the day-​to-​day op­er­ations of the san­itar­ium,

    and her salary, if not her ti­tle, re­flect­ed it. She knew noth­ing about CURE and if her

    su­pe­ri­or of­ten seemed in­or­di­nate­ly en­grossed in some busi­ness that need­ed no one but

    him­self to run it, she kept that opin­ion to her­self. Ac­tu­al­ly, she be­lieved that Smith

    had him­self some kind of time-​con­sum­ing hob­by, like cor­re­spon­dence chess, and not a

    busi­ness that he or­ga­nized and man­aged, be­cause she felt that Harold Smith was one of

    those men who could not or­ga­nize a but­ton in­to a but­ton­hole un­aid­ed.




    “Yes, Mrs. Mikul­ka,” he said in­to the small portable tele­phone in the case.




    It couldn’t be any­thing bad, Smith thought. His se­cu­ri­ty prob­lems with the com­put­ers

    were solved; Re­mo had ob­vi­ous­ly found and dis­armed the atom­ic weapon be­cause there had

    been no ex­plo­sion, and he had faith that Re­mo and Chi­un would soon put an end to who­ev­er

    was be­hind the at­tacks on the IHAEO labs. And Dr. Rav­its’ great sci­en­tif­ic break­through

    was safe and now be­longed to the world’s sci­en­tif­ic com­mu­ni­ty. The day might come when

    the world would be free of de­struc­tive in­sects, and if that hap­pened, CURE could take some

    of the qui­et cred­it. Noth­ing bad could hap­pen to Smith now.




    “I’m sor­ry to both­er you, Dr. Smith,” Mrs. Mikul­ka said hes­itant­ly. There was a catch

    in her voice. Her words trailed off in­to si­lence.




    “Hel­lo. Mrs. Mikul­ka, are you there?”




    “Yes, sir,” the wom­an said. “I don’t know quite how to tell you this . . .”




    “Go ahead, please,” Smith said, but tried not to be snap­pish with the wom­an. “I’m

    ex­pect­ing an­oth­er call and I’d like to keep this con­ver­sa­tion brief.” The truth was,

    Smith was ex­pect­ing no oth­er call. He didn’t like to tie up any tele­phone line. The more

    words, the more chance of some­one over­hear­ing them.




    “Of course, sir,” she said. “The of­fices have been bro­ken in­to.”




    “The com­put­ers down­stairs?” Smith said. “No, they weren’t touched. It was my desk.”




    “What in the desk?” Smith asked mild­ly, feel­ing a wave of re­lief flood his body. There

    was noth­ing of im­por­tance to CURE in her desk.




    “Your tele­phone book, sir.”




    Tele­phone book? All the tele­phone num­bers in the world had been pro­grammed in­to the

    Fol­croft com­put­ers years be­fore.




    “The old book,” she con­tin­ued. “The ad­dress book you gave me. It was be­fore you built

    your com­put­ers. You had me type all your num­bers in­to a di­rec­to­ry. I think it was in

    1968.”




    He re­mem­bered. It was tak­ing a risk back then, hav­ing eyes oth­er than his own see the

    ma­te­ri­al he was as­sem­bling to put in­to the com­put­ers. For that rea­son, he had nev­er

    hired a per­ma­nent sec­re­tary, us­ing in­stead an end­less se­ries of tem­po­rary typ­ists to

    han­dle the over­whelm­ing pa­per­work.




    The typ­ists were dull things as a rule, slow and some­times too in­quis­itive about

    re­ports that ob­vi­ous­ly had noth­ing to do with the ad­min­is­tra­tion of a nurs­ing home

    for the el­der­ly. On­ly Mrs. Mikul­ka, on the days she worked for Smith, met his

    re­quire­ments. She was fast, well-​or­ga­nized and to­tal­ly ac­cu­rate, and most im­por­tant,

    asked no ques­tions about the work.




    Even­tu­al­ly, af­ter the com­put­ers were in­stalled, Smith took her on per­ma­nent­ly,

    know­ing that the san­itar­ium busi­ness at Fol­croft would run smooth­ly and un­ob­tru­sive­ly

    un­der her keen and dis­creet eye. But the tele­phone book was dif­fer­ent. It con­tained a

    list of num­bers, all cod­ed but de­ci­pher­able, of ev­ery con­tact CURE had used up un­til

    1988. It con­tained the name of the man who had first re­cruit­ed Re­mo, all the

    up­per-​ech­elon Pen­tagon per­son­nel, lead­ers of for­eign coun­tries, large-​scale crime

    boss­es and the like. The in­for­ma­tion the book con­tained was of sec­ondary im­por­tance.

    Most of the cast of char­ac­ters had changed in the in­ter­ven­ing years. The dan­ger of the

    book lay in the fact of its very ex­is­tence and that it could lead an in­tel­li­gent

    ob­serv­er to won­der who would com­pile such a list of num­bers and pos­si­bly bring him to

    the re­al­iza­tion that Amer­ica had a su­per­secret agen­cy work­ing out­side the law.




    It meant ex­po­sure for CURE and once it was ex­posed, CURE was fin­ished.




    “You’re sure the book is miss­ing?” Smith asked. “Maybe you de­stroyed it years ago?”




    “I’m sure, sir. I didn’t trust the com­put­ers at the time. I thought they might do

    some­thing wrong and erase ev­ery­thing, so when I saw the old tele­phone book on your desk, I

    want­ed to please you so I picked it up and put it in my desk draw­er and it was in the back of

    the draw­er for sev­en­teen years.”




    “How do you know it was stolen?” Smith asked.




    “I . . .” She fal­tered. “I think I know who took it, Dr. Smith.”




    “Yes?”




    “My son.”




    Smith strug­gled to keep his voice calm. “What makes you say that?”




    “It was my fault, Dr. Smith,” she sobbed. “He’s a good boy, re­al­ly. It’s just that he

    al­ways gets in­to trou­ble.”




    “Please tell me on­ly the facts,” Smith said calm­ly. “It’s im­por­tant. What is your son’s

    name?”




    “Keenan, af­ter my hus­band. But it was my fault. I told him.”




    “Told him what?”




    Mrs. Mikul­ka sound­ed near­ly hys­ter­ical over the tele­phone. “Keenan came home the

    oth­er night. It’s been so long since we’ve seen him. He was trav­el­ing so much, and then

    there was some busi­ness with a rob­bery and he spent some time in prison. Not a

    max­imum-​se­cu­ri­ty prison, mind . . .




    Smith be­gan to form a men­tal pic­ture of the man who was his sec­re­tary’s off­spring: a

    lone­ly, un­lik­able young felon who al­ways looked for the easy way out. A mug­ger, thief, a

    check forg­er, a pet­ty crim­inal.




    Smith want­ed to chas­tise him­self for hir­ing Mrs. Mikul­ka with­out check­ing in­to the

    back­grounds of all her fam­ily mem­bers. Her own back­ground was im­pec­ca­ble; noth­ing about

    her had ev­er been out of place. “Did you talk to him about me?” Smith asked.




    “It was just talk, Dr. Smith,” she plead­ed. “Keenan was home and for once he didn’t just

    ask for mon­ey. I made him his fa­vorite din­ner and af­ter­ward we sat and talked, just Keenan

    and me, like the old days be­fore he left home. It was just talk.”




    “Just talk about what?” he asked. He heard her weep­ing.




    “I’m so ashamed. I’ve nev­er said a word about you be­fore . . .




    “Please go on, Mrs. Milkul­ka,” Smith said.




    “I just men­tioned ca­su­al­ly that you seemed so aw­ful­ly busy for a man with­out much to

    do. I mean …”




    “I un­der­stand. What else?”




    “Just that you were al­ways at Fol­croft from sun­rise un­til mid­night and the on­ly

    peo­ple you ev­er saw were the young man with the thick wrists and the old Chi­nese man. Keenan

    said it sound­ed like you were cov­er­ing some­thing up, and I … well, I men­tioned the old

    phone book, I don’t know why it popped in my head, and the names in it that didn’t make any

    sense like ELY­ODDE. I re­mem­ber that was one of them. And Keenan asked me if I still had the

    book and at first I said I didn’t be­cause it was so long ago but then I re­mem­bered that it

    was prob­ably still in my desk.”




    “I see,” said Smith. He felt the col­or drain from his face.




    “Keenan asked me to get the book for him,” Mrs. Mikul­ka said.




    “Did you?”




    “Of course not,” she said in­dig­nant­ly. “I told him I was go­ing to burn it in the

    morn­ing, now that I’d re­mem­bered about it. Es­pe­cial­ly since you nev­er seemed to need it,

    not once in all those sev­en­teen years. I don’t know what you spend your time on, Dr. Smith,

    but I know it’s no­body’s busi­ness but yours. Not mine and not Keenan’s.”




    “Yes,” Smith said vague­ly.




    “But, then this morn­ing when I woke up, Keenan was gone with all his things. He wasn’t

    sup­posed to leave un­til next week. That’s what his tick­et said. And then when I got to the

    of­fice, there was this mess . . .”




    “Wait a minute, Mrs. Mikul­ka. His tick­et to where?”




    “Puer­to Ri­co. You see, Keenan just came in­to some mon­ey. I didn’t ask him where he got

    it.”




    “San Juan? Is that where he’s go­ing? Do you know ex­act­ly where he’s stay­ing?”




    The line was silent for a long mo­ment. Then the wom­an said, “He said he was stay­ing in

    an­oth­er city. With a fun­ny name. He said he had a friend there, some­one he’d spent time in

    prison with. Crys­tal Ball, that’s it.”




    “Cristo­bal? San Cristo­bal?”




    “Yes, I think so.”




    “What’s the name of the friend?”




    “That I’m sure of,” she said. “Salmon.”




    “Er . . .salmon?”




    “Like the fish. Ex­cept Keenan pro­nounced it salmoan. ” Mrs. Mikul­ka paused and then

    blurt­ed out a ques­tion: “Would you like me to leave im­me­di­ate­ly, Dr. Smith? Or should I

    fin­ish off the work I’ve got first?”




    Smith’s mind was al­ready hun­dreds of miles away, al­ready plan­ning an ac­tion in the

    moun­tain vil­lage of San Cristo­bal in cen­tral Puer­to Ri­co.




    “Dr. Smith?” she said.




    “I beg your par­don,” he said.




    “My res­ig­na­tion. I know it’s nec­es­sary and if I’ve been par­ty to some kind of a crime,

    I’m will­ing to take the con­se­quences for that,” she said un­emo­tion­al­ly. “I just want­ed

    you know I didn’t do it on pur­pose.”




    “Don’t re­sign,” Smith said. “Don’t even think of that now. We will dis­cuss all that some

    oth­er time, Mrs. Mikul­ka.”




    He hung up and looked at Bar­ry Schweid, who was sit­ting across the room, try­ing to get a

    sun­tan through a tight­ly closed win­dow.




    “Need any help, Harold?” Schweid said.




    “No. I want to use this com­put­er to trace an air­line tick­et.”




    “Go ahead. I showed you how.”




    With­in a few sec­onds, Smith had con­firmed that one Keenan Mikul­ka had booked pas­sage on

    a com­mer­cial air­line to San Juan. The tick­et had been used. Smith closed the at­tache case

    and stood up.




    “Bar­ry, I’m go­ing to have to go away for a day or so.”




    “I’m go­ing to be by my­self here?”




    “Yes. This is a nice apart­ment and there’s food in the re­frig­er­ator.”




    “What should I do if the tele­phone rings?” Schweid asked.




    “An­swer it, Bar­ry,” said Smith.




    “If it’s for you, Harold?”




    “Take a mes­sage, Bar­ry.” Smith’s face was grim. “I have to go now, Bar­ry.”




    “Take me with you,” Bar­ry said.




    Smith shook his head. “I can’t. Not this time.”




    He walked out the door. Be­hind him, Bar­ry Schweid whim­pered, “Please,” and clutched his

    blue blan­ket.


  




  

    Chapter 15




    Smith drove care­ful­ly over the rut­ted dirt road lead­ing to San Cristo­bal, his left hand

    rest­ing light­ly on an at­tache case that was an ex­act du­pli­cate of the one which

    con­tained CURE’s com­put­ers.




    Smith had locked the com­put­er case in one of the lug­gage lock­ers at San Juan Air­port.

    Both cas­es had passed through se­cu­ri­ty with­out a glance. Smith had pro­duced a card

    bear­ing a false name and that false name had been greet­ed with the def­er­ence due a

    vis­it­ing king, even though Smith had flown in from St. Mar­tin, which was tech­ni­cal­ly a

    for­eign coun­try. None of the of­fi­cials rec­og­nized the face of the mid­dle-​aged man in

    the three-​piece suit but their or­ders were to ex­tend him ev­ery cour­tesy.




    Even a car was wait­ing, a gleam­ing gray Mer­cedes, but Smith had ex­changed it for a

    non­de­script Ford. He turned down the of­fer of a driv­er from air­port of­fi­cials. Smith had

    lived a life­time of se­cre­cy and did not like os­ten­ta­tion. He was in­ten­tion­al­ly

    for­get­table-​look­ing, and his man­ner was bland and in­nocu­ous. It was the way men like

    Smith were trained to look and to live.




    That very look of harm­less­ness was what of­ten kept Smith’s sort alive. It had kept him

    alive through­out the Sec­ond World War and dur­ing Ko­rea with the CIA and through the

    be­gin­ning of CURE.




    Now that Re­mo was the agen­cy’s en­force­ment arm, Smith no longer had to stay in the kind

    of phys­ical con­di­tion his pro­fes­sion had once re­quired, but the se­cre­tive cast of mind

    re­mained. It was an in­grained part of him, as nec­es­sary as his steel-​rimmed

    eye­glass­es.




    He en­tered San Cristo­bal through a back road and parked on a dusty side street. The street

    was hot in the blis­ter­ing af­ter­noon and near­ly life­less. A fat house­wife shuf­fled a

    brood of chil­dren in­to a store where flies peered out through dirty glass. A lame

    dun­col­ored dog limped in­to an al­ley­way look­ing for a scrap of garbage.




    The on­ly sounds of life came from a bar a hun­dred feet from where Smith had parked. There,

    the voic­es made the kind of hol­low nois­es of men with too much time and too lit­tle mon­ey.

    Smith walked down the block, in­to the bar, and stood at the dirty met­al counter.




    “Si, senor?” the bar­tender asked.




    “Cerveza, por fa­vor,” said Smith. When the beer came, Smith asked in bro­ken Span­ish if

    the bar­tender knew a man named Salmon.




    The man fur­rowed his brow in con­cen­tra­tion and Smith re­peat­ed, “Sal-​moan,”

    ac­cent­ing the sec­ond syl­la­ble.




    To his sur­prise, the bar­tender threw the dirty bar rag in front of Smith and turned his

    back on him. The oth­er men in the bar were silent for a mo­ment, then burst in­to rau­cous

    laugh­ter.




    “Senor,” a man with a creased red face said, as he walked up to Smith. “It is clear you do

    not un­der­stand. Salmon is a … how do you call it, nick­name. It means a fool, or a stupid

    lazy fel­low. You see?” He raised his eye­brows in­quir­ing­ly, then trans­lat­ed what he had

    just said for the oth­er six men in the tav­ern. “Es Rafael, si,” one of them shout­ed with a

    laugh. The bar­tender shook his fist at him.




    “You have hurt Rafael’s feel­ings,” the red-​faced man told Smith.




    “Oh, I’m sor­ry,” Smith said mild­ly. He be­gan to apol­ogize as best he could to the

    bar­man, but as he be­gan to speak, a bar­rel-​chest­ed man who had been sit­ting at at ta­ble

    at the side of the room stood up. His eyes met Smith’s and then he walked curt­ly to­ward the

    open en­trance out in­to the street.




    Smith took a sip of his beer, fig­ured that his beer was nine­ty cents, de­bat­ed about

    wait­ing for his change, then left a full dol­lar on the bar. The ten-​cent tip might as­suage

    the bar­tender’s hurt feel­ings, he thought.




    The street out­side was emp­ty. Smith thought for a mo­ment that the man’s ex­it had meant

    noth­ing, but he dis­missed the thought. Decades of spy work had made him aware of the

    mean­ings be­hind even sim­ple ges­tures, and he had to trust his in­stincts. With­out them, he

    had noth­ing else.




    He saw it then, sus­pend­ed on an iron­work pole near the top of a run-​down three-​sto­ry

    build­ing down the block. A sign. There were no words on it, on­ly the draw­ing of a fish. A

    salmon?




    He saw an open door at ground lev­el and walked in­to a room de­void of fur­ni­ture but

    clut­tered with box­es and crates. A few bits of pa­per were strewn on the floor. In the

    cor­ners stood rows of emp­ty beer bot­tles. A shab­by mid­dle-​aged wom­an with a face frozen

    in­to a per­ma­nent scowl wad­dled to­ward him down a cor­ri­dor from the back of the

    apart­ment.




    “Si?” she de­mand­ed with the air of one whose pri­va­cy had been vi­olat­ed.




    “I’m look­ing for a man,” he tried to ex­plain in Span­ish. “An Amer­ican-“




    “No men,” she snapped in pass­able En­glish. “Wom­en on­ly. You want?”




    “No. I don’t want a wom­an.”




    “Then go.”




    “I am look­ing for a man.”




    “Ten dol­lars.”




    “I…”




    “Ten dol­lars,” the wom­an re­peat­ed.




    Smith hand­ed her a bill re­luc­tant­ly, then fol­lowed the wom­an to a filthy kitchen in

    the back of the store. “I just want to talk,” Smith said.




    “Fol­low me,” the wom­an said. She led Smith up a rick­ety flight of stairs to the top

    land­ing. In the dim, roach-​swarm­ing cor­ri­dor, she knocked brusque­ly on a door, then

    pushed it open. “You talk in here,” she said, pushed Smith in­side, and closed the door be­hind

    him.




    Smith’s eyes took a mo­ment to ad­just to the dark­ness of the room. When they did, they

    rest­ed on a soli­tary fig­ure, a young wom­an with a tum­ble of black curls falling over her

    shoul­ders. She was sit­ting cross-​legged on a rum­pled cor­ner of the bed, wear­ing shorts

    and a tight cot­ton shirt whose three but­tons bare­ly con­tained the am­ple flesh of her

    bo­som.




    Smith cleared his throat. “That’s not nec­es­sary, Miss,” he said, an­noyed that his voice

    was bare­ly au­di­ble. “Do you speak En­glish? Habla ust­ed in­gles?”




