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  Chapter 1




  They couldn’t see it. But it could blind. Nor­mal­ly they couldn’t feel it, but it could kill.

  They couldn’t touch it, but it could turn hu­man skin to an es­pe­cial­ly vir­ulent and burn­ing

  can­cer. It could de­stroy crops, flood the cities of the world and turn the earth in­to

  some­thing that re­sem­bled the moon, a bar­ren rock wait­ing for life from else­where some aeon

  hence.




  That, of course, was the down­side.




  “There’s got to be some way we can make a buck on this thing,” said Reemer Bolt, di­rec­tor of

  mar­ket­ing for Chem­ical Con­cepts of Mas­sachusetts, who didn’t see why they shouldn’t push it

  through De­vel­op­ment. “We’d have to work out the bugs, of course.”




  “I’d say that not de­stroy­ing all life on this plan­et is bug one,” said Kath­leen O’Bon­nell

  of Re­search and De­vel­op­ment.




  “Right. A ma­jor pri­or­ity. I don’t want to de­stroy all life. I am life. We are all life.

  Right?”




  There were nods all around Con­fer­ence Room A of Chem­ical Con­cepts head­quar­ters,

  sit­uat­ed north of Boston on high-​tech Route 128.




  “We are not here to de­stroy life,” said Bolt, “but to pro­tect it. En­hance it. Make

  Chem­ical Con­cepts of Mas­sachusetts a vi­able grow­ing part of that life.”




  “What are you talk­ing about?” de­mand­ed Kath­leen O’Don­nell. She was twen­ty-​eight years

  old, a tall wom­an with eyes like star sap­phires and skin like Alpine mar­ble, white and placid.

  Her hair, brushed straight off her cool fore­head, was a del­icate red­dish-​gold. If she were

  not al­ways get­ting in his way, Reemer Bolt, thir­ty-​eight, would have fall­en in love with

  her. Or tried. He’d tried sev­er­al times, in fact. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, there was a prob­lem with

  beau­ti­ful Kath­leen O’Don­nell, Ph.D., MIT.




  She un­der­stood him.




  Reemer Bolt was glad he was not mar­ried to her. Life for a man mar­ried to a wom­an who

  un­der­stood him could be hell. Reemer should know. He had had three of them be­fore he found

  him­self a para­noid shrew. Para­noid shrews were the eas­iest to deal with. They were so busy

  chas­ing their night­mares that you re­al­ly could do any­thing with them. With Kath­leen

  O’Don­nell, he could do noth­ing. She knew what was go­ing on.




  “I am talk­ing about the ba­sic in­alien­able pri­or­ities,” said Bolt. “Life, liv­ing life,

  is im­por­tant to me.” His voice ached with in­dig­na­tion.




  But Kath­leen O’Don­nell did not back down.




  “I am glad to see that the sur­vival of life on this plan­et is one of your pri­or­ities. But

  which pri­or­ity? Num­ber fif­teen, af­ter whether you can sell it to a Third World coun­try or

  if it can be mar­ket­ed in Peo­ria?” asked Dr. O’Don­nell of those heav­en­ly blue eyes and the

  steel-​trap mind.




  “A ma­jor one,” replied Bolt. And then, in a deep­er voice: “A damned ma­jor one. Damned

  ma­jor.” Heads nod­ded around the con­fer­ence-​room ta­ble.




  “Num­ber one?” asked Kathy.




  “I don’t know. I said ma­jor,” snarled Bolt.




  “Might sur­vival of life come af­ter say, cost fac­tors, gen­er­al mar­ketabil­ity, use in an

  oil-​rich Third World coun­try, and the pos­si­bil­ity of an ex­clu­sive patent?”




  “I cer­tain­ly would not dis­count an ex­clu­sive patent. How many com­pa­nies have poured

  mil­lions in­to de­vel­op­ing pro­cess­es and prod­ucts, on­ly to find they were stolen by

  oth­ers? I want to pro­tect all of us.” Bolt looked around the ta­ble. Heads nod­ded. On­ly one

  re­mained still. That cool­ly beau­ti­ful trou­ble­mak­er.




  “Gen­tle­men,” an­nounced Dr. O’Don­nell in an even voice. “Let me ex­plain what we are

  deal­ing with.”




  She held up a pack of cigarettes tak­en from an ex­ec­utive sit­ting next to her. She tilt­ed

  it so that the side of the pack­age float­ed at eye lev­el. It was scarce­ly wider than two

  fin­ger­nails.




  “Around the earth is a lay­er of ozone, no big­ger than this,” she said, out­lin­ing the side

  of the cigarette pack with her fin­ger. “It pro­tects us from the sun’s rays-​the in­tense

  ul­tra­vi­olet rays, X-​rays, and cos­mic rays. These are all rays which, un­fil­tered, could

  oblit­er­ate life on our plan­et.”




  “They al­so give us nice tans, com­fort­able weath­er, and a bit of chloro­phyll called the

  build­ing block of life, among oth­er things,” said Bolt.




  “Not as we plan it,” said Dr. O’Don­nell. “The whole world is so scared of what might hap­pen

  to the ozone shield that the on­ly in­ter­na­tion­al ban ev­er re­spect­ed to my knowl­edge was

  the abo­li­tion of flu­oro­car­bons as pro­pel­lent for hair spray.”




  Bolt had thought of that. He was about to in­ter­rupt with a brief he had got­ten from the

  le­gal de­part­ment, but Kathy con­tin­ued.




  “As you all know, flu­oro­car­bons are col­or­less, odor­less, and in­ert. They were the

  per­fect pro­pel­lant for hair sprays. It was a gi­ant in­dus­try. The safest eco­log­ical

  sub­stance since they com­bined with noth­ing. And that be­came the prob­lem, be­cause what we

  have on earth and what we have in the strato­sphere are dif­fer­ent things. In the strato­sphere,

  these harm­less, in­vis­ible flu­oro­car­bons com­bined with the harsh, un­fil­tered sun­light

  that ex­ists be­yond the ozone.”




  Reemer Bolt drummed his fin­gers as he lis­tened to Dr. O’Don­nell ex­plain how

  flu­oro­car­bons pro­duced atom­ic chlo­rine in the strato­sphere. He knew that. The tech­ni­cal

  peo­ple who were al­ways get­ting in the way had told him.




  “What atom­ic chlo­rine does is eat away at the ozone shield which fil­ters out all the

  harm­ful rays. Mr. Bolt is re­al­ly propos­ing that we man­ufac­ture some­thing that, on a broad

  scale, could very well de­stroy life as we know it on earth.”




  Bolt was a taut man. He wore a tight brown suit and his hair was cut dra­mat­ical­ly short

  be­cause a sales mag­azine had told him that long hair of­fend­ed some peo­ple. He had dark eyes

  and thin lips. He un­der­stood the broad­er pic­ture very well. O’Don­nell didn’t want Con­cepts

  cap­ital go­ing in­to one of his pro­grams in­stead of her Re­search and De­vel­op­ment.




  “I said we had some prob­lems,” said Bolt. “Ev­ery project has a prob­lem. The light bulb had

  more of them than you could shake a stick at. How many of you would have liked to own a share of

  ev­ery light bulb in the world?”




  Dr. O’Don­nell still held the cigarette pack hor­izon­tal­ly. “This is how wide the ozone

  shield was be­fore the hair sprays,” she said. She took out one cigarette and dropped the pack.

  Ev­ery­one heard it hit the table­top. The sin­gle cigarette re­mained in her hands. Then she

  turned it side­ways.




  “NASA has con­duct­ed ex­per­iments in out­er space on the un­fil­tered rays of the sun. The

  in­ten­si­ty of those rays in space is fright­en­ing. But it will be far worse if those rays

  ev­er get through this side of the at­mo­sphere with its mois­ture, ten­der cells, oxy­gen, and

  the rich­ness of molecules that make life as we know it pos­si­ble.”




  “What’s the one cigarette for?” asked some­one. Bolt could have killed the ques­tion­er.




  “Be­cause in some places this is how much is left of the shield,” said Kathy. With a show of

  con­tempt, she dropped the cigarette on the ta­ble. “Thir­ty miles up we have, and I hope we will

  con­tin­ue to have, a des­per­ate­ly thin ozone shield be­tween all liv­ing things and what could

  de­stroy them. It doesn’t grow. It can nat­ural­ly re­plen­ish it­self if we don’t de­stroy it. I

  am not of­fer­ing a choice of life or death. I am won­der­ing why you want to even con­sid­er

  com­mit­ting world sui­cide.”




  “Ev­ery step for­ward has been met with dire warn­ings,” said Bolt. “Therre was a time when we

  were told that man would ex­plode if he ev­er went six­ty miles an hour. It’s true. Peo­ple

  be­lieved it,” said Reemer. O’Don­nell was good. But com­pe­ti­tion made Bolt bet­ter. A book on

  sales had told him that. “I am propos­ing that we step in­to the fu­ture and dare to be as great

  as pos­si­ble.”




  “By shoot­ing holes in the ozone shield with a con­cen­trat­ed stream of flu­oro­car­bons?

  That’s Mr. Bolt’s pro­pos­al.”




  “Right, a hole. A win­dow in the sky to give us full con­trolled use of all the sun’s

  en­er­gy. Big­ger than atom­ic pow­er,” said Bolt.




  “And po­ten­tial­ly more dan­ger­ous,” said Dr. O’Don­nell. “Be­cause we don’t know what a

  clear win­dow to the sun’s rays will do. Not for cer­tain. Space tests con­duct­ed be­yond the

  ozone shield in­di­cate that we might be deal­ing with some­thing more dan­ger­ous than we

  thought. But what wor­ries me most, what ab­so­lute­ly ter­ri­fies me, is the fact that it’s been

  es­ti­mat­ed that a sin­gle molecule of flu­oro­car­bon sets in mo­tion a chain re­ac­tion that

  will even­tu­al­ly de­stroy one hun­dred thou­sand molecules of ozone. How do we know we’ll be

  open­ing a win­dow and not a gi­gan­tic door? How do we know that a con­cen­trat­ed stream of

  flu­oro­car­bons won’t start an un­end­ing tear in this des­per­ate­ly thin lay­er of gas? And if

  that hap­pens, gen­tle­men, all life will dis­ap­pear. All life. In­clud­ing any­one will­ing to

  buy Reemer’s stock op­tions in Chem­ical Con­cepts.”




  There was ner­vous laugh­ter around the ta­ble. Reemer Bolt smiled, too, show­ing he could

  take a joke. Reemer knew how to take a joke at his ex­pense very well. You smiled along with the

  oth­ers and then a week lat­er, a month lat­er, maybe even a year lat­er, you did some­thing to

  get the jok­er fired. The prob­lem with the beau­ti­ful Dr. O’Don­nell was that she would al­ways

  be ready for that. She knew him too well.




  “All right,” said Bolt. “Are you say­ing we should ditch two-​point-​five mil­lion dol­lars in

  de­vel­op­ment costs be­cause we’re afraid of caus­ing a world­wide sun­tan?”




  “Not at all,” said Dr. O’Don­nell. “What I am say­ing is this: that be­fore we punch this hole

  in the ozone lay­er, we make sure it’s on­ly a hole. I am talk­ing about the safe use of the sun.

  Pri­or­ity one. Let’s not turn the world in­to a rock.”




  The de­bate raged in Con­fer­ence Room A for four more hours, but it was a fore­gone

  con­clu­sion. Kath­leen O’Don­nell of Re­search and De­vel­op­ment had won. The main pri­or­ity

  of the Flu­oro­car­bon Stream Gen­er­ator project would be the sur­vival of life on earth. It won

  heav­ily, five to two. Reemer had on­ly Ac­count­ing on his side at the end.




  And Kath­leen O’Don­nell had an in­creased re­search bud­get of sev­en mil­lion dol­lars. It

  al­ways paid to do the right thing.




  Six months and sev­en­teen mil­lion dol­lars lat­er, Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell stood look­ing

  at a pile of tran­sis­tors, com­put­er com­po­nents, pres­sur­ized tanks, and a black box three

  times the size of a man and as un­wieldy as an en­tire op­er­at­ing room. Pri­or­ity One had

  still not been met. No one could pre­dict how big a hole would be opened in the vi­tal ozone

  shield around the earth. And it was on her re­search bud­get. She had gone to Bolt’s of­fice. She

  went with her best lit­tle-​girl-​coy look and her wom­an­ly per­fume. She an­nounced that she

  had come to dis­cuss the project, and she want­ed to do it in Bolt’s of­fice-​alone.




  “We can punch the hole, and I think it would be just a hole. The prob­abil­ity is that it

  would be a hole. But, Reemer, we can’t be sure,” she said.




  This time her ar­gu­ment had force. She said it in the prop­er way, on Bolt’s lap, play­ing

  with the but­tons of his shirt. She said it smil­ing­ly, mov­ing her hands low­er down his shirt.

  She whis­pered in his ear, cre­at­ing tin­gling warm sen­sa­tions.




  “Do you think I am go­ing to jeop­ar­dize my po­si­tion at Chem­ical Con­cepts for a tawdry

  roll in the hay, Kathy?” asked Bolt. He no­ticed that the lights were dim in his of­fice. It was

  very late. There was no one else in the flat sin­gle-​sto­ry con­cept cen­ter that was like so

  many of the sand­stone build­ings dot­ting Route 128. Cars made a blurred pro­ces­sion of lights

  through the win­dow as they sped by in the rain-​slick night. He thought he rec­og­nized her

  per­fume. Which of his wives had worn that? Some­how it smelled so much bet­ter on Dr.

  O’Don­nell.




  “Uh-​huh,” an­swered Kathy O’Don­nell.




  “Not tawdry,” said Bolt.




  “Very tawdry,” whis­pered Kathy.




  And thus on the floor of Mar­ket­ing Reemer Bolt found him­self the sole au­tho­riz­er of

  sev­en­teen mil­lion dol­lars in de­vel­op­ment funds.




  But on this day, the very in­tel­li­gent Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell mis­judged the met­tle, of

  Reemer Bolt, mar­ket­ing ge­nius of the high-​tech in­dus­try, for the first time.




  He had the bulky in­stru­ment load­ed on a flatbed truck and cart­ed to a field just across

  the state bor­der in Salem, New Hamp­shire. He point­ed it at the sky, say­ing:




  “If I don’t make it in this world, no­body will make it.” Dr. O’Don­nell heard about the

  ex­per­iment one hour af­ter Bolt and her sci­en­tif­ic staff had left for Salem. She flew to her

  car, ca­reened out of the park­ing lot at sev­en­ty miles an hour, and then picked up speed. She

  was do­ing 165 along Route 93 North. In a Porsche 92RS, no state troop­er was go­ing to catch

  her. And if one did, no speed­ing tick­et would mat­ter. There wouldn’t be any­one to sit on a

  judge’s bench. There might not even be any bench.




  She knew where in Salem Bolt had gone. The cor­po­ra­tion had a field up there for soft­ball

  games, pic­nics, and land in­vest­ment. When she tore on­to the field, tires goug­ing the soft

  earth, Bolt was star­ing dis­con­so­late­ly at his feet with the blank eyes of a man who knew it

  was all over. His nor­mal­ly im­mac­ulate pin-​striped jack­et lay on the ground. He had been

  scuff­ing it with his shoes.




  All he said when he saw Kathy stum­ble out of her Porsche was:




  “I’m sor­ry, Kath. I re­al­ly am. I didn’t mean for this to hap­pen. I had no oth­er choice.

  You stuck me with a sev­en­teen-​mil­lion-​dol­lar fail­ure. I had to go for it.”




  “You id­iot! We’re all done for now.”




  “Not you, so much. I was the one who did it.”




  “Reemer, you have some log­ic glitch­es in your men­tal­ity mode, but down­right stu­pid­ity

  is not one of them. If all life goes down the drain, what dif­fer­ence does it make whether it

  was you or I who pulled the plug?”




  “Sev­en­teen mil­lion down the drain,” said Bolt, point­ing to the black­ened metal­lic

  struc­ture in the mid­dle of the field. “Noth­ing works on it. Look.”




  He showed Kathy the re­mote con­sole her staff had de­vised. It had to be re­mote, be­cause

  the flu­oro­car­bon gen­er­ator was so cum­ber­some that it could on­ly be aimed in one

  di­rec­tion: straight up. And that meant the sun’s un­fil­tered rays would re­turn in on­ly one

  di­rec­tion: straight down. If ev­ery­thing worked as the­orized, the flu­oro­car­bon beam would

  open a win­dow that al­lowed raw so­lar ra­di­ation to bathe the earth’s sur­face in a cir­cle

  thir­ty me­ters wide. If it worked. Per­fect­ly.




  But now Bolt was punch­ing but­tons on a dead board. Not even the on light glowed. The

  flu­oro­car­bon gen­er­ator stood silent­ly a hun­dred yards away. Bolt pound­ed the con­sole. He

  hat­ed it be­cause it didn’t work. Sev­en­teen mil­lion dol­lars and it didn’t work. He hit the

  con­sole again. He would have killed it if it weren’t al­ready dead.




  Kathy O’Don­nell said noth­ing. Some­thing was hap­pen­ing in the sky. Set against the clouds

  was an exquisite ring of blue haze, as though the clouds them­selves wore a glow­ing round blue

  sap­phire. She watched the cir­cle. One of her staff mem­bers had a pair of binoc­ulars and she

  ripped them from his neck. Des­per­ate­ly, she tried to fo­cus on the clouds, on the light blue

  hazy ring.




  “Has it been grow­ing larg­er or small­er? ” she de­mand­ed. “It think it’s small­er,” said a

  staffer, one of about twen­ty peo­ple in white smocks or shirt­sleeves. They were all look­ing at

  her and Bolt with be­wil­dered ex­pres­sions.




  “Small­er,” said Kathy O’Don­nell. She was speak­ing as much to her­self as any­one else.

  “Small­er.”




  “Yes,” said a tech­ni­cian. “I think you’re right.” Kathy looked at the ground. The grass

  around the flu­oro­car­bon gen­er­ator had turned a lighter shade of green. At a dis­tance of

  about thir­ty me­ters, the blades were dark green. Then, as though some­one had sprayed a

  light­en­ing agent, they grew paler, even now be­com­ing a dry white­ness. It was as though

  some­one had drawn the cir­cle of pale grass around the de­vice with a com­pass. Thir­ty

  mag­nif­icent, glo­ri­ous, mirac­ulous feet around the de­vice. It had worked. Per­fect­ly.




  “We did it,” said Kathy.




  “What? The thing doesn’t work,” said Bolt.




  “Not now,” replied Dr. Kathy O’Don­nell. “But it did work. And it seems our first clear so­lar

  win­dow to the sun has giv­en us some in­ter­est­ing side ef­fects.”




  For the un­fil­tered so­lar rays had not on­ly scorched the earth, they had ren­dered

  elec­tron­ic cir­cuits in­op­er­able. The flu­oro­car­bon gen­er­ator it­self was proof. It had

  been struck and killed by the un­fil­tered rays.




  The ea­ger sci­en­tists dis­cov­ered oth­er side ef­fects. The rays parched plant life, raised

  the tem­per­ature slight­ly, and burned the skin of liv­ing mat­ter in a hor­ri­ble and

  un­fore­seen way. Skin bub­bled and black­ened, then sep­arat­ed and peeled away. They no­ticed

  this when they saw the lit­tle fur­ry legs of a chip­munk try­ing to run out of what was left of

  its skin.




  Some of the sci­en­tists turned their heads away. See­ing a poor crea­ture suf­fer like that

  plunged Reemer Bolt deep in thought.




  If we can make it mo­bile, and aim it bet­ter, we might have a weapons sale, thought Reemer.

  Or per­haps we could mar­ket a screen against the rays. Maybe both. The fu­ture was lim­it­less.

  As bright as the sun.




  The bud­get was tripled and, with­in a month, they had con­struct­ed an aim­ing mech­anism.

  There was on­ly one small glitch. The flu­oro­car­bon stream could be con­trolled in the amount

  of ozone shield it opened, but it could not be aimed very ex­act­ly. They could di­rect the beam

  else­where in­stead of straight up, but they were just not sure where it would land. Which meant

  that Chem­ical Con­cepts would con­trol this im­mense new en­er­gy source so that life on earth

  wasn’t threat­ened, but couldn’t di­rect it any­where in par­tic­ular. This shot the boards out

  from un­der Mar­ket­ing. It was like own­ing a car you couldn’t steer: if you can’t steer it, you

  can’t sell it.




  “How far off this time?” asked Kathy. She had once again found Bolt us­ing the flu­oro­car­bon

  gun, as they were call­ing it now, with­out her per­mis­sion.




  “Two or three thou­sand miles,” said Bolt. “I think you’ll have to up­grade your tar­get­ing

  com­put­er. I’ll help you get more mon­ey.”




  “Over where did we open up a hole in the ozone shield?” asked Kathy.




  “Not sure. Maybe Chi­na or Rus­sia. Maybe nei­ther. We’ll find out when some­one’s

  elec­tron­ics shut down, or if mass skin prob­lems de­vel­op some­where. If it’s Rus­sia, I don’t

  think we have to wor­ry. They won’t sue for dam­ages.”




  In his some­what shrewd way, Reemer Bolt was right. Rus­sia wouldn’t sue. It was plan­ning to

  start World War III.




  He was old. Even for a Rus­sian gen­er­al. He had known and buried Stal­in. He had known and

  buried Lenin. He had buried them all. Ev­ery one of them, in some way or oth­er, at some time or

  oth­er, had said to him:




  “Alex­ei. What would we ev­er do with­out you?”




  And Alex­ei Ze­my­atin would an­swer: “Think. Hope­ful­ly, think.”




  Even dur­ing the harsh­est times, Field Mar­shal Alex­ei Ze­my­atin would speak his mind to

  any of the So­vi­et lead­ers. He would, in brief, call them fools. And they would lis­ten to him

  be­cause he had saved their lives so many times be­fore.




  When Lenin was fight­ing both Amer­ica and Britain on Rus­sian soil af­ter the First World

  War, and a hun­dred groups plot­ted the over­throw of the Com­mu­nist gov­ern­ment, Ze­my­atin

  con­front­ed Lenin’s worst fears. He was at the time the dic­ta­tor’s sec­re­tary.




  “I dread the join­ing of all our en­emies,” said Lenin. “It is the one thing that will

  de­stroy us. If ev­er they stop fight­ing among them­selves, we are ru­ined.”




  “Un­less you help them to form a unit­ed front against you.”




  “Nev­er,” said Lenin. The one hope the Com­mu­nists had was that their dis­parate en­emies

  would keep fight­ing among them­selves. Oth­er­wise they could de­stroy the young

  rev­olu­tion.




  “Then let me ask you to think, Great Lead­er. If a hun­dred groups are all work­ing against

  you, each with a dif­fer­ent idea and a dif­fer­ent lead­er, it will be as it was against the

  czar. No mat­ter how many are killed, the op­po­si­tion will sur­vive. And then, as hap­pened to

  the czar, a group will suc­ceed against you one day.




  “That will come lat­er, and then on­ly maybe. Right now we are fight­ing for our lives,” said

  Lenin.




  “Lat­er al­ways comes, fool. That is why God gives us brains to plan with.”




  “Alex­ei, what are you get­ting at? I warn you, you are not deal­ing with a small mat­ter

  here. Your life is wa­gered on it.”




  “No, it isn’t,” said Ze­my­atin, who knew that Lenin need­ed ar­gu­ment in his life. So few

  now were will­ing to ar­gue with him, at least not suc­cess­ful­ly. “To­day there are shoot­ings

  even in Moscow. Your se­cret po­lice kill one group, but still there are dozens more un­touched.

  Why?”




  “Be­cause the sew­ers spawn dif­fer­ent bugs.”




  “Be­cause none of them are joined. If you have a tree with a hun­dred branch­es, ev­ery branch

  will fall when you cut down the trunk. But if you have a hun­dred dan­de­lion weeds, you will

  nev­er be rid of them. Forests can be felled. But to my knowl­edge no lawn, not even that of the

  czar on the Baltic, was ev­er free of dan­de­lions.”




  “But some­thing that strong could de­stroy us.”




  “Not if we run it. And who has bet­ter knowl­edge of these coun­ter­rev­olu­tion­ary groups

  than our own se­cret po­lice? We will not on­ly join these groups in­to one strong oak, but we

  will fer­til­ize this tree. Prune it oc­ca­sion­al­ly. And then, when we wish, we will cut it

  down with a sin­gle chop of the ax.”




  “It is too dan­ger­ous.”




  “As op­posed to what else, my Ilyich?” asked Alex­ei Ze­my­atin.




  In the years that fol­lowed, Ze­my­atin’s strat­egy proved to be the mas­ter stroke of

  coun­ter­in­tel­li­gence se­cret­ly ad­mired by all of Rus­sia’s en­emies. It was the one move

  that en­abled So­vi­et Rus­sia to sur­vive, but Ze­my­atin was nev­er giv­en cred­it for its

  for­mu­la­tion. In­stead, at Ze­my­atin’s re­quest, cred­it was giv­en to the founder of what

  lat­er be­came the KGB. Nor did Ze­my­atin ac­cept recog­ni­tion for sav­ing Rus­sia from Nazi

  Ger­many. While ev­ery­one else cel­ebrat­ed Stal­in’s nonag­gres­sion pact with Adolf Hitler,

  Ze­my­atin told Stal­in that these were the most dan­ger­ous times in Rus­sia’s his­to­ry.




  “How can it be?” asked Stal­in, fin­ger­ing his clipped mus­tache. They had met in a pri­vate

  room be­cause the dic­ta­tor was shrewd enough to know that he could not al­low any man to call

  him a fool in pub­lic and live. He did not want the bril­liant Ze­my­atin dead.




  “The safest times pre­cede the great­est dan­gers, Mr. Chair­man,” Ze­my­atin told him.




  “We have made peace with Hitler. We have the Cap­ital­ists and the Nazis at each oth­er’s

  throats. We will short­ly con­trol half of Poland, giv­ing us more ter­ri­to­ri­al safe­ty, and

  you tell me that these times are dan­ger­ous.”




  “They are dan­ger­ous,” an­swered the mid­dle-​aged man with the steady blue eyes, “be­cause

  you think they are safe. You think that your en­emies are at each oth­er’s throats. Well, they

  are. But be­cause you think you are safe, the Red Army thinks it is al­so safe. The sol­diers

  will sit com­fort­ably in their bar­racks wait­ing for week­ends in the tav­erns with whores

  in­stead of prepar­ing for war.”




  Ze­my­atin’s plan was to cre­ate an­oth­er army, se­cret­ly, be­hind the Urals. Let Ger­many

  at­tack. Let Ger­many have its un­stop­pable vic­to­ries. And watch them care­ful­ly. See how

  they fought. Then, with the Nazis rolling to­ward Moscow, con­fi­dent of vic­to­ry, their

  strengths and weak­ness­es ab­so­lute­ly clear, Rus­sia would un­leash its hid­den army. A

  gi­gan­tic trap: a coun­try wide and a peo­ple long.




  The year of the plan was 1938. Four years lat­er, af­ter the nonag­gres­sion pact was proven

  to be the joke Ze­my­atin sus­pect­ed, the Nazi ad­vance was halt­ed with dif­fi­cul­ty at a city

  called Stal­in­grad. As the Ger­mans pre­pared to take the city, they were sur­round­ed by ful­ly

  one hun­dred di­vi­sions: Ze­my­atin’s se­cret army. The Rus­sians an­ni­hi­lat­ed the Ger­man

  Sixth Army like lo­custs de­scend­ing on old corn, and then marched to Berlin, on­ly stop­ping

  when they met the Amer­icans com­ing from the op­po­site di­rec­tion.




  Ze­my­atin, as usu­al, took no cred­it, let­ting the bat­tal­ion be called Zhukov’s Army.




  His coun­sel was passed on from Rus­sian lead­er to Rus­sian lead­er like a na­tion­al

  trea­sure. More of­ten than not, he would coun­sel cau­tion. Aiex­ei Ze­my­atin did not be­lieve

  in ad­ven­tures any more than he be­lieved his form of gov­ern­ment was any bet­ter than

  an­oth­er. He kept his gov­ern­ment from war with Chi­na. He lec­tured each new gen­er­al

  per­son­al­ly on his be­lief that so long as Rus­sia did not en­dan­ger Amer­ica prop­er, there

  would be no Third World War. He in­sist­ed on three safe­ty back­ups for ev­ery So­vi­et

  nu­cle­ar weapon, his great­est fear be­ing an ac­ci­dent of war. Thus, the en­tire Polit­buro

  was shocked and ter­ri­fied when it heard that Field Mar­shal Ze­my­atin him­self was prepar­ing

  for World War III. This was con­fid­ed by the Pre­mier to se­lect Polit­buro mem­bers, who lat­er

  spread the word.




  It was au­tumn, cold al­ready in the coun­try of the Rus­sian bear and Siberi­an steppes. No

  one had ex­pect­ed it. No one knew what the dan­ger was or even if there was a dan­ger, just that

  one was com­ing. Even the chief of staff was ask­ing: Why?




  Ac­cord­ing to ru­mors at the high­est lev­els of the Krem­lin, ru­mors the Pre­mier on­ly

  oc­ca­sion­al­ly con­firmed, the Great One, Ze­my­atin him­self, had made the awe­some de­ci­sion

  to pre­pare for war in ex­act­ly one half-​hour. There had been what was termed “mi­nor trou­ble”

  at a mis­sile base in Dzhu­saiy, near the Ar­al Sea in the Kaza­kh SSR. Many parts were of­ten

  faulty, so mi­nor trou­bles went on all the time. The So­vi­et Mis­sile Com­mand was used to it.

  But Ze­my­atin had al­ways known enough to fear what did not ap­pear dan­ger­ous. Of­ten he would

  make spe­cial trips here and there, and then qui­et­ly leave. So it was not thought un­usu­al

  when the Gen­er­al was flown by spe­cial KGB jet to the mis­sile base where a strange ac­ci­dent

  had hap­pened. The “ac­ci­dent” was that all elec­tron­ic equip­ment, from the fir­ing keys to

  the tele­phones, had in­ex­pli­ca­bly gone in­op­er­ative at the same time and need­ed

  re­plac­ing. This fact had been kept from the high­er com­mand for a week be­cause the

  com­mand­ing of­fi­cer had as­sumed it was the fault of his men; and had tried to fix it be­fore

  any­one ac­cused him of in­com­pe­tence. But a con­sci­en­tious ju­nior of­fi­cer had re­port­ed

  him to Cen­tral Mis­sile Com­mand. Now the com­mand­ing of­fi­cer sat in a jail cell, and the

  ju­nior of­fi­cer di­rect­ed the mis­sile base.




  The ju­nior of­fi­cer, whose name was Kuryakin, fol­lowed Ze­my­atin down a cor­ri­dor,

  talk­ing in­ces­sant­ly about what had hap­pened. The light blue ha­lo that had ap­peared in the

  sky, more lu­mi­nous than the sky it­self. The dis­col­or­ing of the steppe grass. And the

  sud­den fail­ure of all elec­tron­ic equip­ment. The ju­nior of­fi­cer had on­ly heard ru­mors

  about Ze­my­atin-​he had nev­er met him. He even sus­pect­ed that the Great One did not ex­ist.

  But see­ing the way the KGB gen­er­als de­ferred to Ze­my­atin, the way he would walk in­to a

  room and in­ter­rupt their dis­cus­sions, peremp­to­ri­ly dis­miss­ing the gen­er­als’ views as a

  waste of his time, showed the ju­nior of­fi­cer that in­deed this had to be the Great One.




  Ze­my­atin’s face was gnarled like old wood, but his head was bald and shiny like new skin, as

  if his fer­tile brain kept it young. He walked with a slight stoop, but even then he tow­ered

  over the oth­ers in his pres­ence. His eyes were a wa­tery blue, some­what filmed by age. But it

  was clear to Kuryakin that this man did not see with his eyes.




  “And so, sir,” the ju­nior of­fi­cer was say­ing, “I pro­ceed­ed to make an in­ves­ti­ga­tion.

  I found an­imals dy­ing hor­ri­bly, scorched in their very skins. I found that with­in a cer­tain

  ra­dius, the men man­ning the mis­siles had be­come sick. In­deed, they too are now see­ing their

  skin black­en and peel. And all our equip­ment ceased at once. All of it. When my com­man­der

  re­fused to re­port this, I risked in­sub­or­di­na­tion and my ca­reer, and in­deed my life, sir,

  but I re­port­ed my find­ings. This was more than an ac­ci­dent.” Ze­my­atin did not even nod. It

  was as though he were not lis­ten­ing. But a ques­tion here and a ques­tion there showed the old

  man had missed noth­ing.




  “Come. Let us meet your com­mand­ing of­fi­cer,” said Ze­my­atin fi­nal­ly. He was helped by

  two KGB gen­er­als in­to the back of a large ZIL au­to­mo­bile and driv­en to the pris­on­ers’

  com­pound.




  The com­mand­ing of­fi­cer sat in a sin­gle gray cell on a rude chair, his head bowed and his

  mind un­doubt­ed­ly con­tem­plat­ing the chances of his spend­ing the rest of his life in a

  Siberi­an gu­lag, or of short­ly stand­ing be­fore a fir­ing-​squad wall. The man did not lift

  his head when Ze­my­atin en­tered. But when he saw the dark green KGB uni­forms be­hind the old

  man, he fell to his knees, beg­ging.




  “Please. Please. I will in­form on any­one. Do any­thing. Please do not shoot me.”




  “You dis­grace the Mis­sile Com­mand,” ac­cused the ju­nior of­fi­cer. “It is good you have

  been ex­posed.” To Ze­my­atin he said, “This garbage must not de­fend Moth­er Rus­sia. “




  “Not my fault. It’s not my fault. I am a good of­fi­cer,” sobbed the for­mer com­man­der. Thus

  be­gan a full hour of ob­vi­ous half-​truths and weasel­ing eva­sions, a per­for­mance of such

  ab­ject mis­ery that even the KGB gen­er­als were em­bar­rassed for the Mis­sile Com­mand.




  At the end of it, Field Mar­shal Ze­my­atin point­ed to the quiv­er­ing wreck at his feet and

  said:




  “He is in full com­mand again.”




  And then to the as­ton­ished ju­nior of­fi­cer: “He dies now. Shoot him here.”




  “But the traitor and cow­ard was the com­mand­ing of­fi­cer,” blurt­ed one KGB gen­er­al, who

  had known Ze­my­atin many years.




  “And you, too. You die now,” Ze­my­atin said, nod­ding to his old col­league. And to the

  guards:




  “Do I have to do it my­self?”




  Loud shots echoed in the small cell, splat­ter­ing brain and bone against the stone walls. By

  the time the shoot­ing stopped, the for­mer com­man­der had to be helped out of his cell, his

  shirt cov­ered with the blood of oth­ers, and his pants filled with his own loosed bow­els.




  “You are not on­ly in charge again, you are pro­mot­ed,” Ze­my­atin told him. “You will

  re­port ev­ery­thing that hap­pens in this base, no mat­ter how slight, to me. No one will be

  al­lowed to leave here. No one will write home. I want to know ev­ery­thing. No de­tail is too

  small. And I want ev­ery­one to go about his busi­ness as though noth­ing has hap­pened.”




  “Should we re­place the elec­tron­ics, Com­rade Field Mar­shal?”




  “No. It would in­di­cate that they did not work. Ev­ery­thing works fine. Do you

  un­der­stand?”




  “Ab­so­lute­ly. Ab­so­lute­ly.”




  “Keep mak­ing re­ports as you al­ways did. There have been no break­downs.”




  “And the dy­ing men? Some of them are dy­ing. Those at the mis­siles them­selves are al­ready

  dead.”




  “Syphilis,” said Ze­my­atin.




  On the way back to Moscow, the sur­viv­ing KGB gen­er­al spoke to Ze­my­atin as the field

  mar­shal drank tea from a glass with a plain dark bis­cuit:




  “May I ask why you had me shoot the loy­al sol­dier and then stand by while you pro­mot­ed the

  neg­li­gent cow­ard?”




  “No,” replied Ze­my­atin. “Be­cause if I tell you, you might breathe it to some­one else in

  your sleep. I had the gen­er­al shot be­cause he did not move quick­ly enough.”




  “I know. I had to shoot him.”




  “And you have to do some­thing else. You must as­sem­ble a staff to take calls from that

  neg­li­gent cow­ard of a mis­sile com­man­der. He will be phon­ing me with ev­ery lit­tle bug

  that drops out of the sky. But we are look­ing for on­ly one thing,” said Ze­my­atin. “We are

  look­ing for any­one or any­thing in­quir­ing about dam­age to the base. Do not let the

  com­man­der or even the staff know that. But if it hap­pens, let me know im­me­di­ate­ly.”




  The KGB gen­er­al nod­ded. He had sur­vived a long time, too. While he still did not know why

  the Great One had pro­mot­ed the cow­ard and had him shoot the hero, he did un­der­stand why he

  was not told. It was for the same rea­son that he had had to shoot the oth­er KGB gen­er­al in

  the cell, the one who had ques­tioned him. Alex­ei Ze­my­atin want­ed, above all things,

  obe­di­ence. This from a man who for the sev­en­ty years since the Rus­sian Rev­olu­tion went

  from com­man­der to com­man­der telling him first to think, then to obey. Now it was the

  op­po­site. For some rea­son, ev­ery­thing had changed in the world.




  From Vnuko­vo II Air­port, Ze­my­atin in­sist­ed on be­ing driv­en, not to the Krem­lin, but

  to the Pre­mier’s home, just out­side the city. He told the ser­vants who an­swered the door to

  awak­en the Pre­mier. Then he fol­lowed them in­to the bed­room. He sat down on the side of the

  bed. The Pre­mier opened his eyes, ter­ri­fied, cer­tain it was a coup.




  Alex­ei Ze­my­atin took the Pre­mier’s hand and put it on his own blouse, press­ing it against

  some­thing crusty. The Pre­mier’s room smelled of French per­fume. He had had one of the cheap

  whores he liked so much again this evening. Ze­my­atin want­ed him to un­der­stand the dan­ger.

  He pressed the Pre­mier’s fin­gers as hard as his with­ered old hands would let him.




  “That is dried blood, the blood of an hon­or­able and de­cent of­fi­cer. I had him shot

  ear­li­er to­day,” said Ze­my­atin. “I al­so had shot a gen­er­al who de­layed be­cause he

  un­der­stood cor­rect­ly how wrong this was. Then I pro­mot­ed the most craven cow­ard I ev­er

  saw back to com­mand.”




  “Great One, why did you do this?” asked the Pre­mier, look­ing for his eye­glass­es.




  “Be­cause I be­lieve we may soon have to launch a mis­sile at­tack against the Unit­ed States.

  Stop look­ing for your glass­es, fool. I haven’t brought you any­thing to see. I need your

  mind.”




  Then he ex­plained that some force, prob­ably a weapon, had put an en­tire SS-20 mis­sile base

  out of op­er­ation. With­out a sound or even a warn­ing.




  “What has hap­pened is catas­troph­ic, a Rus­sian Pearl Har­bor brought about with the

  si­lence of a falling leaf. There is a weapon out there, prob­ably in the hands of the

  Amer­icans, that can make all of our weapons use­less.”




  “We’re done for,” said the Pre­mier.




  “No. Not yet. You see, there is one ad­van­tage we still have. On­ly one. Amer­ica does not

  yet know they can de­stroy us so eas­ily.”




  “How do you know that? How can you say that?”




  “Be­cause if they did, they would have done it by now. I sus­pect what we have here is a

  tri­al, a test. If the U.S. doesn’t know that their weapon works, they may not launch the rest of

  the at­tack:”




  “Yes. Yes. Of course. Are you sure?”




  “I am sure that if they don’t know it works, we are safe. The rea­son peo­ple pull the lit­tle

  trig­gers on guns is that it is com­mon knowl­edge that a gun will shoot lead bul­lets where it

  is point­ed. But if no one knew what a gun would do when fired, my dear friend, they would

  hes­itate to pull the trig­ger.”




  “Yes. Good.”




  “There­fore, I could not al­low the one man who had al­ready risked his life to ex­pose the

  truth to live. He might do some­thing crazy, like warn some­one else that one of our mis­sile

  bat­ter­ies is use­less. Of course, he would do this with the best in­ten­tions. But his good

  in­ten­tions could get us all killed now. So I re­placed him with the one man who would hap­pi­ly

  live a lie and com­mand a mis­sile base that did not work as though it did. Then, of course, I

  had to have shot the KGB gen­er­al who stopped to think. We need obe­di­ence now, more than

  ev­er.”




  The Pre­mier blinked his eyes and tried to or­ga­nize his thoughts. At first, he told him­self

  he might be dream­ing. But even he would not dream of Alex­ei Ze­my­atin com­ing to his bed­room

  like this.




  “Our biggest dan­ger now, of course, is that they find out their weapon, what­ev­er it is, has

  worked against us. There­fore I have or­dered that I be in­formed of any­one or any­thing that

  might be pry­ing in­to the cur­rent ready sta­tus of the Dzhusaly mis­sile base.”




  “Good,” said the Pre­mier.




  “We can­not waste time. I must go.”




  “What for?”




  “To pre­pare a spe­cial mis­sile for a first strike. Once they find out they can de­stroy our

  nu­cle­ar ar­se­nal, we are go­ing to have to launch them all or face a cer­tain first strike

  our­selves.”




  “Then you wish me to tell no one?” said the Pre­mier. “I have in­formed you be­cause on­ly you

  can au­tho­rize a first strike on the Unit­ed States. Re­mem­ber, once they find out how

  vul­ner­able we ac­tu­al­ly are, we must at­tack be­fore they do. I ex­pect to get more

  ser­vice­able mis­siles.”




  This from the Great One, Alex­ei Ze­my­atin, who had dared to call all the Rus­sian Pre­miers

  in their times fool, whom his­to­ry had vin­di­cat­ed as the true ge­nius of the Union of

  So­vi­et Re­publics, and who had now just re­versed ev­ery­thing he had been preach­ing since the

  Rev­olu­tion.




  In Amer­ica, the Pres­ident was in­formed that the So­vi­et Union had no wish to share

  in­for­ma­tion about a threat to all mankind.




  “They’re crazy,” in­sist­ed the Pres­ident. “Some­thing is dis­rupt­ing the ozone lay­er. All

  civ­iliza­tion could be wiped out, and when we in­form them it might be hap­pen­ing over their

  own ter­ri­to­ry and that we want to get to­geth­er on this thing, they stonewall us. Won’t tell

  a thing. They’re crazy.”




  “In­tel­li­gence be­lieves they think we’re do­ing it to them.”




  “To them! What the hell do they think our skins are made of?” de­mand­ed the Pres­ident,

  shak­ing his head. And then he qui­et­ly went to his bed­room and picked up a red tele­phone

  which had no di­al or but­tons on its face and which con­nect­ed, when the re­ceiv­er was

  lift­ed, to on­ly one oth­er tele­phone in the north­east cor­ri­dor. He said sim­ply: “I want

  that man. No, both of them.”




  “What for, sir?” came back the voice. It was crisp and lemo­ny with sharp New Eng­land

  con­so­nants.




  “I don’t know, dammit. Just have them ready. You come down here, too. I want you to lis­ten

  in. I think the world is go­ing up and I don’t know what the hell is go­ing on.”




  

    Chapter 2




    His name was Re­mo and he walked among the ex­plo­sions. But that was noth­ing spe­cial. Any

    man could walk safe­ly through this par­tic­ular mine­field. The mines were not de­signed to

    kill the per­son who touched them off. They were meant to kill ev­ery­one around him.

    Guer­ril­las used these mines, the Vi­et­cong es­pe­cial­ly.




    They worked this way: a com­pa­ny would walk along a trail. One man, usu­al­ly the one

    walk­ing point, would step on the buried pres­sure-​sen­si­tive de­vice and set it off.

    Or­di­nary mines usu­al­ly ex­plod­ed up­ward, mak­ing ham­burg­er of that man. Not this mine.

    It ex­pend­ed its force out­ward, not up­ward, and the singing shrap­nel would cut down

    ev­ery­one in the vicin­ity. Ex­cept the one who caused the car­nage. A sol­dier alone,

    con­ven­tion­al mil­itary wis­dom said, was use­less. No army fought with lone sol­diers.

    Armies worked in pla­toons and com­pa­nies and di­vi­sions. And if you built a mine that left

    one sol­dier stand­ing alone, you ren­dered him use­less.




    So the mines went off un­der his feet, send­ing pieces of shrap­nel crack­ing loud­ly along

    the prairie grass of North Dako­ta, set­ting fires where steel spanked off rocks and send­ing

    sparks in­to the dull dry grass. Re­mo thought that he heard some­one laugh­ing up ahead. That

    was spe­cial.




    To hear a small sound in a great one was to be able to hear one hoof in a cav­al­ry charge,

    or a can of beer open­ing dur­ing a foot­ball game.




    He heard the laugh­ter by not block­ing out sounds. That was how most peo­ple dealt with

    loud noise, by de­fend­ing their eardrums. Re­mo heard with his en­tire body, in his bones and

    with his nerve gan­glia, be­cause his very breath­ing vi­brat­ed with that sound and be­came a

    part of it.




    He had been trained to hear like this. His au­ral acute­ness came from his breath­ing.

    Ev­ery­thing came from his breath­ing: the pow­er to sense the buried land mines, the abil­ity

    to ig­nore the shock of the blasts, even the speed that en­abled him to dodge the fly­ing steel

    pel­lets if he had to. And there, as clear as his own breath, was the laugh­ter up ahead. A

    very soft laugh­ter com­ing from the high gran­ite build­ing set like a gray moun­tain in a

    plain that had no moun­tain. From its para­pets, a per­son could see for fif­teen miles in

    ev­ery di­rec­tion. And they could see a thin man, about six feet tall, with high cheek­bones

    and deep-​set brown eyes that lay in shad­ows like the holes in a skull, walk­ing ca­su­al­ly

    across the mine­field.




    Re­mo heard the laugh­ter from a mile away, from a thou­sand yards, and from ten yards. At

    ten yards, there were no more mines. He looked up at the para­pet to see a very fat man with a

    gold hat on his head. Or a crown. Re­mo couldn’t tell. He didn’t care to tell. It was the right

    fat face and that was all that mat­tered.




    The man yelled down from the para­pet.




    “Hey, you! Skin­ny. You know you’re fun­ny,” said the man.




    “I know. I heard you laugh­ing,” said Re­mo. “You’re Robert Wo­jic, the Hemp King of North

    Amer­ica. Right?”




    “That’s le­gal. And so are the mines. This is my prop­er­ty. I can shoot you for

    tres­pass­ing.”




    “I’ve come to de­liv­er a mes­sage.”




    “Go ahead and de­liv­er it and then get out of here.”




    “I for­get the mes­sage,” said Re­mo. “it has to do with tes­ti­mo­ny.”




    The bar­rel of an AK-47 poked out of one of the stone slots in the para­pet. Then an­oth­er.

    They came from both sides of the Hemp King of North Amer­ica.




    “Hey, you’re a dead man. No one tells Robert Wo­jic what to say in court. No one tells

    Robert Wo­jic any­thing. Robert Wo­jic tells you. And Robert Wo­jic tells you you are

    dead.”




    Re­mo thought a mo­ment. There was tes­ti­mo­ny that was need­ed from the fat man, but what?

    It was spe­cif­ic. He knew it was spe­cif­ic be­cause he wrote it down. He wrote it down and

    then he did some­thing with the note. What did he do with the note?




    One of the ri­fle muz­zles quiv­ered in an ob­vi­ous pre-​fire sign. The man be­hind it was

    about to squeeze the trig­ger. It was on a white pa­per that he wrote the note. The ri­fle

    fired. It fired a burst that sound­ed more like a string of fire­crack­ers to Re­mo, each pop

    sep­arate and dis­tinct. But his body was al­ready mov­ing to­ward the cas­tle wall where the

    man couldn’t get a fir­ing an­gle. The bul­lets thud­ded in­to the ground as the crack of a

    sec­ond burst fol­lowed. An­oth­er gun opened up, this one try­ing to comb the wall free of

    Re­mo. Mak­ing his way up it now, he felt the stone against his fin­gers. He didn’t climb by

    grab­bing and pulling, which was how most peo­ple climbed and the rea­son why they couldn’t do

    ver­ti­cals. He ap­plied the pres­sure of his palms to the wall for lift, and used his toes to

    keep lev­el be­tween hand move­ments. It looked easy. It wasn’t.




    He had writ­ten the note with a pen­cil. There were three key points to the tes­ti­mo­ny.

    Good. Three points. What were they?




    Re­mo ar­rived at the top of the para­pet and stopped the AK-47 from fir­ing by ram­ming it

    through blue jeans in­to some­thing warm and moist, name­ly the nat­ural open­ing in­to the

    trig­ger­man’s low­er bow­els. Then he pushed it in­to the up­per bow­els and slapped in the

    man’s bel­ly with a hard short blow, set­ting off the ri­fle and send­ing the top of his

    cra­ni­um to­ward the blue North Dako­ta sky.




    The oth­er guns ceased be­cause the men fir­ing didn’t want their weapons muz­zled the same

    way. They dropped them on the stone walk­way as they reached for the sky. It was as though the

    ten men, as one, sud­den­ly be­came strangers to vi­olence, their weapons for­eign ob­jects

    which had mys­te­ri­ous­ly ap­peared at their feet. Ten in­no­cent men with in­no­cent

    ex­pres­sions gin­ger­ly nudg­ing their ri­fles away with their toes.




    “Hel­lo,” said Re­mo. He had just shown the Hemp King that his mil­itary books that

    as­sert­ed a man alone was use­less were them­selves use­less.




    “And Robert Wo­jic says hel­lo to you, friend,” said Wo­jic, look­ing around at his use­less

    gun­men. They had their hands in the air like a bunch of pet­ri­fied pan­sies.




    “I need your help,” said Re­mo.




    “You don’t need no one’s help, friend,” said Wo­jic. And then to the toughs he had picked up

    in the wa­ter­fronts of the world: “You there. Put your hands down. You look like you’re go­ing

    to be frisked. You gonna frisk them?”




    “No,” said Re­mo.




    “Put your hands down. All of you. This whole cas­tle. Ev­ery­thing. Use­less. A lousy

    in­vest­ment. Lis­ten to me, friend. Robert Wo­jic, the Hemp King, biggest im­porter and

    ex­porter of hemp rope around the world, tells you here this day: cas­tles suck.”




    “I need your tes­ti­mo­ny on three points.”




    “Oh, the tri­al,” said Wo­jic, shak­ing his head. “I got a right to re­main silent, not to

    tes­ti­fy against my­self.”




    “I know, but there’s a prob­lem with that,” said Re­mo.




    “What’s that?” asked Wo­jic.




    “You’re go­ing to.”




    “If you force me, my tes­ti­mo­ny will be thrown out of court,” said Wo­jic tri­umphant­ly,

    very sat­is­fied with his le­gal point. He was sit­ting in a very large chair en­crust­ed with

    gold. He wore a pur­ple robe trimmed in white er­mine, and hand-​tooled cow­boy boots of

    Span­ish leather peeped out from un­der the robe. Hemp rope did not pay for all these

    lux­uries.




    “I am not go­ing to force you,” said Re­mo, who wore just a white T-​shirt and tan chi­nos.

    “I am not go­ing to ap­ply any un­to­ward pres­sure to make you tes­ti­fy. How­ev­er, I will

    push your eardrums out through your nos­trils as a way of get­ting ac­quaint­ed.”




    Re­mo clapped both palms against Robert Wo­jic’s ears. The slap was not hard, but the

    ab­so­lute pre­ci­sion of the cupped hands ar­riv­ing si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly made the Hemp King’s

    eardrums feel that in­deed they would come out of his nos­trils at the slight­est snif­fle.

    Robert Wo­jic’s eyes wa­tered. Robert Wo­jic’s teeth felt like they had just been ground by a

    ro­tat­ing sander. Robert Wo­jic could not feel his ears. He was not sure that if he blew his

    nose, they would not ap­pear in his lap. He did not, of course, hear his own men laugh­ing at

    him.




    And at that mo­ment, Robert Wo­jic sud­den­ly knew how to help this vis­itor to the prairie

    cas­tle. He would give Re­mo the three pieces of in­for­ma­tion need­ed to help the

    pros­ecu­tor in his case. Wo­jic ex­plained that the three pieces of in­for­ma­tion had to be

    the names of three co­caine run­ners. Wo­jic’s hemp-​im­port op­er­ation cov­ered for them, and

    his in­ter­na­tion­al con­tacts al­lowed them to move the drug and the mon­ey freely. That was

    how Robert Wo­jic could af­ford such lux­ury from im­port­ing a ma­te­ri­al that wasn’t much in

    de­mand since the in­ven­tion of syn­thet­ic fibers.




    “Right,” said Re­mo. “That’s what it was.”




    And Robert Wo­jic as­sured Re­mo that he would tes­ti­fy to this will­ing­ly be­cause he

    nev­er, ev­er want­ed to see Re­mo come back for a sec­ond fa­vor. Per­haps he would be killed

    by the an­gry co­caine run­ners; but Wo­jic wasn’t con­cerned. He had seen death just mo­ments

    be­fore, and the man ly­ing on the para­pet with his brains blown out of his skull looked a

    hell of a lot more peace­ful than Wa­jic him­self felt as he checked his nose. Noth­ing was

    com­ing out. Then he felt his very ten­der ears.




    “So long, friend. Will I see you in court?”




    “Nah,” said Re­mo. “I nev­er have to go.”




    Robert Wo­jic of­fered to have one of his men give Re­mo a lift in­to town. All ten said

    they would per­son­al­ly have been will­ing to drive the stranger who climbed up walls, but

    they had im­me­di­ate ap­point­ments in the oth­er di­rec­tion.




    “Which di­rec­tion is that?” won­dered Re­mo.




    “Where are you go­ing?” they asked in cho­rus.




    “That way,” said Re­mo, point­ing east, where Dev­il’s Lake Mu­nic­ipal Air­port lay.




    “Sor­ry, that seems to be in the gen­er­al di­rec­tion of New York and I’m head­ing for

    Samoa,” ob­served one of the trig­ger­men. “I don’t know about these oth­er guys.”




    As it turned out, they, too, were head­ed for Samoa. Im­me­di­ate­ly. All of them. So Re­mo

    had to walk to the air­port alone, back the way he came over the scorched prairie grass where

    hid­den mines were sup­posed to re­duce a com­pa­ny of men to a sin­gle quiv­er­ing hu­man

    be­ing.




    At a push-​but­ton pay phone in Min­newaukan, Re­mo had to punch in a code to in­di­cate

    that the job had been suc­cess­ful­ly com­plet­ed. The code was writ­ten on the in­side of his

    belt, along with an al­ter­nate code that in­di­cat­ed a prob­lem and the need for fur­ther

    in­struc­tions. This was a new sys­tem. He was fair­ly cer­tain the “mis­sion com­plete” code

    was on the right. He punched in the num­bers, sud­den­ly won­der­ing if Up­stairs had meant his

    right or the belt’s right. When he got a car wash, he knew he had copied down the codes wrong.

    He threw away the belt and caught a 747 for New York City.




    On the plane, he sud­den­ly re­al­ized that throw­ing the belt away was a mis­take. Any­one

    find­ing the belt could punch in one of the cor­rect codes and throw the en­tire

    or­ga­ni­za­tion Re­mo worked for off course. But nowa­days he wasn’t sure what that was

    any­more. He went to sleep next to a thir­ty­ish blond who, sens­ing his mag­netism, kept

    run­ning her tongue over her lips as though re­hears­ing a lip­stick ad.




    In New York City, Re­mo’s cab let him off at a very ex­pen­sive ho­tel on Park Av­enue,

    whose el­egant win­dows now re­flect­ed the dawn. About thir­ty po­lice­men crowd­ed the

    lob­by. Some­one, it seemed, had thrown three con­ven­tion­eers thir­ty sto­ries down an

    el­eva­tor shaft with the force of an air­craft cat­apult. Re­mo took a work­ing el­eva­tor to

    the thir­ti­eth floor and en­tered a ma­jor suite.




    “I didn’t do it,” came a high squeaky voice.




    “What?” said Re­mo.




    “Noth­ing,” said the voice. “They did it to them­selves.” In­side the liv­ing room, draped

    in a gold­en ki­mono trimmed in black, his frail body seat­ed to­ward the ris­ing sun, wisps of

    hair placid against the yel­low parch­ment of his skin, sat Chi­un, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.

    In­no­cent.




    “How did they do it to them­selves?” de­mand­ed Re­mo. He no­ticed a small bowl of brown

    rice sit­ting un­fin­ished on the liv­ing-​room ta­ble.




    “Bru­tal­ity al­ways begets its own end.”




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo, “three men were hurled thir­ty sto­ries down an open

    el­eva­tor shaft. How could they pos­si­bly have done it to them­selves?”




    “Bru­tal­ity can do that sort of thing to it­self,” in­sist­ed Chi­un. “But you would not

    un­der­stand.”




    What Re­mo did not un­der­stand was that ab­so­lute and per­fect peace made any in­tru­sion

    a bru­tal act. Like a scor­pi­on on a lily pad. Like a dag­ger in a moth­er’s breast. Like

    vol­canic la­va burn­ing a help­less vil­lage. That was bru­tal­ity.




    The moth­er’s breast, help­less vil­lage, and be­nign lily pad were, of course, Chi­un,

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, at break­fast. The scor­pi­on, dag­ger, and vol­canic la­va were the three

    ex­alt­ed mem­bers of the In­ter­na­tion­al Broth­er­hood of Rac­coons, who had walked down the

    hall singing “Nine­ty-​Nine Bot­tles of Beer on the Wall.”




    As Chi­un had ex­pect­ed, Re­mo again stood up for oth­er whites, ex­plain­ing away their

    hideous bru­tal­ity as “some guys high on beer singing a drink­ing song,” some­thing that in

    his per­vert­ed mind did not call for an im­me­di­ate re­turn to gen­tle si­lence.




    “I mean, they couldn’t very well throw them­selves down a thir­ty-​sto­ry shaft with the

    force of a ma­chine, could they, Lit­tle Fa­ther? Just for singing a drink­ing song? Lis­ten,

    we’ll stay out of the cities from now on, if you want peace.”




    “Why should I be de­nied a city be­cause of oth­ers’ bru­tal­ity?” an­swered Chi­un. He was

    the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, lat­est in a line of the great­est as­sas­sins in his­to­ry. They had

    served kings and gov­ern­ments be­fore the Ro­man Em­pire was a mud­dy vil­lage on the Tiber.

    And they had al­ways worked best in cities.




    “Should we sur­ren­der the cen­ters of civ­iliza­tion to the an­imals of the world be­cause

    you blind­ly side white with white all the time?”




    “I think they were black, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “Same thing. Amer­icans. I give the best years of my life to train­ing a low­ly white and at

    the first sign of con­flict, the very first in­ci­dent, whose side does this white take? Whose

    side?”




    “You killed three men be­cause they sang a song,” said Re­mo.




    “Their side,” said Chi­un, sat­is­fied that once again he had been abused by an in­grate.

    His long fin­ger­nails poked out of his el­egant ki­mono to make the telling point. “Their

    side,” he re­peat­ed.




    “You couldn’t have just let them walk down the damned hall­way.”




    “And bru­tal­ize oth­ers who might be tran­scend­ing with the ris­ing sun dur­ing

    break­fast?”




    “On­ly Sinan­ju tran­scends with the ris­ing sun. I sin­cere­ly doubt that plumbers from

    Chill­icothe, Ohio, or ac­count ex­ec­utives from Madi­son Av­enue tran­scend with the ris­ing

    sun.”




    Chi­un turned away. He was about to stop talk­ing to Re­mo, but Re­mo had gone to pre­pare

    the rice for break­fast, and would not be aware of the slight. So Chi­un said:




    “I will for­give you this be­cause you be­lieve you are white.”