    The girl un­tan­gled her long legs from be­neath her and rose. Her shorts stretched across

    her hips tan­ta­liz­ing­ly. She walked to­ward him, word­less­ly, the hint of a smile play­ing

    on her lips.




    Smith didn’t know what gave her away. A glance of her eyes, per­haps, or a ten­sion in her

    body as she snaked to­ward him. He did not know the rea­son but he was ready when he heard the

    first sound of the am­bush.




    Smith was no longer a young man and his re­flex­es were slow com­pared with what they had

    been dur­ing his days as an ac­tive agent. But no one with his back­ground ev­er lost the

    ra­zor-​sharp sting of fear or for­got what to do when he felt it. Crouch­ing and whirling

    about abrupt­ly, he con­nect­ed an el­bow with some­one’s mid­sec­tion. The as­sailant

    stag­gered back­ward in the dark­ened room, air whoosh­ing from his lungs.




    It gave Smith enough time to draw his au­to­mat­ic from the shoul­der hol­ster. He fol­lowed

    the man down­ward and plant­ed one foot on the man’s neck while he aimed the gun di­rect­ly at

    the man’s face.




    “You get back on the bed,” Smith growled over his shoul­der at the young wom­an. He heard

    her soft foot­steps move away, and then the squeak of the bed springs.




    Smith rec­og­nized the man’s face. It was the man who had led him from the bar.




    “Sal-​moan,” Smith said. It was not a ques­tion. The man grunt­ed and Smith dug the heel of

    his shoe, in­to the flesh of the man’s neck.




    “Are you Salmon?” Smith said. He pressed his foot down hard­er.




    With an ef­fort, the Puer­to Ri­can nod­ded, his eyes bulging.




    “Why did you set me up?” Smith ground his heel in hard­er. The bar­rel-​chest­ed man

    ges­tured help­less­ly and Smith light­ened the pres­sure enough to al­low the man to

    speak.




    “Not my idea,” the man gasped. “It’s not me you want.”




    “I know who I want. Why did he send you to me?”




    “The book-“




    “Has he got it?” Salmon nod­ded. “I’m go­ing to pay for it,” Smith said. The Puer­to

    Ri­can’s eyes widened.




    “You don’t think I will, be­cause I have a gun?” Smith said. “I don’t want to use the gun

    and I don’t want you two to fol­low me. I want that book and I’ll pay for it. You

    un­der­stand?”




    The man nod­ded.




    Keep­ing the bar­rel of the gun flush against Salmon’s head, Smith stepped back. “Get up,”

    he said.




    The man sham­bled to his feet, watch­ing Smith care­ful­ly as the Amer­ican picked up his

    leather at­tache case.




    “I want to see Keenan Mikul­ka,” Smith said. Salmon drove Smith’s car at gun­point through

    the gen­tly rolling trop­ical hills. The macadam roads be­came grav­el, then dirt, then lit­tle

    more than trails with grassy strips be­tween two rows of tire-​worn earth. He stopped the car

    at the foot of a hill dense with scrub bush and gi­ant trop­ical ferns.




    “Can’t go no fur­ther,” the Puer­to Ri­can said. “Got to walk now.”




    Smith lev­eled the gun at his face. “You first,” he said.




    They trekked up the over­grown hill, fol­low­ing a snaking foot trail. Halfway up the slope,

    Smith spot­ted a roof of cor­ru­gat­ed tin shin­ing in the red light of the low­er­ing sun.




    Salmon point­ed. “He’s in there,” he said. “He’s got a gun too.”




    His eyes nev­er leav­ing Salmon’s, Smith shout­ed: “Mikul­ka. Keenan Mikul­ka.”




    Si­lence.




    “My name is Smith. I’ve got your friend. We’re alone. Come down here. I want to talk.”




    Af­ter a mo­ment, Smith heard the rustling of leaves near the shack, then a voice call­ing

    back:




    “What do you want to talk about?”




    “Busi­ness. I’ll buy the tele­phone book from you.”




    “Who says I even know what you’re talk­ing about?” Smith poked Salmon with the gun.




    “It’s okay. He knows,” the Puer­to Ri­can yelled. “He’s got mon­ey.”




    “How much?” the voice an­swered.




    “We’ll talk when I see you,” Smith called out. Foot­steps sound­ed through the

    un­der­growth. Fi­nal­ly a young man stepped in­to the clear­ing, across from Smith and

    Salmon.




    Mikul­ka ap­peared to be in his late twen­ties with the seedy look of a man who had giv­en

    up hop­ing or dream­ing. An Army-​reg­ula­tion Colt was in his right hand, its bar­rel aimed

    di­rect­ly at Smith.




    “Sup­pose you put down that it­ty-​bit­ty gun of yours,” Mikul­ka said, smil­ing

    crooked­ly.




    “It won’t take a very big bul­let to blow out your friend’s brains,” Smith said. The Puer­to

    Ri­can was sweat­ing pro­fuse­ly. “Let’s go up to where you’re stay­ing. I want to deal.”




    “Sup­pose I don’t?” Mikul­ka said.




    Smith shrugged, a small eco­nom­ical ges­ture. “I’ve got the mon­ey,” he said. “And more

    than one bul­let.” The young man snort­ed de­ri­sive­ly, but start­ed to back up the hill.




    Smith pushed Salmon for­ward, so that the Puer­to Ri­can was sand­wiched be­tween the two

    guns.




    The tin-​roofed shack was swel­ter­ing and dark. In­side were a rum­pled cot, a ta­ble and a

    small kerosene cook­stove.




    “Where’s the mon­ey?” Mikul­ka de­mand­ed.




    Smith tossed the at­tache case on­to the dirty ta­ble, then snapped it open with one hand.

    The in­te­ri­or of the case was lined, cor­ner to cor­ner and as deep as the case, with Unit­ed

    States cur­ren­cy. Old bills in stacks, en­cir­cled by rub­ber bands.




    “How much is there?” Mikul­ka’s voice be­trayed his as­ton­ish­ment.




    “A hun­dred thou­sand in un­marked twen­ties,” Smith said.




    “Dios,” Salmon breathed soft­ly.




    Smith placed his weapon on the ta­ble. War­ily, Mikul­ka did the same.




    “What’s the deal?” the young man asked.




    “I should think that’s ob­vi­ous,” Smith said with some dis­taste. “You get the mon­ey and I

    get back the book you stole from me.”




    Mikul­ka chewed his lip. “Sup­pose I got oth­er tak­ers?” he taunt­ed. “That ain’t no list

    of call-​Flor­rie-​for-​a-​good-​time. I think maybe some for­eign coun­tries might be will­ing

    to put up more than a hun­dred grand to find out just what you do all alone in that big of­fice

    by your­self.”




    Salmon start­ed to speak but Mikul­ka si­lenced him with a vi­olent ges­ture.




    “You haven’t had time to make any con­tacts,” Smith said even­ly. “You prob­ably haven’t

    even bro­ken the code and when you do, what’ll you find? Sev­en­teen-​year-​old phone

    num­bers.”




    “I think I’ve got as much time as I want,” Mikul­ka said. He lit a cigarette, hold­ing it

    be­tween his teeth.




    “You’re wrong, Mikul­ka. The in­for­ma­tion in that book is old ma­te­ri­al. No gov­ern­ment

    will want it. It’s old ma­te­ri­al.”




    “Then why do you want it so bad?” Salmon broke in.




    “Sen­ti­men­tal val­ue,” Smith said. He turned back to Mikul­ka. “At any rate, no for­eign

    agent is go­ing to pay you and let it go at that. You’re in over your head, son.”




    “You don’t know what you’re talk­ing about,” Mikul­ka snapped.




    “Sor­ry, but I do,” Smith said. “First thing I know is that you’re a cheap, unim­por­tant

    no­body with a po­lice record.”




    “Hey, wait a minute-“




    Smith waved him down. “No in­tel­li­gence ser­vice in the world is go­ing to let you live

    for five min­utes af­ter they buy that doc­ument from you. If they did buy it. Don’t you

    un­der­stand? You’ll be killed. That’s a guar­an­tee.”




    The cigarette dan­gled non­cha­lant­ly from Mikul­ka’s lips but his Adam’s ap­ple wob­bled.

    He was fright­ened: Good, Smith thought. The young man didn’t know any­thing. It ap­par­ent­ly

    had nev­er oc­curred to him that the Unit­ed States gov­ern­ment would be as in­ter­est­ed in

    the phone book as any for­eign gov­ern­ment. He had just stolen with­out think­ing. But Smith

    had told him one great truth. No agent worth any­thing would let Mikul­ka or Salmon live for

    five min­utes af­ter get­ting the cod­ed ad­dress book.




    “De­ci­sion time,” Smith said. “Will you take the mon­ey or not? I’ve got a plane to

    catch.”




    Mikul­ka hes­itat­ed, then mo­tioned for Salmon to come clos­er. They ex­changed whis­pers

    with their gazes riv­et­ed on Smith. -




    The CURE di­rec­tor did not have to hear them to know what was be­ing said. They would sell

    him the book, take the mon­ey, then kill him, and re­sell the doc­ument to an­oth­er buy­er. It

    was the way it was al­ways done in movies and it was the log­ic of the thief, to take and to

    take again. Thieves al­ways thought like thieves; trained agents didn’t.




    “Yes or no?” Smith snapped the at­tache case shut: As he did, his thumb broke a small piece

    of black met­al off the right-​hand clasp.




    Five min­utes, he thought.




    “Sup­pose we want more time?” Mikul­ka sug­gest­ed, his eyes mock­ing.




    “I’m afraid you’re out of time.”




    Mikul­ka and Salmon ex­changed glances. From be­neath the cot, Mikul­ka picked up a

    bat­tered black leather ad­dress book and tossed it to Smith. “When you’re out of time, you’re

    out of time,” he said with a half­heart­ed at­tempt at a grin.




    Smith gave a po­lite nod, then picked his gun up from the ta­ble. Mikul­ka al­so re­trieved

    his Colt. An­oth­er stand­off.




    “I think I ought to count that mon­ey,” Mikul­ka said. “A hun­dred thou­sand, you said?”




    “Right. Count it,” Smith said. “I’m go­ing to wait out­side. With the book.”




    Four min­utes.




    He tucked the book in­to his jack­et pock­et and backed out of the shack. They were

    cow­ards, he knew, and would wait for him to turn his back. And he was count­ing on their

    try­ing to hide be­hind the walls of the shack while they picked him off.




    As he moved out­side, he saw the two men’s eyes fol­low­ing him. Their faces wore the

    self-​sat­is­fied ex­pres­sions of mug­gers cor­ner­ing an old la­dy on an emp­ty street.




    Mikul­ka sat be­hind the ta­ble, opened the case and be­gan to rif­fle through the mon­ey. -

    Smith backed away, twen­ty yards from the shack, stand­ing there, look­ing at the rick­ety

    build­ing. Thir­ty sec­onds. He be­gan to count down.




    He heard move­ment from in­side. Fif­teen sec­onds.




    Four­teen. Thir­teen. Twelve … “It’s all here,” Mikul­ka called out.




    “Good. Good-​bye, then,” Smith yelled. Three sec­onds.




    He turned his back, of­fer­ing him­self as a tar­get. Then he threw him­self on the ground a

    split sec­ond be­fore the re­port of the gun sound­ed through the woods. He half-​rolled

    to­ward the cov­er of a ter­mi­teeat­en log.




    And then there was an­oth­er sound.




    The ex­plo­sion tore the roof off the shack, send­ing rib­bons of met­al rain­ing over the

    for­est in a light show of or­ange sparks. A wall of dirt and rot­ted veg­eta­tion shot up­ward

    in a cir­cle, then plum­met­ed down. Smith cov­ered his head. A rock fell painful­ly on­to his

    thigh but he did not move. Over­head, a thou­sand trop­ical birds screeched as a stand of

    bam­boos top­pled and crashed like tooth­picks.




    And then it was silent.




    Smith dust­ed him­self off and walked back to the ru­ins of the shack. Mikul­ka lay face­up

    in the de­bris. His fea­tures were un­rec­og­niz­able. He had no eyes and his hands seemed to

    have been shred­ded by the blast. He must have been hold­ing the case of mon­ey even as he was

    fir­ing at Smith. Salmon’s body was ripped in­to three fat parts.




    In the dust and smoke, a piece of pa­per drift­ed. Smith caught it. It was part of a

    coun­ter­feit twen­ty-​dol­lar bill, one of five thou­sand iden­ti­cal bills Smith had car­ried

    in the ex­plod­ing suit­case.




    Smith felt the tex­ture of the bill. It was a good copy. Near­by, sev­er­al small fires

    smol­dered. He kicked one to life and when the flames were high enough, he took the ad­dress

    book from his pock­et and threw it in­to the blaze. He wait­ed un­til there was noth­ing left

    of the book ex­cept white ash­es.




    Then he stomped on the ash­es and left.




    Back in San Juan, he stopped at the West­ern Union of­fice and sent a tele­gram to Mrs.

    Eileen Mikul­ka, care of Fol­croft San­itar­ium, Rye, New York:




    DEAR MOTH­ER SOR­RY I CAUSED YOU SUCH GRIEF STOP AM SHIP­PING OUT TO­DAY ON MER­CHANT SHIP

    BOUND FOR SOUTH PA­CIF­IC STOP NOT COM­ING BACK STOP I LOVE YOU STOP KEENAN.




    Thir­ty words ex­act­ly. Smith thought about things like that.


  




  

    Chapter 16




    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III strode eas­ily in­to the of­fice of Dara Wor­thing­ton at IHAEO

    labs and hand­ed the wom­an his card.




    “I’m here to see Dr. Re­mo and Dr. Chi­un,” he said.




    “I’m sor­ry, Mr. Peri­win­kle, but they are not avail­able right now,” Dara said, hand­ing

    him his card back.




    “It’s Per­ri­weath­er, not Peri­win­kle, you egg-​lay­er,” he said acid­ly. “Sure­ly you’ve

    heard of me.”




    “What did you call me?”




    “I called you an egg-​lay­er.”




    “I know who you are,” Dara said sud­den­ly. “You’re the lu­natic who’s al­ways mak­ing

    ex­cus­es for vi­olence.”




    “And you be­long in a nest,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “Get those two sci­en­tists out

    here.”




    “You are the crud­est-“




    “In a nest with or­ange peels and cof­fee grounds on the bot­tom. Get them, I said.”




    Dara pressed an in­ter­com but­ton that made her voice re­ver­ber­ate around the IHAEO

    com­plex.




    “I think you are a mat­ter for se­cu­ri­ty, Mr. Per­ri­weath­er: You un­der­stand?

    Se­cu­ri­ty.”




    “I have no in­ten­tion of dis­cussing any­thing with a breed­er. Bring on your

    sci­en­tists.”




    In­side the main lab, Re­mo heard Dara’s voice. “Se­cu­ri­ty,” he said. “I think that’s

    us.”




    Chi­un un­fold­ed him­self from a lo­tus po­si­tion atop one of the ta­bles.




    “About time,” he grum­bled. “No won­der sci­en­tists are al­ways be­ing giv­en prizes. They

    de­serve medals for their abil­ity to en­dure bore­dom.”




    “I think some of them do more than sit on ta­bles,” Re­mo said.




    “If they were af­flict­ed with un­grate­ful pupils the way I am, they would be un­der the

    ta­bles, not on them,” Chi­un said.




    “Why don’t we go see what Dara wants?” Re­mo said.




    “If you wish. But if the two of you start nois­ily cou­pling in her of­fice, I do not know

    if I will be able to con­trol my­self.”




    “I’ll keep a lid on it, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “See that you do.”




    “Ah. Drs. Re­mo and Chi­un,” Per­ri­weath­er said. He hand­ed his card to­ward Re­mo, who

    ig­nored it. He shoved it in­to Chi­un’s hand. Chi­un tore it up.




    “What seems to be the trou­ble, Dara?” Re­mo asked.




    “This one called me an egg-​lay­er.”




    Chi­un chuck­led. “An egg-​lay­er,” he snort­ed. “What a won­der­ful term for the white

    fe­male.”




    Dara threw her hands up over her head in ex­as­per­ation and stormed from the of­fice.




    “I am Chi­un,” the Ko­re­an said to Per­ri­weath­er, nod­ding slight­ly.




    “And you must be Dr. Re­mo?” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “Just Re­mo will do.”




    Per­ri­weath­er thrust his hand for­ward to­ward Re­mo, who ig­nored it. In a quick glance,

    Per­ri­weath­er ap­praised the young man with the thick wrists. He didn’t look much like a

    sci­en­tist. He looked more like a se­cu­ri­ty man, prob­ably around to pro­tect the old

    Ori­en­tal. He smiled in­vol­un­tar­ily. The late Dr. Rav­its could tell them a thing or two

    about the val­ue of se­cu­ri­ty men, he thought.




    But no mat­ter. It just made his work eas­ier than he had ex­pect­ed it to be.




    “I great­ly ad­mired your work on erad­icat­ing the Ung bee­tle from Uwen­da,” he said.




    Re­mo had ap­praised Per­ri­weath­er too. The man was too smooth, too well dressed and too

    pol­ished to be a sci­en­tist. But his fin­ger­nails were dirty.




    “You read about it in the pa­pers?”




    “Yes,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “You see, I have some in­ter­est in en­to­mol­ogy my­self. Have

    a very so­phis­ti­cat­ed lab in my home. You should see it.”




    “Why?” Re­mo said cold­ly.




    “Be­cause as the two fore­most en­to­mol­ogists at IHAEO, your opin­ions on an ex­per­iment

    of mine would be re­al­ly use­ful.”




    “His opin­ion would not be use­ful at all,” Chi­un said, glanc­ing at Re­mo. “He does not

    even know the cor­rect cloth­ing to wear. How could you ex­pect him to ap­pre­ci­ate

    sci­ence?”




    Per­ri­weath­er looked at Chi­un, then in con­fu­sion glanced at Re­mo.




    “My opin­ion’s as good as any­body else’s,” Re­mo said testi­ly. “What kind of bug work do

    you do, Peri­win­kle?”




    “Per­ri­weath­er,” the man cor­rect­ed. “And please, say ‘in­sect.’ ‘Bug’ is a term . . .”

    He stopped and took a cou­ple of deep breaths to calm him­self. “They are not bugs. They are

    in­sects,” he fi­nal­ly said. “And be­cause of your mag­nif­icent work on the Ung bee­tle, I

    came to alert you to an even greater dan­ger which I have man­aged to iso­late in my

    lab­ora­to­ry.”




    “What is it?” Re­mo said.




    “I’d rather show you,” Per­ri­weath­er said. He moved clos­er and Re­mo could smell the

    scent of de­cay and rot­ting food on the man’s skin. “I know you peo­ple have had trou­ble here

    with ter­ror­ists. Well, since I have been work­ing on this project, I’ve got­ten threats. I

    ex­pect an at­tack tonight on my lab­ora­to­ry.”




    “You’ve got to tell me some­thing about what your work is about,” Re­mo told

    Per­ri­weath­er. “And please stand down­wind.”




    “Don’t tell him any­thing,” Chi­un told Per­ri­weath­er. “He’ll for­get it in two min­utes.

    He re­mem­bers noth­ing, that one.”




    There was some­thing go­ing on be­tween these two that Per­ri­weath­er did not un­der­stand,

    so he elect­ed to talk on­ly to Re­mo.




    “There is a new strain of in­sect,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “If pro­lif­er­ates very quick­ly

    and if my guess is cor­rect, it could rule the earth with­in weeks.”




    “Then why are you smil­ing?” Re­mo said.




    “Just nerves, I guess,” Per­ri­weath­er said. He clasped a hand over his mouth. Re­mo

    no­ticed that the man’s fin­gers were long and thin and sharply an­gled at the joints, like the

    legs of a spi­der.




    “We’d bet­ter go see this thing,” Re­mo said.




    “I think it’s im­por­tant,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “I have a pri­vate plane wait­ing.”




    Re­mo took Chi­un aside. “Talk to him for a few min­utes. I want to call Smit­ty and check

    him out.”




    “Yes,” Chi­un said. As Re­mo walked to the door, Chi­un called out, “You can tell the

    egg-​lay­er to re­turn to her post. Heh, heh. Egg-​lay­er. Heh, heh.”




    Re­mo di­aled the tele­phone and lis­tened to the clicks as the call switched from Al­bany

    through Den­ver and through Toron­to be­fore a tele­phone fi­nal­ly rang on the is­land of St.

    Mar­tin in the Caribbean.




    “Hel­lo?” a qua­ver­ing voice said.




    Re­mo paused be­fore an­swer­ing. “Who is this?” he said sus­pi­cious­ly.




    “It’s Bar­ry,” the voice whim­pered. “I sup­pose you’re call­ing for Dr. Smith?”




    “Maybe,” Re­mo said cau­tious­ly.




    “I’ll have to take a mes­sage. He’s not here. I wish he was. I re­al­ly miss him.”




    “Bar­ry who? Who are you?” Re­mo asked.




    “Bar­ry Schweid. I’m Dr. Smith’s best friend. His very best friend. You’re the one called

    Re­mo, aren’t you? What can I do for you?”




    “When is Smit­ty com­ing in?”




    “I don’t know. I wish he was here right now. I don’t like talk­ing on the tele­phone,”

    Bar­ry Schweid said.




    “Give him a mes­sage for me, will you?” Re­mo said.




    “Go ahead. I’ll write it down.”




    “Tell him I want to know about a man named Per­ri­weath­er. Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er the

    Third.”




    “Does that be­gin with a P?” Bar­ry asked. Re­mo hung up.




    In the man­sion, Per­ri­weath­er led them past the gleam­ing white lab­ora­to­ry to­ward a

    dark cor­ri­dor. “Don’t you want us to see the lab?” Re­mo asked. “In a mo­ment. There are a

    few things I’d like to show you first. There’s a room down here. Just fol­low me.”




    “Some­thing doesn’t smell right here,” Chi­un said in Ko­re­an as they fol­lowed a few paces

    be­hind Per­ri­weath­er down the dusty car­pet­ed hall.




    “It could be his fin­ger­nails,” Re­mo re­spond­ed in Ko­re­an. “Did you see them?”




    “Yet his clothes are im­mac­ulate.”




    “But what was that stuff about Dara be­ing an egg-​lay­er?” Re­mo asked.




    “Oh, that,” Chi­un said in dis­missal. “Yes, that.”




    “When one is speak­ing of white wom­en, all is fair,” Chi­un said.




    “I’ll ig­nore that,” Re­mo said.




    “He be­came in­censed when you used the word ‘bug,’” Chi­un said.




    “Strange for some­body who works with them all the time. Prob­ably keeps them in his

    fin­ger­nails as pets.”




    “Si­lence,” Chi­un hissed in Ko­re­an.




    “What?”




    “There are sounds com­ing from the room at the end of the hall.”




    Re­mo pitched his hear­ing low. The old man was right. Be­hind the thick door at the end of

    the cor­ri­dor some­thing was breath­ing. Some­thing huge from the sound of it. As they stepped

    clos­er, the breath­ing grew loud­er.




    “Some­one snor­ing, maybe,” Re­mo said in Ko­re­an. “From the looks of this place, sleep­ing

    might be the most fun thing to do.”




    Chi­un was not smil­ing.




    “What’s in there, Chi­un?” Re­mo asked. “What kind of an­imal?”




    “Two things,” Chi­un said.




    The noise grew loud­er. Air was hiss­ing out of lungs that sound­ed as if they were made of

    con­crete. As they neared the door­way, they could smell some­thing vile from in­side the door.

    The air be­came foul and cold.




    “Con­trol your breath­ing,” Chi­un snapped in Ko­re­an.




    The stench curled around them like smoke. Per­ri­weath­er stepped back from the door­way.

    “What’s in there?” Re­mo said.




    “The things I want you to see,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “Wait here for me. I’ve got to get some­thing from the of­fice.”




    “We’ll wait,” Re­mo said as Per­ri­weath­er strode off. To Chi­un, Re­mo said, “What­ev­er

    is in there knows we are com­ing.”




    “And doesn’t like the idea,” Chi­un said. The nois­es from in­side the room stopped for a

    mo­ment, then ex­plod­ed startling­ly, be­fore stop­ping abrupt­ly.




    Sud­den­ly, be­hind them, a steel pan­el dropped, seal­ing off the cor­ri­dor. At that

    mo­ment, the heavy door ahead of them swung open.




    Chi­un looked at the heavy steel-​plate pan­el. “For­ward or back?” Re­mo said.




    “I sup­pose we should see the sur­prise this lu­natic has pre­pared for us,” Chi­un

    said.




    The two men walked in­to the room. Two peo­ple, a man and a wom­an, were stand­ing qui­et­ly

    in­side, near the far wall. Their faces wore small smiles. Their hands were fold­ed

    cer­emo­ni­ous­ly in front of them.




    “Hel­lo,” said Re­mo. He turned to Chi­un. “What do you make of this?”




    “The an­imal sounds came from this room,” Chi­un said.




    Glo­ria Muswass­er smiled and she and Nathan moved away from each oth­er. Be­tween them, on

    the floor, was a pud­dle of blood in which float­ed a bro­ken hu­man skull. Glo­ria moved

    slow­ly to­ward Re­mo and Chi­un.




    “The wall­pa­per is red,” Re­mo said, notic­ing it for the first time.




    “It is not pa­per. It is blood,” Chi­un said.




    Glo­ria opened her mouth. A va­por of foul-​smelling gas belched from her like smoke from a

    chim­ney, along with a deep growl so loud and low it seemed to shake the walls. Her eyes

    glint­ed in­hu­man­ly.




    “You ought to take some­thing for that gas,” Re­mo said. He ca­su­al­ly ex­tend­ed a hand

    to­ward Glo­ria, but with one light­ning-​fast mo­tion she swat­ted him across the room like a

    Ping-​Pong ball. In­stinc­tive­ly Re­mo curled him­self up and struck the wall with both feet,

    bounc­ing off un­hurt.




    “What the … ?”




    Nathan was com­ing at him, shrilling like a po­lice­car whis­tle. His arms were

    out­stretched, his fin­gers blood­ied, his eyes glazed. From the cor­ner of his vi­sion, Re­mo

    could see the wom­an com­ing to­ward him too, her teeth bared like a ra­bid dog’s in a vi­cious

    ric­tus of ha­tred.




    “Take care of the man,” Chi­un said soft­ly.




    Re­mo saw the old man’s arms move in a gen­tle teas­ing cir­cle, then heard a pierc­ing

    shriek as Glo­ria, wild-​eyed, whirled in her tracks to at­tack the Ko­re­an.




    And then Nathan was mov­ing to­ward Re­mo, his head down ox­like, but mov­ing as fast as a

    blink. As he cir­cled Re­mo, swat­ting and lung­ing, his move­ments so quick they were hard to

    fol­low, Re­mo ducked the man’s un­fo­cused at­tacks as best he could.




    One crash­ing thump land­ed on Re­mo’s shoul­der blades, knock­ing the wind out of him. As

    Re­mo tried to rise, Nathan jumped in­to the air, a full six feet high, then slammed feet­first

    to­ward Re­mo.




    “All right,” Re­mo growled. “Enough of this.” He spun out of the way a split sec­ond be­fore

    Nathan land­ed. The force of the man’s feet broke the floor­boards be­neath the car­pet and

    Nathan sank in, his head toss­ing around be­wil­dered­ly.




    “Hole,” said Re­mo, point­ing to the cav­ity around Nathan’s feet.




    “Naaaaargh,” Nathan roared.




    “Close enough,” Re­mo said. He brought both fists down on Nathan’s shoul­ders and

    con­cen­trat­ed his pow­er on the points of im­pact. The big man fell through the floor with a

    deaf­en­ing roar, pulling the car­pet through the open­ing with him..




    Re­mo glanced up to see Glo­ria lung­ing, scream­ing, to­ward Chi­un. The old Ori­en­tal

    stood stock-​still, his arms fold­ed in front of him. He nod­ded to­ward Re­mo, who wait­ed a

    split sec­ond, then stuck out his foot. She lurched for­ward, bel­low­ing.




    “Up­sy daisy,” Re­mo said, grab­bing her foot and toss­ing her in­to the air.




    She som­er­sault­ed twice, then fell face­first in­to the hole through which the car­pet had

    dis­ap­peared. She land­ed with a thunk.




    “Ad­equate,” Chi­un told Re­mo.




    “They’re not growl­ing any­more,” Re­mo said. “Maybe they got knocked out.”




    “Not growl­ing, but there is some­thing else. Do you hear it?”




    Re­mo lis­tened. There was a low buzzing, faint but in­ces­sant, com­ing from the base­ment.

    To­geth­er the two men moved to­ward the hole in the floor as a swarm of flies, solid­ly black

    in the bright­ly-​lit room, poured through the hole.




    “I think we should leave,” Re­mo said.




    “With­out know­ing what is down there?” Chi­un asked, point­ing to­ward the hole.




    “You go see. I’ll wait here for you.”




    “The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju does not go climb­ing in­to base­ments.”




    Re­mo groaned to him­self, then slid through the open­ing, block­ing his breath­ing

    pas­sages against the on­slaught of flies that thick­ly black­ened the cel­lar. As more

    in­sects es­caped through the open­ing above, Re­mo could be­gin to see through the mi­as­ma of

    fly­ing black bod­ies.




    The bod­ies of the two crea­tures who had at­tacked them were ly­ing in twist­ed po­si­tions

    on a heap of car­pet­ing so cov­ered with flies that they re­sem­bled lumps of choco­late more

    than hu­man forms: Re­mo swat­ted a few dozen flies from their faces. Their eyes were wide open

    and be­gin­ning to glaze.




    “They’re dead,” Re­mo shout­ed.




    “So?”




    “So what else do you want? There are about ten mil­lion flies down here,” Re­mo said.




    “So tell me some­thing I don’t know.”




    Re­mo looked around. As his eyes ad­just­ed to the dark­ness, he could make out some oth­er

    shapes, all of them fuzzy and soft-​look­ing from the car­pet of flies cov­er­ing them.

    Stomp­ing and wav­ing his arms; he cleared the in­sects from one of the shapes.




    “Je­sus,” he said soft­ly, as he saw the white bones emerge. It was the skele­ton of a

    full-​grown cow, its bones picked near­ly clean. On­ly a few ragged pieces of rot­ting meat

    re­mained on the bones.




    There were oth­er skele­tons, a dog, sev­er­al cats, and some­thing with horns that Re­mo

    thought must once have been a goat.




    He jumped back up through the open­ing.




    “It’s a grave­yard,” he said. “Dead an­imals.” He paused.




    “More than a grave­yard?” Chi­un asked.




    “Like a restau­rant. A restau­rant for flies,” Re­mo said. “Let’s get out of here.”




    By the time they had ripped down the heavy steel pan­el and searched the house, it was

    emp­ty. Fer­ri­weath­er had gone.




    In the lab­ora­to­ry, noth­ing seemed out of place ex­cept for one Plex­iglas cube with some

    elab­orate ap­pa­ra­tus at­tached to it. There was noth­ing in­side but a piece of ran­cid meat

    and some fly­specks.




    “You think this might mean some­thing?” Re­mo asked.




    “It is hard­ly the job of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju to ex­am­ine bug drop­pings,” Chi­un said

    haugh­ti­ly. “We will leave those de­tails to Em­per­or Smith. White men en­joy dung. That is

    how they in­vent­ed dis­co danc­ing and frozen food.”




    Re­mo forced open a locked draw­er and found in­side a sheaf of pa­pers cov­ered with

    math­emat­ical equa­tions and il­leg­ible notes.




    “These are let­ters and things. Notes. They be­longed to … let’s see.” He turned over one of

    the en­velopes. “A Dex­ter Mor­ley. There’s a bunch of let­ters af­ter his name.”




    “Let­ters?” Chi­un asked.




    “Yeah. De­gree let­ters. Like Ph.D. I think he’s a doc­tor, who­ev­er he is.”




    “Yes, a doc­tor. A vet­eri­nar­ian, no doubt,” said Chi­un, look­ing with dis­taste at the

    sinks filled with toads and sala­man­ders.


  




  

    Chapter 17




    When Smith en­tered the apart­ment in St. Mar­tin, Bar­ry Schweid was hud­dled in a cor­ner,

    away from the bright sun, his blue blan­ket draped over his shoul­ders.




    He looked up as Smith came in and his for­lorn face sud­den­ly lit up with joy, as in­tense

    and as con­sum­ing as the fir­ing of a flash­bulb.




    “You came back. You re­al­ly came back,” Bar­ry shout­ed. He lift­ed his pudge to his

    feet.




    “As I told you I would, Bar­ry,” Smith said. He was car­ry­ing the small at­tache case,

    con­tain­ing the CURE files, which he had re­claimed from the air­port lock­er in San Juan,

    Puer­to Ri­co.




    As he set it on a cof­fee ta­ble, the latch on the han­dle popped open, and with a sigh,

    Smith opened the case and picked up the tele­phone.




    “Yes?”




    “This is your of­fice, Dr. Smith.”




    “I know who you are, Mrs. Mikul­ka.”




    The wom­an’s voice was cheerier than it had been the pre­vi­ous day. “I just want­ed you to

    know that. . . I think the prob­lem was dis­cussed … I mean . . .”




    “I’m sure you have ev­ery­thing un­der con­trol, Mrs. Mikul­ka,” Smith said.




    “Oh, it wasn’t me. It was all very mys­te­ri­ous and then I got this tele­gram and-“




    “Mrs. Mikul­ka, I re­al­ly have to be on about my busi­ness,” Smith said. “Per­haps this

    con­ver­sa­tion will wait.”




    “I un­der­stand, Dr. Smith. About my res­ig­na­tion . . .”




    “You’re not re­sign­ing,” Smith said flat­ly.




    “I thought you’d want me to,” she said.




    “I don’t know where you got that idea,” Smith said.




    “Well, it . . . uh, well . . .” she sput­tered.




    “Car­ry on, Mrs. Mikul­ka.”




    When he re­placed the phone, Bar­ry Schweid asked, “Can I get you some Kool-​Aid,

    Harold?”




    “No, Bar­ry.”




    “Here. I al­ready poured it.” He hand­ed Smith a glass of some­thing vague­ly green.




    Smith took it. “It’s not cold,” he said.




    “The ice melt­ed. I poured it yes­ter­day just af­ter you left. I re­al­ly missed you,

    Harold.”




    Smith cleared his throat.




    “I tried to fill up my time, though. I col­lect­ed rocks and worked on cos­mic re­frac­tions

    that store all your files and talked to your friend Re­mo on the tele­phone.”




    “What?” Smith glared at the but­ter­ball lit­tle man. “Why didn’t you tell me soon­er? When

    did he call?”




    “This morn­ing. He said some­thing about a man named Per­ri­weath­er.”




    “What about him?” Smith said an­gri­ly.




    “He didn’t know. He want­ed you to find out who he was.” As Schweid spoke, he opened Smith’s

    at­tache case and be­gan to speak aloud as he typed on­to the key­board:




    “Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er the Third, Ad­dress . . .” Smith went in­to the kitchen, poured

    out the Kool-​Aid and drew a glass of cold wa­ter from the faucet. When he reen­tered the

    liv­ing room, Schweid hand­ed him a long sheet of pa­per. Smith glanced at it, then

    nod­ded.




    “Did I do good, Harold? Are you hap­py with me?”




    “You did fine, Bar­ry,” Smith said. He called Re­mo at the IHAEO labs but was told they were

    out of town in Mas­sachusetts.




    Read­ing from Bar­ry Schweid’s com­put­er print­out, Smith di­aled Per­ri­weath­er’s

    tele­phone num­ber. “Speak,” came a fa­mil­iar voice.




    “Smith here. What’s on your mind, Re­mo?”




    “What’s on my mind is that last night we had to get rid of an atom­ic bomb. And now we’ve

    got three bod­ies here and a god­damn bone zoo. You think you could cut short the is­land

    mad­ness and come lend a hand?”




    “Who are the three bod­ies?” Smith asked. “Don’t know.”




    “Who killed them?”




    “We did. Well, two of them,” Re­mo said. “Lis­ten, Smit­ty, there’s too much to ex­plain

    over the phone. Speak­ing of which, who’s the dork you have an­swer­ing the phone? I didn’t

    think any­body was al­lowed to an­swer your phone.”




    “That’s usu­al­ly cor­rect,” Smith said. “But these were ex­traor­di­nary

    cir­cum­stances.”




    “What’s that mean?”




    “I was called away on busi­ness,” Smith said.




    “What’d you do, find a store that was giv­ing big­ger dis­counts on pa­per clips? Come on,

    Smit­ty, let’s get on the ball. Things are cook­ing around here.”




    “I’d rather not stay on this open line too long,” Smith said.




    “All right, one thing more,” Re­mo said. “A name. Dex­ter Mor­ley. I think he’s a

    pro­fes­sor or some­thing.”




    “What about him?”




    “He’s the one we didn’t kill.”




    “How did he die?”




    “If he’s the one I think, in a pud­dle.”