    “I am white, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    “No. You couldn’t be. I have come to the con­clu­sion that it is not an ac­ci­dent you have

    be­come Sinan­ju.”




    “I am not go­ing to start writ­ing in one of your scrolls that my moth­er was Ko­re­an but I

    didn’t know it un­til you gave me Sinan­ju.”




    “I didn’t ask that,” said Chi­un.




    “I know you have been strug­gling with how to ex­plain that the on­ly one to mas­ter the sun

    source of all the mar­tial arts, Sinan­ju, is not Ko­re­an, not even Ori­en­tal, but white.

    Pale, blank, bla­tant white.”




    “I have not writ­ten the his­to­ries late­ly be­cause I did not wish to ad­mit the

    in­grat­itude of a white, and how they all stick to­geth­er even when they owe ev­ery­thing

    they are to some­one kind and de­cent and mild who thought­less­ly gave the best years of his

    life to an in­grate.”




    “It’s be­cause I won’t write that I’m not white,” said Re­mo. In his train­ing he had read

    the his­to­ries, and knew the long line of as­sas­sins the way British school­boys learned of

    the an­ces­try of their kings and queens.




    “You said you were raised in an or­phan­age. Which or­phan knows his moth­er, much less his

    fa­ther? You could have had a Ko­re­an fa­ther.”




    “Not when I look in the mir­ror,” said Re­mo.




    “There are dis­eases that af­flict the eyes and make them mys­te­ri­ous­ly round,” said

    Chi­un.




    “White,” said Re­mo. “And I know you don’t want to leave that in the his­to­ry of Sinan­ju.

    When I take over the scrolls, the first thing I do will be to say how hap­py I am as the first

    white to be giv­en Sinan­ju.”




    “Then I will live for­ev­er,” said Chi­un. “No mat­ter how af­flict­ed this old body is, I

    will strug­gle to breathe.”




    “You’re in your prime. You told me that ev­ery­thing re­al­ly comes to­geth­er at

    eighty.”




    “I had to be­cause you would wor­ry.”




    “I nev­er wor­ry about you, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    Chi­un was in­ter­rupt­ed from col­lect­ing that in­sult and de­posit­ing it in his bank of

    in­jus­tices by a knock on the door, which Re­mo an­swered. Three uni­formed po­lice­men and a

    plain­clothes de­tec­tive stood in the door­way. Oth­er pa­trol­men and de­tec­tives were at

    oth­er doors, Re­mo no­ticed. The po­lice in­formed Re­mo that they had rea­son to be­lieve

    that three vis­itors to the city, three con­ven­tion­eers, had been bru­tal­ly mur­dered.

    Some­thing had hurled them down from the thir­ti­eth floor. They were sure it was from the

    thir­ti­eth floor be­cause the el­eva­tor doors on this floor had been ripped open and the cage

    jammed half a floor up to make room for the falling men. The prob­lem was that they could find

    no trace of the ma­chine that did it. Did the oc­cu­pants of this suite hear any kind of

    ma­chine this morn­ing?




    Re­mo shook his head. But from be­hind him, Chi­un spoke up clear­ly and, for him, quite

    loud­ly:




    “How could we hear ma­chin­ery with all that rack­et this morn­ing?” he de­mand­ed.




    The po­lice want­ed to know what rack­et.




    “The bawdy scream­ing yells of drunk­en bru­tals,” said Chi­un.




    “He’s an old man,” Re­mo said quick­ly. He added a lit­tle smile to show the po­lice they

    should be tol­er­ant of him.




    “I am not old,” said Chi­un. “I am not even nine­ty by cor­rect count­ing.”




    In Ko­re­an, Re­mo told him that in Amer­ica, and the rest of the West for that mat­ter, no

    one used the old Wan Chu cal­en­dar, which was so in­ac­cu­rate it lost two months in a

    year.




    And in Ko­re­an, Chi­un an­swered that one used a cal­en­dar for grace and truth, not for

    mere hoard­ing of time. Like West­ern­ers so ob­sessed with each pre­cise day that they think

    they have lost some­thing if one day dis­ap­peared in a week.




    The po­lice, con­front­ed with the spec­ta­cle of two men speak­ing in a strange lan­guage,

    looked to each oth­er in con­fu­sion.




    “Per­haps that loud noise was the ma­chine that killed those men?” asked the

    de­tec­tive.




    “No,” said Re­mo. “It was peo­ple. He didn’t hear any ma­chines.”




    “Not sur­pris­ing,” said the de­tec­tive, mo­tion­ing for the oth­ers to get go­ing. “No one

    else heard the ma­chine, ei­ther. “




    “Be­cause of the singing,” said Chi­un.




    Re­mo shook his head and was about to shut the door when he saw some­thing he should not

    have seen. Walk­ing through the po­lice line in­to a mur­der scene in which Re­mo and Chi­un

    might be con­nect­ed was a man in a tight dark three-​piece gray suit, with a parched lemo­ny

    ex­pres­sion, gray hair part­ed with painful neat­ness, and steel-​rimmed glass­es.




    It was Harold W. Smith, and he should not have been there. The or­ga­ni­za­tion was set up

    to do the things that Amer­ica didn’t want to be as­so­ci­at­ed with but that were nec­es­sary

    for sur­vival. So se­cret was it that out­side of Smith, on­ly the Pres­ident knew of its

    ex­is­tence. So nec­es­sary was se­cre­cy that a pho­ny ex­ecu­tion had been staged so that its

    one killer arm would have the fin­ger­prints of a dead man, a dead man for an or­ga­ni­za­tion

    that could nev­er be known to ex­ist. The fact that Re­mo was an or­phan and would not be

    missed was a sig­nif­icant fac­tor in his se­lec­tion. There had been an­oth­er man who was

    al­most, cho­sen, but he had a moth­er.




    Now here was Smith not even both­er­ing to set up a cov­er meet­ing to pro­tect the

    or­ga­ni­za­tion, walk­ing right in­to the one sort of sit­ua­tion that could blow it all,

    walk­ing very pub­licly up to the ho­tel suite of his se­cret killer arm, and mak­ing him­self

    vul­ner­able to ques­tion­ing by the droves of po­lice roam­ing the halls on a mat­ter of

    triple mur­der.




    “It doesn’t mat­ter,” said Smith, en­ter­ing the apart­ment.




    “I thought you would have phoned to have me meet you some­place,” said Re­mo, clos­ing the

    door on the sea of blue uni­forms. “Some­thing. Any­thing. Those cops are go­ing to be

    ques­tion­ing the cock­roach­es be­fore they’re through.”




    “It doesn’t mat­ter,” re­peat­ed Smith:




    “Hail, O Em­per­or Smith. Thy gra­cious­ness brings sun­light to dark­ness, glo­ry to the

    mud of dai­ly life. Our day is en­hanced by your im­pe­ri­al pres­ence. Name but the deed, and

    we fly to avenge wrongs done to your glo­ri­ous name.” Chi­un had said hel­lo.




    “Yes,” said Smith, clear­ing his throat. He had said hel­lo. Then he sat down.




    “Peas­ants in this very ho­tel have been de­fam­ing your glo­ri­ous name dur­ing the time of

    tran­scen­dence it­self. Lo, I heard them this very morn­ing, loud as ma­chines,” said

    Chi­un.




    In Ko­re­an, Re­mo told Chi­un: “I don’t think he cares about the three bod­ies, Lit­tle

    Fa­ther.”




    Chi­un’s del­icate fin­gers flut­tered in the still air, his silk bro­cad­ed ki­mono

    rustling as he gave greet­ings. The Mas­ters of Sinan­ju nev­er bowed, but they did

    ac­knowl­edge oth­ers with a tip­ping of the body which re­sem­bled a bow. Re­mo knew what it

    was, but Smith couldn’t tell the dif­fer­ence and al­ways wait­ed pa­tient­ly un­til it was

    over. Smith had found he could no more stop this than he could con­vince Chi­un that he was not

    an em­per­or and was nev­er in­tend­ed to be. Sev­er­al times Smith had thought he’d ex­plained

    the work­ings of Amer­ica’s con­sti­tu­tion­al gov­ern­ment to the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, and

    Chi­un had ex­claimed that he un­der­stood per­fect­ly, even com­ment­ing on some of the

    pas­sages Smith had read him. But al­ways Re­mo would lat­er tell him that Chi­un thought the

    Con­sti­tu­tion mere­ly con­tained some beau­ti­ful sen­ti­ments that had lit­tle to do with

    dai­ly life, like prayers or love po­ems. He was still puz­zled as to why Amer­ica should be

    afraid to vi­olate its con­sti­tu­tions when any rea­son­able em­per­or would flaunt his pow­er

    to have his en­emies as­sas­si­nat­ed.




    “Gen­tle­men,” be­gan Smith. “What do you know about flu­oro­car­bons?”




    “They are evil, O gra­cious Em­per­or, and were prob­ably be­hind the des­ecra­tors of your

    glo­ri­ous name, this very morn­ing sent to their righ­teous doom,” said Chi­un.




    “They’re the things in spray cans, aren’t they?” Re­mo asked. “They make them work:”




    Smith nod­ded. “Flu­oro­car­bons are a man­made chem­ical pro­pel­lant. Their in­dus­tri­al

    use was severe­ly re­strict­ed al­most ten years ago.”




    “He who would make noise dur­ing tran­scen­dence,” ob­served Chi­un, “would make a

    flu­oro­car­bon that the whole world de­spis­es for its ug­li­ness.”




    “High in the strato­sphere lies a lay­er of ozone gas. It’s on­ly about an eighth of an inch

    thick, but it per­forms the crit­ical eco­log­ical func­tion of fil­ter­ing harm­ful so­lar

    ra­di­ation so it doesn’t strike the plan­et’s sur­face. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, these

    flu­oro­car­bons rose to the strato­sphere and be­gan to eat away at the ozone lay­er faster

    than new ozone was be­ing pro­duced up there.”




    “Our gra­cious ozone,” said Chi­un. “The swine.” And to Re­mo, in Ko­re­an:




    “What is this man rant­ing about? Is he afraid of hair sprays?”




    “Will you lis­ten to him, Lit­tle Fa­ther? The man’s talk­ing,” Re­mo whis­pered back in the

    Ko­re­an di­alect of the north­west province in which the vil­lage of Sinan­ju, Chi­un’s

    vil­lage, was lo­cat­ed.




    “Hair sprays to­day, po­ems about peo­ple’s rights yes­ter­day. What will it be to­mor­row?

    I say now, as I have said be­fore, let us leave this lu­natic’s ser­vice. The world has nev­er

    had more despots and tyrants, rulers who would not on­ly pay more, but would prop­er­ly hon­or

    a pro­fes­sion­al as­sas­sin with cor­rect em­ploy­ment.” This from Chi­un, al­so in

    Ko­re­an.




    “Will you lis­ten?” said Re­mo.




    “Yes,” con­tin­ued Smith. “It is a ma­jor prob­lem once more be­cause some­one, some

    lu­natic, is shoot­ing holes in the ozone lay­er on pur­pose.”




    “What can you ex­pect from vi­ola­tors of tran­scen­dence?” said Chi­un. Re­mo gave him a

    dirty look. Chi­un ig­nored it. If Re­mo had a flaw, Chi­un knew that it was his lack of

    ex­per­tise in deal­ing with em­per­ors. Re­mo fol­lowed this Smith, still not re­al­iz­ing

    that em­per­ors came and went, but the House of Sinan­ju, of which he was now a part, went on

    for­ev­er. To avoid be­ing an em­per­or’s tool, one should nev­er let him know that he, the

    em­per­or, was the tool. One did this by pre­tend­ing loy­al­ty be­yond loy­al­ty.




    Smith, who had nev­er looked ex­ces­sive­ly healthy, ap­peared even more hag­gard now. His

    words were heavy as he spoke, al­most as if he had giv­en up hope. And Re­mo did not know

    why.




    “We have not de­ter­mined who is do­ing this, but NASA satel­lites have de­tect­ed a stream

    of con­cen­trat­ed flu­oro­car­bons, ob­vi­ous­ly man­made, col­lect­ing through the

    at­mo­sphere above the At­lantic Ocean. This stream ap­peared to open an ozone win­dow above

    cen­tral Rus­sia. We are not sure where it orig­inat­ed but we be­lieve it came from some­where

    on this side of the At­lantic. Maybe North Amer­ica. Maybe South Amer­ica. In any case it

    opened up that win­dow.”




    “Of course,” cried Chi­un. “This is your chance to de­stroy your arch­en­emy. Find the

    wicked flu­oro­car­bons, place them in righ­teous hands, and then con­quer the world. Your

    wis­dom tran­scends Genghis Khan, O Em­per­or. They will sing of you as they have sung of the

    great At­ti­la. Praise be that we are at the birthing of this glo­ri­ous day. ‘Sack Moscow!’ is

    the peo­ple’s cry.”




    Smith cleared his throat be­fore con­tin­uing. “There are two rea­sons we must lo­cate that

    flu­oro­car­bon source. One, it may ul­ti­mate­ly rup­ture the ozone shield. Ground ra­di­ation

    lev­els un­der the Rus­sian win­dow in­di­cate that the shield closed it­self off in less than

    a day. Pro­vid­ed that at­mo­spher­ic ozone lev­els haven’t been se­ri­ousiy strained, it will

    prob­ably be re­plen­ished.”




    Chuin raised a sin­gle fin­ger to his wisp of a white beard and nod­ded sage­ly. Re­mo

    won­dered what he was think­ing about.




    “The sec­ond rea­son is that when we of­fered to help the So­vi­ets an­alyze the dam­age to

    the ozone over their coun­try, they act­ed like noth­ing had hap­pened. And then we picked up

    the strangest sort of ac­tiv­ity. The build­ing of an en­tire sep­arate mis­sile com­mand.

    These mis­siles are un­like any­thing we have seen be­fore. And we are afraid these new

    mis­siles have on­ly one pur­pose. A first strike.”




    “How do you know? I mean, how can you tell what’s go­ing on in their minds?” asked

    Re­mo.




    “Our satel­lites have pho­tographed the new mis­sile bases, so we know they ex­ist. But we

    haven’t picked up any trace of a re­sponse mech­anism. That’s a sys­tem that has sev­er­al

    lay­ers of checks and coun­terchecks built in­to it, so that the mis­siles are fired on­ly

    af­ter cer­tain pre­con­di­tions are met, in­clud­ing a de­ter­mi­na­tion that the coun­try has

    been at­tacked. It’s fair­ly easy to read from out­er space. All we have to do is pick up the

    elec­tron­ic sig­nals cre­at­ed by the re­sponse mech­anism. But this new com­mand doesn’t have

    any of that. They have one phone line and a back­up. It’s what we call a raw but­ton.”




    “A what?”




    “The on­ly thing you can do with those damned mis­siles is launch them. There is no wait­ing

    for con­fir­ma­tion, no pro­tec­tion against in­com­ing mis­siles, no launch codes. Noth­ing.

    They are al­ready aimed and await the press of a sin­gle but­ton. All they need to start World

    War III is one phone call, and dammit, the way their phones work, a thun­der­storm could set

    off that call.”




    “We burn ei­ther slow from the sun or fast from the Rus­sians,” said Re­mo.




    “Ex­act­ly,” said Smith.




    “So what do we do? Where do you want us to go?”




    “You wait. Both of you. The en­tire world is watch­ing the skies for those cra­zies to try

    stream­ing flu­oro­car­bons again. If they do, we’ll get a fix on them, and then you two move

    in. No holds barred. Don’t wait for any­thing. There aren’t two peo­ple I would rather have

    be­tween the hu­man race and ex­tinc­tion than you. The Pres­ident feels the same way. I just

    hope an­oth­er in­ci­dent won’t set the Rus­sians off. I nev­er have un­der­stood them, and I

    un­der­stand them even less now.”




    “Of course,” said Chi­un. He al­ways un­der­stood the cal­cu­lat­ed moves of the Rus­sians,

    but could nev­er re­mote­ly fath­om Smith and his democ­ra­cy.




    “I do. You know,” Re­mo said slow­ly, “some­times I think what we do doesn’t mat­ter. Not as

    much as I’d like it to mat­ter. But this does. You know, it makes me glad to be alive to do

    this. It’s sav­ing the world, I guess.”




    “Don’t guess,” said Smith. “It is.”




    “And it shall be record­ed that the great Em­per­or Harold Smith did per­form the won­drous

    act of sav­ing the world through a trainee of the House of Sinan­ju.”




    “I am glad you feel that way, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju,” said Smith. “By the way, there was a

    small prob­lem with your gold trib­ute. But we will re­ship it.”




    “What? What prob­lem?” asked Chi­un. His del­icate head cocked so sud­den­ly that the wisps

    of white hair at his ears and chin quiv­ered.




    “The sub­ma­rine car­ry­ing your gold sur­faced five miles off Sinan­ju, in the West

    Ko­re­an Bay, as al­ways. On the same day and at the ap­point­ed hour, as al­ways. In

    agree­ment with the North Ko­re­an gov­ern­ment, as al­ways.”




    “Yes, yes,” said Chi­un ea­ger­ly.




    “Would you like some wa­ter, Smit­ty?” asked Re­mo. He looked as though he could use some.

    The trib­ute to Sinan­ju would on­ly pile up in that house above the vil­lage, so it was not of

    great im­por­tance to Re­mo that there was a de­lay of sorts. Smith did look es­pe­cial­ly

    wor­ried by this, but they would be able to re­ship, of course.




    “Shhh, fool.” Chi­un to Re­mo. Smith said he didn’t need the wa­ter. “The gold. The gold,”

    said Chi­un.




    “We have tea,” sug­gest­ed Re­mo.




    “The gold.”




    “Well, it’s noth­ing se­ri­ous,” said Smith. “Usu­al­ly some­one from your vil­lage rows out

    to meet the sub and col­lect our year­ly trib­ute to the House of Sinan­ju which pays for your

    ser­vices as Re­mo’s train­er. This time no one came.”




    “They must,” cried Chi­un. “They have al­ways done it.”




    “This time, they didn’t. But we will re­ship.”




    “Re­ship? My loy­al vil­lagers did not ap­pear to claim the trib­ute that has sus­tained

    Sinan­ju for cen­turies, and you will re­ship?”




    “What’s the big deal, Chi­un?” said Re­mo. “You’ve got so much trib­ute in that place that

    one year’s gold isn’t go­ing to make much dif­fer­ence.”




    “The vil­lage starves with­out the trib­utes earned by the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. The ba­bies

    will have to be sent home to the sea by their weep­ing moth­ers, as it was done in the days

    be­fore the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju hired them­selves out as as­sas­sins to pre­vent that very

    thing.”




    “That hasn’t hap­pened since the House worked for the Ming Dy­nasty in Chi­na. They can live

    off that trea­sure alone for a thou­sand years.”




    “We’ll re­ship a dou­ble pay­ment,” said Smith in an un­char­ac­ter­is­tic ges­ture of

    gen­eros­ity. That told Re­mo more than any­thing else that Smith re­al­ly feared for the

    sur­vival of the plan­et.




    Chi­un rose in a sin­gle smooth move­ment, en­ter­ing the bed­room like the wind.




    “What hap­pened? What’s got­ten in­to him?” asked Smith.




    “I think he may be up­set. That trea­sure is kin­da im­por­tant to him,” Re­mo said. “I’ve

    seen it. Some of it is price­less. Mint coins from Alexan­der the Great. Ru­bies. Emer­alds.

    Ivory. Gor­geous stuff. And a lot of it’s junk, too. Things they used to think of as pre­cious

    that aren’t any­more. Like alu­minum, when it first came out, cen­turies ago be­fore it could

    be man­ufac­tured. They have gobs of alu­minum. I’ve seen it right there be­side a case of

    di­amonds. Re­al­ly. The di­amonds are off to the side.”




    “It’s all right that we’re go­ing to dou­ble the ship­ment, isn’t it? I mean, how could he

    ob­ject?” asked Smith.




    Re­mo shrugged. “Some things even I don’t un­der­stand yet.”




    But when Chi­un reap­peared in a dark gray flecked robe, his face grave as a stat­ue, hands

    fold­ed with­in his sleeves and thick-​soled san­dals on his feet, Re­mo Williams knew that the

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju was leav­ing. This was his trav­el­ing robe. But his trunks were not

    packed.




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther, you can’t leave now,” Re­mo said in Ko­re­an. “The world may go up.”




    “The world is al­ways be­ing de­stroyed. Look at Nin­eveh. Look at Pom­peii. Look at the

    Great Flood. The world is al­ways de­stroyed, but gold goes on for­ev­er. And the an­cient

    trea­sure of the House of Sinan­ju, which has sur­vived catas­tro­phes with­out num­ber, may

    well be in dan­ger.”




    “I can’t go with you, Chi­un,” said Re­mo. “I have to stay here.”




    “And be­tray your re­spon­si­bil­ity as the next Mas­ter of Sinan­ju? A Mas­ter must

    pro­tect the trea­sure.”




    “If there is no world left, where are you go­ing to spend it?”




    “One can al­ways spend gold,” said Chi­un. “I have taught you strokes, Re­mo. I have trained

    you to ful­fill the po­ten­tial of your mind and of your body. I have made you strong, and I

    have made you quick. Most of all I have made you an as­sas­sin, one of a long line of

    hon­or­able as­sas­sins. I have taught you all these things when I should have taught you

    wis­dom. I have be­queathed the pow­er of Sinan­ju to a fool.” This in Ko­re­an. This said with

    rage.




    So an­gered was he that the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju left the suite with­out giv­ing a for­mal

    bow to his em­per­or. “Where did he go?” asked Smith, who did not un­der­stand Ko­re­an.




    “Did you no­tice that he didn’t give you a prop­er farewell?”




    “Yes, I thought it seemed briefer than usu­al. Does that mean any­thing?”




    “He just said good-​bye,” Re­mo said qui­et­ly. With­out think­ing, he dropped to a lo­tus

    po­si­tion on the floor, eas­ily and smooth­ly with the legs join­ing like petals as he had

    been taught so many years be­fore.




    “I am sor­ry. I had hoped to use him, too, in this cri­sis. Well, we still have you and

    that’s the im­por­tant thing. When he comes back, we’ll use him.”




    “I don’t know if he is com­ing back,” said Re­mo. “You just got a good-​bye.”




    “And you? Did he say good-​bye to you?”




    “I hope not. I re­al­ly want to be­lieve not,” said Re­mo. And with soft, cut­ting mo­tions,

    he tore up pieces of the thick pile car­pet, not even notic­ing what his hands were do­ing.




    “I am sure Chi­un will re­turn,” said Smith. “There is an emo­tion­al bond be­tween you two.

    Like a fa­ther and son.”




    “That trea­sure is pret­ty im­por­tant to him. I don’t think it can be that im­por­tant,

    be­cause no­body ev­er spends it. But then again, I am white.”


  




  

    Chapter 3




    Cham­pagne corks popped. Noise­mak­ers shrilled. Bal­loons clus­tered against the

    sound­proofed ceil­ing like fright­ened owls. A gi­gan­tic white cake with the blue Chem­ical

    Con­cepts lo­go was wheeled in­to the main lab room on Route 128 as some of the tech­ni­cians

    passed around fresh­ly rolled joints. Bub­bling laugh­ter shook the room, seem­ing to set the

    bright-​col­ored bal­loons in mo­tion.




    Reemer Bolt jumped up on a lab stool and yelled for si­lence. He got it.




    “We thought it was mar­ketable,” he howled. “But be­fore we could sell it, we need­ed a

    fi­nal test. And you de­liv­ered! So here is a toast to the great tech­ni­cal staff of

    Chem­ical Con­cepts who made it pos­si­ble and kept their mouths shut. I promise to make all of

    us rich. Very rich.” Reemer Bolt shook up a jer­oboam of Dom Perignon and let the sudsy foam

    spurt over the scream­ing crowd in the lab­ora­to­ry. This won­der­ful crew had tak­en the

    wild, im­prob­able con­cept of the flu­oro­car­bon beam and not on­ly made it work, but made it

    as di­rec­tion­al as an at­tack plane. On this very day they had proved that they could fire

    the beam and make it strike any point in the at­mo­sphere. Any point. They had har­nessed it.

    They could con­trol it.




    They had aimed the beam at Malden, a vil­lage eighty miles from Lon­don, Eng­land. Like a

    high-​pres­sure jet of wa­ter through cigarette smoke, it poked a hole in the ozone above that

    town, show­er­ing it with the full force of the mighty sun. Their con­trol was ab­so­lute. They

    had fo­cused the beam across an en­tire ocean and hit an area no larg­er than forty feet by

    forty feet.




    “I love you, Kath­leen O’Don­nell,” Bolt screamed in­to the open transat­lantic line.




    On the oth­er end, in a field in Malden, Eng­land, Dr. O’Don­nell sim­ply hung up. She had

    work to do. Forty-​sev­en pre­cise ex­per­iments were laid on the field that they had pre­pared

    in ad­vance for the great test. This had to be done in se­cret, be­cause if the British

    gov­ern­ment learned that a Unit­ed States chem­ical com­pa­ny was con­duct­ing sci­en­tif­ic

    tests in­volv­ing banned flu­oro­car­bons on their roy­al soil, it could trig­ger an

    in­ter­na­tion­al in­ci­dent. Worse, the British might sue Chem­ical Con­cepts of

    Mas­sachusetts in­to bankrupt­cy. The British were touchy that way.




    So Dr. O’Don­nell had dis­guised the na­ture of the ex­per­iment. To help with that

    dis­guise she had hired a British test­ing firm, and sim­ply mis­in­formed them about a thing

    here and a thing there. All she need­ed them for was to cal­ibrate and quan­ti­fy what was

    hap­pen­ing there in the lit­tle vil­lage north of Lon­don.




    She walked among the ex­per­iments, the dead grass crunch­ing un­der her feet. The cages,

    beakers, and vials were re­ceiv­ing the at­ten­tion of white-​coat­ed tech­ni­cians. The ma­jor

    ex­per­iment, of course, was al­ready a smash­ing suc­cess. They could not on­ly di­rect the

    flu­oro­car­bon stream thou­sands of miles, but they could con­trol the size and du­ra­tion of

    the win­dow with a small tol­er­ance.




    As she went from ta­ble to ta­ble, Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell re­al­ized that she was walk­ing

    among the gravy. The meat had al­ready been cooked. Per­haps that was what made her feel this

    sort of tight gid­di­ness. Then again, there were so many sounds of pain among the dy­ing

    an­imals.




    A clus­ter of rose­bush­es caught her at­ten­tion. Beau­ti­ful black ros­es. She looked at

    her small chart. They had been yel­low be­fore the ex­per­iment. A kiss of a breeze shat­tered

    a few petals, and the buds fell like ash­es.




    This was a nat­ural field with a small brack­ish pond. A white film coat­ed the pond with a

    rather thick lay­er of shriv­eled in­sects. She couldn’t be­lieve how many bugs the lit­tle

    pond had con­tained un­til she saw them dead. She heard one tech­ni­cian mut­ter that even the

    mi­crobes in the pond were dead.




    She won­dered where the strange mu­sic was com­ing from and then re­al­ized it was the

    dy­ing an­imals. There were rab­bits with ex­tra thick fur, fur that had not pro­tect­ed the

    skin at all. It had peeled and cracked, turn­ing black like a seared hot dog, fur or not. Kathy

    had shaved half of them, just to make cer­tain. Same for the pup­pies. Ex­cept they whined and

    cried, in­stead of sit­ting in their cas­es shiv­er­ing with the fear of the un­known. Dr.

    O’Don­nell looked at them more close­ly and made what she thought was an in­ter­est­ing

    dis­cov­ery. The pup­pies were blind.




    Some of the tech­ni­cians, hard­ened by oth­er an­imal ex­per­iments, turned away from the

    suf­fer­ing.




    Dr. O’Don­nell felt on­ly ex­cit­ing tin­gles on her skin, as though she were be­ing

    ca­ressed in her soft parts. Ap­par­ent­ly, the pup­pies’ more de­vel­oped an­imal sens­es had

    caused them to look up in­to the sky, the source of the un­fa­mil­iar ra­di­ation. The

    un­fil­tered sun­light had burned out their reti­nas.




    One of the tech­ni­cians came up to her with an im­por­tant ques­tion.




    “Can we put the an­imals out of their mis­ery now? We’ve logged our find­ings.”




    Dr. O’Don­nell saw the pain in his face. More than that.




    She felt it. Her tongue moist­ened her lips. She didn’t an­swer him, but let him stand there

    with the plead­ing in his eyes. Her body was good and warm. The old thing was hap­pen­ing to

    her again, here in Eng­land, here at this ex­per­iment.




    “The an­imals. They’re in re­al pain,” said the tech­ni­cian.




    Kath­leen scrib­bled some notes on her pad. She saw the tech­ni­cian squirm as though ev­ery

    mo­ment of de­lay was in­tense pain for him. It was def­inite­ly hap­pen­ing again. “Can we

    de­stroy them? … Please.”




    “Just wait a mo­ment, won’t you?” said Kathy. She won­dered if her pants were moist yet.




    Half an hour lat­er, most of the an­imals had died painful­ly and the tech­ni­cians were

    sullen. Peo­ple of­ten re­act­ed to suf­fer­ing that way. Kathy was used to this. She had seen

    a lot of it in pu­ber­ty. In pu­ber­ty she had be­gun to won­der why grown-​ups and oth­er

    chil­dren were so hor­ri­fied by the suf­fer­ing of oth­er crea­tures. Her par­ents had sent

    her to sev­er­al doc­tors to find out why she was so dif­fer­ent. But even at age twelve, the

    bril­liant lit­tle Kath­leen O’Don­nell knew she wasn’t dif­fer­ent. The world was

    dif­fer­ent.




    So as she be­came an adult she hid her spe­cial feel­ings be­cause the world feared what was

    dif­fer­ent. She drove fast cars. She fought for con­trol of com­pa­nies. She com­pet­ed for

    hon­ors. And she let her spe­cial feel­ings be se­cret, se­cret even to her own wom­an­ly body.