    “A pud­dle of what?”




    “A pud­dle of him­self. That’s all that was left of him ex­cept for some pa­pers we can’t

    make out, sci­en­tif­ic stuff. That is, if he’s even the corpse. We don’t know.”




    “I’ll be back in a few hours,” Smith said as he re­placed the re­ceiv­er.




    Bar­ry sat back down in the cor­ner, wrapped the sliv­er of blan­ket around him like a silk

    scarf and stuck the end of it in his mouth and stared glass­ily, pout­ing ahead.




    “Now, Bar­ry, stop that,” Smith said. He frowned to cov­er his em­bar­rass­ment at see­ing a

    grown man and the smartest man he’d ev­er met act­ing like an in­fant.




    “You’re the on­ly friend Blankey and I ev­er had,” the fat man whim­pered, still star­ing

    straight ahead. “And now you’re go­ing away.”




    “Blankey has no feel­ings,” Smith said. “It’s an inan­imate ob­ject. Blankey . . .” He

    stopped, an­noyed with him­self for re­fer­ring to a blan­ket as if it were a per­son. “You’ve

    just got to learn to get along with­out me some­times. Af­ter all, you got along be­fore you

    met me, didn’t you?”




    “Wasn’t the same,” Bar­ry sniffed.




    Un­able to deal with ir­ra­tional­ity, Smith left the room to pack his things.




    It was in­ex­pli­ca­ble, Smith thought as he placed his ex­tra three-​piece gray suit,

    iden­ti­cal to the one he was wear­ing, in a plas­tic gar­ment bag that he had got­ten free

    from a cloth­ing store fif­teen years ear­li­er. He was the far­thest thing from a fa­ther

    im­age that he could think of, and yet the com­put­er ge­nius had grabbed on­to him as if he

    were Smith’s lit­tle boy.




    It was ridicu­lous. Even Smith’s own nat­ural daugh­ter had nev­er been dan­dled on his knee

    or told a bed­time sto­ry. His wife, Ir­ma, al­ways took care of those things, and like a

    sen­si­ble wom­an, Ir­ma had un­der­stood that her hus­band was not the type of man one clung

    to for emo­tion­al com­fort. Harold Smith did not be­lieve in emo­tion.




    He had spent his en­tire life look­ing for truth, and truth was not emo­tion­al. It was

    nei­ther good nor bad, hap­py nor dis­tress­ing. It was just true. If Smith was a cold man, it

    was be­cause facts were cold. It didn’t mean that he wasn’t hu­man. He just wasn’t a

    slob­ber­ing fool. At least Ir­ma had had the in­tel­li­gence al­ways to re­al­ize that.




    Now why couldn’t Bar­ry Schweid un­der­stand that? If Smith want­ed to play fa­ther in some

    mis­guid­ed mo­ment of maudlin­ism, he hard­ly would have picked an emo­tion­al crip­ple whose

    on­ly so­lace in life was a rat­ty old blan­ket. It em­bar­rassed Smith even to think of him.

    Fat, home­ly Bar­ry Schweid with the gump­tion of a ham­ster.




    What com­pli­cat­ed it all was that the snivel­ing wreck pos­sessed the brain of an

    Ein­stein, and ge­nius had to be for­giv­en some short­com­ings.




    But not this. No, Smith de­cid­ed. He would not take Bar­ry Schweid back to the Unit­ed

    States. He would not be ma­nip­ulat­ed by child­ish tears in­to liv­ing out the rest of his

    life with an over­weight al­ba­tross wrapped around his neck, clutch­ing on­to a

    spit­tle-​cov­ered blan­ket. No.




    He zipped up the plas­tic gar­ment bag to the spot halfway where the zip­per no longer

    worked, then taped the rest of it to­geth­er with pieces of mask­ing tape. He car­ried the bag

    out in­to the liv­ing room.




    “I think we’ve come up with some­thing,” Bar­ry said with­out turn­ing around. He was

    kneel­ing on the floor near the cof­fee ta­ble and Smith’s at­tache case. His blan­ket was on

    his shoul­der.




    “What do you mean?” Smith said.




    “That name you wrote down. Dex­ter Mor­ley. He’s a promi­nent en­to­mol­ogist from the

    Uni­ver­si­ty of Toron­to. In ear­li­er years, he was an as­so­ciate of Dr. Rav­its, the one

    who was killed. He helped Rav­its to iso­late pheromones, the sub­stances that at­tract

    an­imals to each oth­er. Then two years ago, he dis­ap­peared.”




    “In­ter­est­ing,” Smith said bland­ly. It was in­ter­est­ing. Rav­its had been killed by

    ter­ror­ists, and now Re­mo may have found the body of Dr. Dex­ter Mor­ley, a for­mer Rav­its

    as­so­ciate, al­so dead. And he had been killed in the home of Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III,

    who was a well-​known spokesman for an­imal groups. Was it pos­si­ble that Per­ri­weath­er was

    be­hind all the vi­olence?




    “I looked it up in the com­put­er,” Bar­ry said. “Ac­tu­al­ly, I knew that part al­ready.

    Most sci­en­tists know about Mor­ley’s dis­ap­pear­ance a cou­ple of years ago. But I found out

    some­thing even more in­ter­est­ing.”




    “What’s that?”




    “Will you take me with you?” Bar­ry said. He turned tear­ful eyes to­ward Smith.




    “No, Bar­ry,” Smith said. “I will not.”




    “I just want­ed to go with you.”




    “Quite im­pos­si­ble. Now will you give me that in­for­ma­tion or not? It will save me a few

    min­utes’ work.”




    “All right,” Bar­ry whined. “I learned about Dr. Mor­ley when I was in school be­cause I

    stud­ied en­to­mol­ogy. Some be­lieved that Mor­ley had made a sci­en­tif­ic break­through on

    the pheromones and left be­cause he did not want to share cred­it with Dr. Rav­its. Oth­ers

    thought that he had just had a break­down and ran away.”




    “Well?” Smith said im­pa­tient­ly.




    “Be­cause the name came in in con­nec­tion with Per­ri­weath­er, I start­ed to look at banks

    where Per­ri­weath­er lives. And there’s a Dex­ter Mor­ley list­ed at the Bev­er­ly First

    Sav­ings with a bank bal­ance of two hun­dred and one thou­sand dol­lars.”




    Smith arched an eye­brow, and pleased by the man’s re­ac­tion, Bar­ry rushed along with his

    sto­ry.




    “I’m sure it’s him. I’ve cross in­dexed him a lot.”




    “So Mor­ley might have been hired away from Rav­its at a big salary in­crease?” Smith

    said.




    “I couldn’t find any­thing about an em­ploy­er, though,” Bar­ry said. “All the de­posits

    were made in cash.”




    “I pre­sume be­cause the em­ploy­er didn’t want any­one to know about it,” Smith said.




    “Mor­ley must have lived with his em­ploy­er too be­cause there’s no list­ing of him as

    home­own­er, ten­ant or tele­phone us­er with­in a hun­dred-​mile ra­dius of Bev­er­ly.”




    “In­ter­est­ing,” Smith said.




    “I could re­al­ly be help­ful,” Bar­ry whee­dled. His brow creased.




    “I don’t know, Bar­ry,” Smith said.




    “Just tell me what you need, Harold. I want to earn my way. You’ll be glad you took me

    along. Re­al­ly you will. I can in­stall the de­vice on your oth­er com­put­ers to pre­vent

    break-​in. I’m bet­ter at that than you are. And I can help with this Dex­ter Mor­ley. I

    stud­ied en­to­mol­ogy for three years.”




    “Three years isn’t very much study in a field like that, is it?” Smith asked.




    Bar­ry looked hurt. “In three years, I read ev­ery ma­jor work on the sub­ject writ­ten in

    En­glish. My read­ing in French and Japanese was ex­ten­sive too. I had to read Ger­man and

    Chi­nese in trans­la­tion.”




    “I see,” Smith said.




    “They were good trans­la­tions though,” Bar­ry of­fered. “Give me a chance, Harold.”




    Bar­ry rose from the ta­ble, bit­ing his lip. The fin­gers clutch­ing the piece of pa­per in

    his hand were white. Bar­ry might be help­ful, Smith thought, in trans­lat­ing Dex­ter

    Mor­ley’s notes, if those were what Re­mo had. But what would Smith do with him af­ter that?

    Af­ter the project was over and done with, and there was no more use for Bar­ry Schweid, what

    would Smith do with him? There was an an­swer in the back of his mind, but he did not want to

    think about it. Not now.




    “Af­ter I’m done, I’ll take care of my­self,” Schweid said.




    “It’s on­ly a work project,” Smith said.




    “For you, it’s on­ly a project.”




    Smith sighed. “All right,” he said fi­nal­ly. Bar­ry’s face broke in­to a large grin.




    “But I won’t be re­spon­si­ble for you be­fore, dur­ing or af­ter. Is that clear?”




    “Like crys­tal,” Bar­ry Schweid said ador­ing­ly. Smith ground his teeth to­geth­er in

    frus­tra­tion as he closed the at­tache-​case com­put­er. Some­thing told him he had just made

    a ter­ri­ble mis­take. Bar­ry was too at­tached to him and now Smith was tak­ing him in­to a

    re­al world, a world where peo­ple had the pow­er to kill and were not re­luc­tant to use that

    pow­er. Would the slings and ar­rows of or­di­nary life de­stroy the frag­ile young man?




    Smith closed his eyes for a mo­ment to squeeze the thought away. There was noth­ing he could

    do about it. Af­ter all, he was not Bar­ry Schweid’s keep­er.




    But then, he thought, who was?




    Re­mo and Chi­un were still wait­ing when Smith ar­rived at the Per­ri­weath­er

    man­sion.




    “I trust the po­lice haven’t been here yet,” Smith said.




    “No­body alive to call them,” Re­mo said. “Ex­cept us, and we don’t like the po­lice

    stomp­ing around. Who’s that?” He cocked his head to­ward the ro­tund lit­tle man who seemed to

    be try­ing to hide be­hind Smith.




    Smith cleared his throat. “Er­rr, this is my as­so­ciate, Bar­ry Schweid.”




    “And Blankey,” Bar­ry said.




    “And Blankey?” Re­mo said.




    “And Blankey,” Bar­ry said, hold­ing up the piece of blue ma­te­ri­al.




    “Oh,” Re­mo said. “Well, you and Blankey stay right there. We have to talk pri­vate­ly.” He

    grabbed Smith’s arm and pulled him to a far cor­ner of the room.




    “I think the time has come for me to talk to you,” Re­mo said.




    “Oh, yes? What about?”




    “About But­ter­ball and Blankey.”




    “Why does that both­er you?” Smith said.




    “Why does that both­er me? All right, I’ll tell you why that both­ers me. For ten years I

    have heard noth­ing from you ex­cept se­cre­cy, se­cre­cy, se­cre­cy. I have sent more peo­ple

    than I care to re­mem­ber in­to the Great Void be­cause they found out some­thing they

    shouldn’t have about CURE. Re­mem­ber those? They were all as­sign­ments from you.”




    “Yes, I re­mem­ber them. Ev­ery one of them,” Smith said.




    “So what are we do­ing here with this cretin?” he said, nod­ding to­ward Bar­ry.




    “Bar­ry has been do­ing some work for me on the CURE com­put­ers, to make them

    tam­per-​proof. And he un­der­stands en­to­mol­ogy. I thought he would be help­ful here in

    de­ci­pher­ing those notes.”




    “Won­der­ful. And now he has seen Chi­un and me.”




    “Yes, that’s true, since we’re all in the same room to­geth­er,” Smith said dry­ly.




    “And you’re not con­cerned?” Re­mo asked.




    “No. Bar­ry is, well, Bar­ry is dif­fer­ent. He can’t re­late things to re­al­ity. He could

    learn ev­ery­thing about our op­er­ation, and nev­er once un­der­stand that it in­volves re­al

    peo­ple in the re­al world. He lives in a com­put­er-​gen­er­at­ed fan­ta­sy world. But I

    ap­pre­ci­ate your con­cern.”




    “Well, ap­pre­ci­ate this. When you want him killed be­cause he knows too much, you do it

    your­self,” Re­mo said.




    “That will nev­er be nec­es­sary,” Smith said.




    “I think it will be. Con­sid­er your­self on no­tice,” Re­mo said.




    “Thank you for shar­ing this with me,” Smith said in a tone so bland that Re­mo could not

    tell if he was jok­ing or not. He de­cid­ed Smith wasn’t; Smith nev­er joked.




    “So let’s not waste any more time,” Smith said. “What have you found?”




    “You mean the bod­ies? You’re look­ing at one of them,” Re­mo said, ges­tur­ing to­ward the

    red-​streaked walls and then to a dried pud­dle at the end of the room in which a skull

    sat.




    Smith gaped in amaze­ment. “That’s what’s left?”




    “That and some spots on the rug. But the rug’s down­stairs with the oth­er bod­ies.”




    “The ones your ass­sas­sins are re­spon­si­ble for, Em­per­or,” Chi­un said proud­ly.




    “What did they do to war­rant death?” Smith asked.




    “They at­tacked first,” Re­mo said.




    “I mean be­fore that. What were the cir­cum­stances?”




    “There weren’t any cir­cum­stances. That Per­ri­weath­er weirdo told us to come here, locked

    us up with the lu­natics and took off. There were two of them, a man and a wom­an. They tried

    to have us for lunch and we wouldn’t let them.”




    “And they said noth­ing?”




    “Oh, they did,” Re­mo said. “They said a lot.”




    “What did they say?”




    “They said ‘Gr­rrrr’ and ‘Naaaar­rrgh’ and I think they said ‘Ssssssss.’ Lit­tle Fa­ther,

    did they say ‘Ssssssss’?”




    “Yes,” Chi­un said. “They al­so said ‘Ur­rrrr.’ “




    “I knew I for­got some­thing,” Re­mo told Smith. “They said ‘Ur­rrrr’ too.”




    “The wom­an al­so?” Smith asked.




    “She was as noth­ing,” Chi­un said mod­est­ly.




    “Noth­ing if you call a bull­doz­er noth­ing,” Re­mo said. “They were both as strong as

    go­ril­las. What’s he do­ing?” He ges­tured to­ward Bar­ry, who was kneel­ing on the floor

    scrap­ing at the walls with some­thing that looked like a tongue de­pres­sor.




    “Prepar­ing slides,” Bar­ry said cheer­ful­ly. He de­posit­ed the wall scrap­ings in­to a

    white en­ve­lope and flung his blan­ket ex­pert­ly around his neck. “Where are the

    oth­ers?”




    “He know what he’s do­ing?” Re­mo asked Smith skep­ti­cal­ly.




    Smith nod­ded. “We’ll need blood sam­ples of the dead to check to see if it’s got any­thing

    to do with the Rav­its ex­per­iments.”




    “Rav­its? He worked on bugs,” Re­mo said.




    “There may be a con­nec­tion,” Smith said. “The oth­er bod­ies?”




    Re­mo point­ed to a small round ta­ble placed strange­ly, up­side down, in the cen­ter of

    the bare floor. “Un­der there,” he said.




    As Smith moved the ta­ble aside, a swarm of flies buzzed in­to the room. The CURE di­rec­tor

    swat­ted them away with an air of dis­taste and peered down in­to the dark­ness.




    “How do we get down there?”




    “Take my ad­vice, Smit­ty. You don’t want to see the cel­lar of this place. Send the boy

    ex­plor­er there. It’s a job for him and Su­per-​Blankey.”




    “What’s down there?”




    “Flies, most­ly. A lot of rot­ten meat.”




    “Meat? What kind of meat?”




    “Cows, dogs, that kind. And two hu­mans, or semi­hu­mans, if the flies haven’t picked them

    clean al­ready,” Re­mo said.




    Smith shud­dered.




    “I’ll be glad to go, Harold,” Bar­ry said agree­ably. “If you’ll just hold on­to one end of

    Blankey.”




    “Harold, is it?” Re­mo said to Smith. “Sure, kid,” he called out. “I’ll give you a

    hand.”




    He low­ered Schweid in­to the cel­lar us­ing the blan­ket as a rope.




    There was si­lence for a few min­utes, then a soft ex­cla­ma­tion.




    “Bar­ry,” Smith called, cov­er­ing his face as he peered down in­to the open­ing. “Are you

    all right?”




    “It’s fan­tas­tic,” Schweid said.




    There was some shuf­fling around, fol­lowed by a gig­gle.




    “Okay. I can come up now,” Bar­ry called.




    “I was hop­ing you’d de­cide to stay,” Re­mo mum­bled as he pulled Bar­ry up.




    Schweid came through the hole cov­ered with flies and grin­ning like a loon. Smith made a

    half­heart­ed at­tempt to swat the flies away but Bar­ry did not seem to no­tice their

    pres­ence.




    “It was amaz­ing,” he said breath­less­ly to Smith. “You re­al­ly owe it to your­self to

    take a look.”




    “I don’t think that will be nec­es­sary,” Smith said, quick­ly mov­ing the ta­ble back to

    cov­er the hole in the floor. “Did you take blood sam­ples?”




    “Yes, of course. But did you no­tice the flies?”




    “Hard not to,” Re­mo said.




    “How many species did you count?” Schweid asked.




    “We weren’t count­ing,” Re­mo said.




    “More’s the pity,” Schweid said, grin­ning tri­umphant­ly. He pulled a white en­ve­lope from

    his back pock­et. It was filled with squirm­ing, dy­ing flies, squashed to­geth­er in a

    heap.




    “Ugh,” Chi­un said.




    “There must have been a hun­dred dif­fer­ent species down there,” Bar­ry said. “There’s at

    least fif­teen in here and this is just a quick sam­ple.”




    “Just goes to show you that a lit­tle rot­ten meat goes a long way,” Re­mo said.




    “Don’t you see?” Bar­ry said. “That’s what’s so un­usu­al. Al­most none of these species are

    in­dige­nous to this area.” He looked from Smith to Re­mo to Chi­un. “Don’t you all see? The

    flies were brought here. The meat in the base­ment was sup­plied to feed them.”




    “A fly ho­tel,” Re­mo said. “Is that like a roach mo­tel?”




    “What are you get­ting at, Bar­ry?” Smith asked.




    “Some­body want­ed those flies to be here, Harold.”




    “Per­ri­weath­er,” Re­mo said.




    “He looked like a crea­ture who would like flies,” Chi­un said. “Even if he did have a way

    with words. Egg-​lay­er. Heh, heh, heh.”




    “What’s he talk­ing about?” Smith asked Re­mo.




    “You had to be there,” Re­mo said. “Nev­er mind.”




    “What about the pa­pers you found?” Smith asked.




    Re­mo pulled a thick stack of pa­pers out of his pock­et and hand­ed them to Smith, who

    looked at them and said, “They’re some kind of notes.”




    “I knew that,” Re­mo said.




    Bar­ry was peek­ing over Smith’s shoul­der. “Can I look at them, Harold?”




    “Sure,” Re­mo said. “Show them to Blankey too.” Bar­ry spread the pa­pers out on the floor

    and hunched over in the cen­ter of them, un­con­scious­ly twist­ing the cor­ner of his blan­ket

    in­to a point and stick­ing it in his ear.




    “Un­be­liev­able,” he said.




    “What’s un­be­liev­able?” Smith asked.




    “I’ll need the blood anal­yses to be sure,” Bar­ry said. “But if these pa­pers are right,

    all the deaths around here are the re­sult of a fly.”




    “A lot of flies,” Re­mo said. “We’ve got a whole cel­lar full of them.”




    “No,” Bar­ry said, shak­ing his head. “A spe­cial kind of fly. A fly that can change the

    source of evo­lu­tion.”




    “Imag­ine that,” Re­mo said.




    ‘If these notes are cor­rect, Mor­ley made the biggest dis­cov­ery since the dis­cov­ery of

    DNA,” Bar­ry said.




    “Is that any­thing like PDQ?” Re­mo asked.




    “Don’t be bel­liger­ent, Re­mo,” Smith said. “Come on, Bar­ry. We’re go­ing back to

    Fol­croft. I’ll get you lab equip­ment there.”




    “And us?” Re­mo asked.




    “Go back to the IHAEO labs,” Smith said. “Un­til we find out if Per­ri­weath­er is be­hind

    all this and un­til we have him un­der con­trol.”




    “No sweat,” Re­mo said. “We’ll have him un­der con­trol.”




    “How’s that?” Smith said.




    “We’ll just wrap him up in Blankey,” Re­mo said.


  




  

    Chapter 18




    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III sat in the mid­dle of the so­fa in his suite at the Ho­tel

    Plaza in New York City. The jew­eled box con­tain­ing the des­ic­cat­ed body of Moth­er Fly

    rest­ed on the arm of the bro­cad­ed so­fa.




    Per­ri­weath­er had moved aside the cof­fee ta­ble to make room for a small up­right video

    cam­era mount­ed on a tri­pod. He leaned for­ward to ad­just the fo­cus, turned the sound

    lev­el to medi­um, then sat back down. With his right hand, out of cam­era view, he tripped a

    lev­el that be­gan the cam­era run­ning. He spoke earnest­ly, star­ing di­rect­ly in­to the

    lens.




    “Amer­icans. Note that I do not say ‘My fel­low Amer­icans’ be­cause I am not one of your

    fel­lows, nor are you mine. Nor do I count my­self as of any oth­er na­tion­al­ity. My name is

    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er the Third and I do not count my­self among any peo­ple from whom

    mur­der is a dai­ly way of life, as it is with you. For, each day, you seek to dec­imate the

    old­est and most self-​suf­fi­cient type of life which has ev­er ex­ist­ed.




    “You are in­sect-​haters all, from the house­wife who care­less­ly, with­out thought,

    mur­ders a strug­gling life on her kitchen win­dowsill, to the wealthy ex­ec­utives of the

    pes­ti­cide com­pa­nies who deal out death in the bil­lions and tril­lions each day.




    “I am ac­cus­ing you on be­half of the Species Lib­er­ation Al­liance, in de­fense of the

    count­less small lives you snuff out hourly with­out thought, and worse, with­out re­morse. I

    ac­cuse you.”




    He held out a bony fin­ger, point­ing it di­rect­ly at the cam­era.




    “Take, as an ex­am­ple, the small house­fly. Ma­ligned through­out his­to­ry, the fly

    en­sures the re­new­al of the plan­et in a way far greater than man can even at­tempt. Can you,

    do you, eat garbage? No. You on­ly cre­ate garbage. With your food, your dis­pos­al

    con­tain­ers, even your very bod­ies af­ter your own hor­ren­dous­ly long tenure on earth, you

    make garbage. The fly lives but a mo­ment of a hu­man’s lifes­pan and yet he does so much more

    than any hu­man.




    “You re­gard your­selves as the ul­ti­mate cre­ation of na­ture, but you are wrong, gross­ly

    wrong.




    “The fly is the supreme con­queror of earth. He has ex­ist­ed longer, his num­bers are

    greater and his adapt­abil­ity is a thou­sand times greater than your own.”




    He low­ered his head, then peered up in­tent­ly to­ward the cam­era.




    “And that is what I had ar­ranged to talk to you about to­day. The adapt­abil­ity of the

    fly. A par­tic­ular fly, nev­er be­fore seen on earth, named by me Mus­ca per­ri­weather­alis.

    The fly that will re­store na­ture to its orig­inal bal­ance. The fly that will be­come lord of

    the earth.”




    He spoke for an­oth­er fif­teen min­utes, then packed up the tape he had made. He placed it

    care­ful­ly in a box ad­dressed to the Con­ti­nen­tal Broad­cast­ing Com­pa­ny, the largest

    tele­vi­sion net­work in Amer­ica, went to the ho­tel lob­by and dropped it in­to the

    mail­box.




    Out­side, the noise and clat­ter of New York City at­tacked his ears. Peo­ple rushed by the

    ho­tel en­trance, at least a hun­dred in two min­utes.




    There were so many hu­man be­ings in the world: Far too many.




    But that would end soon. Mus­ca per­ri­weather­alis would in­her­it the earth. And mas­ter

    it.




    Back in his suite, he stroked the dead fly’s back idly as he switched on the tele­vi­sion

    set for the news.




    “A bizarre re­port just came in from the wealthy North Shore in Mas­sachusetts,” an

    an­nounc­er said. “Po­lice re­port that two bod­ies have been found bru­tal­ly mur­dered in the

    home of mil­lion­aire Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III.”




    Per­ri­weath­er smiled idly.




    “The two vic­tims were iden­ti­fied as Glo­ria and Nathan Muswass­er of Wash­ing­ton, D.C.,

    and of So­Ho dis­trict of New York. Po­lice said the bod­ies were found in a cel­lar that was

    filthy and fly-​in­fest­ed and, as one of­fi­cer said, ‘like some­thing out of the Dark Ages.’

    Po­lice spokes­men said there is a pos­si­bil­ity of a third mur­der as well. Mr.

    Per­ri­weath­er, who is a well-​known spokesman for an­imal-​pro­tec­tion caus­es, could not be

    reached for com­ment.”




    Per­ri­weath­er turned off the set with an­gry fire in his shal­low blue eyes. The

    Muswassers’ bod­ies. Three dead, not five.




    “The Muswassers,” he whis­pered in dis­be­lief. Sure­ly those two fools mas­querad­ing as

    sci­en­tists had not been able to kill Glo­ria and Nathan, not in their strength­ened state.

    What had gone wrong?




    Was it pos­si­ble? Had those two killed them? Just who were this Dr. Re­mo and Dr.

    Chi­un?




    “Hel­lo,” came a sleepy voice at the oth­er end of the phone line.




    “Ansel­mo?”




    “Yeah. Zat you, boss?”




    “I’m at the Plaza Ho­tel in Room 1505. Come over here im­me­di­ate­ly and come right up.

    Don’t ask for me be­cause I’m reg­is­tered un­der a dif­fer­ent name.”




    “Right now?” Ansel­mo said.




    “Right now.”




    “Ah, jeez, boss.”




    “Right now. And bring My­ron with you.”




    When the two thugs ar­rived, Per­ri­weath­er hand­ed them a clear plas­tic con­tain­er. In

    it were a few grains of sug­ar and a fly with red wings.




    “I want you to take this to the IHAEO labs,” Per­ri­weath­er said. “Get in a room with two

    sci­en­tists named Re­mo and Chi­un, then re­lease the fly.”




    “That’s it?” Ansel­mo said with some be­wil­der­ment. “You want we should de­liv­er a

    fly?”




    “That is cor­rect.”




    “Like should we bash in their heads or some­thing too?” My­ron said. “I mean, we want you

    should get your mon­ey’s worth.”




    “That won’t be nec­es­sary. Just de­liv­er the fly.”




    “Do we have to catch it and bring it back?” Ansel­mo asked.




    “No. I’ve got many more,” Per­ri­weath­er said and be­gan to gig­gle. The sound was so eerie

    and fright­en­ing that My­ron nudged Ansel­mo in the ribs and pushed him to­ward the door.




    Per­ri­weath­er stared at the door as it closed be­hind the two men. It was time, he

    thought, to rid him­self of Ansel­mo and My­ron. If this Re­mo and Chi­un had elim­inat­ed the

    Muswassers, the two brain­less thugs should be no prob­lem.




    And Re­mo and Chi­un would be no prob­lem for Mus­ca per­ri­weather­alis. The con­tain­er

    hold­ing the fly was made of spun sug­ar and with­in six hours, the fly would eat its way out.

    If Re­mo and Chi­un were near, they were dead.




    He stroked the dead in­sect’s back and then closed the jew­eled cas­ket.




    “One of our chil­dren has al­ready left the nest, Moth­er,” he said. “Its work has

    be­gun.”




    An air­line shut­tle and a cab brought Ansel­mo and My­ron to the park­ing lot of the IHAEO

    lab­ora­to­ries. As they stepped from the taxi­cab, they shield­ed their faces from the bright

    sum­mer sun. “Wish I could be swim­ming to­day,” Ansel­mo said.




    “To­mor­row you can swim,” My­ron said. “To­mor­row it’ll prob­ably rain. I should be

    swim­ming to­day, not de­liv­er­ing flies.”




    “We’ve had worse jobs,” My­ron said.




    “But not stupi­der ones,” Ansel­mo said. He held the tiny trans­par­ent cube up to the

    sun­light. “Kitchee koo,” he said, scratch­ing his fin­ger tight­ly on the cube. “Hey, it looks

    like there’s some kind of hole here.”




    “Where?” My­ron said, squint­ing at the cube. “Here on the side.”




    “That’s all we need,” My­ron said. “Get a job to de­liv­er a fly and lose the frig­ging fly.

    Put your fin­ger over it or some­thing till we drop it off in­side.”




    “I guess so,” Ansel­mo said. He took a hand­ker­chief from his jack­et pock­et and placed it

    over the pin-​sized hale.




    “What’s that for? You afraid of dis­ease?”




    “Maybe,” Ansel­mo said.




    “Stupid, that fly’s been raised in a lab, prob­ably. It don’t have no germs.”




    “It still craps,” Ansel­mo said.




    Ansel­mo hoist­ed My­ron up to the lev­el of the win­dow.




    “They in there?”




    “A young scrawny guy and an old gook, right?”




    “That’s what he said,” Ansel­mo said.




    “They’re in there. But they don’t look like no sci­en­tists to me,” My­ron said.




    He saw the old Ori­en­tal, dressed in a tan­ger­ine-​col­ored robe, sit­ting qui­et­ly in a

    cor­ner of the room, scratch­ing on a rolled-​up piece of parch­ment with a quill pen. The

    young man was vault­ing in a se­ries of som­er­saults across the room, then hit the wall, did

    an­oth­er loop, and land­ed on his feet sound­less­ly. With­out hes­ita­tion, he did the same

    ma­neu­ver back­ward across the room.




    Ansel­mo let My­ron down to the ground.




    “One guy’s writ­ing on wall­pa­per and the oth­er guy’s jump­ing around like a chim­panzee,”

    My­ron said. “They ain’t no sci­en­tists.”




    “What do you know?” Ansel­mo said. “Let’s get in­to the place, do what we got­ta do, and

    leave.”




    “I’d still like to beat them up a lit­tle bit, to make sure Per­ri­weath­er gets his

    mon­ey’s worth,” My­ron said.




    “No free­bies,” Ansel­mo said. “Paid for de­liv­ery, that’s all we do is de­liv­er. Noth­ing

    else. Like the Bible says, ‘The work­man is worth what­ev­er you pay him.’ “




    The con­ver­sa­tion was too deep for My­ron, who walked away from Ansel­mo and be­gan to

    jim­my the win­dow of the room next to Re­mo and Chi­un’s lab. “We’ll sneak in this way,” he

    said.




    “Chi­un,” Re­mo said.




    “Leave me in peace. Can you not see I am busy?”




    “What are you do­ing?”




    “I am writ­ing a beau­ti­ful ten­der epic po­em about the in­grat­itude of a worth­less

    pupil for his teach­er.”




    “Well, this worth­less pupil hears two goons out­side the win­dow.”




    “Yes,” Chi­un said. “And would you ask them to please re­strain the noise? They make enough

    noise for ten.”




    “What do you think we should do about it?” Re­mo asked.




    Chi­un snort­ed. “I think,” he said, nar­row­ing his eyes, “that there are some de­tails

    which even a worth­less pupil can at­tend to with­out con­stant­ly an­noy­ing the Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju.”




    “Sor­ry, just check­ing.”




    “Check in si­lence,” Chi­un said, go­ing back to his po­em.




    Re­mo went out in­to the cor­ri­dor to walk next door to the room the two men were

    en­ter­ing.




    As he did, Ansel­mo and My­ron threw their bulk against the con­nect­ing door be­tween the

    of­fices and with a crash of splin­ter­ing wood stag­gered in­to the room.




    Chi­un rolled his eyes and set down his quill de­lib­er­ate­ly.




    Ansel­mo roared at him, “Where’s the oth­er one?”




    “God on­ly knows,” Chi­un said with dis­gust. “Prob­ably at the front door­way invit­ing

    passers­by to come in and dis­turb me.”




    “This is the one that was writ­ing on the wall­pa­per,” My­ron said. “See? There.” He

    point­ed to the parch­ment.




    “Hi, guys,” said Re­mo as he bound­ed back in­to the room through the hole they had just

    made in the wall.




    “And this is the one that was jump­ing around like an acree­bat,” My­ron said.




    “What can we do for you?” Re­mo asked pleas­ant­ly.




    “Noth­ing,” Ansel­mo said. “We brung you a present.” He put the cube cov­ered by the

    hand­ker­chief down on the lab­ora­to­ry ta­ble.




    “Good, a present. I love presents,” Re­mo said.




    “A fago­la,” Ansel­mo said to My­ron.




    “Can I peek?” Re­mo asked.




    “Def­inite­ly a fago­la,” My­ron said.




    Re­mo lift­ed the hand­ker­chief’s cor­ner and peeked in­side.




    “How sweet of you. It’s a fly. Chi­un, it’s a fly. I nev­er got a fly be­fore.”




    “You got one now,” Ansel­mo said.




    “Any­thing else you need from us?” Re­mo asked.




    “No. That was it.”




    “Good,” Chi­un said. “Then re­move your big hulks from this room so I may con­tin­ue my

    work.”




    “Hey, who pulled his chain?” Ansel­mo said.




    “He’s writ­ing a po­em,” Re­mo ex­plained. “He doesn’t like to be dis­turbed.”




    “He doesn’t, huh? Well, let’s see how he likes this.” Ansel­mo stomped across the room, then

    plant­ed a huge foot atop Chi­un’s parch­ment scroll and flat­tened it, leav­ing a tread

    mark.




    “You’ve made him mad now,” Re­mo said. He mum­bled to Chi­un in Ko­re­an.




    “Hey. What’d you say to him?” Ansel­mo asked.




    “I asked him not to kill you yet.”




    “Ha­ha­ha­ha­ha,” Ansel­mo chuck­led. “That’s a rich one. Why not yet?”




    “Be­cause I want to ask you some ques­tions first,” Re­mo said.




    “Oh, no,” My­ron in­ter­rupt­ed. “No ques­tions.”




    “You mean you were just told to de­liv­er the fly and then leave?” Re­mo asked.




    “That’s right,” Ansel­mo said.




    “Don’t go telling him stuff like that,” My­ron said. “It ain’t none of his busi­ness.”




    “You weren’t told to kill us?” Re­mo said. “Per­ri­weath­er didn’t tell you to kill us?”




    “No. Just de­liv­er the fly,” Ansel­mo said.




    “Boy, are you stupid,” My­ron said. “He was just guess­ing that it was Per­ri­weath­er and

    now you told him it was.”




    “You’re pret­ty smart for a dumb­bell,” Re­mo told My­ron. “You’ve got re­al promise.

    Where’s Per­ri­weath­er now?”




    “My lips are sealed,” My­ron said.




    “How about you?” Re­mo said, turn­ing to Ansel­mo. Be­fore Ansel­mo could an­swer, Chi­un

    said, “Re­mo, I wish you would con­duct this con­ver­sa­tion some­where else. How­ev­er, for

    dis­turb­ing my scroll, the ug­ly one be­longs to me.”




    “Ug­ly one? Ug­ly one?” Ansel­mo shout­ed. “Is he talk­ing about me?” he de­mand­ed of

    Re­mo.




    Re­mo looked at My­ron, then glanced at him­self in a mir­ror. ” ‘Ug­ly one’ sure sounds

    like you,” he said.




    “I’ll deal with you next,” Ansel­mo said. He stomped over to Chi­un, who seemed to rise from

    the floor like a puff of smoke from a dy­ing fire.




    “You got­ta learn, old man, not to go in­sult­ing peo­ple.”




    “Your face in­sults peo­ple,” Chi­un said.




    Ansel­mo growled, drew back a big fist, and cocked it men­ac­ing­ly.




    “Hey, Ansel­mo. Leave the old guy alone,” My­ron said.




    “Good move, My­ron,” Re­mo said.




    “Screw him,” said Ansel­mo. He start­ed the fist for­ward to­ward Chi­un’s frail del­icate

    face. It nev­er reached the tar­get.




    First Ansel­mo felt him­self be­ing lift­ed silent­ly up­ward. If he didn’t know bet­ter, he

    would have sworn the old gook was lift­ing him, but he had no time to think about that,

    be­cause as he de­scend­ed he felt some­thing ram in­to his kid­neys, turn­ing them in­to

    jel­ly. He want­ed to howl, but some­thing that felt like a cin­der block sev­ered his

    wind­pipe in one swat. Ansel­mo tried to gasp for air, as he re­al­ized that his bones were

    some­how be­ing mashed. His eyes were still open and he saw his trousers be­ing tied in­to a

    knot, and with numb shock he re­al­ized that his legs were still in­side them. In­side his

    chest was a ter­ri­ble pain. Ansel­mo thought he must be hav­ing a heart at­tack. It felt as if

    a pow­er­ful hand were clasp­ing at the pump­ing or­gan in­side his chest, squeez­ing the life

    from it. Then he saw that there was a frail yel­low hand do­ing just that. He went in­to the

    void slow­ly, scream­ing noise­less­ly about a grave in­jus­tice that had been done to him,

    be­cause he un­der­stood in the mo­ment of his death that Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er had, all

    along, known he was go­ing to die, and had planned it that way.