    Men were nev­er that in­ter­est­ing. Suc­cess was on­ly a fac­tor to be achieved be­cause it

    was bet­ter than fail­ure.




    But when so many lit­tle an­imals be­gan scream­ing, her body awake on its own, send­ing

    de­li­cious, de­li­cious feel­ings through­out all the good parts. They felt won­der­ful. When

    some­one of­fered her a lift back to Lon­don, she said she would rather stay here and work in

    the field a bit longer.




    She want­ed to play. She want­ed to play with the peo­ple who were now suf­fer­ing be­cause

    the an­imals were suf­fer­ing. Peo­ple were fun. They were more com­pli­cat­ed and

    chal­leng­ing than num­bers.




    Some­times they were easy, though. Like Reemer Bolt back at CCM. He was a sex­ual game,

    eas­ily played. Bolt was the sort of man, like so many oth­er men, who need­ed sex to

    vin­di­cate his sense of self-​worth. Give him sex and he felt good. De­ny it, and he felt

    worth­less. He would lit­er­al­ly give you con­trol over his life in re­turn for a lit­tle leg

    at the right times, pro­vid­ed you pre­tend­ed to be pleased. Bolt need­ed that and Kath­leen

    al­ways gave it to him. She was a good ac­tress. She al­ways had been. She even fooled the

    psy­chi­atrists when she was a teenag­er. But all this suf­fer­ing now couldn’t fool her body,

    even af­ter all these years.




    She won­dered what a per­son would look like kept in a cage un­der the flu­oro­car­bon beam,

    even as she told an ashen-​faced tech­ni­cian that this ex­per­iment was im­por­tant be­cause

    they were es­tab­lish­ing con­trols to make it safe for all mankind.




    A tech­ni­cian came over to her to beg per­mis­sion to put a ter­ri­er out of its mis­ery.

    She com­ment­ed on vit­re­ous so­lu­tions as she watched him bite his lip. There was no blood,

    she no­ticed.




    “How can you do this to these an­imals?” he asked.




    Kathy put a hand on his arm. “I’m sor­ry you had to see it, John,” she said. She knew this

    seemed sooth­ing.




    “Jim,” he cor­rect­ed.




    “What­ev­er,” she said. “The tragedy, Jim, is that peo­ple as sen­si­tive as you have to

    look at things like this.”




    “They didn’t have to suf­fer,” said the man. His eyes were fill­ing with pain. She showed

    deep con­cern for him as a per­son while she re­mind­ed her­self that his name was Jim. Like

    pin. See the let­ters J-​i-​m on the black­board in your mind, Kath­leen told her­self.

    J-​i-​m, like Jun­gle gym. Jim. “Jim … they had, to suf­fer.”




    “Why, dammit, why?”




    “So that chil­dren won’t suf­fer in the fu­ture. We don’t want the sun’s pow­er per­vert­ed

    like atom­ic en­er­gy. We don’t want these hor­ri­ble things hap­pen­ing to in­no­cent

    chil­dren.” Kath­leen looked in­to the man’s trou­bled eyes. She hoped hers reg­is­tered the

    cor­rect amount of sym­pa­thy. “I am sor­ry, Jun­gle-” He looked puz­zled.




    “–Jim,” said Kathy, knead­ing his arm soft­ly. It al­ways helped to touch a man when you

    worked him. That was what made do­ing it over the phone so chal­leng­ing. You had to work

    with­out your hands. “Jim, we are learn­ing things here that will pro­tect our most pre­cious

    re­source, the chil­dren. And, Jim, I don’t know of a bet­ter way to do it. Jim.”




    “Do we have to let the poor an­imals suf­fer like this?”




    “I am afraid we do. Chil­dren won’t have the lux­ury of be­ing put out of their mis­ery. Can

    you bring your­self to watch?”




    Jim low­ered his head, adding the shame of his weak­ness to his pain. “I guess I have to,”

    he said.




    “Good man, Jim,” Kath­leen said. “If the pow­er we have har­nessed here ev­er got out of

    con­trol, the chil­dren would suf­fer the most. They would lie in the streets, moan­ing and

    cry­ing, un­able to un­der­stand what was hap­pen­ing to them, un­able to know why their

    ten­der skins had turned pur­plish-​black and peeled off in great chunks, un­able to see what

    hap­pened be­cause they would be sight­less. Sight­less, Jim, sight­less and afraid. And

    dy­ing. Would you, Jim, if you found a ba­by dy­ing like that in the gut­ter, would you be able

    to slit its throat to put it out of its mis­ery? Could you?”




    “No, no, I couldn’t do that,” said Jim. His face paled, his arms shud­dered, and his legs

    seemed to find oth­er places to go than to stay be­neath him. He tipped over and land­ed like a

    bag of peat moss off a truck.




    Kath­leen O’Don­nell want­ed to tell him it was good for her, too.




    The Jo­drell Bank ra­dio tele­scope picked up strange read­ings in the jet stream of

    at­mo­sphere. Some­thing that caused their sig­nals to bounce back crazi­ly.




    “Do you think this is it?” asked one of the sci­en­tists. “Nev­er saw any­thing like it,”

    an­swered the oth­er. “Must be.”




    “Over Malden, I gath­er.”




    “Well, let’s give the in­tel­li­gence chaps a ring, eh?”




    “Odd ef­fect on ra­dio sig­nals, I say. So that’s how a flu­oro­car­bon beam, or stream,

    be­haves. Have you con­sid­ered what it might do to the ozone?”




    “Don’t think so. It’s sup­posed to be com­ing from Amer­ica.”




    “Can’t tell for cer­tain. The source ap­pears to be west of Great Britain.”




    “Amer­ica is west of Great Britain.”




    “Quite. “




    The phone rang in Re­mo’s suite. “Re­mo?” It was Smith. “Yes?”




    “They got a hit in Great Britain.”




    “Is that thing there?”




    “No. It struck there, but they be­lieve the point of ori­gin was west of Eng­land. Which we

    think al­so.”




    “So where is it?”




    “Some­where in Amer­ica, but we’re not sure where. Prob­ably still on the east coast. The

    British should have a bet­ter read than we do. That’s the think­ing here. But there is a

    prob­lem in Great Britain. They are not shar­ing their da­ta with us. For some crazy rea­son,

    their in­tel­li­gence ser­vices are keep­ing ev­ery­thing to them­selves.”




    “Which means?”




    “You get over to Britain and find out what they’re hid­ing. They get back here and tear the

    hearts out of these lu­natics be­fore we’re all killed,” said Smith. Re­mo had nev­er heard the

    rigid­ly con­trolled man use terms of vi­olence when he or­dered vi­olence.




    “And do it fast, be­cause I don’t know what’s hap­pen­ing with the Rus­sians. I nev­er could

    fig­ure them out. The on­ly one who ev­er knew what they were do­ing was Chi­un. And I can’t

    fig­ure him out, ei­ther?”




    “What’s hap­pen­ing with the Rus­sians?” Re­mo asked.




    “I think they picked up some­thing, too. They knew what to look for now. But how they’ll

    re­act is any­one’s guess. There will be an Air Force jet wait­ing for you in a spe­cial hangar

    at Kennedy Air­port. It’s the lat­est fight­er. Cost a quar­ter of a bil­lion dol­lars to build

    and can get you across the At­lantic in half the time of the Con­corde. Per­forms

    won­ders.”




    One of the won­ders of the new Z-83 re­tract­ing wing Stratofight­er was its abil­ity to

    track all radar sig­nals in the hemi­sphere and trans­late them in­to a tac­ti­cal read­ing so

    that a staff of­fi­cer in the Pen­tagon could feed them in­to a com­put­er. This bril­liant

    idea would in the­ory en­able the Air Force to mon­itor all air traf­fic around the world

    us­ing just two jets.




    The prob­lem with the Z-83 was that it had so many “en­hance func­tions”; the

    radar-​track­ing com­put­er, the nav­iga­tion­al com­put­er, and the au­to­mat­ic tar­get

    se­lect and track unit, that most of the time the en­gines wouldn’t start. The Z-83 sat like a

    metal­lic-​winged shark on the run­way when Re­mo ar­rived, and kept on sit­ting.




    “Does this thing fly?”




    “She’s best air­craft in the world when we in­te­grate her mul­ti­modes.” This from an Air

    Force gen­er­al who ex­plained that it would be mil­itar­ily pre­ma­ture to as­sign any

    on-​line func­tion to the sys­tem; one should look at it as a launch­ing mode strate­gi­cal­ly,

    rather than tac­ti­cal­ly.




    In brief, the gen­er­al ex­plained, it didn’t fly, wouldn’t fly soon, and had ev­ery

    like­li­hood of nev­er fly­ing. He ad­vised tak­ing Delta Air­lines. They would be ready when

    he was.




    When Field Mar­shal Alex­ei Ze­my­atin was in­formed that an­oth­er beam had been fired,

    this time above Eng­land, he mut­tered over and over:




    “I do not want a war. I do not want a war. Why are the fools giv­ing me a war?”




    It was the first time that the Great One had been heard to call an en­emy a fool. He had

    al­ways saved that for al­lies. An en­emy, he had warned ev­ery Rus­sian lead­er, was

    bril­liant and per­fect in ev­ery way un­til he showed you how he could be de­feat­ed. And, of

    course, he al­ways did be­cause no one was per­fect.




    “How do you know they are not at­tack­ing Great Britain?” de­mand­ed the Rus­sian Pre­mier.

    “Some in the Polit­buro think Amer­ica might be us­ing Great Britain as a tar­get be­cause it

    is a use­less al­ly. Con­tempt, it is. How can you say war when they are fir­ing that thing

    against an al­ly?”




    Ze­my­atin sat in a black leather chair star­ing in­to a room filled with Rus­sian

    gen­er­als and KGB of­fi­cers. They did not look back be­cause they did not see him. They were

    on the oth­er side of a one-​way mir­ror and they talked qui­et­ly among them­selves in

    aim­less con­ver­sa­tion. It was aim­less be­cause the Pre­mier had left the room. He had left

    be­cause Ze­my­atin had buzzed.




    Ze­my­atin shook his hair­less head. The sad­ness of it all. This mind­less pack was

    Rus­sia’s fu­ture. Still, the rest of the world was run by the likes of these. But even the

    likes of these across the At­lantic should not start a war for no rea­son.




    “How do you know they plan war?” the Pre­mier asked again. Ze­my­atin nod­ded. He mo­tioned

    the Pre­mier to bend down be­cause he did not wish to raise his voice. He want­ed the oth­er to

    lis­ten hard.




    “When our mis­sile base was hit by this thing-​what­ev­er it is-​I al­lowed my­self to hope

    it was an ac­ci­dent. Grant­ed, one does not run a coun­try on hope. That would be

    dis­as­trous.”




    “Why did you think it was an ac­ci­dent?”




    “I didn’t think it was an ac­ci­dent,” cor­rect­ed Ze­my­atin. “I hoped it was an

    ac­ci­dent. I re­act­ed as though it was a will­ful act, but I had to ask my­self why Amer­ica

    would do some­thing so fool­ish. There is no rea­son for them to test an un­tried weapon on us

    first. You don’t do that if you are start­ing a war.”




    “Yes. Good think­ing. Yes.”




    “But it was such a de­vice that I thought per­haps the Amer­icans con­sid­er us fools and

    be­lieve that we would not rec­og­nize their de­vice as a con­trol­lable weapon. A fool­ish

    idea, be­cause we sus­pect ev­ery­thing.”




    “Yes, yes,” said the Pre­mier, strug­gling to fol­low the twists and turns of the Great One.

    Some­times he was so clear, and oth­er times he was like the sum­mer mists of Siberia.

    Un­know­able.




    “There was still the pos­si­bil­ity, a shred of hope, that this was an ac­ci­dent.

    How­ev­er, we knew there was one thing they need­ed from us. And if one can be cer­tain of

    any­thing, I am cer­tain of that.”




    Ze­my­atin paused. “They know what it does to an­imals, ac­cord­ing to our re­ports. They

    know what it does to mi­crobes. But they still do not know what it does to our cur­rent

    de­fens­es. In my be­lief, they do not know how to use it for war. Yet.”




    The Pre­mier thought that sound­ed good. He was hes­itant. He did not want to be called a

    fool even in pri­vate. He was re­lieved when Ze­my­atin re­frained from do­ing so.




    “But I am al­so sad­ly sure, now more than be­fore, that they will use it for war. And why?

    When they test­ed it against us, they made a mis­take. They couldn’t find out whether it worked

    or not. As a mat­ter of fact, it was such a se­vere mis­take, it left open the one small hope

    that per­haps it was an ac­ci­dent. Of course, they fell in­to our trap when they

    des­per­ate­ly sought to ’share’ in­for­ma­tion in our so-​called com­mon strug­gle. So what do

    you do now that your first test has pos­si­bly alarmed your en­emy?”




    “You don’t test again. But they have,” said the Pre­mier.




    “Ex­act­ly. In friend­ly ter­ri­to­ry, pre­tend­ing for all the world that they have on­ly a

    sci­en­tif­ic in­ter­est. Bla­tant. If they had shot this thing at sol­diers, I would be less

    sure of their in­ten­tions for war, be­cause then they would not be dis­guis­ing a first

    strike.”




    “Oh,” said the Pre­mier.




    “Yes,” said Ze­my­atin. “And it was I who had for all these years said they did not seek a

    war, but con­trol of re­sources.”




    “Why now?”




    “If we had such an ad­van­tage, would we ig­nore it?”




    “Ah,” said the Pre­mier.




    “Yes,” said Ze­my­atin. “Our one de­fense is that they do not yet know how ef­fec­tive it is

    against our mis­siles. When they do, of course, they will take us apart like an old clock.”




    “You won’t let that hap­pen?” asked the Pre­mier. “No. We will have to strike first. The

    fools leave us no oth­er choice but nu­cle­ar war.” The old man shook his head. “So many things

    are chang­ing. I used to say there was no greater en­emy than a fool for an al­ly. Now I have

    to say the greater dan­ger in the nu­cle­ar age is hav­ing a fool for an en­emy.”




    But there were good things, he added:




    “For­tu­nate­ly, this sec­ond test was made on Eng­land, which to our KGB is like down­town

    Moscow,” said Ze­my­atin. He did not have to re­mind the Pre­mier how thor­ough­ly pen­etrat­ed

    British In­tel­li­gence was. The KGB prac­ti­cal­ly ran Britain’s spy ser­vice. There were

    sev­er­al high-​rank­ing KGB of­fi­cers on the oth­er side of the oneway mir­ror. Ze­my­atin

    had turned down the vol­ume con­trol on the mi­cro­phones lis­ten­ing in on them. In his youth

    he nev­er would have had to is­sue this or­der. But the KGB had be­come quite fat on its own

    suc­cess­es around the world.




    “I want their best ef­fort in Eng­land. No games. No pol­itics. No cool British ladies for

    par­ties. Yes, I know about them. I want re­sults. You tell them that. You tell them we de­mand

    that. Don’t let them give you their fan­cy talk.”




    “Right,” said the Pre­mier, who had risen to his post by sat­is­fy­ing as many pow­ers as

    pos­si­ble, in­clud­ing the army and the KGB.




    Ze­my­atin watched the Pre­mier re­turn to the oth­er side of the mir­ror. He watched him

    make a show of be­ing stern. What Ze­my­atin would have pre­ferred at this time was Stal­in.

    Stal­in would have had one gen­er­al shot just to get ev­ery­one’s at­ten­tion. And with a

    com­rade crum­pled be­fore a bul­let-​pocked wall, they would not be play­ing po­lit­ical games

    over the best course of ac­tion and the best man for the job. But this Pre­mier was not made of

    the stuff of Josef Stal­in. And Ze­my­atin knew the first rule of war was to fight with what

    you had. On­ly a fool hoped for more.




    He watched the Pre­mier through the one-​way mir­ror. There was an­oth­er dis­cus­sion. He

    turned off the sound and pressed the buzzer again. Again the Pre­mier left the gen­er­als and

    came in­to Ze­my­atin’s room.




    “Lis­ten. If you let them have a dis­cus­sion, you are go­ing to be run around. No

    dis­cus­sions. No games. You go in there and tell them to break bones. No games. Blood. Get the

    sort of peo­ple in­to Britain who will not stop at the sight of blood. To hell with

    un­der­cov­er. If this war comes, there will be no cov­er for any of us,” said Ze­my­atin. He

    banged a hand on the arm­chair. If he were younger he might have lit­er­al­ly stran­gled this

    man. Not out of anger, of course, but be­cause this Pre­mier was so sus­cep­ti­ble to force. He

    had to make it strong and sim­ple:




    “Blood. Blood on the streets. Blood in the gut­ters. Find out what they know. There is no

    to­mor­row. Now!”




    An im­mac­ulate­ly uni­formed colonel met Re­mo at the air­port, of­fer­ing smil­ing

    pleas­antries, ex­press­ing hap­pi­ness over the op­por­tu­ni­ty to work with Re­mo,

    in­quir­ing what de­part­ment Re­mo re­port­ed to, and al­low­ing that he was ter­ri­bly

    im­pressed that the high­est lev­els of the U.S. gov­ern­ment had re­quest­ed that all

    co­op­er­ation be ex­tend­ed to Re­mo. But.




    But what? Re­mo want­ed to know.




    But un­for­tu­nate­ly there was blessed lit­tle Colonel Aubrey Win­stead-​Jones could of­fer

    in the way of as­sis­tance. Her Majesty’s gov­ern­ment did not know what Re­mo was talk­ing

    about. Re­al­ly.




    “Frankly, old boy, we would have told your State De­part­ment ear­ly on had you asked. No

    need to have you over here, what?”




    Re­mo lis­tened po­lite­ly, and on the way from Heathrow Air­port in­to Lon­don, with the

    gray in­dus­tri­al choke of Great Britain on ei­ther side of the chauf­feured au­to­mo­bile,

    Colonel Win­stead-​Jones sud­den­ly de­cid­ed to tell Re­mo that he had been in­struct­ed to

    guide Re­mo around Lon­don, tak­ing him nowhere in par­tic­ular un­til Re­mo got tired and went

    home. Colonel Win­stead-​Jones was not to help Re­mo in any way. He was sup­posed to make sure

    Re­mo had all the wine, drugs, and wom­en he want­ed. He had been told this by the sta­tion

    chief of MI-12. When asked, he will­ing­ly gave Re­mo the ad­dress and cov­er used by MI-12,

    and a brief his­to­ry of the min­istry. Re­mo for his part was equal­ly co­op­er­ative. He

    as­sist­ed Colonel Win­stead-​Jones back in­to his car, which had been drag­ging him along the

    British high­way sys­tem. Join­ing the colonel to the na­tive high­way sys­tem had done

    won­ders for open­ness in com­mu­ni­ca­tion. The colonel might even re­gain the use of his legs

    in the near fu­ture, Re­mo as­sured him. At least those parts still at­tached.




    The colonel told him ex­act­ly who had giv­en him the or­ders to run Re­mo around.




    “Thank you, old boy,” said Re­mo.




    Just off Pic­cadil­ly Cir­cus, in an old Tu­dor build­ing, stood the of­fice of MI-12. It

    was in­con­spic­uous in the ex­treme. Seem­ing­ly a to­bac­conist’s shop on street lev­el, a

    side door led up a sin­gle stair­case to a sec­ond floor with dusty win­dows. Ac­tu­al­ly, they

    were ground opaque, im­pen­etra­ble to eye­sight or lis­ten­ing de­vice, and looked

    re­mark­ably like the win­dows in a quaint li­brary. But in­side, a crack team of British

    Spe­cial Ser­vice chaps lurked as a cun­ning trap for any­one dar­ing to pen­etrate MI-12.




    This was the build­ing, the colonel said, that housed the sta­tion chief who gave him

    or­ders. Would Re­mo be so kind as to give him back the use of his legs?




    “Lat­er,” said Re­mo. He got the same promise from the driv­er by run­ning his hands down

    the spinal col­umn and cre­at­ing a small nerve block in a low­er spinal ver­te­bra.




    “Be right back, old boy,” said Re­mo.




    Re­mo opened the door and saw the stair­way lead­ing up to the sec­ond floor. The place

    could have bot­tled the must and sold it. The wood­en steps creaked. They were dry and old and

    brit­tle. They would have creaked un­der a mouse. But Re­mo did not like mak­ing noise when he

    moved. His sys­tem re­belled against it. He set his bal­ance to ease the wood, to be part of

    the age of the wood, so that he now moved qui­et­ly up­ward. But he had made the first

    noise.




    A door opened at the top of the stairs and an el­der­ly man called down:




    “Who is it? Can we be of ser­vice?”




    “Ab­so­lute­ly,” Re­mo said. “I’ve come to see the sta­tion chief of MI-12, what­ev­er that

    is.”




    “This is the Roy­al So­ci­ety of Her­aldry Manuscripts. We are sort of a li­brary,” came

    back the voice.




    “Good. I’ll look at your manuscripts,” said Re­mo.




    “Well, can’t be done, old boy.”




    “It’s go­ing to be done.”




    “Please be so kind as to stay where you are,” said the el­der­ly man.




    “Not at all,” said Re­mo.




    “I am afraid we are go­ing to have to give you your last warn­ing.”




    “Good,” said Re­mo. There wasn’t go­ing to be any sur­prise. He al­ready heard the feet.

    They had the steady light move­ment of ath­letes: trained feet, trained bod­ies. Hard. They

    were get­ting in­to po­si­tion up­stairs. There were sev­en of them.




    “All right, come on up if you wish,” said the man.




    By the time Re­mo got to the top of the stairs he could smell their lunch­es. The men had

    had beef and perk. The odor was about a half-​hour strong in their bod­ies. They would move

    slow­er.




    As Re­mo en­tered the room, two men came up be­hind him with what were sup­posed to be

    cat­like move­ments. Re­mo ig­nored them.




    “Sup­pose you tell us, young man, why you think this is MI-12?” said the el­der­ly

    gen­tle­man who had an­swered the door.




    “Be­cause I dragged a colonel two hun­dred yards along one of your love­ly roads un­til he

    told me it was,” said Re­mo. “But look, I don’t have time for pleas­antries. Take me to the

    sta­tion chief.”




    The cool muz­zle of a small-​cal­iber pis­tol came up to Re­mo’s head.




    “I am afraid you are go­ing to have to make time for pleas­antries,” said a deep voice. At

    that point, the pis­tol nudged the back of Re­mo’s head, pre­sum­ably to make Re­mo more

    co­op­er­ative.




    “Let me guess,” said Re­mo. “This is where I’m sup­posed to spin around, see the gun, and

    turn to quiv­er­ing jel­ly. Right?”




    “Quite,” said the el­der­ly man.




    Re­mo snapped back an el­bow far enough to catch the pis­tol and send it in­to the an­cient

    ceil­ing like a rock in­to dried mud. The pis­tol went with its own­er. A show­er of old

    plas­ter and Spack­le ex­plod­ed over the room like a snow­storm.




    A bulky com­man­do type stepped out from a wall with a short stab­bing dag­ger, an­gling for

    Re­mo’s so­lar plexus. Re­mo sent him back in­to the wall with a side kick. The el­der­ly man

    ducked, and from be­hind him ap­peared a lieu­tenant in full uni­form, who be­gan fir­ing a

    sub­ma­chine gun. The first burst came straight at Re­mo. There was no sec­ond burst be­cause

    the bul­lets ap­peared to Re­mo like a line of soft­balls com­ing at him. Fast enough to hurt,

    but slow enough to dance around, even be­fore they had left the bar­rel. His body al­lowed

    it­self to sense the slow stream, and move through and then be­yond it to its source.




    The lieu­tenant, lack­ing such skill, found him­self with­out gun and very much smash­ing

    back­ward in­to the steel door he had vowed with his life to de­fend.




    The door shiv­ered on its drop-​forged pins and came down in the next room like a bridge

    over a moat.




    Re­mo stepped over the un­con­scious of­fi­cer in­to an of­fice.




    A man in gray sports jack­et looked up from his desk to see that his pen­etra­tion-​proof

    cov­er had been pen­etrat­ed by a thick-​wrist­ed young man in dark slacks, T-​shirt and

    loafers, us­ing no oth­er weapon, ap­par­ent­ly, than a know­ing smile.




    “Hi,” said Re­mo. “I’m from Amer­ica. You’re ex­pect­ing the one Colonel Win­stead-​Jones

    was sup­posed to dil­ly around Lon­don with wine, drugs; and wom­en.”




    “Oh yes. Top-​se­cret and all that. Well, wel­come, Re­mo. What can we do for you?” asked

    the man, light­ing a meer­schaum pipe carved to re­sem­ble the head of some British queen. He

    had a long-​nosed, gaunt-​cheeked pa­tri­cian face and a toothy smile. His sandy hair might

    have been combed by a lawn mow­er. He didn’t rise. He didn’t even look up­set. He most

    cer­tain­ly did not look like a man whose de­fens­es had been turned to bro­ken plas­ter. “We

    have a prob­lem with some­thing that’s pok­ing holes in the ozone lay­er, and the

    pos­si­bil­ity that if we don’t fry slow from the sun, we are go­ing to fry fast from Rus­sian

    nukes,” said Re­mo.




    “Would you kind­ly ex­plain to me how this in­volves you barg­ing in here and throw­ing our

    peo­ple around? I would ev­er so much like to know why.”




    The sta­tion chief took a puff of his pipe. He had spo­ken most pleas­ant­ly. Re­mo most

    pleas­ant­ly slapped the pipe out of his mouth, along with some frontal teeth thal looked too

    long for any­thing from a hu­man head out­side of the British Isles.




    Re­mo apol­ogized for his Amer­ican rude­ness.




    “I’m try­ing to head off World War III, so I’m in kind of a rush,” said Re­mo.




    “Well, that does put a bit of a dif­fer­ent com­plex­ion on the mat­ter,” ad­mit­ted the

    sta­tion chief, shak­ing his head. He did not shake too hard be­cause blood was com­ing from

    his nose. He thought a brisk shake might loosen some of the brain mat­ter above his nos­trils.

    “Yes. Well, or­ders came from the Ad­mi­ral­ty.”




    “Why the Ad­mi­ral­ty?”




    “You can kill me, old top, but I nev­er will tell you,” he said. But when Re­mo took a step

    to­ward him, he hasti­ly added; “Be­cause I don’t know. Haven’t the fog­gi­est.”




    Re­mo took the sta­tion chief along. He took him by the waist, care­ful not to bloody things

    as he trun­dled him down­stairs past his own dazed guards in­to the car. At the Ad­mi­ral­ty,

    he found the of­fi­cer iden­ti­fied by the sta­tion chief. He ex­plained about the tra­di­tion

    of Amer­ican-​En­glish co­op­er­ation.




    The com­man­der in charge of a spe­cial in­tel­li­gence de­tail ap­pre­ci­at­ed this long

    friend­ship. He al­so ap­pre­ci­at­ed the use of his lungs which Re­mo promised to leave in his

    body. Con­sid­er­ing that the way Re­mo was stretch­ing his ribs, los­ing the lungs was a

    dis­tinct pos­si­bil­ity. The com­man­der made ev­ery ef­fort to fig­ure out what Re­mo was

    talk­ing about.




    Since Re­mo was nev­er good at ex­plain­ing tech­ni­cal mat­ters, this was not easy. It

    sound­ed like the sky was open­ing up for some rea­son. Then the com­man­der, in great pain,

    rec­og­nized what Re­mo was look­ing for. The Jo­drell Bank tele­scope fel­lows had tracked

    some­thing. Re­mo brought the naval of­fi­cer along. It was be­com­ing crowd­ed in the back

    seat. In the en­tire crowd no one could tell him why they were not will­ing­ly co­op­er­at­ing

    with their best al­ly.




    “Well, sir, if you didn’t use vi­olence we would be sig­nif­icant­ly more co­op­er­ative.”

    This from Win­stead-​Jones, who had told the oth­ers about be­ing dragged out­side the car.




    “I didn’t use it till you weren’t,” said Re­mo. The car was very com­fort­able. The Jo­drell

    Bank fel­lows, as they were called, were sur­pris­ing­ly co­op­er­ative. Strange­ly, they were

    the on­ly ones not part of the British de­fense es­tab­lish­ment.




    Yes, they had tracked the beam. Some­where west. Prob­ably Amer­ica. They were de­light­ed

    to ex­plain the de­tails of the track­ing. Ba­si­cal­ly one could tell pre­cise­ly where the

    ozone shield was pen­etrat­ed, and thus de­ter­mine pre­cise­ly where the un­fil­tered rays

    land­ed by the an­gle of the sun in re­la­tion to the earth.




    Re­mo knew where they had land­ed in Eng­land ear­ly that morn­ing. That was why he was

    here. The Jo­drell Bank fel­lows knew a lit­tle more. The un­fil­tered rays had pen­etrat­ed

    above the fish­ing vil­lage of Malden.




    Re­mo re­turned to the car with the good news. No one was mov­ing. Ev­ery­one knew some­one

    should have left the car for help against the bru­tal Amer­ican but the prob­lem had been who.

    They had or­dered the driv­er to do just that. The driv­er said his or­ders were to stay at the

    wheel, so the lit­tle piece of de­fense es­tab­lish­ment was wait­ing for Re­mo.




    “Hel­lo. Good to see you back,” said the colonel. The sta­tion chief stayed con­scious as a

    way of greet­ing and the com­man­der breathed.




    “We’re go­ing to Malden,” said Re­mo cheer­ful­ly.




    “Oh, so you found it,” said the colonel. “You won’t need us then.”




    “You knew ev­ery­thing I was look­ing for. Why didn’t you tell me?”




    “Or­ders.”




    “From whom?”




    “You know, those peo­ple who al­ways give or­ders and then aren’t there when the blood

    be­gins to flow, I would say.”




    “But we’re al­lies,” said Re­mo. “This thing threat­ens the whole world.”




    “Or­ders don’t have to make sense. If they made sense any­one could obey them. The re­al

    test of a sol­dier is fol­low­ing or­ders no mat­ter how un­found­ed they are in com­mon

    sense.”




    On the way to Malden Re­mo tried to find out who had or­dered them not to be co­op­er­ative.

    Did they know some­thing he didn’t know?




    “It’s in­tel­li­gence, old man. No one trusts any­one else,” said the sta­tion chief.




    “I trust you,” said Re­mo.




    “Then who or­dered you here?”




    “You wouldn’t un­der­stand,” said Re­mo. “But take my word for it, the world is go­ing to go

    up. Even with your sep­arate de­part­ments.”




    Re­mo no­ticed a ra­dio tele­phone near the driv­er’s leg. He won­dered if he could use it.

    The driv­er ex­plained it was very sim­ple. The prob­lem was whether to talk over a very open

    line. If they didn’t get that thing pen­etrat­ing the ozone shield, there wouldn’t be any

    rea­son for se­cre­cy. He used the ra­dio­phone in­to which the whole world could lis­ten.




    “Open line, Smit­ty,” said Re­mo when he heard Smith an­swer.




    “Okay. Go ahead.”




    “Lo­cat­ed source.”




    “Good.”




    “It’s def­inite­ly the east coast.”




    “We al­ready knew that. Could you be a bit more spe­cif­ic? The east coast is larg­er than

    most coun­tries.”




    “That’s what I have so far.”




    “Yes, well. Good. Thank you. I take it there will be more.”




    “Soon­est.”




    “Good luck. Don’t wor­ry about open lines. Any­thing you get. Any­thing.”




    “Right,” said Re­mo. It was the first time he had ev­er heard Smith’s voice crack.




    In Malden, ev­ery­body seemed to know ev­ery­body else’s busi­ness. It was a small quaint

    vil­lage and yes, there was an ex­per­iment go­ing on, some peo­ple thought by their own

    gov­ern­ment.




    In a small field, white-​frocked tech­ni­cians ex­am­ined cages. Ev­ery­one but Re­mo looked

    at the field. Re­mo’s train­ing had giv­en his in­stinct the full pow­er oth­ers had sti­fled.

    And the main part of that pow­er was a sense of dan­ger. It was not the field he looked at.




    It was the sky it­self that seemed to say, “Man, your time has come.” In the gray gloom of

    clouds choked with in­dus­tri­al char, a small, per­fect sap­phire-​blue cir­cle was clos­ing.

    It was not the blue of sky, but clos­er to neon, yet with­out its harsh­ness. It was as though

    a blue gem had been elec­tri­fied by the sun, and then its light sprin­kled in­to a small

    cir­cle in the sky. Re­mo watched this cir­cle close as the driv­er point­ed to the field and

    said:




    “That’s it.”




    It was its beau­ty that alarmed Re­mo. He had seen great jew­els and felt the fire that

    oth­er men longed for, even though he had nev­er longed for it. He re­mem­bered one of Chi­un’s

    ear­ly lessons. Like so many teach­ings then, he was not to un­der­stand it un­til much lat­er.

    But Chi­un had said that things in na­ture of great beau­ty were of­ten the ones to watch most

    close­ly.




    “The weak dis­guise them­selves in dull col­ors of the ground. But the dead­ly flaunt

    them­selves to at­tract vic­tims.”




    “Yeah. What about a but­ter­fly?” Re­mo had said.




    “When you see the most beau­ti­ful but­ter­fly in the world, stop. Do not touch. Touch

    noth­ing you are at­tract­ed to touch.”




    “Sounds like a dull life.”




    “Do you think I am talk­ing about your en­ter­tain­ment?”




    “Sure,” Re­mo had said. “I don’t know what you are talk­ing about.”




    “Yes,” Chi­un had said. “You don’t.”




    Years lat­er, Re­mo had re­al­ized Chi­un was teach­ing him how to think. Some­thing was

    beau­ti­ful for a rea­son. Some­thing was at­trac­tive for a rea­son. Of­ten the most ven­omous

    things cloaked them­selves in glo­ry to at­tract their vic­tims. Yet in the sky, what Re­mo saw

    was not some­thing that in­tend­ed its beau­ty as a lure, but the awe­some in­dif­fer­ence of

    the uni­verse. It could end mil­lions of lives with­out car­ing or even in­tend­ing to,

    be­cause in its ba­sic atom­ic log­ic, life did not mat­ter. Re­mo looked at the beau­ti­ful

    blue clos­ing ring and thought of these things as the se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer kept re­peat­ing

    that the field he want­ed was in front of him.




    “Okay,” said Re­mo to the car full of British se­cu­ri­ty per­son­nel. “Don’t move.”




    “How can we?” said the Navy com­man­der. His uni­form had lost one of the fif­teen medals he

    had earned by nev­er go­ing to sea. “I haven’t felt my legs for an hour.”




    The field smelled of burn­ing. This lit­tle patch of Eng­land was not green, but flecked

    with dead dried grass, pale white as though some­one had left it in a desert for an

    af­ter­noon. Sev­er­al cages on met­al ta­bles held the black­ened bod­ies of an­imals. Re­mo

    could smell the sweet sticky odor of burned flesh. Noth­ing moved in the cages. A few peo­ple

    in white coats stood around the ta­bles, fill­ing in forms. One of the white-​coat­ed work­ers

    gath­ered the dead grass. An­oth­er was pack­ag­ing the earth in­to beakers and then seal­ing

    them in plas­tic. One of them banged his watch.




    “It doesn’t work,” he said. He had a sharp British ac­cent. It was a strange thing about

    that lan­guage that one could mea­sure the class by the tones, as though on a cal­ibrat­ed

    scale of one to ten: the ten be­ing roy­al­ty and the ac­cent be­ing mut­ed; the one be­ing

    cock­ney, its ac­cent very strong like a sharp pep­per sauce. The man com­plain­ing about his

    watch was a sev­en, his broad ac­cent of the up­per class­es but with a trace of cock­ney

    whine.




    “Hel­lo,” said Re­mo.




    “Yes, what can I do for you?” said the man, shak­ing his watch. Sev­er­al oth­er

    tech­ni­cians looked at their watch­es.




    Two of them worked, three of them didn’t. The man’s face had the pale British look as though

    bleached of sun­light and joy. A face de­signed for driz­zle and gloom, and pos­si­bly a shot

    of whiskey ev­ery so of­ten to make it all bear­able.




    Even if he hadn’t spo­ken with an ac­cent, Re­mo would have known he was British. Amer­icans

    would at­tend to a watch prob­lem be­fore deal­ing with any stranger.




    “I am cu­ri­ous about this ex­per­iment. There might be some dan­ger here, and I want to

    know what you’re do­ing,” said Re­mo.




    “We have our li­cens­es and per­mits, sir,” said the tech­ni­cian.




    “For what?” said Re­mo.




    “For this ex­per­iment, sir.”




    “What ex­act­ly is it?”




    “It is a lim­it­ed, safe, con­trolled test of the ef­fects of the sun with­out fil­tra­tion

    by ozone. Now may I ask whom you are with?”




    “Them,” said Re­mo, nod­ding to the car filled with British se­cu­ri­ty.




    “Well, they cer­tain­ly look im­pres­sive, but who are they?”




    “Your se­cu­ri­ty forces.”




    “Do they have iden­ti­fi­ca­tion of sorts? Sor­ry, but I must see iden­ti­fi­ca­tion.”




    Re­mo shrugged. He went back to the car and asked for ev­ery­one’s iden­ti­fi­ca­tion. One

    of them, still grog­gy, hand­ed up his wal­let with mon­ey.




    “This isn’t a rob­bery,” said Re­mo.




    “I thought it was,” said the dazed rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the ul­tra­se­cret MI-12.




    “No,” said Re­mo, adding his clear­ance card to the oth­er cards and plas­tic face-​pic­ture

    badges. He brought a hand­ful of iden­ti­fi­ca­tions back to the tech­ni­cian. The tech­ni­cian

    looked at the iden­ti­fi­ca­tions and gasped at one of them.




    “Gra­cious. You’ve got a staff of­fi­cer in there.”




    “One of them,” said Re­mo. “There is an in­tel­li­gence guy there, too.”




    “Yes. Quite. So. I see,” said the tech­ni­cian, giv­ing back the iden­ti­fi­ca­tions. Re­mo

    pock­et­ed them in case he might need them again. “What would you like?” asked the

    tech­ni­cian.




    “Who are you?”




    “I am a tech­ni­cian from Pom­fritt Lab­ora­to­ries of Lon­don,” said the tech­ni­cian.




    “What are you do­ing here? Pre­cise­ly. What’s go­ing on?”




    The man launched him­self in­to a de­tailed ex­pla­na­tion of flu­oro­car­bon and the pow­er

    of the sun, and the har­ness­ing of the un­fil­tered rays of the sun and find­ing out in a

    “con­trolled”-he stressed “con­trolled “-at­mo­sphere just what mankind could do with the sun’s

    full pow­er.




    “Burn our­selves to cin­ders,” said Re­mo, who un­der­stood per­haps half of what the

    tech­ni­cian was talk­ing about. “Okay, what is do­ing it, and where is it?”




    “A con­trolled flu­oro­car­bon beam gen­er­ator.”




    “Good,” said Re­mo. “Where is that flu­oro­car­bon … thing?”




    “At its base.”




    “Right. Where?” said Re­mo.




    “I’m not sure, but as you can see, this ex­per­iment is mar­velous­ly con­trolled,” said the

    tech­ni­cian. He gave his wrist­watch a lit­tle tap again to get it go­ing. It didn’t.




    “Why aren’t you sure?” asked Re­mo.




    “Be­cause it’s not our prod­uct. We’re just test­ing it.”




    “Good. For whom?”




    The tech­ni­cian gave Re­mo a name and an ad­dress. It was in Amer­ica. This con­firmed some

    of the da­ta he had got­ten from the in­tel­li­gence peo­ple in the car. He re­turned to the

    car and asked for the tele­phone.




    The num­ber rang. Re­mo held the black tele­phone at­tached to a unit in the front of the

    car. He stood out­side the driv­er’s win­dow. When he heard the crisp “Yes” from Smith, Re­mo

    said:




    “I am still on an open line.”




    “Go ahead,” said Smith. “What do you have?”




    “I found the source of that thing that opens up the ozone lay­er.”




    “Good. Where?”




    Re­mo gave him the name and ad­dress of the firm in Amer­ica. “Do you want me to re­turn and

    close in on them? Or do you want to do it your­self? You’re there in Amer­ica.”




    “Hold on,” said Smith.




    Re­mo smiled at the group of men in the back of the car. The colonel glow­ered back. The

    in­tel­li­gence of­fi­cer stared ahead glum­ly. In the field, the lab tech­ni­cians were

    com­par­ing watch­es. Re­mo whis­tled as he wait­ed for Smith. “Okay,” said Smith.




    “Do you want to han­dle it there, or do we have enough time for me to fly back and do it

    right?”




    “I want you to keep look­ing, Re­mo. Not on­ly is there no such com­pa­ny as Suno­ra­ma of

    Buttesville, Arkansas, but there isn’t even a Buttesville, Arkansas.”




    Re­mo re­turned to the lab­ora­to­ry tech­ni­cian and of­fered to fix the man’s watch by

    run­ning it through his ears and out through his nose if he didn’t tell the truth.




    “That’s the name we have. We’re par­tic­ipat­ing in the ex­per­iment for Dr. O’Don­nell.

    It’s her com­pa­ny. That was the name she gave. Re­al­ly.”




    Re­mo tend­ed to be­lieve the man. Most peo­ple told the truth when their dor­sal root

    gan­glion was com­pressed painful­ly in­to the sen­so­ry neu­ron along the spinal cord.

    Some­times they would cry. Some­times they would yell. But they al­ways told the truth. This

    lab tech­ni­cian opened his mouth to yell when Re­mo al­lowed the pain to sub­side and thus

    en­abled him to talk.




    “Fine,” said Re­mo. “Where is Dr. O’Don­nell?”




    “She left with a Rus­sian-​speak­ing guy,” said the tech­ni­cian.




    Re­mo no­ticed at that very mo­ment that there were no British bob­bies on the scene, no

    pro­tec­tion around this field that the in­tel­li­gence per­son­nel of Amer­ica’s al­ly had

    tried to keep hid­den from Amer­ica. Who was on whose side, and who was the Rus­sian?


  




  

    Chapter 4




    Harold W. Smith cal­cu­lat­ed, on a small old-​fash­ioned piece of white pa­per, a line

    go­ing up sig­nal­ing re­ports of new mis­sile sites in the So­vi­et Union. Al­so go­ing up was

    the pos­si­bil­ity of a rup­ture in the ozone shield that might not be closed.




    It was a race as to which would de­stroy them all first. And Smith could on­ly han­dle one

    line at a time. He had Re­mo.




    If he had Chi­un, he could launch the aged as­sas­sin in­to Rus­sia, a good place for him.

    For some strange rea­son, Chi­un seemed to be able to pre­dict the Rus­sians quite well. Chi­un

    al­so seemed to be able to com­mu­ni­cate with any­one, per­haps a ne­ces­si­ty for a mem­ber

    of a house of as­sas­sins that had been around for thou­sands of years.




    Un­der a se­cret agree­ment, Smith was not on­ly al­lowed to send in gold by sub­ma­rine,

    but he was able to con­tact Py­ongyang when Chi­un re­turned. Yet even that had changed.




    Smith briefly won­dered if the change had some­thing to do with the Rus­sian re­sponse. Even

    though the North Ko­re­ans were their clos­est al­ly in the world, the Rus­sians did not trust

    them. They looked up­on them as some poor cousins, an in­ter­na­tion­al em­bar­rass­ment they

    were forced to en­dure. It was not even much of a se­cret. Al­most ev­ery in­tel­li­gence

    agen­cy in the world had mon­itored the pleas of North Ko­rea seek­ing Rus­sian re­spect.




    Few peo­ple knew it at the time, least of all Smith in his Fol­croft head­quar­ters on Long

    Is­land Sound, mon­itor­ing the ap­proach­ing de­struc­tion of the world, but the Pres­ident

    for Life of North Ko­rea had left the mo­ment the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju land­ed. He had done it

    on the as­sur­ance that it would be best for him to be out of the coun­try when the Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju found out what had hap­pened in his vil­lage.




    The dis­trict colonel who fol­lowed a full twen­ty paces be­hind the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju did

    not know what his su­pe­ri­ors planned, ei­ther. He was told on­ly not to pro­voke the Mas­ter

    of Sinan­ju. No one was to ad­dress the Mas­ter un­less spo­ken to.




    The Mas­ter had land­ed and walked through the hon­or guard, as though they blocked his way

    in some line, right through to the wait­ing limou­sine. He was im­me­di­ate­ly driv­en to the

    vil­lage of Sinan­ju. The colonel, like all se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cers, could not en­ter. This

    vil­lage, alone among all places in North Ko­rea, was al­lowed to keep its old ways. It paid no

    tax­es, and once a year an Amer­ican sub­ma­rine was per­mit­ted to land in Sinan­ju and

    off-​load car­go. Of this ir­reg­ular­ity, the colonel knew on­ly that it was not a spy

    mis­sion and that he was not to in­ter­fere. The busi­ness of Sinan­ju was the busi­ness of

    Sinan­ju, he had been told, and was not the con­cern of Py­ongyang. The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju

    would look af­ter his vil­lage. And now that fa­bled en­ti­ty, this Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, had

    re­turned to Ko­rea be­cause of some­thing worse than a dis­grace. A tragedy.




    The colonel had been or­dered to grant this frail old man’s ev­ery wish. His su­pe­ri­or,

    Gen­er­al Tok­sa, told him to re­port those wish­es to him­self, and the colonel knew that the

    gen­er­al was to re­port the same to Him­self, Pres­ident for Life, Kim Il Sung. The colonel

    shiv­ered a mo­ment at the thought of his re­spon­si­bil­ity.




    Not ev­ery­one re­act­ed that way. As they walked through the air­port, young­sters laughed

    at the strange ki­mono worn by the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. Even a state se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer

    burst out laugh­ing.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju spoke for the first time, us­ing a term out­lawed for forty

    years:




    “Japanese kissers,” he spat. It was an ep­ithet dat­ing from the time of the Japanese

    oc­cu­pa­tion. Many se­cret tales sur­vived about Ko­re­ans who had col­lab­orat­ed with the

    hat­ed Japanese. When the colonel had tak­en over the north­west province, which in­clud­ed

    Sinan­ju, he had heard that the Japanese nev­er dared to en­ter Sinan­ju, and that be­fore,

    when Chi­na oc­cu­pied Ko­rea, the Chi­nese nev­er en­tered Sinan­ju. But it was whis­pered

    that in times past, the throne of the White Chrysan­the­mum in Japan and all the dy­nas­ties of

    Chi­na had sent trib­ute to the tiny vil­lage on the West Ko­re­an Bay. Yet they had nev­er

    en­tered it. Nei­ther had the colonel. But now, be­cause of what had hap­pened, he would at

    last see what se­crets that vil­lage had. He had been or­dered not to men­tion what had

    hap­pened at Sinan­ju, but to take very care­ful notes of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju’s ev­ery

    re­ac­tion. Noth­ing this man said was to go un­record­ed. Noth­ing this man did was to go

    un­no­ticed. But the colonel was to do noth­ing but re­port.




    So he lis­tened in si­lence and with as much dig­ni­ty as he could muster to the many

    trea­sons now is­su­ing forth from the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    The new uni­forms would bet­ter serve as dress­ing for meat than for peo­ple, said Chi­un.

    He said he could sense that the sol­diers of Him­self, Kim Il Sung, had re­placed courage with

    vi­cious­ness, a sure sign that they had not got­ten over kiss­ing Japanese back­sides. He

    called the Third World poster on the air­port wall an ad­mis­sion that Ko­rea was still

    back­ward be­cause ev­ery­one out­side of Ko­rea knew that “Third World” was just an­oth­er

    term for in­fe­ri­or, back­ward, less. And Ko­rea was nev­er less. It was bet­ter. The trou­ble

    was that Ko­re­ans them­selves failed to ap­pre­ci­ate that.




    “I am Ko­re­an,” the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju told the colonel. “You are Ko­re­an. Look at you.

    And look at me. I am glad my son born in Amer­ica is not here to be­hold you.”




    The colonel drew him­self up against the im­plied in­sult. “I am a su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cer. I

    am a colonel,” he said proud­ly. “In the pot you keep by the bed for the wastes of your body,

    what do you see float to the top, colonel?” asked the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    The crowds in the air­port sud­den­ly hushed. No one ev­er talked to a colonel of state

    se­cu­ri­ty in such a way, a dis­trict colonel at that.




    And thus did Chi­un, reign­ing Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, re­turn to the land of Ko­rea by

    air­plane. Thus was he met by a toady in uni­form and tak­en many miles from Py­ongyang, west

    to the fish­ing vil­lage of Sinan­ju, as the toady made notes of all he saw and all that was

    said by the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    The vil­lage was rich in pigs and grain. The colonel no­ticed that there were sev­er­al very

    large old-​fash­ioned store­hous­es, in­di­cat­ing the vil­lage peo­ple nev­er suf­fered from

    want or famine. He not­ed, too, that when the el­der­ly man named Chi­un ap­proached the

    vil­lage from a hill­top, there were cries from be­low and the peo­ple ran away in fear.




    Chi­un saw and heard them, and told the colonel to wait on the hill­top while he went in­to

    his vil­lage, or swift death would be his re­ward for dis­obe­di­ence. The colonel re­mained in

    his jeep and Chi­un walked down in­to the vil­lage and the si­lence there­in.




    The rich smells of fish and pig meat filled the des­olate vil­lage, for the food was still

    cook­ing. But no chil­dren laughed and played, and no el­ders ap­peared to give thanks for the

    benef­icence of the House of Sinan­ju that had kept them fed through the cen­turies, even

    through times of famine, fed and healthy be­fore the West was strong, be­fore even the

    dy­nas­ties of Chi­na with their great armies marched where they willed. On­ly the waves

    crashed by way of greet­ing, cold and froth white against the dark rock shores of Sinan­ju.




    There was si­lence for the first time as a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju re­turned, in­stead of

    prop­er songs of tri­umph, and joy­ous lau­da­tions. Chi­un was grate­ful that Re­mo did not

    see this-​Re­mo, whom Chi­un had enough trou­ble con­vinc­ing of the glo­ry of this vil­lage

    and the place he was des­tined to take here, Re­mo, who Chi­un hoped would one day take a bride

    from this vil­lage to pro­duce a male child to car­ry on the way of Sinan­ju so that he would

    not have to stoop to take a for­eign­er, as Chi­un had. This then was the small bless­ing of

    this trag­ic day.




    Chi­un ac­cept­ed the in­sult. The vil­lagers would re­turn to their pig meat and fish and

    rice and sweet cakes. Their stom­achs would bring them back. They ate al­most as bad­ly as

    Re­mo used to eat. But, for them, it did not mat­ter. No em­per­or would call up­on them for

    ser­vice. No glo­ry would ev­er be theirs, no de­mand would ev­er be placed on their bod­ies

    that re­quired them to eat so that those bod­ies func­tioned at their ut­most. Chi­un

    re­mem­bered how, as a young­ster, he had asked his fa­ther if he could feast on the rich meats

    his friends en­joyed, the meats his fa­ther’s own ser­vices abroad paid for.




    “It is hard­est for the young to re­al­ize this,” his fa­ther, who was then the reign­ing

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, had said. “But you are get­ting a greater gift than meat. You are

    be­com­ing some­thing they are not. You are earn­ing to­mor­row. You will thank me and

    re­mem­ber this when they bow to you and the world again sings glo­ri­ous prais­es to the

    Mas­ters of Sinan­ju, as they did in cen­turies past.”




    “But I want the meat now,” young Chi­un had said.




    “But you will not want it then.”




    “But it is now, not then, not to­mor­row.”




    “I told you it was hard for a young man, for the young do not know to­mor­row. But you will

    know.”




    And he did, of course. Chi­un thought back to the days of Re­mo’s ear­ly train­ing and the

    dif­fi­cul­ty of over­com­ing the bad habits of al­most thir­ty years and the hand­icap of

    be­ing white. He had spo­ken the same words to Re­mo, and Re­mo an­swered:




    “Blow it out your ears.”




    Then Re­mo had eat­en a ham­burg­er af­ter years of train­ing and al­most died. At the time,

    Chi­un had scold­ed Re­mo, ne­glect­ing to men­tion that he, too, had snuck a piece of meat and

    his fa­ther had forced him to vom­it it out. As far as Re­mo knew, all Mas­ters of Sinan­ju

    were obe­di­ent in the ex­treme, ex­cept for Re­mo, who was dis­obe­di­ent in the ex­treme.

    Chi­un won­dered how trou­ble­some Re­mo would have been had he ev­er re­al­ized that one of

    the qual­ities that made great Mas­ters was their in­de­pen­dence. He would prob­ably be

    un­con­trol­lable now, Chi­un de­cid­ed.




    And so the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju stood in the mid­dle of his vil­lage wait­ing for his peo­ple

    to re­turn, think­ing of Re­mo and won­der­ing what Re­mo was do­ing now, glad Re­mo was not

    see­ing this shame, but al­so sad that he was not here.




    A night passed. And dur­ing the night, Chi­un heard the vil­lagers clum­si­ly sneak­ing back

    in­to their homes to fill their bel­lies with dead burned pig. There was even a side of

    spit­ted beef steam­ing up­wind. It smelled so much of meat that Chi­un thought he might be

    back in Amer­ica. In the morn­ing, how­ev­er, one came out to give the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju the

    tra­di­tion­al greet­ing:




    “Hail, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, who sus­tains the vil­lage and keeps the code faith­ful­ly,

    lead­er of the House of Sinan­ju. Our hearts cry a thou­sand greet­ings of love and

    ado­ra­tion. Joy­ous are we up­on the re­turn of him who gra­cious­ly throt­tles the

    uni­verse.”




    An­oth­er came, and then an­oth­er, and still more while the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju re­gard­ed

    them all with un­mov­ing vis­age and steely eye. When the sun was full over the vil­lage and

    they were all as­sem­bled, Chi­un spoke:




    “Shame. Shame on you. What do you have to fear from a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju that you flee to

    the hills as though I were a Japanese war­rior, or a Chi­nese. Have not the Mas­ters of

    Sinan­ju proved a greater pro­tec­tion than any wall? Have not the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju gone

    out from this vil­lage and kept it fed, lo, these many cen­turies? Did not the Mas­ters of

    Sinan­ju keep Sinan­ju the on­ly fish­ing vil­lage on the West Ko­rea Bay that did not have to

    sur­ren­der its ba­bies to the cold ocean for want of food? You do not fish well. You do not

    farm well. And yet you eat well. All be­cause of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. And when I re­turn,

    you run. O shame. O shame that I should keep burn­ing in my bo­som in si­lence.”




    And the vil­lagers fell to their faces, beg­ging mer­cy. “We were afraid,” they cried. “The

    trea­sure has been stolen. Cen­turies of trib­ute giv­en to Sinan­ju are gone.”




    “Did you steal it?”




    “No, great Mas­ter.”




    “Then why are you afraid?”




    “Be­cause we failed to guard the trea­sure.”




    “You nev­er guard­ed any­thing, nor were you sup­posed to,” ex­plained the Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju. “Our rep­uta­tion has guard­ed the trea­sures of Sinan­ju. Your du­ty is to give

    homage to the great Mas­ters of Sinan­ju, and re­port all that tran­spires while they are

    away.”




    Now an old man, who re­mem­bered Chi­un in his youth, and the kind­ness­es shown by the

    Mas­ter, and feats of strength demon­strat­ed for the amuse­ment of the young, spoke up:




    “I watched,” said the wiz­ened old man, his voice crack­ing. “I re­mem­ber my du­ty, O young

    Chi­un. There were many who came. And they came with guns, tak­ing a full day to re­move all

    the trea­sure from your house.”




    “Did you tell them they were steal­ing the trea­sure of Sinan­ju?” asked Chi­un.




    “Yes, yes,” cried the crowd.




    But the old man sad­ly shook his head.




    “No. No one did. We were all afraid,” the old man said, tears stream­ing from his slit­ted

    eyes which, like Chi­un’s, were hazel in col­or.




    Chi­un stretched out a long-​nailed hand, as if in bless­ing, and said:




    “Be­cause of your hon­esty and loy­al­ty, this vil­lage will be spared the con­se­quences of

    its trea­son. Be­cause of you, your sin­gle act of loy­al­ty, the hon­or of Sinan­ju has been

    pre­served. You alone will walk with me, an­cient one, and be revered when I leave be­cause of

    what you have dared to tell this day. You have done well.”




    And so, the old man at his side, Chi­un walked to the house where the trea­sure of Sinan­ju

    had been stored. The house had been built by Egyp­tian ar­chi­tects sent by Tu­tankhamen as

    trib­ute to Sinan­ju. They built it on what was rare in Ko­rea, a foun­da­tion of stone, not

    wood. But up­on that stone, they raised a jew­el of wood-​the finest teaks, firs, and ebonies,

    lac­quered and art­ful­ly paint­ed. The Greek kings had pro­vid­ed glass of a clar­ity not seen

    again un­til the West learned to pro­duce it as freely as the myr­iad wheat of the field.




    There were rooms of ivory and al­abaster. Scents from In­dia, and Chi­nese silk. The

    drach­ma, ru­pee, di­nar, shekel, boul, reel, and stoneweight of sil­ver had all known a home

    here. It had been a place of plen­ty. But now, in ut­ter shock, Chi­un be­held bare floors in

    the house of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, floors which had not been bare since the first Ro­man

    le­gion marched from a lit­tle city on the Tiber. Even the walls of the room used to store the

    gold of Cyrus the Great of Per­sia were shorn of their leaf.




    On the bare walls, Chi­un could read the an­cient Per­sian in­scrip­tions in­struct­ing the

    work­men who were to lay the leaf, with a note cau­tion­ing them that this was for the house of

    the pow­er­ful Wi. Gone and gone were the trea­sures of Sinan­ju, no mat­ter where Chi­un

    looked. Rooms of fresh dust and bleached squares where chests had rest­ed for cen­turies filled

    the bar­ren house.




    The old man was weep­ing.




    “Why do you weep?” asked Chi­un gen­tly.




    “So much has been tak­en. Your fa­ther took me through this house when I was a child. It is

    all gone. The gold. The ivory. The jew­els and the great stat­ues carved in am­ber and jade. O,

    the jade alone, O great Mas­ter, was an em­per­or’s trea­sure.”




    “That was not what was stolen, old man,” said Chi­un. “Of jade, there is plen­ty in the

    out­side world. We can get more. And of gold, much more. There are al­ways crafts­men to make

    stat­ues. Woods and am­ber and di­amonds abound in greater weights than could ev­er fill this

    house. They can all be re­placed, or re­cov­ered, as I in­tend to do, be­gin­ning now. But that

    was not what was stolen,” re­peat­ed Chi­un, paus­ing as he felt the anger burn­ing in the

    per­fec­tion that was his heart.




    “What they stole was our dig­ni­ty and strength. By dar­ing to steal from this house, they

    have vi­olat­ed the House of Sinan­ju, vi­olat­ed its strength and rep­uta­tion. This they have

    stolen, and for that they will pay. Might­ily will they pay. Be­fore the world they will

    pay.”




    And then Chi­un con­fid­ed to the old man that the one whom he had been train­ing as the

    next Mas­ter of Sinan­ju had not come with him to avenge this dis­hon­or.




    “I saw him when he came be­fore. He seemed most no­ble . . . for a white.”




    “He ap­pears to the un­trained eye to be white,” said Chi­un. “But on­ly now has he act­ed

    white. Do not re­peat this, ev­er.”




    “I will not,” said the old man who re­spect­ed Chi­un so much.




    “The one who was to take my place does not even re­spect the trea­sure of Sinan­ju. He has

    gone off to help whites save the world.”




    “No,” said the old man, try­ing to imag­ine such in­grat­itude. He clutched his heart. This

    en­cour­aged Chi­un to con­fide fur­ther in a mere vil­lager.




    “He thinks the sky is falling,” whis­pered Chi­un, and then it was too sad to dis­cuss any

    longer, even with one so wor­thy as the old man who had been true to those who fed him.




    “Is he crazed?”