    “Good-​bye, Ansel­mo,” Re­mo said. He turned back to My­ron. “Where’s Per­ri­weath­er?” he

    asked. My­ron looked in shock at Ansel­mo’s body, lumped on the floor, then looked back at

    Re­mo.




    “He was in the Plaza in New York,” My­ron said.




    “And all he want­ed was this fly de­liv­ered?” Re­mo said.




    “That’s right.”




    “Re­mo, that one tried to be kind to me,” Chi­un said. “Re­turn the fa­vor.”




    “I will, Lit­tle Fa­ther. Good-​bye, My­ron,” Rerno said.




    The big man didn’t feel a thing.




    “Kind of over­did it, didn’t you?” Re­mo said, look­ing at the hu­man pret­zel that had been

    Ansel­mo Bossiloni.




    “Do not speak to me,” Chi­un said, turn­ing his back on Re­mo. He picked up the flat­tened

    piece of parch­ment and brushed heel marks from it. “All I ask is for qui­et and all I get is

    ag­gra­va­tion and con­ver­sa­tion. Dull con­ver­sa­tion.”




    “Sor­ry, Chi­un. I had ques­tions to ask.”




    Chi­un again rose to his feet. “It is ob­vi­ous that as long as you live I will get no

    peace.”




    He walked across the room to­ward the lab­ora­to­ry ta­ble.




    “I want­ed to know what the fly was about,” Re­mo said.




    “It’s from Per­ri­weath­er, it must mean some­thing.” Chi­un was peek­ing un­der the

    hand­ker­chief at the cube.




    “The fly,” Re­mo said. “It’s got to be the key.”




    “Find an­oth­er key,” Chi­un said, plunk­ing the cube in­to a waste­bas­ket.




    “What do you mean? What’d you do that for?”




    “Be­cause this fly is dead,” Chi­un said and walked from the room.


  




  

    Chapter 19




    They were in the base­ment room in Fol­croft San­itar­ium, where a small lab­ora­to­ry had

    been set up by Smith for Bar­ry Schweid. Through the walls, Re­mo could hear the faint hum of

    the cool­ing sys­tem in the rooms that housed Fol­croft’s gi­ant com­put­ers.




    Chi­un made it a point to keep his back to Re­mo and Re­mo just sighed and fold­ed his arms

    and pre­tend­ed to look in­ter­est­ed in what Bar­ry Schweid was do­ing.




    The lit­tle fat man was in his glo­ry. He pranced around the black lab ta­ble and whooped.

    He ges­tured ec­stat­ical­ly to­ward the dis­sect­ed speck be­neath his pow­er­ful

    mi­cro­scope.




    “It’s fan­tas­tic, I tell you. Fan­tas­tic,” Bar­ry squealed in his peren­ni­al­ly

    ado­les­cent so­pra­no. “You say some­body just gave you this.”




    “Just like San­ta Claus,” Re­mo said.




    “Amaz­ing,” Bar­ry said. “That some­one would give a per­fect stranger a gift of this

    mag­ni­tude.”




    Chi­un snort­ed. “Not per­fect,” he said. “This pale piece of pig’s ear is many things, but

    per­fect any­thing is not one of them.”




    “Ac­tu­al­ly,” Re­mo said, “I think they were try­ing to kill us.”




    “This fly couldn’t kill di­rect­ly. It’s been bred to func­tion as a cat­alyst,” Schweid

    said.




    “Oh. Well, that ex­plains ev­ery­thing,” Re­mo said. “Of course.”




    “Why is this id­iot talk­ing about cater­pil­lars?” Chi­un mum­bled un­der his breath in

    Ko­re­an. “Flies, cater­pil­lars, I am tired of bugs.”




    “No,” Schweid said to Re­mo. “The fly has no strength of its own. But . . . well, it was all

    in Dex­ter Mor­ley’s notes. Un­like or­di­nary house­flies, this one can bite. And its bite

    does some­thing to the host body.”




    “The bitee?” Re­mo said.




    “Right. It puts him in­to a plane with cos­mic curves to which the body is not usu­al­ly

    at­tuned,” Schweid said.




    “Say what?” Re­mo said.




    “It’s sim­ple re­al­ly. Take an ant.”




    “Now ants,” Chi­un grum­bled in En­glish.




    “Can’t we just talk about flies?” Re­mo asked Bar­ry.




    “The ant is a bet­ter ex­am­ple. An ant can car­ry hun­dreds of times its own weight. How do

    you think it can do that?”




    “Chi­un does it all the time,” Re­mo said. “He has me car­ry ev­ery­thing.”




    “Si­lence, im­be­cile,” Chi­un barked. “Breath­ing,” he said to Bar­ry mat­ter-​of-​fact­ly.

    “It is the ba­sic prin­ci­ple of Sinan­ju. The breath is at the core of be­ing.”




    “Chi­un, we’re talk­ing about ants,” Re­mo said. “Not phi­los­ophy.”




    “But he’s right,” Schweid said.




    “Of course,” Chi­un said.




    “Their bod­ily sys­tems are ca­pa­ble of re­fract­ing cos­mic curves of en­er­gy in such a

    way that their strength is com­plete­ly dis­pro­por­tion­ate to their body mass. Ac­tu­al­ly,

    any species could achieve this strength, if it could muster the con­cen­tra­tion for it,”

    Schweid said. “It’s just that ants don’t have to con­cen­trate. It hap­pens nat­ural­ly for

    them.”




    “You say any species could do this?” Re­mo said. “Could you?”




    “I think so, if I could con­cen­trate.” His ap­ple cheeks beamed. “But it’ll need Blankey.”

    He picked up the ragged blue blan­ket and tossed it around his shoul­ders like a war­rior’s

    cloak, then looked in­to space.




    “I’m go­ing to try to con­cen­trate on the cos­mic curves in this room,” Bar­ry said, “and

    make my­self one with them.” He took a deep breath, then an­oth­er, and an­oth­er. His eyes

    glazed. He stood stock-​still for sev­er­al min­utes, gaz­ing in­to noth­ing­ness, breath­ing

    like a lo­co­mo­tive.




    Re­mo yawned and drummed his fin­gers on his fore­arm.




    “Is this al­most a wrap?” he asked.




    “Si­lence,” Chi­un hissed.




    “Oh, you can’t be se­ri­ous,” Re­mo be­gan, but Chi­un si­lenced him with a glance that

    would crack gran­ite. Af­ter a few mo­ments more, Bar­ry raised his head, a look of

    ex­ul­ta­tion in his eyes. Ten­ta­tive­ly he reached out with one hand to grasp the leg of the

    lab­ora­to­ry ta­ble.




    “Come on,” Re­mo.said. “That’s got to weigh three hun­dred pounds.”




    Bar­ry looked to­ward a wall, and the ta­ble lift­ed an inch off the ground.




    Re­mo gaped as Bar­ry lift­ed the ta­ble an­oth­er inch, then an­oth­er. The face of the fat

    lit­tle man in the ba­by blan­ket showed no strain or ef­fort, on­ly in­no­cent rap­ture. He

    raised the ta­ble to eye lev­el, his arm ful­ly out­stretched, then slow­ly low­ered it. Not

    one item on the ta­ble had moved, not so much as a red wing from the dis­sect­ed fly. Bar­ry

    set the ta­ble down with­out a sound.




    “Ex­cel­lent,” Chi­un said.




    “I can’t be­lieve it,” Re­mo said.




    “I can,” Chi­un said. He turned to Bar­ry. “I have been look­ing for a pupil. Would you be

    will­ing to wear a ki­mono?” Be­fore Bar­ry could an­swer, Chi­un said, “You would make a fine

    pupil. We could be­gin to­day with the tigers’ paws ex­er­cis­es.”




    “Will you cut it?” Re­mo groused. “What­ev­er this guy dis­cov­ered, it’s not Sinan­ju.”




    “Jeal­ousy for the ac­com­plish­ment of oth­ers does not be­come one who re­fus­es to make

    the ef­fort to ac­com­plish him­self,” Chi­un in­toned.




    “Who’s jeal­ous? I’m not jeal­ous. It was a fluke. And I’m not wear­ing any ki­mono.” He

    turned to Bar­ry. “What has this got to do with the fly?”




    “The fly im­parts that strength with­out the con­cen­tra­tion,” Bar­ry said, rub­bing his

    cheek on the blan­ket.




    “So those two peo­ple in the house . . .”




    “Ex­act­ly,” Schweid said. “You said they were like an­imals. They were. They were stung by

    one of these flies.”




    Re­mo turned to Chi­un. “And Dr. Rav­its’ cat was prob­ably bit­ten by a fly too. That’s how

    he was able to tear Rav­its apart.”




    Chi­un was silent. He was star­ing at Bar­ry Schweid, hold­ing his hands up in front of his

    eyes, fram­ing the young man as if mea­sur­ing him.




    “You have a lit­tle too much suet on you,” Chi­un told him. “But we’ll take that off you.

    And the ki­mono is a won­der­ful gar­ment for hid­ing hideous white fat, even though some

    hideous white peo­ple refuse to un­der­stand that.”




    “I’m not wear­ing any ki­mono,” Re­mo said.




    In the of­fice di­rect­ly above them, Harold Smith glanced at the bank of

    cigarette-​pack-​size tele­vi­sion mon­itors mount­ed on his desk. They were kept on all the

    while Smith was in the of­fice, turned to the three ma­jor net­works and a twen­ty-​four-​hour

    news chan­nel.




    Smith glanced up from some pa­pers on his desk and saw one man’s face fill­ing the screen on

    all four chan­nels. He would have re­gard­ed it as odd had he not rec­og­nized the man as

    Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er III. Smith turned up the sound and heard Per­ri­weath­er’s dron­ing

    hum of a voice.




    “This is my de­mand of you, killers of the uni­verse. All mur­der of in­sects is to stop

    im­me­di­ate­ly. I re­peat, im­me­di­ate­ly. This will be aug­ment­ed by pro­vid­ing in­sect

    breed­ing grounds in all pos­si­ble lo­ca­tions, in or­der to make up for a con­sis­tent

    pat­tern of past prej­udice against these no­ble crea­tures. Garbage and refuse are to be

    col­lect­ed and as­sem­bled out­side all hu­man dwellings im­me­di­ate­ly. Garbage-​can lids

    will no longer be per­mit­ted to be used. I hope this is all quite clear.” Per­ri­weath­er

    gazed cold­ly in­to the cam­era.




    “If im­ple­men­ta­tion of this de­mand is not be­gun with­in twen­ty-​four hours, I will

    re­lease Mus­ca per­ri­weather­alis. Its vengeance will be mer­ci­less. I have ex­plained what

    this in­sect is ca­pa­ble of do­ing. I will not pro­vide a demon­stra­tion for your

    ed­ifi­ca­tion, but those of you who do not be­lieve need on­ly ig­nore my warn­ing and you

    will see the pow­er of this no­ble in­sect soon enough. Un­less there is com­plete

    ca­pit­ula­tion to my de­mands, one na­tion at a time will be de­stroyed. De­stroyed, ut­ter­ly

    and com­plete­ly, with no hope for re­new­al with­in your life­times. And once the ac­tion

    be­gins, it can­not be re­versed. Nor can any of your puny mea­sures pre­vent it. Noth­ing can

    pre­vent it.”




    Per­ri­weath­er cleared his throat and it ap­peared that there were tears in his eyes.




    He said, “We do not ask the de­struc­tion of your species, nor your re­moval from the earth.

    We ask on­ly to co­ex­ist with you, as it was in old­en times, when man was but a small link in

    a nat­ural eco­log­ical chain. That was as it should be. That is how it will be again. Good

    night, ladies and gen­tle­men, you fiends of the world.”




    Per­ri­weath­er’s face was re­placed by four news­cast­ers. They all said ba­si­cal­ly the

    same thing: That sci­en­tists in­ter­viewed had said that Per­ri­weath­er, while wealthy, was a

    crank with no sci­en­tif­ic cred­ibil­ity.




    Smith turned off the tele­vi­sion and sat in si­lence for sev­er­al mo­ments. Fi­nal­ly he

    pressed a but­ton that rang a tele­phone in Bar­ry Schweid’s makeshift lab.




    “Come up here, all of you,” Smith said.




    “I don’t think he’s a crank at all,” Bar­ry Se­hweid told Smith af­ter the CURE di­rec­tor

    had told them of the tele­vi­sion ul­ti­ma­tum.




    “Why do you say that?” Smith asked calm­ly.




    “All right. Take it in or­der. We have Dex­ter Mor­ley’s pa­pers. What they tell us is that

    when he went to work for Per­ri­weath­er, Per­ri­weath­er had al­ready cre­at­ed a su­per­fly.

    First, it could bite; sec­ond, the an­imals that it bit be­came su­per-​strong and crazy

    vi­olent.




    “Rav­its’ cat was bit­ten and act­ed that way. The chim­panzees in Uwen­da tore peo­ple

    apart. They were prob­ably bit­ten. And it works on hu­man be­ings. Mr. Chi­un and Mr. Re­mo

    saw that at the Per­ri­weath­er man­sion when they were at­tacked by those two peo­ple. They

    had prob­ably been bit­ten. So the fly ex­ists and it was al­ready a dan­ger.”




    He looked around at the oth­er three men, un­ac­cus­tomed to keep­ing any­one’s at­ten­tion

    for so long. “And now it’s worse,” he con­tin­ued. “This red­winged fly is what Mor­ley was

    work­ing on, and he changed the fly so it can’t be killed. Not by DDT or any kind of poi­son.

    It’s im­per­vi­ous to all those poi­sons.”




    “You could still swat them,” Re­mo said.




    “It would take a lot of fly­swat­ters,” Bar­ry said. “No. I don’t think Per­ri­weath­er is

    crazy or that he is bluff­ing. I think he in­tends to do just what he said.”




    “Hold on. If this fly is so in­de­struc­tible, why’d it die be­fore it hit Chi­un and me?”

    Re­mo asked.




    Bar­ry shrugged. “I don’t know. It may just have been a de­fec­tive fly.”




    “Maybe they’re all de­fec­tive,” Re­mo said.




    “That’s a big ‘maybe’ for mankind to hope to live by,” Bar­ry Schweid said.




    Smith nod­ded. “Then it’s clear. We have to stop Per­ri­weath­er. If he re­leas­es these

    red-​winged flies any­where, he’ll cre­ate ma­ni­acs, stronger than hu­man.”




    “About nine­teen times stronger than hu­man,” Schweid said. “Ac­cord­ing to my

    cal­cu­la­tions. And don’t for­get. Ac­cord­ing to Mor­ley, these flies can breed. They’re not

    ster­ile. That means a new gen­er­ation of them ev­ery twen­ty days or so.”




    “Like white peo­ple,” Chi­un mut­tered.




    “So the ques­tion is, where would Per­ri­weath­er strike?” Smith said.




    “He might try a place where the in­sect pop­ula­tion might be some­what low but there are

    large clus­ters of peo­ple, tar­gets for the in­sects. That’s a pos­si­bil­ity,” Bar­ry said.

    “Maybe,” he added weak­ly.




    “And maybe he has a score to set­tle,” Re­mo said.




    “Are you think­ing what I’m think­ing?” Smith said.




    “Uwen­da. He went bat­shit when we got rid of all those bee­tles there. And if Bar­ry here

    is right, it’s got a low in­sect pop­ula­tion,” Re­mo said.




    “I think you’re right,” Smith said. “It’s go­ing to be dif­fi­cult to get in­to Uwen­da

    though.”




    “Why’s that?”




    “Since the an­ti-​Amer­ican flap over the bee­tle busi­ness, Uwen­da has closed its bor­ders

    to all West­ern­ers.”




    “If we can’t get in, Per­ri­weath­er can’t get in,” Re­mo said.




    “Bar­ry, will you check the com­put­er?” Smith asked.




    “Yes, Harold,” Schweid said.




    It on­ly took the young man three min­utes be­fore he was back in the of­fice. “It’s

    Uwen­da,” he said.




    “How can you be sure?”




    “Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er bought an air­line tick­et to Libya three days ago. The tick­et’s

    been used. He went there. Libya flies in­to Uwen­da. Our com­put­er has a Libyan pass­port

    is­sued that iden­ti­fies Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er as a Libyan na­tion­al. Uwen­da’s where he’s

    go­ing.”




    “Us too,” Re­mo said.




    “If we can get you in with­out trou­ble,” Smith said.




    “Who could do that?” Re­mo asked.




    “Ndo. The head of the HI­AEO. He’s a big shot there. He could do it. But he wouldn’t. He’s

    on an an­ti-​Amer­ican, an­ti­sci­en­tif­ic ram­page.”




    “He could be per­suad­ed,” Chi­un said.




    “How?” Smith asked.




    “This is ne­go­tiable in­for­ma­tion,” Chi­un said, cast­ing a glance at Re­mo.




    “All right, Chi­un,” said Re­mo with a sigh. “I’ll wear the damned thing. I’ll put on that

    stupid ki­mono. Once, just once.”




    “I ac­cept your good-​faith promise,” Chi­un said as he walked from the of­fice.




    “Where is he go­ing?” Smith asked.




    “Don’t ask,” Re­mo said.




    Di­rec­tor Gen­er­al Ndo was in his of­fice, shin­ing the wood­en god Ga with grease from

    his own nose. There was a scream in an out­er of­fice, fol­lowed by a thump.




    Chi­un en­tered the of­fice and with a sink­ing sen­sa­tion Ndo looked past him to see his

    body­guards ly­ing in a heap in the re­cep­tion area.




    Ndo said on­ly one word. “Again?” Chi­un nod­ded.




    Like a beat­en man, the di­rec­tor gen­er­al packed Ga in­to his vest pock­et, picked up a

    brief­case, and fol­lowed the Ko­re­an out­side, in the di­rec­tion of the air­port.


  




  

    Chapter 20




    It was a typ­ical sum­mer day in Uwen­da, swel­ter­ing and fetid at day­break and grow­ing

    even hot­ter as the day wore on.




    A band­stand had been erect­ed in the square of Ndo’s home vil­lage. The square it­self was

    lit­tle more than a brown patch of tram­pled earth where the town’s one pub­lic fa­cil­ity-​a

    well once dug by a group of Amer­ican vol­un­teer stu­dents and now a mon­ument-​stood.