    “I thought he had over­come his back­ward white habits af­ter all these years. You can train

    and train. But some white­ness al­ways re­mains,” Chi­un said sad­ly.




    “Still white?” asked the old man, shocked.




    “A lit­tle. Not very much. It will go even­tu­al­ly. He was raised among them. But for now I

    must la­bor alone.”




    In Py­ongyang, the cap­ital of North Ko­rea, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju’s ev­ery step was

    not­ed. How he had de­barked from the plane, how he had en­tered the vil­lage, and what he had

    done there.




    These things were told in an of­fice on­ly a few knew of, and one those few ap­proached with

    dread.




    It had nei­ther spa­cious win­dows nor car­pet­ing. If it had had a win­dow, the view would

    have been bedrock. It was eight sto­ries be­neath the street, built dur­ing the time of the

    im­pe­ri­al­ist in­va­sion of the home­land, known to the west as the Ko­re­an War. It had been

    dug out of the rock with picks. Two thou­sand la­bor­ers had been worked to death to get this

    far down in­to the bedrock. At its base was the most ex­pen­sive steel im­port­ed to North

    Ko­rea since Japan had ruled the penin­su­la. Around that steel was lead, and for a fin­ish was

    rough con­crete.




    It had been built by the glo­ri­ous lead­er him­self, Kim II Sung, Pres­ident for Life.




    If there was one build­ing that would sur­vive an atom­ic at­tack by the Amer­icans, it was

    go­ing to be that build­ing. From that room would spring a new Ko­rea with the soul of a sword

    and a heart of a shark.




    In the deep­est room of that build­ing came the word about the vil­lage on the West Ko­rea

    Bay. The in­for­ma­tion came to Sayak Cang, whose name was nev­er men­tioned, be­cause to speak

    his name was to die.




    Typ­ists who worked in the build­ing were told nev­er to en­ter that cor­ri­dor, be­cause

    typ­ists were in de­mand. To walk in the cor­ri­dor with­out a per­mit meant in­stant death

    with­out ap­peal.




    Those few who knew Sayak Cang had nev­er seen him smile. They had nev­er heard him say

    ei­ther a pos­itive or un­nec­es­sary word.




    When they did-​with pass­es-​en­ter that room, they did so with moist palms, hav­ing

    re­hearsed ev­ery­thing they had planned to say many times over.




    Sayak Cang was the di­rec­tor of the Peo­ple’s Bu­reau of Rev­olu­tion­ary Strug­gle for the

    Peo­ple’s Demo­crat­ic Re­pub­lic of North Ko­rea.




    Sayak Cang, in brief, was the head of their in­tel­li­gence. This day Sayak Cang had giv­en

    ev­ery de­tail of the rest of the world, in­clud­ing the nev­er-​end­ing pen­etra­tion of South

    Ko­rea, to his sub­or­di­nates. He want­ed to know ev­ery­thing that had hap­pened or was

    hap­pen­ing in the vil­lage of Sinan­ju.




    This day, too, Sayak Cang or­dered that, for ex­pe­di­en­cy, any­one ar­riv­ing need­ed

    nei­ther a pass nor clear­ance. The most im­por­tant thing was ev­ery de­tail that hap­pened in

    Sinan­ju.




    Sayak Cang had a mel­on-​round face with slits for eyes and a mouth that was a harsh line.

    His lips al­ways looked dry, and his hands showed a scar above the thumb knuck­les. That was,

    peo­ple said, from his heavy use of the whip when he had been a ju­nior of­fi­cer in charge of

    in­ter­ro­ga­tion.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju had en­tered the vil­lage. The Mas­ter had found that the trea­sure

    was gone. The Mas­ter was seen talk­ing to an old man. Did Sayak Cang wish to know what the

    Mas­ter was say­ing?




    “If any­one puts an elec­tron­ic de­vice to de­tect what the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju says or

    hears, I will have that per­son crushed un­der rocks,” said Sayak Cang, who did not be­lieve

    that a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju could be over­heard with­out the Mas­ter know­ing it.




    And he was not about to up­set his Glo­ri­ous Lead­er Kim Il Sung with the pos­si­bil­ity

    that the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju sus­pect­ed that the Peo­ple’s Re­pub­lic was in any way spy­ing

    on him. Sayak Cang had in­sist­ed his lead­er leave be­fore the Mas­ter’s plane was giv­en

    flight clear­ance, and so Kim Il Sung had tak­en off for Yemen with his son. Un­for­tu­nate­ly,

    with mod­ern jets, Yemen was not all that far away, and af­ter re­view­ing the in­dus­tri­al

    progress of that Marx­ist coun­try on the Ara­bi­an Sea, the glo­ri­ous lead­er had on­ly

    con­sumed a half-​day. He was bored with Yemen with­in five min­utes.




    “Once you have seen one hand cut off you have seen them all,” said the Pres­ident for Life

    of North Ko­rea.




    “I am sor­ry, but you must stay out of the coun­try un­til it is safe.”




    “A well-​dug sewage ditch had more in­dus­tri­al progress than Yemen.”




    “What about Ethiopia? That is a friend­ly coun­try,” said Cang.




    “Are there any so­cial­ist coun­tries that are in­ter­est­ing?”




    “On­ly be­fore they are lib­er­at­ed, sir.”




    “Well, hur­ry, Sayak Cang.”




    “You well know, sir, I would not dare hur­ry a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. I would lay down my life

    now for our strug­gle. But I would not for all our sakes and for the dig­ni­ty of our na­tion

    hur­ry the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.”




    “You have al­ways known what you were do­ing, Sayak Cang. What can I do in Ethiopia?”




    “You can watch peo­ple starve, Your Ex­cel­len­cy.”




    “An­oth­er coun­try?”




    “Tan­za­nia.”




    “What can I do there?”




    “Pret­ty much what they are do­ing in Ethiopia with­out the in­ten­si­ty. You can

    starve.”




    “How about a white coun­try?”




    “East Ger­many. You can watch peo­ple be­ing shot try­ing to climb over the wall they have

    used to seal ev­ery­one in.”




    “No.”




    “Poland. Maybe they will mur­der an­oth­er priest for you.”




    “Is there any place with some fun in it?”




    “Not if you want to go to a coun­try that has freed it­self from the shack­les of

    im­pe­ri­al­ist dom­ina­tion.”




    “Do what you must do as quick­ly as pos­si­ble then, Sayak Cang,” said the Pre­mier.




    Sayak Cang had no in­ten­tion of hur­ry­ing. While the oth­ers feared Sinan­ju, or had

    talked about the hu­mil­ia­tion by a sin­gle ar­cha­ic pack of mur­der­ers who served

    re­ac­tionary monar­chies through­out his­to­ry, Sayak Cang had told them all that the House of

    Sinan­ju was the one glo­ry in the his­to­ry of a na­tion shamed among na­tions.




    “We have been the foot­stools of the Chi­nese, the Rus­sians, the Japanese, the Mon­gols.

    There is no one who has not put his heel on the Ko­re­an neck. But in all that time, there has

    been on­ly one note of glo­ry: the House of Sinan­ju. On­ly the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju have

    earned this na­tion any re­spect dur­ing those shame­ful times. Glo­ry to the House of

    Sinan­ju, to the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju who re­fused to be whore worms to those who sat on

    for­eign thrones.”




    Thus spoke Sayak Cang at a most im­por­tant meet­ing of the gen­er­als and la­bor

    di­rec­tors of North Ko­rea. He spoke to si­lence and to many who thought that he would soon be

    ex­ecut­ed for such in­so­lence.




    But in that si­lence at that most im­por­tant meet­ing many years be­fore, Sayak Cang had

    won re­spect, for in­to that si­lence came the sound of soft palms touch­ing each oth­er. It

    was a clap from Him­self, Kim Il Sung.




    And now Sayak Cang him­self was pre­pared to tell a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju what he thought of

    him to his face. “If he is still in the vil­lage, beg that he come here. If he does not wish to

    leave the vil­lage, ask that I be per­mit­ted to en­ter.”




    This was sent by ra­dio­phone to the of­fi­cer who was wait­ing out­side the vil­lage. He

    asked a child to go to the house to which the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju had re­turned and tell Chi­un

    him­self that there was a mes­sage wait­ing for him. The of­fi­cer promised a coin if the child

    would do this.




    He was quite care­ful, of course, not to en­ter him­self. The child re­turned, say­ing the

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju did not wish to speak to any Py­ongyanger, and it was as though the

    of­fi­cer had heard his own death sen­tence.




    With trem­bling hands, he picked up the ra­dio­phone made in Rus­sia, as was all North

    Ko­re­an equip­ment, and phoned the num­ber of Sayak Cang. He had seen men who had dis­pleased

    Cang. He had seen one tied to posts beg­ging to die while Sayak Cang ex­hort­ed the rest of the

    man’s com­pa­ny to laugh at his piti­ful cries.




    “The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju does not wish to come to Py­ongyang al­though he was begged by

    my­self to do so. Begged.”




    “Ex­act­ly what did he say?” asked Sayak Cang.




    The of­fi­cer felt the cold sea winds from the West Ko­rea Bay blow through his thin

    uni­form, but he did not mind the cold. He saw his own breath make puff clouds be­fore him, and

    he won­dered how long his own body would be warm.




    “He said, com­rade sir, that he did not wish to speak to a Py­ongyanger.”




    It must have been the faulty Rus­sian equip­ment be­cause the of­fi­cer could have sworn

    that he heard laugh­ter from Sayak Cang him­self at the oth­er end of the phone.




    “Tell a child, any child from the vil­lage, to show the Glo­ri­ous Mas­ter a his­to­ry book.

    Any his­to­ry book. Then beg the Mas­ter to go to a neigh­bor­ing vil­lage and see any

    his­to­ry book that the chil­dren read.”




    “And then what, com­rade sir?”




    “Then tell him that Sayak Cang or­dered these his­to­ries writ­ten. Tell him where I am, and

    that I would glad­ly come to him.”




    The of­fi­cer sent the child back with a coin for him­self and the mes­sage for the Mas­ter

    of Sinan­ju. The child dis­ap­peared in­to the mud and filth of the fish­ing vil­lage. With­in

    mo­ments Chi­un’s flow­ing gold ki­mono could be seen com­ing up from the vil­lage, the winds

    blow­ing the wisps of hair, the gold like a flag of con­quest whip­ping in tri­umph.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju held a school­book.




    “Take me to an­oth­er vil­lage,” said Chi­un.




    Hur­ried­ly, the of­fi­cer made way in his car for the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju and drove five

    miles to a farm­ing town. Un­like Sinan­ju, there were red flags ev­ery­where and in ev­ery

    build­ing was a pic­ture of Kim Il Sung.




    Here peo­ple came to at­ten­tion and hur­ried at the of­fi­cer’s com­mand. Here he did not

    need a coin for peo­ple to do his bid­ding.




    The Mas­ter of Sinan­ju was brought one his­to­ry book and then an­oth­er. He want­ed to see

    ev­ery grade’s text. Fi­nal­ly he said:




    “Al­most cor­rect.”




    “The man who in­sist­ed they be writ­ten like that is in Py­ongyang,” said of­fi­cer. “He

    will come to you, or if you wish, you may come to him.”




    “Py­ongyang is an evil city of much cor­rup­tion. But I will go be­cause in all the

    dark­ness of this day, one light shines from Py­ongyang,” said Chi­un. “Would that my own pupil

    had shown such un­der­stand­ing.”




    The of­fi­cer bowed pro­fuse­ly. Chi­un kept the books. The build­ing that cov­ered the

    eight-​sto­ry ex­ca­va­tion in­to bedrock was a sim­ple one-​sto­ry gov­ern­ment of­fice. But

    the el­eva­tors were lav­ish by com­par­ison, with full use, of alu­minum and chrome and the

    most ex­pen­sive met­als. The el­eva­tor de­scend­ed to the low­est lev­el and there, with his

    face odd­ly changed, was Sayak Cang.




    The change was no­ticed by those who worked on this low­est lev­el, those who knew him.

    Sayak Cang, with great pain to his fa­cial mus­cles, was smil­ing.




    “You caused this to be writ­ten?”




    “I did, Glo­ri­ous Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.”




    “It is al­most cor­rect,” said Chi­un. “I in­ter­rupt­ed a grave sit­ua­tion to tell you

    that.”




    “A thou­sand thank-​yous. A mil­lion bless­ings,” said Sayak Cang.




    Chi­un opened the books he had with him. They told of the mis­ery of Ko­rea. They told of

    filthy for­eign­ers with their hands at the pure maid­en’s throat. They told of

    stran­gu­la­tion and hu­mil­ia­tion. And then there was a chap­ter called “Light.”




    It read:




    “Amid the dark­ness shone pure and glo­ri­ous the light of the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju. They

    alone paid no homage to for­eign lands, but re­ceived it. They alone like the sun­light shone

    eter­nal, in­vin­ci­ble, mag­nif­icent­ly glo­ri­ous, keep­ing alive the true su­pe­ri­or­ity

    of Ko­re­ans while the rest of their na­tion wait­ed, hu­mil­iat­ed in dark­ness, with on­ly

    Sinan­ju to fore­tell the com­ing of the true des­tiny of the Ko­re­an peo­ple.”




    Sayak Cang nod­ded at ev­ery sen­tence.




    “Ba­si­cal­ly you have got this right,” said Chi­un. “But in­stead of ‘light,’ wouldn’t

    ‘awe­some light’ be more cor­rect? A light could be a lit­tle match.”




    “But in dark­ness a match is glo­ri­ous.”




    “Are you talk­ing about the glo­ry of Sinan­ju or the dark­ness of the rest of you?”




    “Most cor­rect. Ev­ery book will be changed.”




    “Usu­al­ly, young man, his­to­ri­ans lie and shade the truth for their own con­ve­nience.

    But here in Ko­rea we have a pas­sage that can be called ab­so­lute truth.”




    Sayak Cang bowed. One of the sec­re­taries on the floor al­most gasped. No one even knew

    that his ver­te­brae moved, much less bowed.




    “But you have thieves in this coun­try,” said Chi­un. And then he told him of the trea­sures

    of Sinan­ju.




    On the low­est floor of the most se­cure build­ing in North Ko­rea came a scream of hor­ror.

    It came from the lips of Sayak Cang.




    “This is a dis­grace to the Ko­re­an peo­ple. This is an in­dig­ni­ty. A shame that knows no

    bounds. Bet­ter our moth­ers and daugh­ters sold in­to slav­ery to whore for the Japanese than

    this in­sult to our his­to­ry. When they have robbed the House of Sinan­ju, they have robbed us

    of our past.”




    At that mo­ment the en­tire in­tel­li­gence net­work of North Ko­rea was laid at the feet of

    the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju that his trea­sure should be re­cov­ered for all the peo­ple.




    Of course there was a say­ing in Sinan­ju that light from a Py­ongyanger was like dark­ness

    from an hon­est man. But who, af­ter all, could ar­gue with what Chi­un had seen be­ing taught

    to schoolchil­dren?




    Then again, with­in not too long a time, a North Ko­re­an em­bassy dis­cov­ered that one of

    the trea­sures of Sinan­ju was be­ing sold. At an auc­tion no less. In a white coun­try.




    Short­ly be­fore noon, the grue­some luck of the West­ern world seemed to change. Chi­un was

    putting through a phone call to Fol­croft.




    Smith al­most want­ed to breathe a thank-​you to the heav­ens. But he said:




    “Look. We have some­thing we need im­me­di­ate­ly. We promise to re­place much if not all of

    your trea­sure. We need you now.”




    “The House of Sinan­ju is hon­ored to ex­alt your glo­ry,” came Chi­un’s voice. “But first,

    are you in touch with Re­mo?”




    “Yes,” said Smith.




    “Good. Take this down, and be very care­ful. Do you have ink?”




    “I have a pen­cil and a com­put­er,” said Smith.




    “Use the pen­cil,” said Chi­un. “Now, write down, ‘The Glo­ri­ous Strug­gle of Ko­re­an

    Peo­ples Un­der the Lead­er­ship of Kim Il Sung, grades one through five.’ “




    “I have it.”




    “Pages thir­ty-​five and thir­ty-​six,” said Chi­un. “Good.”




    “Tell Re­mo he must read that now.”




    “All right. Will do. Now, we have. . .” said Smith, but he was un­able to fin­ish his

    sen­tence. Ap­par­ent­ly an op­er­ator from the oth­er side had cut them off af­ter Chi­un had

    hung up.


  




  

    Chapter 5




    Alex­ei Ze­my­atin did not trust good news, es­pe­cial­ly from the mod­ern KGB. He

    re­mem­bered how they had been un­der Fe­lix Dz­erzhin­sky, their founder. Then, they were

    fright­ened, an­gry, and ruth­less. Many of their lead­ers were in their teens then. They were

    all learn­ing, those ear­ly state po­lice known as the Og­pu: try­ing to copy the late czar’s

    Che­ka, afraid of mak­ing mis­takes, yet al­so afraid not to act.




    If one of those raga­muffins had told him they had made a ma­jor break­through in find­ing

    out the source of this dead­ly, in­vis­ible new Amer­ican weapon, he would have felt

    re­as­sured. But when the KGB gen­er­al in his tai­lor­made green uni­form told him, plump with

    im­port­ed choco­lates and fruits and sport­ing a wrist­watch from Switzer­land which would

    tell him the time to re­turn to his lush dacha in the qui­et sub­urbs of Moscow, Alex­ei

    Ze­my­atin felt on­ly sus­pi­cion.




    The West might fear the KGB be­cause of its suc­cess­es. But they did not re­al­ize how much

    ef­fort and failed mo­tion went in­to each tri­umph. They did not re­al­ize that for ev­ery

    op­er­ative there might be one hun­dred of­fi­cers liv­ing the good life, whose main con­cern

    was to keep that life. And to keep that life they would cre­ate re­ports to make them­selves

    look good. There­fore, when speak­ing to the KGB about some­thing they were re­spon­si­ble for,

    one al­so had to cal­cu­late how they were pro­tect­ing them­selves. One did not ac­cept good

    news at face val­ue un­der any cir­cum­stances.




    Alex­ei Ze­my­atin put his hand on the soft green felt of the lav­ish desk in the lav­ish

    of­fice. On the oth­er side of the desk was a de­fend­er of Rus­sia’s se­cu­ri­ty mak­ing a

    very com­fort­able job of it all. This KGB gen­er­al was young, in his mid-​fifties. He did not

    re­al­ly know of the Rev­olu­tion, and was a child dur­ing the great pa­tri­ot­ic war against

    Ger­many. Ap­par­ent­ly he had nev­er been in­ter­rupt­ed by any­one for the last few years. He

    was di­rec­tor of the British desk of the KGB, the unit re­spon­si­ble for what was per­haps

    the most suc­cess­ful pen­etra­tion of any na­tion by an­oth­er since the British

    in­fil­trat­ed the Ger­mans in the thir­ties and for­ties. He had made, in his own boast­ful

    words, “all Eng­land like down­town Moscow.”




    “Ex­cuse me,” said Ze­my­atin. “Be­fore I hear of your tri­umphs, in­dulge me in the lit­tle

    de­tails of the mat­ter. I want facts.”




    “Of course,” said the young KGB gen­er­al cool­ly. His of­fice was as large as a ball­room,

    fea­tur­ing a plush couch, art on the walls, and, of course, a pic­ture of the chair­man

    be­hind his desk. His desk had once been used by a czar and still en­joyed the gilt de­sign.

    The room smelled of rich Cuban cigars and the best French brandy. The young of­fi­cer took the

    in­ter­rup­tion by the old man as he would by some­one in the Polit­buro who, while hav­ing

    more au­thor­ity, would in a very few min­utes ac­knowl­edge the young gen­er­al’s tech­ni­cal

    su­pe­ri­or­ity. These old men were like that. The young gen­er­al had heard about this one

    from old­er of­fi­cers but dis­missed their ku­dos as nos­tal­gia for the past. There­fore he

    was not sur­prised or of­fend­ed when the rel­ic in the typ­ical work­er’s bag­gy suit

    in­ter­rupt­ed him. In just a few mo­ments the old man would be as grate­ful as the oth­ers for

    the gen­er­al’s bril­liant tech­ni­cal pres­ence on the British desk.




    “We as­cer­tained a strike in the British area of Malden, ap­prox­imate­ly eight A.M. their

    time. The tar­get area was a field of ap­prox­imate­ly one hun­dred square me­ters. The launch

    site was ver­ified by Jo­dreil Bank as west of Ire­land, which of course is con­ti­nen­tal USA.

    I think we have gone over this be­fore.”




    “Go on,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “We have the wom­an re­spon­si­ble for the weapons. We have her,” said the young gen­er­al,

    “in a British safe house and she is co­op­er­at­ing ful­ly.” The gen­er­al wait­ed for

    Ze­my­atin to ask why they were us­ing a British safe house. Then he could boast that it was a

    unit with­in British in­tel­li­gence that they con­trolled; that the Amer­icans had sent

    some­one, and that the KGB British desk had in­ter­cept­ed him. There was even more if this old

    man would al­low the true tech­no­log­ical bril­liance of the younger gen­er­ation to show

    it­self. The old man had prob­ably start­ed by throw­ing gaso­line in old vod­ka bot­tles at

    czarist po­lice.




    “How do you know this wom­an is con­nect­ed with the weapon?”




    “She is the one who hired Pom­fritt Lab­ora­to­ries, the British firm, to con­duct the test.

    Not on­ly did she do this, but she gave an ar­ti­fi­cial com­pa­ny as the one hir­ing. CIA of

    course. It was a cov­er.”




    “We know she lied. Do you have any ver­ifi­ca­tion that she is from the CIA?”




    “Not yet. But we will. We will have ev­ery­thing,” said the young gen­er­al. He of­fered

    more brandy. Ze­my­atin shook his head. He had not touched the first glass.




    “Be so kind as to in­dulge me. But how do you know she will co­op­er­ate?”




    “How do you know the sun will rise, sir?” said the gen­er­al.




    “I don’t,” said Ze­my­atin. “I on­ly pre­sume it will be­cause it has done so all my life

    and ac­cord­ing to all the his­to­ri­ans of mankind it has risen in the past. But I don’t.”




    “Well, I can’t give you any­thing more as­sured than a sun­rise, sir.”




    “Give me the facts. I will work out the con­fu­sion. On what do you base your flam­boy­ant

    con­clu­sions?”




    “We have her psy­cho­log­ical pro­file.”




    “That head busi­ness?” said Ze­my­atin, re­fer­ring to the ex­per­iments in

    para­psy­chol­ogy and psy­chol­ogy that the KGB prid­ed it­self on. Peo­ple who could read

    minds. Oth­ers who could bend ob­jects with­out touch­ing them. Peo­ple who could do all

    man­ner of ho­cus-​pocus Ze­my­atin had seen Gyp­sies do for coin when he was a boy. Now the

    en­tire gov­ern­ment was fi­nanc­ing this non­sense. Not on­ly was it all still a form of

    cha­rade, but Amer­ica was iron­ical­ly still send­ing the CIA agents to dis­cov­er what

    Rus­sia had found. It was a love­ly lit­tle trap if any­one want­ed to re­move a few en­emy

    op­er­atives, but, like most ven­tures of this kind, was mean­ing­less even there. It on­ly

    paid to re­move op­er­atives when an op­po­nent was short of them. Amer­ica had op­er­atives

    falling over op­er­atives in more se­cret or­ga­ni­za­tions than the KGB had yet

    dis­cov­ered.




    “Psy­cho­log­ical pro­files are valid, sir,” said the gen­er­al. “Our pro­file of Dr.

    Kath­leen O’Don­nell ex­plains why she came with our agent.”




    “To you, yes. Ex­cuse me, young man, if I want more facts. Why do you be­lieve she came with

    you out of pure mo­tives? Why do you be­lieve she is telling the truth?”




    “The psy­cho­log­ical pro­file tells us we are deal­ing with a wom­an who is a form of

    so­ciopath. Some­where in her ear­ly child­hood, her de­vel­op­ment took a strange turn. She

    un­doubt­ed­ly was a beau­ti­ful and some­what spoiled child. But her nor­mal love pat­terns

    were some­how thwart­ed, and her sex­ual drive linked it­self strong­ly to vi­olence and

    suf­fer­ing.”




    “I am look­ing for a weapon, Gen­er­al,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “Yes. Yes. Of course. Please. These sorts of peo­ple can hide their ag­gres­sions and

    hos­til­ities very well . . . and I might add they usu­al­ly are quite suc­cess­ful in life …

    un­til one time when they ac­tu­al­ly see and feel in­tense suf­fer­ing. Then they will do

    any­thing to sat­is­fy their in­sa­tiable urge to see more vi­olence and suf­fer­ing. You see,

    they are ba­si­cal­ly a bomb ready to go off with­in them­selves. Many peo­ple are like that.

    War brings it out in them.”




    “Peo­ple are not bombs. They are hu­man be­ings. These games-“




    “More than games, sir. Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell will tell us more and give us more than if

    we used some old body­guard of Lenin with a night­stick. This wom­an has been awak­ened.”




    Ze­my­atin was not in­sult­ed. A jack­ass could do noth­ing bet­ter than bray at a horse. He

    was de­spair­ing and did not con­ceal his sigh. “How do we know these things?”




    Now the young gen­er­al smiled.




    “We knew that the ex­per­iment was to take place in Malden, Eng­land. We didn’t know its

    source then, but we knew the lead­er­ship was look­ing for it.”




    “Yes, that was good,” said Ze­my­atin. He did not men­tion that, with the awe­some amount of

    the So­vi­et trea­sury that was poured in­to the KGB op­er­ations, they not on­ly should have

    found the site but the weapon it­self and had it for him on his desk. Nev­er­the­less, one

    fought bat­tles with whom he had. Not with whom he wished. Ze­my­atin’s Rus­sia had the KGB. To

    re­place this man now would take time. How­ev­er, if he had time, Ze­my­atin knew he could find

    some­one else. Or do some­thing to shat­ter this man’s self-​sat­is­fac­tion. That com­pla­cent

    face could get them all killed.




    “While we were a bit rushed set­ting up the surveil­lance, we did man­age to make sure there

    would be no lo­cal po­lice or in­tel­li­gence op­er­ations from the British near there. We

    cre­at­ed what we like to call an en­vi­ron­ment.”




    “An en­vi­ron­ment?” asked Ze­my­atin.




    “Yes. We ob­served the ex­per­iment and the ex­per­imenters. We saw that Dr. O’Don­nell was

    tak­ing a great deal of un­usu­al plea­sure in the suf­fer­ing of these an­imals. We . . .”




    Ze­my­atin raised a hand.




    “I want that weapon. Get it now. She knows where the weapon is. Twist her arm. It works. Use

    an in­jec­tion. That works. Get the weapon.”




    “Field Mar­shal? Do you think it is a pis­tol we are look­ing for? Some new kind of can­non?

    Just for ex­am­ple, we could put twen­ty Amer­ican weapons right here on this desk, sir, and we

    wouldn’t have the re­motest idea of how they work. To­day it is com­put­er tech­nol­ogy. The

    weapon isn’t the pieces of met­al. The weapon, Field Mar­shal, is here . . .” said the

    gen­er­al, point­ing to his brain. “That’s where the weapon is. The knowl­edge. Now, this

    ef­fort was a max­imum pri­or­ity in time and ef­fort, cor­rect?”




    Ze­my­atin nod­ded.




    “We might be able to put that weapon in your lap to­mor­row, but there are very good odds we

    wouldn’t know how to work it for three years. Maybe nev­er. I could boot up a com­put­er now,

    and with­out the knowl­edge of how it works, it would be on­ly a hunk of met­al. The weapon is

    the knowl­edge, and knowl­edge is in the mind.”




    “Most peo­ple in the world will tell you ev­ery­thing on their minds, some­times for a kind

    word in a harsh en­vi­ron­ment, or if they think they are go­ing to lose their lives,” said

    Ze­my­atin.




    “In a sim­ple world or a sim­ple time,” said the gen­er­al.




    “How long will it take un­til we have her mind?” said Ze­my­atin.




    “A day. Two days,” said the younger man. “I ap­pre­ci­ate your wis­dom and what you have

    done for the moth­er­land. We are good at what we do, even though you might have your doubts.

    Let me dis­pel those doubts, com­rade.”




    “Young man,” said Ze­my­atin. “You will nev­er dis­pel my doubts, and the one thing I wor­ry

    about for the fu­ture of the moth­er­land is how few doubts you have. On­ly lu­natics don’t

    doubt.”




    “We act in­stead of wor­ry.”




    “I want you to con­tin­ue your search for the weapon. I do not want you to let up in any way

    on any front. You may think you know, but you don’t.”




    “Cer­tain­ly,” said the younger gen­er­al with a con­fi­dent smile.




    “No. No. You don’t un­der­stand.”




    “You are right,” said the gen­er­al. “We would not mind be­ing told why this weapon seems

    more im­por­tant to you than their space lasers or new de­liv­er­ies of atom­ic de­vices. We

    have found that the more we know, the bet­ter we can serve you.”




    Ze­my­atin did not an­swer. It was an old saw in In­tel­li­gence that five peo­ple could not

    keep a se­cret. Ze­my­atin sus­pect­ed the re­al num­ber had to be two. He did not care about

    the re­ports that said the Amer­icans were dis­or­ga­nized and could not move quick­ly with­out

    com­mit­tees and teams of men. There just might be some­one in Amer­ica who, know­ing the

    ef­fect of mis­sile bat­ter­ies, would have the wis­dom to launch im­me­di­ate­ly and then

    dic­tate terms of sur­ren­der. He would do that. And the one way to let Amer­ica find out how

    tru­ly dom­inant she was at this time was to tell one more per­son who would tell an­oth­er

    per­son that in­deed the U.S. weapon could ren­der all of Moth­er Rus­sia’s weapons

    use­less.




    Ze­my­atin knew his coun­try had nei­ther time nor lee­way.




    And here was one of the bright new stars of the KGB sit­ting com­pla­cent­ly be­hind his

    lux­uri­ous desk as the world head­ed to­ward a show­down. A show­down Alex­ei Ze­my­atin was

    not about to lose, not af­ter all the mil­lions of lives that had gone up un­til now in­to

    de­fend­ing his coun­try.