    Short­ly af­ter the Amer­ican stu­dents left, the well had been poi­soned by Ndo’s broth­er,

    the mil­itary com­man­der in chief, who mis­took it for a com­mu­ni­ty uri­nal, a mis­take

    re­peat­ed in­nu­mer­able times by the sol­diers of his army. An­oth­er vil­lager de­cid­ed

    that the well’s pump, once dec­orat­ed with col­or­ful grass­es and rings of red pain, would

    make an ex­cel­lent African ar­ti­fact and sold it to a promi­nent Eu­ro­pean col­lec­tor of

    prim­itive art.




    Now the well sat un­used and stink­ing, but the site was still where vis­it­ing

    dig­ni­taries chose to speak as they in­cit­ed the vil­lagers to rise and to pro­tect against

    West­ern im­pe­ri­al­ism.




    When their mo­tor­cade ar­rived in the vil­lage, Ndo left the car and be­gan talk­ing to

    mem­bers of his na­tive tribe.




    Min­utes lat­er, he re­turned to the car and said to Smith, “You seek a white man?”




    Smith nod­ded curt­ly.




    “He is here,” Ndo said. “A man ar­rived last night and has been seen driv­ing through­out

    the area.”




    Re­mo looked through the car win­dow with dis­gust. “Great. How are we go­ing to find

    any­body in this bar­ren waste? He could be any­where. It was a stupid idea to come here in the

    first place.”




    “Then we can all re­turn to New York?” Ndo said, ready to give a sig­nal to his chauf­feur

    to turn the car around.




    “Not so quick­ly,” Smith said. “The man we seek wants peo­ple. I think we should put a lot

    of peo­ple to­geth­er in one place for him.”




    “Do you want to give away mon­ey?” Ndo said. “That al­ways draws a crowd.”




    “Too ob­vi­ous a trap,” Smith said. “Well, then how do we at­tract peo­ple?”




    “Think of some­thing,” Re­mo said. “You’re the politi­cian.”




    “I know,” Ndo said, look­ing at Chi­un for ap­proval. The old Ko­re­an’s face was turned

    from him, how­ev­er, star­ing out at the long bleak land­scape. “I will give a speech.”




    “Keep it short,” Re­mo grum­bled.




    The band­stand was hasti­ly con­struct­ed from stone and wood once used to store grain,

    an­oth­er im­pe­ri­al­ist ploy to en­tice the cit­izens of Uwen­da in­to an al­liance with the

    war­mon­ger­ing West. It was dec­orat­ed with the lat­est flag of Uwen­da, a

    pink-​and-​black-​striped field on which three seer­suck­er li­ons leapt. Ndo’s aunt,

    of­fi­cial flag­mak­er to the Pres­ident for Eter­ni­ty, had bare­ly had time to cut the li­ons

    out of the old dress used for flag­mak­ing and to paste them on the flag with Su­per Glue

    be­fore the speech­es were to be­gin. Vil­lagers were round­ed up at bay­onet point and herd­ed

    in­to the square.




    When Am­abasa Fran­cois Ndo ap­proached the speak­er’s stand, there was not a sound, not a

    rip­ple of ap­plause, un­til the sol­diers who ringed the square clicked off the safeties on

    their ri­fles. Sud­den­ly the crowd went wild greet­ing the am­bas­sador.




    Ndo waved his hands in the air and grinned. His teeth sparkled in the bril­liant sun.




    “My peo­ple,” he be­gan.




    There was no ap­plause. He stopped, put his hands on his hips and glared at the Gen­er­al

    for Life, his broth­er, who snapped a com­mand to the troops. The troops dropped to their knees

    in fir­ing po­si­tion, their weapons point­ed at the crowd. A deaf­en­ing roar of ap­proval for

    Ndo went up from the throats of the crowd.




    Ndo smiled and waved down the ap­plause cheer­ful­ly.




    “My friends. Four score and sev­en years ago . . .” In the back of the crowd, Re­mo glanced

    at Smith. ” ‘The Get­tys­burg Ad­dress’?” Re­mo said.




    “You warned him no an­ti-​Amer­ican stuff,” Smith said. “Maybe this is the on­ly oth­er

    thing he knows.”




    ” . . . ded­icat­ed to the propo­si­tion that all men . . .” Re­mo’s eyes con­tin­ued to

    pa­trol the area around the vil­lage square. Then he saw it-​a jeep that had just stopped

    be­hind one of the small tarpa­per-​and-​wood shacks that con­sti­tut­ed the vil­lage’s

    res­iden­tial area. He be­gan to move away from Smith, but the CURE di­rec­tor re­strained him

    by grab­bing his arm. “Look,” Smith said, turn­ing Re­mo’s glance to the speak­er’s

    plat­form.




    ” . . . in a great civ­il war test­ing whether that na­tion or-” Ndo stopped speak­ing and

    swat­ted at a fly buzzing around his face. The sud­den si­lence con­vinced the vil­lagers that

    the speech was over. Un­prompt­ed by the sol­diers’ guns, they gave out one per­func­to­ry

    cheer and be­gan to turn back to their homes.




    “Damned fly,” Ndo shout­ed, slap­ping his fat lit­tle fists to­geth­er.




    No one saw the red-​winged fly bite Ndo on the back of his glis­ten­ing neck, but ev­ery­one

    stopped when he sud­den­ly roared in an­guish.




    They turned to see Ndo, his hands balled in­to fists, crum­pling the pages of his speech. He

    tossed the pages in­to the air, then spun in a cir­cle, be­fore be­gin­ning to flail about him

    on the band­stand.




    He grabbed the pole hold­ing the Uwen­dan flag and snapped it in two. Then he shoved the

    flag it­self in­to his mouth and tore it to shreds with his teeth.




    He jumped to the ground, grabbed a sup­port base of the band­stand and shook it un­til the

    mid­dle sec­tion of tim­ber came loose in his hand. He crushed the wood to pow­der and the

    band­stand creaked and then col­lapsed around him.




    The crowd watched for a mo­ment, hushed, and then Ndo rose from the wreck­age like some

    gi­ant pri­mor­dial beast climb­ing out of the slime, his throat emit­ting a sound that no

    hu­man should have been ca­pa­ble of mak­ing.




    The vil­lagers, used to Ndo’s long bor­ing speech­es about Marx­ism, jumped up and down in

    glee and be­gan to ap­plaud.




    “Mus­ca per­ri­weather­alis,” Bar­ry Se­hweid said ex­cit­ed­ly. “Per­ri­weath­er’s here.

    He’s re­leased the fly. Do you hear, Harold? He’s here.”




    “Didn’t even give us the full forty-​eight hours,” Smith said. The CURE di­rec­tor looked to

    both sides. Re­mo and Chi­un had moved away from him and were walk­ing slow­ly to­ward Ndo.




    The IHAEO of­fi­cial’s broth­er ap­proached the band­stand. He ex­tend­ed a help­ing hand to

    Ndo.




    Ndo seemed to smile, then as the man moved with­in the reach of his arm, he swung his arm

    around in one long sweep and cracked his fist against the side of his broth­er’s face.




    Like a brown ball, the gen­er­al’s head bound­ed off his shoul­ders, bounc­ing through the

    dust to­ward the com­mu­ni­ty well.




    A vil­lager screamed. Then an­oth­er. The sol­diers start­ed to raise their weapons to­ward

    Ndo, but it was too late. The politi­cian grabbed one of the ri­fle­men, im­paled him on his

    own weapon, and then spun the sol­dier around over his head.




    He roared a growl as blood sprayed from the man, send­ing up lit­tle puffs of dust where it

    hit the sun­baked ground.




    “Naaaaargh,” Ndo roared, his eyes bulging wild­ly from his head.




    “He says ‘Naaaaaargh’ too, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said. “Maybe that’s how we’ll be able to

    tell who­ev­er gets bit. He’ll say ‘Naaaaaargh.’ “




    “Good thought,” Chi­un said.




    The vil­lagers bolt­ed and ran. They brushed past Re­mo and Chi­un, as Ndo held the dead

    sol­dier over his head, and then tossed him, as if he were a light stick, in­to the midst of

    the oth­er sol­diers.




    The Uwen­dan Army dropped its ri­fles and ran, and sud­den­ly al­most as if by mag­ic, the

    square was emp­ty of peo­ple, ex­cept for Re­mo, Chi­un and Smith at one end, and at the oth­er

    … Smith’s heart sank.




    Bar­ry Schweid was stand­ing near Ndo, slow­ly wav­ing his blan­ket. The pudgy young man’s

    eyes were glazed. Ndo looked to­ward him and his lips curled back in a sav­age par­ody of a

    smile. The flut­ter­ing blue blan­ket in Bar­ry’s hands caught his at­ten­tion. Like a bull in

    an are­na, Ndo charged it.




    Re­mo and Chi­un start­ed for­ward but Bar­ry shout­ed to them.




    “No clos­er,” he said. “I can han­dle this.”




    His body seemed to grow rigid and then his eyes ap­par­ent­ly lost their fo­cus and gazed

    off in­to a dis­tance no one could see.




    “Re­mo, Chi­un. Help him,” Smith snapped.




    Re­mo ig­nored him. “He’s do­ing that thing again,” he said to Chi­un. “The cos­mic-​pow­er

    thing.”




    Chi­un mere­ly watched the bat­tle un­fold­ing be­fore him.




    As Ndo reached Bar­ry and stretched his arms out to en­cir­cle him, Bar­ry dart­ed low,

    un­der the arms, stuck out his foot and sent the IHAEO of­fi­cer sprawl­ing on the ground. He

    thumped Ndo on the side of the head with one chub­by fist.




    “Dammit if that kid’s not all right,” Re­mo said. “In­stant Sinan­ju.”




    “There is no in­stant Sinan­ju,” Chi­uri said and moved for­ward to­ward Bar­ry.




    Ndo was on his feet again, cir­cling around Bar­ry. The lit­tle fat man had dropped the blue

    blan­ket as he turned, keep­ing his face to­ward Ndo.




    Then, al­most vis­ibly, the strength seemed to drain from him. He was star­ing at the ground

    where Ndo’s stomp­ing feet had stepped on the blan­ket.




    The young man paused. Chi­un called out, “Here. Ndo. Here.” But be­fore Ndo could move,

    Bar­ry dove for­ward to the ground to try to pick up … what?




    “He’s go­ing for that damned blan­ket,” Re­mo snarled.




    Chi­un ran for­ward to stop him but he was too late. One blow was enough. Ndo caught Bar­ry

    be­tween the shoul­der blades with a pow­er­ful down-​crash­ing fist and broke the young

    sci­en­tist’s back with a sound like the snap of a dry twig. Bar­ry dropped in­to the dust as

    if all the bones in his body had sud­den­ly van­ished.




    He seemed to try to crawl for­ward a few inch­es. His hand dug in­to the dust. And then his

    face thun­ked down on­to the ground.




    Chi­un was on Ndo, his arms and legs in­vis­ible in­side the ki­mono he wore, the flow­ing

    and swirling of the gar­ment mak­ing his move­ments look gen­tle and al­most slow. But there

    were the sounds. The thud and thud of blows to Ndo, the crack and crack as bones snapped, and

    then the African lay in a heap, his sight­less eyes star­ing up­ward at the sun, his hands

    twitch­ing in the fi­nal re­flex of death.




    Re­mo bent over to Bar­ry as Smith ran up to them. “Why did you stop, kid?” Re­mo asked.

    “You had him and then you stopped.”




    Chi­un knelt on the oth­er side of Bar­ry Schweid, who of­fered a pained lit­tle grin.




    He opened the palm of his hand. In­side was trapped a red-​winged fly. The in­sect was not

    mov­ing.




    “I saw this on the ground near Ndo. I jumped to catch it so it wouldn’t get away and bite

    any­body else. Wast­ed my time,” Bar­ry said. “It was al­ready dead.”




    “We’re go­ing to get you to a hos­pi­tal,” Smith said. He knelt in the dust along­side

    Bar­ry’s head.




    Bar­ry shook his head weak­ly: “I don’t think so,” he said. “Death is some­thing tan­gi­ble,

    some­thing you can feel. Did you know that?” he asked, his schol­ar’s mind still fas­ci­nat­ed

    by the work­ings of his own or­gan­ism, even in its last mo­ments of life. “Will you write that

    down some­where?”




    Smith nod­ded, not trust­ing him­self to speak, and Re­mo said, “Where does it hurt, kid? I

    can take the pain away.” He re­al­ized that it was death he could not con­quer.




    “It doesn’t hurt any­more. Not at all.” He glanced to­ward Chi­un and smiled again. “You

    un­der­stood what I was do­ing. It was the same thing I did in the lab, har­ness­ing the

    cos­mic en­er­gy. The same thing you do with the breath­ing. I had it, but then when I went for

    the fly, I lost it. Why’d that hap­pen?”




    “I do not know, my son,” Chi­un said.




    “You said it was breath­ing. I was breath­ing right,” Bar­ry said. He closed his eyes for a

    mo­ment in a wince of pain, then opened them again, search­ing Chi­un’s face for an

    an­swer.




    “You breathed cor­rect­ly,” Chi­un said soft­ly. “But breath­ing is on­ly one part of it.

    You did not have the train­ing to sus­tain it. The pow­er comes from the breath­ing. That is

    cor­rect. But keep­ing that pow­er comes from train­ing, from know­ing you have that pow­er and

    that you can use it.” He held both hands over his chest. “It comes from in here. But not from

    the lungs, from in­side the heart. And from here.” He raised his hands to touch his fore­head.

    “Tell me. Was there not a mo­ment when you wor­ried that the pow­er would leave you?”




    Bar­ry tried to nod and gri­maced with the pain. “When I saw the fly. I won­dered if I would

    be fast enough or strong enough to get it.”




    “That was the mo­ment of your weak­ness,” Chi­un said. “In that mo­ment, when first you

    doubt­ed it, the pow­er left you.”




    “I was so close,” Bar­ry said.




    “You would have been a fine pupil,” Chi­un said. “You had wis­dom and courage. You lacked

    on­ly the con­fi­dence of know­ing you could do it. That is the true se­cret of Sinan­ju: that

    a man can over­come any ob­sta­cle if he knows in his heart that he must and in his mind that

    he can,” Chi­un said.




    “You think I could have been a good stu­dent?” Bar­ry asked.




    “Yes,” Chi­un said. “You would have been my best.”




    “Thank you,” said Se­hweid. His eyes rolled up in his head and he saw Smith kneel­ing

    be­hind him. “Thank you, Harold, for ev­ery­thing.”




    “And thank you, Bar­ry.”




    “You’re the clos­est thing I ev­er had to a friend, Harold.”




    “I feel that way too, Bar­ry,” Smith said.




    Bar­ry Schweid smiled once and died. For­got­ten in the coura­geous mo­ments of his fi­nal

    bat­tle and death was the lit­tle piece of blue blan­ket which lay in the Uwen­dan dust.




    Schweid’s body was in the rear seat of the limou­sine that had be­longed to Am­abasa

    Fran­cois Ndo.




    “The jeep’s gone,” Re­mo said. “No telling where Per­ri­weath­er is now. Do you think he’s

    got more flies?”




    Smith nod­ded. “He must have. Many more. I’m sure they’ve bred by now. He’s got enough to

    car­ry out his threat.”




    “Then we’ve lost,” Re­mo said.




    “It looks that way,” Smith said.




    “I’m sor­ry,” Re­mo said. “He could be any­where by now.”




    “I know.”




    “Chi­un and I will stay around to look for him, but I wouldn’t hold out too much hope if I

    were you.”




    “I won’t,” Smith said. “What are you go­ing to do?”




    “I’m go­ing to take Bar­ry’s body to the Amer­ican em­bassy near the air­port. They can

    ar­range to ship it home. We’ll bury him back in the States.”




    “That’s a good idea,” Re­mo said.




    Smith nod­ded and stepped in­to the car. “Good-​bye, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,” he said.

    “Good­bye, Re­mo.”




    “Good-​bye,” Re­mo said.




    Chi­un was silent as Smith drove away.


  




  

    Chapter 21




    “Well, if the world’s all go­ing back to the Stone Age, this is a good place to be, I

    guess,” said Re­mo.




    “How quick you white things are to sur­ren­der,” Chi­un said.




    “Per­ri­weath­er could be miles away by now,” Re­mo said.




    “He could be,” Chi­un said. “And he might be close by. Should one give up with­out

    con­sid­er­ing the pos­si­bil­ity?”




    “All right. We’ll keep fol­low­ing the jeep tracks,” Re­mo said with­out con­vic­tion. They

    were mov­ing along a nar­row path through the brush, just wide enough to ac­com­mo­date

    Per­ri­weath­er’s ve­hi­cle.




    “And what of the cu­ri­ous con­di­tion of the red-​winged fly?” Chi­un said over his

    shoul­der, with­out turn­ing, as he con­tin­ued to race along the path.




    “What cu­ri­ous con­di­tion? The fly’s dead,” Re­mo said.




    “That is its cu­ri­ous con­di­tion,” Chi­un said.




    “If you say so, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo, who had no idea what Chi­un was talk­ing

    about.




    “Si­lence,” Chi­un com­mand­ed. “Do you hear it?” Re­mo lis­tened but heard noth­ing. He

    looked back to­ward Chi­un, but the old Ko­re­an was no longer there. Re­mo looked up and saw

    Chi­un skit­ter­ing up the side of a tall tree, as quick­ly as a squir­rel: The Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju paused for a mo­ment at the top, then slid down smooth­ly. As he reached the ground,

    Re­mo heard the sound. It was an au­to­mo­bile en­gine.




    Chi­un ran off through the brush with Re­mo fol­low­ing.




    “You saw him?” Re­mo said.




    “He is over there.” Chi­un waved vague­ly in the di­rec­tion they were run­ning. “The dirt

    road must curl around through the jun­gle and joins with an­oth­er road ahead. We can reach

    him.”




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther?” Re­mo said.




    “What, talkative one?”




    “Keep run­ning.”




    The road curved around a small hillock and then passed through a dry dusty clear­ing.




    Re­mo and Chi­un stood in the clear­ing as Per­ri­weath­er’s jeep spun around the cor­ner

    from the hill. The man screeched on his brakes and stopped the car with a skid.




    Even in the bright African sun, Per­ri­weath­er looked cool and dig­ni­fied. His hair was

    un­mussed. He wore a tai­lored kha­ki bush suit, but even at the dis­tance of twen­ty feet,

    Re­mo could see that the man’s fin­ger­nails were dirty.




    “Mr. Per­ri­weath­er, I pre­sume,” Re­mo said.




    “Drs. Re­mo and Chi­un. How nice to see you here,” Per­ri­weath­er called out.




    Re­mo took a step for­ward to­ward the jeep but stopped as Per­ri­weath­er raised some­thing

    in his hand. It was a small crys­talline cube. In­side it, Re­mo could see a black dot. And the

    dot was mov­ing. And it had red wings.




    “Is this what you’re look­ing for?” Per­ri­weath­er asked.




    “You got it, bud­dy,” Re­mo said. “Is that your on­ly one?”




    “As you say, you’ve got it, bud­dy. The on­ly one,” Per­ri­weath­er said.




    “Then I want it,” Re­mo said.




    “Good. Here. You can have it. Take it.”




    He tossed the cube high in­to the air to­ward Re­mo. As Re­mo and Chi­un looked sky­ward

    to­ward the de­scend­ing crys­tal ob­ject, he gunned the jeep for­ward.




    “Many more,” he yelled. “Many more.” And then his voice broke in­to a wild laugh.




    “I’ve got it, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo said as the cube dropped to­ward him.




    He reached up and caught the ob­ject gen­tly in his hands. But it was not glass or plas­tic.

    He felt the spun­sug­ar cube shat­ter in his hands even as he caught it, and then he felt

    an­oth­er sen­sa­tion. A brief sting in the palm of his right hand.




    He opened his hand and looked at it. The welt on his palm grew be­fore his eyes.




    “Chi­un, I’m bit­ten,” he gasped.




    Chi­un did not speak. He backed away from Re­mo, his eyes filled with sor­row.




    Fifty feet away, on the oth­er side of the clear­ing, Per­ri­weath­er had stopped the jeep

    and was now stand­ing on the seat, look­ing back to­ward them, laugh­ing.




    “Isn’t life won­der­ful when you’re hav­ing fun?” he called.




    Re­mo tried to an­swer but no sound came from his lips. Then the first spasm hit him.




    He had been in pain be­fore. There had been times when he had felt him­self dy­ing. But he

    had nev­er be­fore known the agony of be­ing ut­ter­ly, un­think­ably out of phys­ical

    con­trol.




    As the first seizures en­gulfed him, he reached au­to­mat­ical­ly for his stom­ach, where

    his in­sides seemed to be rid­ing a roller coast­er. His breath came short and shal­low,

    rasp­ing out of his lungs.




    The mus­cle spasms moved to his legs. His thighs twitched and his feet shook. Then his arms,

    the mus­cles strain­ing and bulging out of their sheaths as his back knot­ted in agony. He

    moved his help­less eyes to­ward Chi­un. The old man made no move to­ward him, but stood like a

    stat­ue, his eyes locked in­to Re­mo’s.




    “Chi­un,” he want­ed to say. “Lit­tle Fa­ther, help me.” He opened his mouth but no words

    came out. In­stead, he emit­ted the sound of a wild beast, a low groan that hissed from his

    body like an alien thing es­cap­ing. The sound fright­ened Re­mo. It did not be­long to him,

    just as this body no longer be­longed to him. It was a stranger’s body. A killer’s body.




    As he watched the old Ko­re­an, he be­gan to drool. The small fig­ure that stood so

    porce­lain per­fect be­fore him be­came an un­re­al thing, a toy, a fo­cus for the

    in­ex­pli­ca­ble rage that was burst­ing from with­in ev­ery fiber of his new, un­fa­mil­iar

    body.




    For a mo­ment, Chi­un, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, teach­er and friend, ceased to ex­ist for him.

    He had been re­placed by the frail lit­tle crea­ture stand­ing be­fore him.




    Re­mo dropped to his hands and knees and be­gan to crawl across the clear­ing. In the

    back­ground, Wal­dron Per­ri­weath­er’s laugh still boomed through the heavy hu­mid air.




    Re­mo tried to speak. He forced his mouth in­to the prop­er shape, then ex­pelled the air

    from his lungs.




    “Go,” he man­aged. He swat­ted at the air. The next sound that came from him was a roar.




    “No,” Chi­un said sim­ply, over the roar. “I will not run from you. You must turn from me

    and from the crea­ture that in­hab­its you.”




    Re­mo moved clos­er, fight­ing him­self ev­ery inch, but un­able to stop. Froth bub­bled

    from his mouth. The pupils of his eyes were tinged with red.




    The eyes again met Chi­un’s, clos­er now, al­most with­in reach.




    “You are a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,” Chi­un said. “Fight this thing with your mind. Your mind

    must know that you are mas­ter of your body. Fight it.”




    Re­mo rolled on­to his side to stop his for­ward mo­tion to­ward Chi­un. He clutched

    him­self in tor­ment. “Can’t fight,” he man­aged to gasp.




    “Then kill me, Re­mo,” Chi­un said. He spread his arms and lift­ed his neck. “I wait.”




    Re­mo rolled back on­to his knees, then lunged at Chi­un. The old man made no move to step

    out of his way.




    You are a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    The words echoed some­where deep in­side him. And in the deep­est spot of him­self, he knew

    that he was a man, not some lab­ora­to­ry ex­per­iment with no will. He was a man, and more

    than a man, for Chi­un, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, had taught him to be more, to see the wind and

    taste the air and move with the vi­bra­tions of the uni­verse. Chi­un had trained Re­mo to be a

    Mas­ter, and a Mas­ter did not run, not even from him­self.




    With a colos­sal ef­fort of will, Re­mo swerved from his path. He had come so close to the

    old man that the silk of Chi­un’s ki­mono brushed his bare arm. Tears streamed down his cheeks

    as the part of him that was Rerno strug­gled and clawed and fought with the beast that

    sur­round­ed him. Shriek­ing, he threw him­self on a boul­der and wrapped his arms around

    it.




    “I … will … not … kill … Chi­un,” he groaned, squeez­ing the rock with ev­ery par­ti­cle of

    his strength. He felt the life­less mass in his arms warm, then trem­ble. Then, with an

    out­rush of air, ex­pelling the poi­son from his lungs with a fi­nal, ter­ri­ble ef­fort, he

    clutched the boul­der with his con­vul­sive bleed­ing hands and pressed him­self against it one

    last time.




    The rock snapped, ex­plod­ing in a spray. Peb­bles and sand shot high in­to the air over

    him.




    When the dust had set­tled, Re­mo stood. Like a man.




    Chi­un did not speak. His head nod­ded once in ac­knowl­edg­ment and it was enough.




    Re­mo ran across the clear­ing. Per­ri­weath­er’s laugh stopped short and Re­mo heard the

    met­al protest as the jeep was forced in­to gear and start­ed to drive away.




    Re­mo ran, feel­ing the per­fect syn­chro­niza­tion of his body as it re­spond­ed to the

    sub­tle com­mands of his mind.




    The jeep put­tered ahead of him at a dis­tance, mov­ing eas­ily over the dirt road.




    And then it stopped.




    Per­ri­weath­er pressed down on the gas ped­al. The wheels whirred and spun but the

    ve­hi­cle did not move. As Per­ri­weath­er turned and saw Re­mo’s hand hold­ing the back of the

    ve­hi­cle, his jaw dropped open. He tried to speak.




    “Fly got your tongue?” Re­mo said and then the jeep’s rear end was ris­ing in­to the air,

    and then it spun over and plum­met­ed off the side of the road, down a hill, turn­ing in the

    air, burst­ing in­to flames.




    It stopped, flam­ing, as it crashed in­to an out­crop­ping of rock.




    “That’s the biz, sweet­heart,” Re­mo said cold­ly. He felt Chi­un stand­ing along­side

    him.




    “He is dead?” Chi­un said.




    “He should al­ready be in fly heav­en,” Re­mo said. They watched the flames for a mo­ment;

    and then Re­mo felt Chi­un’s body next to his tense and stiff­en. Re­mo him­self groaned as he

    saw what had cap­tured Chi­un’s at­ten­tion.




    A small swirl of in­sects rose in the air from the burn­ing jeep. In the harsh sun­light,

    their wings glint­ed a blood red.




    “Oh, no,” Re­mo said. “There’s more. And they’ve es­caped.” He looked at Chi­un. “What can

    we do?”




    “We can stand here,” Chi­un said. “They will find us.”




    “And then what? Let our­selves get eat­en up by flies?”




    “How lit­tle you un­der­stand about things,” Chi­un said.




    The red-​winged flies were blown high in­to the air on the ris­ing gusts of su­per­heat­ed

    air from the burn­ing jeep. Then they seemed to see Re­mo and Chi­un be­cause they flew to­ward

    them.




    “What should we do, Lit­tle Fa­ther?” Re­mo asked.




    “Stand here to at­tract them. But do not let them bite you.”




    The flies, per­haps a dozen of them, flew in lazy cir­cles around the two men.

    Oc­ca­sion­al­ly one would dip as if to land but a sud­den move­ment of Re­mo and Chi­un’s

    bod­ies fright­ened them back in­to the air.




    “This is great un­til we get tired of wav­ing at bugs,” Re­mo said.




    “Not much longer,” Chi­un said. “Look at the cir­cles they are mak­ing.”




    Re­mo glanced up­ward. The hov­er­ing cir­cles were be­com­ing more er­rat­ic. The sound of

    the flies had changed too; it was un­even and too loud.




    Then one by one the flies buzzed fran­ti­cal­ly, dove, strug­gled for a mo­ment in the air,

    then dove again. They fell on the ground, around the two men, each twitch­ing for a mo­ment,

    be­fore stop­ping as if frozen. “They’re dead,” Re­mo said in won­der­ment.




    Chi­un had plucked up a leaf and was fold­ing it in­to an origa­mi box. In­side he put the

    bod­ies of the dead flies.




    “For Smith,” he ex­plained.




    “Why’d they die?” Re­mo said.




    “It was air,” Chi­un said. “They were bred to live in poi­son but they lost their abil­ity

    to live for long in the air we breathe. It was why that fly died in the lab­ora­to­ry. And why

    that fly died af­ter bit­ing that poor fat white friend of Smith’s.” He put the leaf box in­to

    a fold of his robe.




    “Then we weren’t even need­ed,” Re­mo said. “These mon­sters would have died by

    them­selves.”




    “We were need­ed,” Chi­un said. He nod­ded to­ward the smol­der­ing jeep hold­ing

    Per­ri­weath­er’s body. “For the oth­er mon­sters.”


  




  

    Chapter 22




    A week lat­er, Smith ar­rived at their ho­tel room at the New jer­sey shore.




    “Chi­un was right,” Smith said with­out pream­ble. He took off his glass­es and rubbed his

    eyes. “The flies could not live in or­di­nary air. They lived in Per­ri­weath­er’s lab be­cause

    the air was so pu­ri­fied and they were mu­tat­ed to live in poi­son. But or­di­nary killed

    them.”




    “Or­di­nary kills a lot of things,” Chi­un said. “Great teach­ers are killed by or­di­nary,

    or less than or­di­nary, pupils.”




    His state­ment sound­ed, to Smith, like some sort of pri­vate ar­gu­ment be­tween the two

    men so he just cleared his throat, then pulled a note from his jack­et pock­et and hand­ed it

    to Re­mo.




    “This was left for you at the IHAEO labs,” he said. Re­mo glanced at the note. It be­gan,

    “Dar­ling Re­mo.”




    “She says she’s gone to the Ama­zon to try to find new us­es for Dr. Rav­its’ work with

    pheromones.”




    “Gee, Smit­ty, thanks for read­ing it first. You can imag­ine all the trou­ble it saves me

    if you read my per­son­al mail.” He dropped the note in the waste­bas­ket.




    “You’re not al­lowed to get per­son­al mail,” Smith said. “Any­way, Dara Wor­thing­ton has

    been ad­vised that Drs. Re­mo and Chi­un died in a jeep ac­ci­dent in Uwen­da.”




    “I nev­er died,” Chi­un said.




    “Just a po­lite fic­tion,” Smith ex­plained.




    “Oh. I see. A po­lite fic­tion, like some peo­ple’s promis­es,” Chi­un said, as he glared at

    Re­mo.




    “Smit­ty, you’d bet­ter go now,” Re­mo said. “Chi­un and I have some­thing to do.”




    “Can I help?” Smith asked.




    “I on­ly wish you could,” Re­mo said with a sigh. Alone in his of­fice, Smith leaned back in

    his chair. Bar­ry Schweid’s blue blan­ket lay over an arm of the chair along­side the desk.

    Smith rose, picked up the tat­tered piece of fab­ric, and head­ed for the waste­bas­ket.




    If Re­mo could do it with Dara Wor­thing­ton’s note, so could Smith. There was no room in

    the or­ga­ni­za­tion for sen­ti­ment. Smith had dis­patched his sec­re­tary’s son with no more

    thought than he would have giv­en the pass­ing of a bum­ble­bee. Or a red-​winged fly. Bar­ry

    Schweid was dead and he had been a use­less, needy fool. His on­ly con­tri­bu­tion had been to

    make CURE’s com­put­ers, in the rooms be­low and the back­ups on St. Mar­tin, tam­per-​proof.

    Apart from that, he had been a trou­ble­some child­ish pest.




    Smith tossed the blan­ket to­ward the waste­bas­ket, but some­how clung to the end of it. He

    felt its torn silky strands hang­ing on his fin­gers, al­most as if Bar­ry Schweid him­self

    were hang­ing on to him.




    He touched the blan­ket with his oth­er hand. Bar­ry had found the on­ly com­fort of his

    life in it. His heart felt weight­ed.




    He squeezed the end of the blan­ket once more, for him­self, and once again for Bar­ry, then

    let it drop. He put on his hat, picked up the at­tache case con­tain­ing the portable

    com­put­er, and walked out.




    “Good af­ter­noon, Mrs. Mikul­ka,” he said rou­tine­ly. “Good af­ter­noon, Dr. Smith.”




    He was halfway out the door when he turned around. Mrs. Mikul­ka was typ­ing with the

    fe­ro­cious speed that made her such a fine sec­re­tary. Her bi­fo­cals were perched on the end

    of her nose. Fun­ny, he thought. He had nev­er no­ticed be­fore that she wore eye­glass­es.

    There were so many things he nev­er no­ticed.




    The wom­an looked up, star­tled to see Smith still stand­ing there. She re­moved her

    eye­glass­es, look­ing un­com­fort­able.




    “Is there any­thing else, Doc­tor?”




    He stepped foward a pace, still mar­veling at what his sec­re­tary of al­most twen­ty years

    looked like.




    “Do you have any chil­dren, Mrs. Mikul­ka?” he said.




    “Be­sides Keenan?” she asked.




    “Yes. Of course. Be­sides Keenan.”




    “Yes. I have a daugh­ter who’s mar­ried and liv­ing in Ida­ho and two more sons. One’s an

    en­gi­neer and one’s go­ing to be­come a priest.”




    Her bo­som seemed to puff out slight­ly while she spoke and her eyes shone with pride.




    “I’m glad, Mrs. Mikul­ka,” Smith said. “It sounds like a fine fam­ily.”




    She smiled. Smith tipped his hat and left.




    “I am wait­ing,” Chi­un an­nounced from out­side the bath­room door.




    “Hold your hors­es, will you? This thing’s as tight as the skin on a turnip.”




    “It is an ex­cel­lent ki­mono,” Chi­un said.




    “Yeah, sure.”




    “And you are wear­ing it to the din­ing room for din­ner,” Chi­un said.




    “That was my promise,” Re­mo said. “And I al­ways keep my promis­es.”




    Chi­un chuck­led. “Re­mo, I have wait­ed years for this mo­ment. I want you to know that you

    have brought sun­shine in­to the twi­light of my life.”




    “And all it cost me was the blood cir­cu­la­tion in my arms and legs. Great,” Re­mo

    said.




    The bath­room door swung open and Re­mo stalked out.




    Chi­un stag­gered back across the room in dis­be­lief. His tiny silk ki­mono, hand-​paint­ed

    with pur­ple birds and mag­no­lia blos­soms, cov­ered Re­mo on­ly up to midthigh. Re­mo’s arms

    stuck out of the sleeves from the el­bow down. His shoul­ders stretched the thin fab­ric to the

    break­ing point. The col­lar open­ing, neat and taut around Chi­un’s small neck, jut­ted open

    on Re­mo al­most to his navel. Re­mo was bare­foot. His knees shone white next to the smooth

    col­ors of the gar­ment: “You look like an id­iot,” Chi­un said.




    “I told you I would.”




    “You look like that im­per­ti­nent crea­ture who sings about the good ship Lol­lipop. “




    “Tell me about it,” Re­mo growled.




    “I will go no place with you look­ing like such an im­be­cile.”




    Re­mo hes­itat­ed. It was an open­ing. “Oh, no,” he said. “A deal’s a deal. I promised you I

    would wear this and I’m wear­ing it to din­ner. That’s it, case closed.”




    “Not with me, you’re not,” Chi­un said.




    “Oh yes, I am. And if any­body laughs, they’re dead.” He walked to­ward the door of their

    room. “Let’s go,” he said.




    Chi­un stepped along­side him. “All right,” he said re­luc­tant­ly. “If you in­sist.”




    But at the door­way Chi­un stopped. “Hold,” he shout­ed. “What is that smell?”




    “What smell?” Re­mo said. “I don’t smell any­thing.”




    “That smell like a plea­sure house. Wait. It comes from you.”




    Re­mo bent his head over and sniffed his chest. “Oh, that. I al­ways use that. That’s my

    af­ter-​show­er splash.”




    “I did not know they made such things from gar­lic,” Chi­un said.




    “It’s not gar­lic. It’s fresh. Woodsy, kind of. I wear it all the time.”




    “You wear it all the time when you keep your­self wrapped in cloth­ing. That muf­fles your

    odor. But now … with your skin ex­posed . . ” He pinched his nos­trils shut. “It is more than I

    can bear.”




    His eyes widened in­to two hazel mar­bles.




    “Quick. It is be­foul­ing my beau­ti­ful ki­mono. Quick, Re­move it be­fore the fab­ric is

    for­ev­er im­preg­nat­ed with that stench.”




    “You sure you want me to do this, Chi­un?” Re­mo asked.




    “Please, Re­mo. Now. Hur­ry. Be­fore I ex­pire.” Re­mo walked back in­to the bath­room. A

    mo­ment lat­er, he was back wear­ing his usu­al black T-​shirt, chi­nos and leather

    loafers.




    “Did you hang my ki­mono up to air out?” Chi­un asked.




    “Yes. Can we go and eat now?”




    “Yes, if our ap­petites have not been ru­ined for all time,” Chi­un said.




    “I’ll eat just fine,” Re­mo said with a smile.
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