    “Tell me. What do you know of the agent the Amer­icans sent?”




    “He was ‘run around,’ so to speak.”




    “It didn’t both­er you that they sent one per­son?”




    “It is pos­si­ble, Field Mar­shal, that the Amer­icans do not think this weapon is as

    im­por­tant as you do.”




    “Amer­icans don’t send one of any­thing to do any­thing. Amer­icans work in teams. They have

    teams, and now we see one man. It is a man, isn’t it?”




    “There is an old ax­iom, Gen­er­al. An en­emy is per­fect un­til he shows you how to

    de­stroy him.”




    “Yes, sir. That was quite pop­ular in the First World War among pi­lots in­volved in

    dog­fights. Those were old, slow prop-​driv­en air­craft in which in­di­vid­ual pi­lots shot at

    each oth­er. There are elec­tron­ic de­vices and for­ma­tions now.”




    Ze­my­atin did not an­swer the gen­er­al but rose slow­ly. There was a gold let­ter open­er

    on the lux­uri­ous desk. Ze­my­atin picked it up and fon­dled it.




    “It be­longed to a princess, Field Mar­shal. Would you like it?” asked the gen­er­al

    po­lite­ly.




    Alex­ei Ze­my­atin no­ticed how smooth and com­fort­able the face was. Its very

    com­pla­cen­cy ter­ri­fied him. Care­ful­ly he closed his fin­gers tight around the gilt

    leather pom­mel of the let­ter open­er. He smiled. The gen­er­al smiled back. Then Ze­my­atin

    leaned for­ward as though to hand the let­ter open­er back to the gen­er­al. But as the

    gen­er­al reached for­ward to take it, Ze­my­atin, driv­ing him­self with his rear foot, pushed

    the point in­to a smooth fat cheek.




    The gen­er­al lurched back­ward, his eyes wide in shock, red drops splat­ter­ing the

    per­fect green uni­form. His cheek spit blood.




    “War is blood,” said Ze­my­atin. “You should know what the rest of us have felt. I hope you

    un­der­stand what it is about a bit more now.”




    The gen­er­al un­der­stood that the one they called the Great One was too pow­er­ful to move

    against at this time, pos­si­bly any­time. He was a di­nosaur, from an age long gone. And he

    had to be hu­mored. The cut not on­ly con­tin­ued to bleed, but it need­ed stitch­es. It was

    the first time in the gen­er­al’s life he had ev­er been wound­ed. For some rea­son he could

    not ex­plain, it made him slight­ly more un­set­tled than he thought he should be. He nev­er

    once sus­pect­ed that he was re­act­ing pre­cise­ly the way the old man had in­tend­ed him to.

    The young gen­er­al was not giv­ing in to the old man’s crude bru­tal­ity when he or­dered a

    trace and anal­ysis thrown at the Amer­ican agent who had ar­rived in Great Britain. He was

    just hu­mor­ing the old man, he told him­self. He al­so re­quest­ed an im­me­di­ate re­sponse

    on the wom­an. The an­swer back from the chief Lon­don unit of the KGB was that the gen­er­al

    should stop wor­ry­ing. Dr. O’Don­nell was not on­ly be­gin­ning to talk, but she was se­cure

    in the safest safe house in all Eng­land. Af­ter all, what was good enough for Hen­ry VI­II

    should be good enough for the KGB.


  




  

    Chapter 6




    The first thing Re­mo did was get an ex­act de­scrip­tion of Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell. She

    had red hair and was gor­geous. One of the tech­ni­cians said she was “a knock­out.” An­oth­er

    one am­pli­fied on this:




    “A re­al knock­out.”




    The eyes were blue, the breasts were per­fect, the smile was el­egant, the face was

    exquisite.




    No one could tell him more. Re­mo re­al­ized that beau­ti­ful wom­en were nev­er re­al­ly

    de­scribed in de­tail but in the way peo­ple felt about them. Which did him no good.




    In the car, he ex­plained his prob­lem to the British in­tel­li­gence and mil­itary

    of­fi­cers who were still con­scious. “I am look­ing for a red­head­ed knock­out of a wom­an,”

    said Re­mo.




    “Aren’t we all,” said an of­fi­cer.




    “Try So­ho. Got a brunette there last week. Wom­an did won­ders with leather,” said the unit

    chief.




    “I am look­ing for the red­head who ran this test.”




    “Can’t tell you that, old boy. This whole thing’s hush-​hush. If you hadn’t been such a

    brute you wouldn’t have even found out where this test was,” said the sta­tion chief.




    “Let’s try some­thing else. Who said this was hush-​hush? Who said you should try to run an

    al­ly around the block?”




    “Can’t tell you that. That’s even more hush-​hush,” said the unit chief. How­ev­er, when he

    dis­cov­ered that he could end the in­cred­ible pain in his legs, where the Amer­ican seemed to

    be ex­ert­ing just the slight­est pres­sure, by telling what he knew, he de­cid­ed it wasn’t

    that much of a se­cret af­ter all.




    “It’s an agen­cy we have. Doesn’t even have an MI code. Good peo­ple. Right sort of schools

    and such. Best we have, and they don’t make much ado about nor­mal in­tel­li­gence la­bels. You

    do know what a la­bel is, don’t you?”




    “No,” said Re­mo. “I just do my job. Where are these guys?”




    “These guys, as you call them, are known as the Source. You don’t just jol­ly well drop in

    on them. They don’t have some crude con­crete build­ing, with guards and snoop­ing de­vices and

    peo­ple with guns. They are, in brief, the very best there is.”




    “Maybe you don’t know it,” said Re­mo, “but we are on the same side. We have been for the

    last cen­tu­ry and I ex­pect we al­ways will be. So where is the Source?”




    “You’ll nev­er get through to them. They’re not some lit­tle sta­tion dis­guised off

    Pic­cadil­ly sur­round­ed by plas­ter walls and a few gun­men. The Source is ab­so­lute­ly

    British and your new­fan­gled hand tricks couldn’t get you with­in a hun­dred yards of

    them.”




    “New­fan­gled? I didn’t show you any­thing that wasn’t thir­teen cen­turies old when you

    peo­ple were paint­ing your­self blue,” said Re­mo.




    The place Re­mo was not sup­posed to be able to pen­etrate was on the way from Malden to

    Lon­don, about twen­ty miles out­side the city lim­its.




    The in­preg­nable ed­ifice sat on a small hillock sur­round­ed by hun­dreds of yards of

    lawn. The lawn was not for dec­ora­tion. Re­mo knew that cen­turies be­fore, all the trees

    would have been felled by peas­ants or cap­tives or slaves. The land was al­ways cleared around

    cas­tles so that the en­emy would be vul­ner­able as it ap­proached. This cas­tle was mas­sive

    stone, twen­ty feet thick, smoothed so that at­tack­ers could not climb its high walls. There

    was even a wide moat. And para­pets. And slit holes no big­ger than a fist for the fa­mous

    En­glish long­bow.




    “This? This is sup­posed to be im­pen­etra­ble?” asked Re­mo.




    “Yes. Just try your new­fan­gled tech­niques on that, old chap! “




    “That,” said Re­mo, “is your typ­ical Nor­man cas­tle, per­fect­ly de­vised to stop

    An­glo-​Sax­on rebels, and oth­er Nor­man lords, It’s got a moat, a draw­bridge, ac­cess to the

    out­er walls from in­ner ramps to roll up vats of boil­ing oil. It al­so has the manda­to­ry

    es­cape tun­nel that runs un­der the moat for use if all of the afore­said shouldn’t work.”




    Re­mo reeled off this in­for­ma­tion quick­ly like a child recit­ing, which was the way he

    had learned it. He nev­er thought it would come in handy. It was one of those ear­ly lessons in

    tra­di­tion. There was the Nor­man cas­tle, the Ro­man stock­ade, the Japanese palace, the

    French fortress, and all those old de­fens­es he thought were ridicu­lous to learn about

    be­cause they weren’t used any­more.




    Re­mo had the car stop two hun­dred yards from the draw­bridge.




    “Giv­ing up?” said the in­tel­li­gence chief.




    “No. You don’t en­ter a Nor­man cas­tle from a draw­bridge. You can do the walls, but why

    both­er? I like to sur­prise peo­ple.”




    Re­mo smiled and left the car. He would find what he was look­ing for be­tween two hun­dred

    and one hun­dred and fifty yards from the moat. By now it would be well over­grown, but even

    when in use, it was dis­guised by rocks. Usu­al­ly it was placed west of the cas­tle so that

    the ris­ing sun would be be­hind it. They liked to use the pas­sages in day­light, be­cause at

    night at­tack­ers would re­spond to sound. It was the es­cape tun­nel, its lo­ca­tion known

    on­ly to the reign­ing Lord. The Japanese had long be­fore aban­doned that sort of es­cape

    route be­cause of the dan­ger of as­sas­sins us­ing it. The British had nev­er had that

    prob­lem and had left the tun­nels.




    The beau­ti­ful as­pect of these tun­nels was that they al­ways came from the lord’s

    bed­room, al­ways the safest place, and the point an as­sas­sin would in­vari­ably have to

    at­tack. The lord of the cas­tle would de­liv­er a stir­ring speech about hold­ing out to the

    last man, then in the pri­va­cy of his sleep­ing room, don the clothes of his en­emies, and

    with his im­me­di­ate fam­ily make his way in­to or be­hind en­emy lines. It was a per­fect

    es­cape from any Sax­ons or Nor­mans against whom they might be fight­ing a los­ing

    bat­tle.




    Re­mo could have got­ten in­to this cas­tle with­in the first month of his breath train­ing.

    He felt the earth un­der his feet and tried to sense some dif­fer­ent stone for­ma­tion

    be­neath. He stayed very qui­et, smelling the fresh grass and sens­ing the odor of the oak and

    new life all around him. His steps be­came smooth glides, his arms like di­vin­ing rods which

    seemed to rise so that his fin­ger­tips and the ground they hov­ered over rest­ed on the air

    be­tween them. A bird chirped in near­by trees away from the cas­tle. Be­hind him the heavy

    gaso­line chug of the car spit heavy fumes in­to the pure air.




    Re­mo kept his pace, shut­ting his eyes be­cause he could not find this place with his eyes.

    Time had made them use­less.




    In­side the car, the re­main­ing con­scious Britons dis­cussed the pe­cu­liar Amer­ican.




    “What’s he do­ing?”




    “Damned well waltz­ing for all I know.”




    “He’s not do­ing any­thing. Just glid­ing around there. His eyes are closed.”




    “Strange one.”




    “Bit bru­tal, yes?”




    “I don’t know. We’re sup­posed to be his al­lies, af­ter all. Why are we hid­ing these

    things from him?”




    “We’re not hid­ing any­thing.”




    “We’re not ex­act­ly giv­ing in­for­ma­tion freely.”




    “Well, we’re not hid­ing any­thing.”




    “Don’t think we should have at the be­gin­ning, if you ask me. The Amer­icans are our

    friends. Who are we re­al­ly pro­tect­ing?” asked the mil­itary of­fi­cer.




    “You wor­ry too much. Ask too many ques­tions. Peo­ple won’t like you af­ter a while if you

    be­have like that,” said the in­tel­li­gence-​unit chief.




    “There. He’s stopped. Over there. Now what’s he do­ing?”




    “By Jove, look at that.”




    The thin Amer­ican with the thick wrists paused, quiv­er­ing, then slow­ly, as though on

    some in­vis­ible quick­sand, slipped down in­to the earth and was no longer seen.




    Re­mo had found the es­cape tun­nel.




    There were those who knew of Guy Phillis­ton, some who even said they knew him

    per­son­al­ly, and then there were his dear, dear friends.




    Guy Phillis­ton’s dear, dear friends ran Eng­land. Pret­ty much the way they had al­ways run

    Eng­land since the In­dus­tri­al Rev­olu­tion. It was not some great di­abol­ical con­sor­tium

    of vest­ed in­ter­ests plot­ting against the com­mon man. Many of them liked to call

    them­selves com­mon men. Guy Phillis­ton’s dear, dear friends were those peo­ple who

    gen­er­al­ly made things work to a de­gree. They lunched to­geth­er, the­atered to­geth­er,

    some­times trans­gressed with one an­oth­er’s wives, and if they were re­al­ly close,

    in­tro­duced one an­oth­er to their tai­lor. They got gov­ern­ment posts in what­ev­er

    gov­ern­ment hap­pened to be elect­ed, and gen­er­al­ly, when there was a post to fill, filled

    it with one of their own. Gov­ern­ments might change, the Queen might die, but the dear, dear

    friends of Guy Phillis­ton went on for­ev­er, in em­pire and in dis­so­lu­tion, in con­quest

    and in de­feat.




    Thus it was that when Her Majesty’s Se­cret Ser­vice found it­self rid­dled with Rus­sian

    agents, one sec­tion chief af­ter an­oth­er turn­ing up in Moscow with the most sen­si­tive of

    British se­crets, this group turned to one of its own.




    It oc­curred at the races in the right box. The men wore gray gloves and gray top hats and

    im­pec­ca­ble race at­tire. The Queen had en­tered. They rose out of re­spect.




    “Guy,” said his friend to Lord Phillis­ton, “bit of a muck-​up at MI-5.”




    “Rather,” said Guy Phillis­ton. He had heard at lunch the day be­fore that Rus­sia had not

    on­ly got­ten away with a mas­ter list of ev­ery British agent in the Mid­dle East, but

    be­cause the list was so in­cred­ibly sen­si­tive, no one had dared make a du­pli­cate. Now

    on­ly Rus­sia knew who Britain had un­der the sun where the West’s oil en­er­gy lay buried.




    “Got to do some­thing, you know. Can’t go on like this. Be nice if we, not they, knew who we

    had.”




    “Quite,” said Guy. “Did you try the salmon mousse?” A sil­ver tray of hors d’oeu­vres

    rest­ed on a ma­hogany stand next to a chilled mag­num of cham­pagne of a mod­est year.

    Noth­ing rude, of course, but noth­ing to make one stop and no­tice.




    His friend thought about the salmon mousse awhile. Then he said:




    “Do you want to grab hold of those boys and shake them up a bit, Guy?”




    “Don’t think it would work.”




    “What would you do?”




    “I would use our mis­for­tune, old boy,” said Guy.




    “The one thing I want to do with a dis­as­ter is for­get it.”




    “Not in this case,” said Lord Phillis­ton. He was dev­as­tat­ing­ly hand­some with fine

    strong fea­tures be­fit­ting a British lord. In­deed, more than one movie pro­duc­er had asked

    him to take a screen test. He had al­ways re­fused. Act­ing was too much like work.




    “If we have a deuced mess, and we try to re­ar­range things, one chap here, one chap there,

    one chap some­where else, then we may still be mov­ing around peo­ple who might be loy­al to

    Ivan. In which case we are on­ly re­ar­rang­ing our prob­lem, not solv­ing it.”




    “Go on. Please do.”




    “Let’s not close down the sec­tion. Mat­ter of fact, let’s keep it go­ing. Strong.”




    “But we don’t even know who we have there! The Rus­sians know who we have there. They have

    the on­ly list for our Mid­dle East sec­tion.”




    “Which shows how stupid they are. Tak­ing the on­ly list was a mis­take. They should have

    made a du­pli­cate and let us go on think­ing we had some­what se­cure agents out there.”




    “I think it was a snatch and grab. No great in­ter­nal mole. Some clerk slipped a few quid,

    snatched a list here or there, and it hap­pened to be an im­por­tant one.”




    It was then that Lord Phillis­ton showed his true bril­liance. The plan was to let the

    Rus­sians know that MI-5 be­lieved they had on­ly care­less­ly mis­placed the list. MI-5 would

    start a search for it and al­low the Rus­sians to do their job right by smug­gling back the

    en­tire orig­inal list to some in­tel­li­gence de­part­ment.




    “Then what?”




    “Then we con­tin­ue to re­ly on the use­less peo­ple.”




    “Wouldn’t that be a bit pur­pose­less?”




    “Not at all, be­cause in our dis­as­ter is their com­fort. We should stop at noth­ing to let

    the Rus­sians and the rest of the world be­lieve that we have be­come the worst, most rid­dled

    in­tel­li­gence sys­tem in the world.”




    “I beg your par­don, Lord Phillis­ton.”




    “Try the mousse, will you?”




    “I beg your par­don. What is this in­san­ity?”




    “Be­cause we will, start­ing to­day, start a new in­tel­li­gence sys­tem, pro­tect­ed by the

    Rus­sians’ cer­tain­ty that they own pieces, if not all, of ours.”




    “From scratch you mean? From the bloody start you mean?”




    “Ab­so­lute­ly,” said Lord Phillis­ton. The trum­pets were an­nounc­ing the first race. “Our

    re­al in­tel­li­gence sys­tem will be one no one has ev­er heard of.”




    “Bril­liant. We will show the Amer­icans we can still hack it.”




    “We will show them noth­ing. The Amer­icans are ad­dict­ed to talk. A ma­jor Amer­ican

    se­cret is one that is re­port­ed by on­ly a sin­gle tele­vi­sion net­work.”




    “An ex­cel­lent idea. I knew you were the right fel­low for this thing, Lord Phillis­ton. I

    sup­pose we will have to give you your MI code. Would you like MI-9?”




    “No la­bel. No codes.”




    “We have to call you some­thing.”




    “Pick a word then,” said Lord Phi­ilis­ton.




    “Doesn’t seem quite right to launch an in­tel­li­gence op­er­ation with­out an MI code.”




    “Call the bloody thing ‘Source.’ “




    “Why ‘Source’?”




    “Why not ‘Source’?” said Lord Guy Phillis­ton.




    And thus the Source was born that af­ter­noon at Ep­som Downs. No one quite knew how Lord

    Phillis­ton man­aged it, and he was not one to tell. In­for­ma­tion that the Amer­icans could

    not gath­er was im­me­di­ate­ly placed at the dis­pos­al of ev­ery British prime min­is­ter.

    News of ma­jor Rus­sian de­ci­sions and the rea­sons for them be­gan ap­pear­ing on plain typed

    pa­per. More of­ten than not it was too late to do any­thing about these ma­jor Rus­sian moves,

    but the re­ports were al­ways ac­cu­rate, if not bril­liant. Guy Phillis­ton per­formed with a

    tenth of the per­son­nel al­lo­cat­ed to the pub­lic in­tel­li­gence sys­tem. And nev­er once

    did he seek pro­mo­tion or fame.




    His suc­cess on­ly con­firmed what all of the good friends knew in the first place: one of

    theirs knew how to run things best. Al­ways had, al­ways would.




    One nev­er went wrong trust­ing some­one who used the right tai­lor. And the best thing

    about Lord Phillis­ton’s Source was that it nev­er made pub­lic noise, nev­er em­bar­rassed

    any­one. A leg­end grew up among those who ran things that if it were bril­liant and

    im­pos­si­ble to fig­ure out, it had to be Source.




    One rea­son Lord Phillis­ton’s Source could use so few men was that he didn’t have to waste

    years and man­pow­er pen­etrat­ing the in­ner cir­cles of the Krem­lin.




    He mere­ly had lunch at the right club. There in his pri­vate mail, which no one would dare

    open, were the re­ports in En­glish, neat­ly typed, of what was go­ing on in the world. There

    was al­so a very handy sum­ma­ry of what they re­ferred to, so that Lord Guy Phillis­ton could

    get through a month’s work in less than five min­utes. One minute, if he chose to speed-​read

    the sum­ma­ry.




    The in­for­ma­tion about the Krem­lin was ac­cu­rate be­cause it came from the Krem­lin. And

    the orig­inal list of British agents had been re­turned.




    In fact, ev­ery­thing Lord Phillis­ton had told his friends at Ep­som Downs that day had

    been worked out for him by his KGB con­tact, who was al­so his lover, and who knew that what

    Lord Phillis­ton liked best in the world was gen­er­al­ly to be left alone. The one thing he

    hat­ed in the world was the Phillis­ton du­ty of serv­ing Queen and coun­try.




    Run­ning the Source al­lowed Lord Phillis­ton the ut­most re­spect of his fam­ily and

    friends with the least amount of work or dan­ger. Rus­sia cer­tain­ly wasn’t go­ing to

    en­dan­ger her ab­so­lute­ly prime po­si­tion with him in charge of Britain’s se­cret

    se­cu­ri­ty unit. Dad­dy wouldn’t press him to join the Cold­stream Guards, and Mum­my wouldn’t

    de­mand he es­cort one prop­er­ly bred sow af­ter an­oth­er if he could claim that his time was

    ful­ly tak­en up by Her Majesty’s Ser­vice. Be­ing a traitor to Queen and coun­try had been an

    as­bo­lute bless­ing to a lazy lord who pre­ferred the love of men to that of the wom­en his

    en­tire fam­ily want­ed him to breed with.




    There was oc­ca­sion­al el­ements of risk in this job. Like the day he was told by the

    Rus­sian con­tact to re­tire to his safe room be­cause an Amer­ican was about, muck­ing things

    up.




    He did not like Phillis­ton Hall. Even the para­pets where one could sur­vey the Phillis­ton

    coun­try­side were gloomy. And the safe room, once the mas­ter bed­room of the lords of this

    fortress, was gloomi­er still. Not even a slit for air. Fif­teen feet of rock on ev­ery side

    and not an inch of it pro­vid­ed in­su­la­tion. Stone nev­er did.




    No one had even both­ered to put in a prop­er toi­let. Rather, one re­lieved one­self in a

    lit­tle niche with a nar­row hole to ac­cept one’s dis­charge. It had tak­en work­men three

    months to cut in the nar­row holes for the se­cu­ri­ty lines. One of them went to White­hall,

    an­oth­er went to Scot­land Yard, an­oth­er went to Num­ber 10 Down­ing Street, and the one

    that had the re­al­ly im­pen­etra­ble scram­ble sys­tem went to the cul­tur­al-​af­fairs

    de­part­ment of the Rus­sian em­bassy. Guy, of course, had di­rect ac­cess to the chief KGB

    of­fi­cer there.




    “This is ridicu­lous,” said Guy. He was wear­ing a scratchy cash­mere sweater pulled on over

    a cot­ton shirt that had too much starch. The brandy was ad­equate, but it kept chill­ing. The

    on­ly way to heat any­thing in the room was to start a fire, but fires made smoke and the air

    was al­ready deuced­ly un­breath­able.




    “Stay right where you are,” warned the Rus­sian. “Do not leave the room. The Amer­ican is

    near you.”




    “One Amer­ican is forc­ing me to hide in this stone-​cold cham­ber?”




    “He has run through some of your best staff and right now he is parked less than two

    hun­dred yards west of Phillis­ton Hall.”




    “Who told you that?”




    “Your guards. Stay where you are. You are too pre­cious for us to risk. This man may be

    dan­ger­ous.”




    “Well then, let’s give him what he wants and get rid of him. Then let me get back to

    Lon­don. This place is worth­less. Use­less.”




    “Stay where you are.”




    ” ‘Stay where you are,’ ” said Guy Phillis­ton, im­itat­ing the soupy Rus­sian ac­cent

    be­fore he hung up with force. He hat­ed the Rus­sian ac­cent. Al­ways sound­ed like they had

    some­thing they want­ed to cough up. Is­raelis sound­ed like they were about to spit some­thing

    out, and Arabs hissed. Amer­icans sound­ed like their tongues couldn’t han­dle vow­els, and

    Aus­tralians sound­ed-​right­ful­ly-​as though they had all just been let out of Old New­gate

    Prison. Why, Lord Phillis­ton asked him­self, couldn’t Britain fight the French? The French

    would make love­ly en­emies. They were cul­tured. The on­ly re­al flaw of their race was that

    the men liked wom­en too much.




    In­to this drea­ry cold life came the most beau­ti­ful sur­prise. Vir­tu­al­ly out of a wall

    came the most hand­some man Lord Phillis­ton had ev­er seen. He had mag­nif­icent dark eyes,

    high cheek­bones, and was in per­fect trim. His body move­ments made Guy Phillis­ton quiver

    with ex­cite­ment. He was car­ry­ing some­thing white, which he let drop to the stone floor

    with a clat­ter. They were bones. Hu­man bones.




    “Is that your spe­cial­ty?” asked Lord Phillis­ton. “I’ve nev­er done any­thing with bones

    but it sounds ab­so­lute­ly de­li­cious. Smash­ing.”




    “They’re your bones,” said Re­mo. “I found them at the end of the tun­nel where your

    an­ces­tors left him. Him and about three more.”




    “My an­ces­tors?”




    “If you’re Lord Phillis­ton, and if you are in this room you would have to be.”




    “Why would they leave bones at the end of a tun­nel?”




    “Be­cause they were like the Egyp­tians, and oth­ers,” said Re­mo. “When they con­struct­ed

    a se­cret en­trance to a pyra­mid or cas­tle, they killed the work­men. Se­crets are al­ways

    best buried un­der­ground.”




    “Oh, isn’t that de­light­ful. You found the se­cret pas­sage Dad­dy promised to tell me

    about some­day. That is, if he could ev­er get me to this place. Which he couldn’t.” Guy

    Phillis­ton looked at the open­ing in the wall. It was low and con­cealed by on­ly one stone.

    He won­dered if sav­ing his life was worth get­ting so soiled by crawl­ing through a tun­nel

    like that. This man in his dark T-​shirt and light trousers could ap­par­ent­ly move through

    things and not get a smudge. The very thought of it made the head of Source tin­gle.




    “Look, sweet­heart,” said the Amer­ican in his mag­nif­icent rough voice, to­tal­ly

    Amer­ican-​city-​butch, “I am look­ing for a wom­an. You are sup­posed to know things. You are

    the one who runs Source.”




    “Are you sure you want a wom­an? How about a re­al­ly at­trac­tive boy?”




    “I am look­ing for a knock­out of a red­head. Her name is Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell.”




    “Oh, that lit­tle mat­ter,” said Lord Phi­ilis­ton, clutch­ing his chest in re­lief. “I

    thought you want­ed her as a bed part­ner. You mean it’s busi­ness-​re­lat­ed?”




    Re­mo nod­ded.




    “Well, of course you can have her. She is stay­ing in one of my per­son­al safe hous­es. You

    can have any­thing you want.”




    “Where is she?”




    “Well, you’ve got to give me what I want first.” Re­mo grabbed the smooth throat and

    pres­sured the jugu­lar vein un­til the hand­some fea­tures of Lord Phillis­ton be­came red,

    then painful­ly blue. Then he re­leased. “You’ll need me to get in.”




    “I don’t need any­one to get in any­where.”




    “I can help you. Just do me one fa­vor. Do that thing with your hands again. You know the

    spot.”




    Re­mo let Lord Phi­Ilis­ton down on the stone and wiped his hands on the British­er’s

    cash­mere sweater. He snared a bunch of it for a han­dle and dragged Lord Phillis­ton with him

    back through the tun­nel. Re­mo had ques­tions to ask. Why were the British ob­struct­ing him?

    Didn’t they know that the en­tire world was in jeop­ardy? What was go­ing on? It was not

    dif­fi­cult to ask these ques­tions while mov­ing quick­ly through the un­der­ground es­cape

    tun­nel. The prob­lem was in get­ting an­swers. Lord Phillis­ton tend­ed to bang against the

    rough rock walls as they moved. He was gashed. He was cut. He was bru­tal­ized. By the time

    they sur­faced to where Re­mo had dis­cov­ered the en­trance, Lord Guy Phillis­ton was

    bat­tered and quiv­er­ing.




    He was al­so in love.




    “Do that again. Once more. Please,” said the head of the su­per-​se­cret spe­cial British

    se­cu­ri­ty agen­cy. The car was still wait­ing for the Amer­ican. The sur­vivors packed in­to

    the back seat had de­cid­ed that he had done his worst, and if they didn’t move, would do no

    more.




    They saw the Amer­ican ap­pear from the ex­act spot he had de­scend­ed in­to. Be­hind him

    was the man they had all learned to re­spect and trust.




    The British colonel thought he might try a des­per­ate lunge to­ward the Amer­ican. His body

    wouldn’t move. The in­tel­li­gence chief won­dered what Sir Guy was do­ing.




    “Is he fol­low­ing him or be­ing dragged?” he asked. “Don’t know for sure. Lord Phillis­ton

    is bit­ing his hand, I think.”




    “No. Not bit­ing. Look.”




    “I don’t be­lieve it.”




    As the Amer­ican opened the car door, they all saw the un­de­ni­able press­ing of their

    chief’s lips to the Amer­ican’s hand. The head of the unit to which they had de­vot­ed their

    lives was kiss­ing the hand that dragged him.




    “Sir,” snapped the colonel.




    “Oh, bug­ger off,” said Phillis­ton. He knew what they were think­ing.




    “A bit im­prop­er, what?” said the colonel.




    The unit chief, who had been as­signed an MI code but who had se­cret­ly worked for Source,

    gave Lord Phillis­ton a big wink. He was sure this was some sort of ma­neu­ver of his,

    some­thing so cun­ning that on­ly a mas­ter of in­tel­li­gence could think of it. He vowed to

    be ready to move against the Amer­ican when the time came. The head of Source saw the wink, and

    re­turned it. Strange­ly he added an­oth­er sign. It was his palm on the in­side of the

    sta­tion chief’s hand.




    “Driv­er, to the Tow­er of Lon­don,” said Phillis­ton. He moved from the rear seat to the

    lit­tle pull-​up seat just be­hind the driv­er fac­ing the back. There was blood on a few of

    the men crushed there. One of them still pre­tend­ed not to rec­og­nize him, as was the or­der

    with any se­cret per­son­nel like him­self. A bit sil­ly, Phillis­ton thought. The Amer­ican

    seemed to sit with­out a chair. As the car lurched over the roads, ev­ery­one else seemed to

    bounce but the Amer­ican.




    “She’s in the Tow­er of Lon­don?”




    “Of course. Ex­cel­lent safe house. Has been since 1066,” said Lord Phillis­ton.




    “That’s a tourist at­trac­tion, isn’t it?” asked Re­mo.




    “Whole bloody is­land is a tourist at­trac­tion,” said Lord Phillis­ton. “If we weren’t

    us­ing Phillis­ton Hall as head­quar­ters, we’d be bloody well sell­ing tick­ets to it.”




    “Why are you hold­ing back in­for­ma­tion from your al­lies?” said Re­mo.




    “Ev­ery­body holds back in­for­ma­tion from ev­ery­body else,” said Lord Phillis­ton.




    “Don’t take it per­son­al­ly, please. Per­son­al­ly I would give you any­thing.” He ran a

    tongue along his low­er lip.




    Bril­liant por­tray­al of a flam­ing fag, thought the sta­tion chief. And the Amer­ican just

    may be suck­ered in. But why is he giv­ing away the lo­ca­tion of safe house eleven?




    “Are you aware that we all may be burn­ing up in the sun’s un­fil­tered rays if we don’t go

    by nu­cle­ar holo­caust first? Did you know that? Does it mean any­thing to you guys?”




    “You are tak­ing things per­son­al­ly,” said Lord Phillis­ton.




    “I al­ways take the end of the world per­son­al­ly,” said Re­mo. “I am per­son­al­ly in it.

    So is ev­ery­thing I love per­son­al­ly in it. Al­so some things I don’t like.”




    “What’s this about fil­tered sun? Un­fil­tered?” asked the colonel.




    “Ozone. With­out that ozone shield no one could sur­vive. I am try­ing to trace the source

    of a weapon that threat­ens it. I would ap­pre­ci­ate your co­op­er­ation. Dr. O’Don­nell was

    run­ning the test on this side of the At­lantic. Now, why are you peo­ple with­hold­ing

    in­for­ma­tion from us?”




    “Ozone? How are they do­ing that?” said the sta­tion chief.




    Re­mo tried to re­mem­ber whether it was flu­oro­car­bons or flu­orides, or spray cans, or

    what.




    “We’ll find out when we get there, all right?” he said. All the way to Lon­don, his men

    lis­tened to Lord Guy Phillis­ton por­tray a flam­ing fag in love with a brute. It was

    shame­ful and dis­grace­ful, but ev­ery one of them knew he was do­ing it for Eng­land.

    Ev­ery­one ex­cept the sta­tion chief, who sat on Lord Phillis­ton’s oth­er side and

    con­tin­uous­ly had to pro­tect the zip­per on his fly.


  




  

    Chapter 7




    The mes­sage was clear, but brief. The Amer­ican had not been mis­led in Great Britain.

    Ac­cord­ing to the frag­ments of in­for­ma­tion re­ceived in Moscow, the Amer­ican was at this

    very mo­ment out­side the gates of the Tow­er of Lon­don, the per­fect safe house he was not

    sup­posed to find. How he’d got­ten there was not ex­plained. Whether he re­al­ized the wom­an

    was be­ing held at he Tow­er was not men­tioned. On­ly the short no­ti­fi­ca­tion of dan­ger

    came through to British desk, KGB Moscow.




    It came with a mes­sage equal­ly brief, this from the psy­cho­log­ical of­fi­cer. The

    Amer­ican wom­an was about to tell them ev­ery­thing.




    The time had come to wrap all this up. KGB British desk Moscow im­me­di­ate­ly sent back a

    mes­sage re­gard­ing the Amer­ican: “Put him down.”




    He was to be killed, de­spite all the rant­ing and rav­ing from that old rev­olu­tion­ary

    lead­er Ze­my­atin, who seemed strange­ly con­cerned with the dan­ger of one man. The KGB had

    more and bet­ter killers at its dis­pos­al to­day.




    Very short­ly, the Amer­ican nui­sance would be re­moved and the wom­an would lead them to

    ev­ery­thing they need­ed.




    Kathy O’Don­nell knew noth­ing of the mes­sages go­ing across the At­lantic or that some­one

    was com­ing to res­cue her. She didn’t want to be res­cued.




    Un­til this day, she re­al­ized, she had not known re­al hap­pi­ness. She was in a room

    whose floors and walls were stone, on a rough bed, with a man who re­al­ly ex­cit­ed her. How

    he did it, she was not sure, but she didn’t care. The ex­cite­ment had start­ed dur­ing the

    ex­per­iment at Malden and just hadn’t stopped. It was won­der­ful, and she would do

    prac­ti­cal­ly any­thing to keep it go­ing.




    Even as the rough hands pinched the soft parts of her body and the cru­el mouth laughed, she

    re­mem­bered what had hap­pened at the Valden site, where she met this Rus­sian fel­low.

    Per­haps he was the first re­al man she had ev­er known.




    One of her hired tech­ni­cians had passed out. The an­imals were weep­ing in de­li­cious

    pain. And she, of course, was cool­ly pre­tend­ing that noth­ing was the mat­ter as the ozone

    shield be­gan clos­ing it­self above the burned field.




    There were looks of hor­ror on all the tech­ni­cians’ faces. Some punk rock­ers with pur­ple

    hair and yel­low-​paint­ed faces even threw up. But one man stand­ing near­by was watch­ing her

    and the an­imals close­ly.




    He alone showed on­ly mild in­ter­est. His face stood out like a white mask in a black

    night. Here was ev­ery­one else squint­ing, and turn­ing their heads away, and there he stood

    as though watch­ing a cu­ri­ous an­imal in a zoo. “Doesn’t this both­er you?” asked Dr.

    O’Don­nell.




    He looked puz­zled. “What is to both­er?” he re­spond­ed in a thick Rus­sian ac­cent. He had

    a face like steel with slits of Slav­ic eyes. Even through his thick black fa­cial hair, a sure

    loss for a ra­zor, she could see scars. Peo­ple had wound­ed this man. But what, she won­dered,

    had he done to oth­ers? He had that sort of face. He was just un­der six feet tall and car­ried

    the mas­sive pres­ence of a tank.




    “It doesn’t both­er you to see an­imals suf­fer?”




    “Peo­ple make more noise,” he said.




    “Re­al­ly? Have you ev­er seen one burned like that pup­py over there?”




    “Yes. I have seen them cloaked in oil and burn­ing. I have seen them with their bel­lies on

    the ground and their heads rolling along gang­ways as their bod­ies quiv­ered use­less­ly

    above. I have seen it all.”




    There was a bit of con­fu­sion. First some­one told the man that this was not his post. Then

    some­one else said to leave him alone. They were get­ting re­sults. Kathy O’Don­nell didn’t

    care. She had a ques­tion she ab­so­lute­ly had to have an­swered. Where had he seen them like

    that? “All over,” he an­swered. And she knew with­out his say­ing a word that he had been the

    one who had done those things. She asked him what he was do­ing here in Malden. He didn’t

    an­swer. She asked if he would like to go some­where with her. She saw his eyes un­dress her.

    She knew the an­swer was yes, even though he said he would have to ask some­one. She saw him in

    a lit­tle con­fer­ence with some men. She didn’t care. He might be a po­lice­man. He might be

    any­thing. The ex­cite­ment boiled with­in her, and she felt that for the first time since

    child­hood she did not have to dis­guise any­thing. She did not have to say how sor­ry she was

    when some­one had an ac­ci­dent. She did not have to cluck her tongue at dis­as­ter. She could

    have what she re­al­ly en­joyed with this man.




    She did not know, of course, that the man was a mi­nor func­tionary in a larg­er plan, that

    he was just there for mus­cle if it were need­ed. She did not know that he was be­ing or­dered

    to at­tend to her, and take her some­where. She knew that what­ev­er came, she could deal with

    it. Men were nev­er a prob­lem. Any­thing in­volv­ing men was some­thing she could han­dle,

    es­pe­cial­ly this man, and the way his eyes had played first on her breasts and then

    low­ered.




    “Come. Let us go,” he said when he re­turned. “We will have ro­man­tic date, yes?”




    “I think so,” she said. And then to the tech­ni­cians she had hired:




    “I’ll be back in a while.”




    And she was off with the Rus­sian. He drove a car rather clum­si­ly, per­haps be­cause his

    eyes were on­ly oc­ca­sion­al­ly on the road.




    “Tell me,” she said, “about the first man you ev­er killed.”




    Dim­itri said it was not a big thing. He said it while churn­ing down a British coun­try

    road, one of those nar­row strips meant for hors­es or race-​car drivers.




    “You are do­ing ex­per­iment there, yes?”




    “Yes. What was it like? How did it feel to know you had ac­tu­al­ly killed some­one?”




    “I felt noth­ing.”




    “Was it with a gun?” asked Kathy.




    “Yes,” said Dim­itri.




    “A big gun? With a big bul­let?” she asked.




    “Ri­fle.”




    “Far away?”




    “No. Close.”




    “Did you see him bleed?” she asked. Her voice was a soft sexy breath.




    “He bled.”




    “How? Where?”




    “In the stom­ach. Why does beau­ti­ful wom­an like you care about some­thing like that?”

    Dim­itri did not add that he was cho­sen for his job pre­cise­ly be­cause these things meant

    noth­ing to him. His was not con­sid­ered an im­por­tant job. It did not re­quire brains. The

    men with brains went on to be­come thinkers be­hind desks. He was a foot sol­dier in the

    in­tel­li­gence war. With this beau­ti­ful Amer­ican wom­an he had lucked out. He might even

    have a chance at the fun of things in­stead of break­ing arms or shoot­ing off heads. He

    want­ed to get her to a bed­room. He want­ed to talk of love, and if not of love then at least

    un­clothed bod­ies. Still he had been or­dered to switch plans and es­cort her to the safe

    house in­stead of pro­vid­ing back­up mus­cle, as it was called.




    He was told that if he could, he should ask ques­tions about the ex­per­iment, but not press

    the mat­ter. There were oth­ers who knew the in­tel­li­gent ques­tions to ask.




    “When the vic­tim bled-​was it a lot? Like all over the floor?” asked the wom­an.




    “No. It was out­side. He fell down.”




    “And then?”




    “And then he was put down.”




    “With a bul­let?”




    “Yes.”




    “In the head? In the mouth? Did you do it in the mouth?”




    “No. The head.”




    “Would you kill for me?” she asked. He could feel her breath on his ear. He thought that if

    he were to feel her tongue, he might dis­charge at the wheel.




    “What is crazy ques­tion like that?”




    “Would you?”




    “You are beau­ti­ful wom­an. Why do you ask crazy things? Let us talk about what you do back

    in Malden.”




    “I do lots of things. What do you do?”




    “I drive,” said the man called Dim­itri.




    All the way in­to Lon­don he could get noth­ing from her, so he did not press. She want­ed

    to know de­tails of his killings. Since he did not men­tion names or places, he as­sumed the

    de­tails she want­ed would be all right. They were not any­thing an­oth­er in­tel­li­gence

    agen­cy would want to know, noth­ing to do with where, or why. She want­ed the in­ti­mate

    de­tails of groans and sizes of wounds and how long some­thing took. Was it big? Was it small?

    Was it hard?




    In Lon­don, he bought tick­ets to the Tow­er of Lon­don, like any tourist. It was not a

    tow­er. It had been a roy­al cas­tle at one time, and lat­er be­came the pre­mier prison where

    the British liked to be­head their old en­emies of the state, or the crown as they called

    it.




    Dim­itri was not priv­ileged to know ex­act­ly how his com­man­ders had done this, but they

    had tak­en over cru­cial points in the many bat­tle­ments and in­di­vid­ual tow­ers of the

    cas­tle. He was to en­ter by the Li­on Tow­er, cross the soil-​filled moat once deep with

    wa­ter from the Thames, pass the By­ward Tow­er and turn left at Traitor’s Gate.




    At the Bloody Tow­er he was to wait un­til he got a sig­nal from a win­dow. It could be a

    hand. It could be a hand­ker­chief. Then he was to walk to­ward the large Tu­dor build­ing

    called the Queen’s House. He en­tered with oth­er tourists and the wom­an. But where ev­ery­one

    else fol­lowed the Beefeater Guards to the right, he went to­ward an un­marked door to the

    left, where there was a de­scend­ing stone stair­case.




    Kathy O’Don­nell saw all of this. She knew they want­ed some­thing from her. But she want­ed

    more from them. The ex­per­iment could wait. Life was too de­li­cious at the mo­ment. She did

    not care about plan­ning. She on­ly cared about this very mo­ment.




    She was left in a stone room with a large bed and a bear rug. It had to be at least fif­teen

    de­grees cold­er in here than it had been out­side. Dim­itri re­turned in a bathrobe with a

    bot­tle of brandy.




    Im­me­di­ate­ly she re­al­ized that his ques­tions were re­al­ly a psy­cho­log­ical test. He

    didn’t know it but she did. His oth­er ques­tions had to do with the ex­per­iment. On the

    psy­cho­log­ical test she told the truth. She won­dered if peo­ple were watch­ing. She

    won­dered if they would watch her make love. She won­dered if she would make them want her, if

    they would suf­fer for not hav­ing her. She made up sto­ries about the test, lead­ing this

    Rus­sian fel­low on. And the gist of her re­sponse was that if he want­ed more in­for­ma­tion,

    he had bet­ter en­ter­tain her. He took off his pants. She laughed. That was not what she

    want­ed.




    “What do you want, beau­ti­ful la­dy?”




    “What you do best,” she said. It was night. They had been there a long time. She was sure

    now that peo­ple were hid­den some­where in the walls.




    “Kill one of them,” she said, nod­ding to the walls. “If you want me.”




    At that point Dim­itri might have killed the head of the KGB for this wom­an. But there was

    still that dis­ci­pline wrought by years of liv­ing in a regime that de­pend­ed on fear. He did

    not know that out­side the very walls at this mo­ment was Re­mo-​the an­swer to ev­ery­one’s

    fond­est wish­es. Re­mo did not care that the Tow­er of Lon­don was closed for the night or

    that it had been closed at this time for the last four cen­turies.




    “I’m com­ing in,” said Re­mo. His car­load of British se­cu­ri­ty and mil­itary peo­ple was

    parked just be­hind him. Lord Phillis­ton was clear­ly blow­ing kiss­es. His words were heard

    as dis­tinct­ly as he was seen by a com­mand cen­ter. A con­sole copied from Amer­ican

    foot­ball games showed screens to video cam­eras set all around this old Nor­man struc­ture.

    The Amer­ican was on screen sev­en, set above an old Plan­ta­genet stan­dard of

    gold-​and-​crim­son cloth, li­on ram­pant. Lord Phillis­ton was on screen one.




    “Our or­ders are to put him down now,” said some­one stand­ing be­hind the men at the

    mon­itors. He had just got­ten word back from KGB Moscow. He wore a head­set.




    He al­so got oth­er or­ders, these from the room where Anne Bo­leyn had await­ed Hen­ry

    VI­II’s roy­al di­vorce, which sep­arat­ed king from mate, queen from head.




    “We’ll have Dim­itri kill him, giv­ing the so­ciopath her blood­shed, and then we’ll get our

    in­for­ma­tion,” came the voice through the head­set to the man be­hind the mon­itors.




    “Let him find her in the Queen’s House. And get Lord Phillis­ton the hell out of there. It

    would take us years to re­place him.”




    “He doesn’t seem to want to leave the Amer­ican,” said the man on the mon­itor.




    “I don’t care. He’ll leave when the Amer­ican is sausage. The Amer­ican goes down now,” said

    the KGB se­cu­ri­ty chief to the man on the mon­itor.




    Out­side the gate, with pre­cise British rec­ti­tude, an em­ploy­ee of Her Majesty in­formed

    Re­mo that his pres­ence would be per­fect­ly ac­cept­able in­side the Tow­er at this late

    hour.




    “I’ve got friends,” said Re­mo, glanc­ing back at the car. “Can they come too?”




    “I’m sor­ry,” said the wom­an tick­et sell­er. “I’m afraid they can’t.”




    “That’s all right,” said Re­mo just as pleas­ant­ly, “they are.”




    “I am ter­ri­bly sor­ry, but they will have to stay.” The wom­an smiled. She was po­lite.

    She po­lite­ly asked the yeo­man warders in red tu­nics with Her Majesty’s seal up­on their

    breasts to es­cort Re­mo in­side the Tow­er of Lon­don. They wore squar­ish black hats and were

    called Beefeaters. Re­mo didn’t quite know why these men in par­tic­ular got that name be­cause

    ev­ery­one on this is­land seemed to smell of beef-​eat­ing.




    “And I am even sor­ri­er,” said Re­mo, “but I’ve got to keep one of these guys.” He looked

    back at Lord Phillis­ton. Britain’s top se­cret agent blew him a kiss.




    “Well, sir, I am ter­ri­bly, ter­ri­bly sor­ry but you can’t keep any­one. Not in the

    Tow­er. These are spe­cial in­struc­tions I have re­ceived from the ad­min­is­tra­tion to

    al­low in on­ly you.” Re­mo liked the way the British were al­ways in­cred­ibly, cheer­ful­ly

    po­lite.




    Un­for­tu­nate­ly, he point­ed out that he had found Lord Phillis­ton and that he was his,

    and he wasn’t go­ing to the Tow­er com­plex with­out him, and he cer­tain­ly was go­ing in the

    Tow­er com­plex.




    Lord Phillis­ton rolled down his win­dow.




    “I love it when you talk so butch,” said Britain’s prime in­tel­li­gence de­fense. Re­mo

    nod­ded him out of the car and Lord Phillis­ton swished from the rear of the limou­sine, right

    to Re­mo’s side.




    “Not so close,” said Re­mo.




    For the first time in three hun­dred years, the Beefeaters, yeo­man warders of the Tow­er of

    Lon­don, were called in­to ac­tion. Their or­ders: Keep the Amer­ican from bring­ing the Briton

    in­side. In brief, res­cue the Briton, who ap­par­ent­ly did not want to be res­cued.




    The yeo­man warders ad­vanced with pike, pick, ax, and bare hand in square for­ma­tion.

    Af­ter­ward they would all swear the Amer­ican was a mi­rage. He had to be. He not on­ly moved

    through them as though they were air, but dragged the man they were sup­posed to res­cue with

    him.




    Re­mo had Lord Phillis­ton by the sleeve. Lord Phili­is­ton was gig­gling and laugh­ing and

    try­ing to skip. Re­mo did not feel com­fort­able with Lord Phillis­ton skip­ping, so he kept

    him off bal­ance.




    Lord Phillis­ton point­ed out each turn. Dark ravens as large as ea­gles cawed

    men­ac­ing­ly. A few lights of the keep­ers shone soft and yel­low, lit­tle dots of warmth in a

    cold stone fortress.




    Re­mo sensed that they were in some­one’s sights. It could have been a spear or a ri­fle.

    The sen­sa­tion was the same. It was not alarm. Alarm was a func­tion of fear, and that

    tight­ened the mus­cles. It was a quiet­ness about the place. Any­one could feel it, but few

    would lis­ten to it. Of­ten peo­ple would re­mem­ber how sud­den and sur­pris­ing an at­tack

    was, when in re­al­ity it should nev­er have been that sur­pris­ing. Hu­mans were equipped to

    know these things, un­less they were trained to re­spect their sens­es, they would nev­er

    per­ceive them.




    Now, en­ter­ing the Tu­dor-​style Queen’s House, Re­mo felt that quiet­ness close in on

    him.




    Guy Phillis­ton showed Re­mo the door that led to the ab­so­lute safest safe house in all

    Eng­land. The spe­cial dun­geon of Hen­ry VI­II.




    A broadsword came down first, clang­ing in­to rock at Re­mo’s side. But he was soon be­neath

    it and be­yond it, smooth­ly, even while he won­dered why the large man was us­ing a sword

    in­stead of a gun. A sec­ond man dropped from a con­cealed loft just above Re­mo’s head. He

    dropped, kick­ing with steel-​tipped shoes and stab­bing with a sharp dirk, a nasty lit­tle

    dag­ger good for in­fight­ing in tav­ern and al­ley.




    Lord Phillis­ton stepped back. He was hop­ing this wasn’t go­ing to be messy. Some­one

    be­hind him was try­ing to drag him away. When he saw one of the at­tack­ers lose an arm in a

    gush­er of blood, he re­al­ized that this was go­ing to make a rather un­tidy mess. He

    scam­pered in­to a stone door­way ad­ja­cent to the pas­sage as an­oth­er four men came

    hurtling down in­to the at­tac­tive Amer­ican.




    Lord Phillis­ton’s con­tact was mo­tion­ing for him. Quick­ly, he stepped in­side, and

    closed the door qui­et­ly be­hind him as the bat­tle went on down the steps to­ward the room

    where they had the Amer­ican wom­an.




    “You al­most got killed, Lord Phillis­ton,” said a short dark man, squat as a bale of hay.

    “We wouldn’t want any­thing to hap­pen to you.”




    “I sup­pose it would be use­less to ask you to let him live.”




    “I am afraid we can­not do that,” said the con­tact. “You must get out of here quick­ly and

    let us take care of this.”




    “You re­al­ly are be­com­ing quite British. Do what­ev­er you want and then say you’re

    sor­ry about that.”




    “A thou­sand apolo­gies, my lord.”




    “He was beau­ti­ful.”




    “There are many beau­ti­ful men in your coun­try.”




    “He was spe­cial,” said Lord Phillis­ton with a sigh. The Cold War was hell.




    Re­mo knew Lord Phillis­ton was gone and did not both­er to stop him. He did not stop him

    be­cause he heard a wom­an groan just around the curv­ing stone stair­case. And he wasn’t sure

    what it was. It was not pain. And it was not fear. It cer­tain­ly was not joy.




    What he did not re­al­ize was that it was prac­ticed. Kathy O’Don­nell had been prac­tic­ing

    this groan since her fresh­man year at col­lege. Her room­mates had told her how. You made sure

    you start­ed the groan while the man was work­ing to­ward his cli­max. Of­ten, if you groaned

    prop­er­ly, that would pre­cip­itate his re­lease. And then it would be over soon­er. Kathy

    O’Don­nell gave Dim­itri this groan as his face con­tract­ed and his body tensed, and then he

    was done. Trag­ical­ly, he had been no bet­ter than the oth­ers af­ter all.




    “Won­der­ful, dar­ling,” whis­pered Kathy to the man who had shown so much po­ten­tial, and

    be­cause of that been such a fail­ure.




    She heard a com­mo­tion head­ing to­ward the room. A man came hurtling in against the stone

    wall with a knife still in his hand. He hit like old chi­na in a burlap bag. You could feel his

    bones break. Blood shot out of his mouth in one spurt and noth­ing moved.




    Now Kathy’s body be­gan to tin­gle the way it had at Malden. Dim­itri moved off her,

    steady­ing him­self, reach­ing for a lamp. An­oth­er body came in­to the room, head­first. The

    body fol­lowed an eighth of a sec­ond lat­er. She, felt her thighs be­come hot, sticky hot. Her

    nip­ples tight­ened. Two hard slaps against stone, un­mis­tak­ably peo­ple be­ing crushed. An

    im­pos­si­bly tan­ta­liz­ing ca­ress seized her, and drove her be­yond con­trol as she lay

    there alone on the bed.




    A some­what thin man emerged from the pas­sage­way. Dim­itri’s thick mus­cled body had him

    by at least fifty pounds. Dim­itri squat­ted, wav­ing the heavy brass lamp, then he charged, a

    nude man com­ing in for the kill. She could see Dim­itri’s mus­cles per­fect­ly drive the heavy

    mace­like lamp in­to the thin man, but then, catch­ing all his force, the thin man flipped

    Dim­itri like a fris­bee in­to a wall. The crack made his back in­to a rub­ber band and he fell

    with­out a twitch. He was dead.




    And then the man spoke to her. “Dr. O’Don­nell,” said Re­mo.




    The an­swer was a groan. Not like the ones be­fore. Kathy O’Don­nell, on hear­ing Re­mo’s

    voice at that mo­ment, sud­den­ly found out what all her friends were tak­ing about. She had

    just en­joyed her first or­gasm.




    Fi­nal­ly with her body glow­ing in com­plet­ed ec­sta­sy, Kathy said, with the most

    girl­ish of smiles: “Yes.”




    “We’ve got to get out of here. Are you all right?” said Re­mo.




    All right? She was mag­nif­icent. She was deliri­ous. She was ex­alt­ed, thrilled,

    tri­umphant, ec­stat­ic.




    “Yes,” said Kathy weak­ly. “I think so.”




    “What were they do­ing to you?”




    “I don’t know.”




    “Can you walk? I’ll car­ry you, if you’re hav­ing trou­ble. I’ve got to get you out of

    here.”




    “I think so,” she said. She reached out weak­ly and thought she was pre­tend­ing to be

    un­able to stand. But the man said:




    “You’re all right. Get dressed. Let’s go.” So he knew her body, she re­al­ized.




    “Yes. I am all right.”




    She no­ticed that his move­ments ap­peared slow but he got things done quick­ly. She thought

    he might be aroused by her nude body, but she sensed he was on­ly as in­ter­est­ed as one might

    be if a plat­ter of hors d’oeu­vres was served to some­one nib­bling all day. He might take

    her, but he wasn’t thrilled. He said his name was Re­mo. He said he had come to res­cue her. He

    said ter­ri­ble things were hap­pen­ing be­cause of an ex­per­iment in which she was

    in­volved.




    “No,” said Kathy. She cov­ered her mouth as though shocked. She knew how to pre­tend

    in­no­cence be­cause she had had a life­time of prac­tice.




    A noise came down the pas­sage­way. And then she saw what this man could do. It was no

    ac­ci­dent of fe­roc­ity that had got­ten him through all those armed men.




    With a slow breath­ing bal­ance he seemed to run his hand along a five-​foot-​high stone

    that must have weighed three to four tans. Then he sim­ply cocked a knee in­to it, and it

    seemed to come out of the wall on him, rest­ing on his knee. But the strange thing about it was

    that it seemed so ab­so­lute­ly un-​strange. It seemed so in­cred­ibly nor­mal the way the

    stone rest­ed on the ver­ti­cal thrust of his body. He sim­ply plugged the pas­sage­way.




    On­ly when the stone went in did she re­al­ize the mas­sive force Re­mo had ex­ert­ed.

    Sev­er­al stone stairs splin­tered in­to dust.




    “That was the on­ly way out,” said Kathy.




    “Shh. It’ll work,” said the man.




    “What will work? You’ve plugged our on­ly es­cape,” whis­pered Kathy.




    “C’mon. Shh,” said Re­mo.




    “We can’t get out of here,” she whis­pered. What a fool. Was this Re­mo like all the oth­ers

    af­ter all?




    “I want to get you out of here. I could go up those steps and make it out in one piece, but

    you couldn’t. So shut up.”




    “I don’t know what you’re do­ing,” said Kathy. Be­yond the heavy stone she heard nois­es.

    Men were be­gin­ning to heave at the stone.




    “Do you want to know?” said the man. He guid­ed her to a side of the stone, not even

    both­er­ing to look at her, but con­cen­trat­ing on the blocked pas­sage­way.




    “Yes,” she said.




    Re­mo gave it to her ex­act­ly as he had learned it. “What lan­guage is that?” she said

    an­gri­ly.




    “Ko­re­an.”




    “Would you mind trans­lat­ing it?”




    “Sure, but it los­es some­thing in the trans­la­tion. It means ‘the strong flow­er nev­er

    grows to its food but lets its food come to it.’”




    “That makes ab­so­lute­ly no sense,” said Kathy, putting on her blouse and smooth­ing her

    skirt.




    “I told you it lost some­thing in trans­la­tion,” said Re­mo.




    He moved her against the wall, and then when the bod­ies start­ed to drop, she re­al­ized

    what he had been talk­ing about. To move the stone, sev­er­al men in the pas­sage­way had to

    put their shoul­ders in­to it. And when the stone came rum­bling out, she saw that the men had

    guns. Those guns might have killed her. When she ob­served the smooth speed of Re­mo’s

    ex­ecu­tion of the guards, she re­al­ized he might have eas­ily es­caped the gun­fire. What he

    had done was let the dan­ger to her mass it­self out­side the stone and come in with a rush,

    clear­ing the tun­nel of dan­ger to her. He took her quick­ly up the pas­sage where on­ly a

    sin­gle last guard stood at the up­per lev­el. It was a yeo­man warder who did not know who was

    who, ap­par­ent­ly, but who did see a stranger and, in stout British tra­di­tion, at­tacked

    same stranger. Al­so in tra­di­tion, he gave his life for Queen and coun­try.




    Out­side, af­ter they had run through the squares and tun­nels, Re­mo found the car was

    gone. Elud­ing sev­er­al bob­bies, they fi­nal­ly came to rest in a charm­ing Ital­ian

    restau­rant off Le­ices­ter Square. There, Kathy asked Re­mo how he knew his plan would

    work.




    He seemed puz­zled by that ques­tion.




    “They were . . .” He didn’t quite have an En­glish word for it, but the clos­est ones were:

    “too anx­ious. Too bunched up. They were set on go­ing in. I guess when the tun­nel was blocked

    they had to sur­mise they couldn’t get in and forced it.”




    “Yes. But how did you know they were go­ing to do that?”




    “I don’t know. I just knew. Look, grab a bite. And let’s get to the source of your

    ex­per­iment. Do you know the whole world may be wiped out?”




    I al­ready have been, thought Kathy, look­ing at this mag­nif­icent dark-​eyed man who

    killed so well and eas­ily and smooth­ly.




    “No,” she said. “That’s aw­ful.”




    Then she heard how their flu­oro­car­bon stream had some­how pan­icked an­oth­er coun­try,

    and was be­lieved by some Amer­ican agen­cy to be threat­en­ing to de­stroy the world by

    re­mov­ing the en­tire ozone shield. She could have told him that that dan­ger was past. She

    could have told him they had solved that prob­lem with the short du­ra­tion of the shield

    open­ing. The blue light that both­ered this man was re­al­ly the shield clos­ing again.




    Rather, she told him that all she knew about the ex­per­iment was that it came from a

    com­pa­ny in Amer­ica. She gave him the pho­ny cov­er ad­dress she had giv­en to the

    British.




    “No good,” said Re­mo. “That’s a pho­ny.”




    “Oh, my lord. These peo­ple are evil,” said Kathy O’Don­nell. But there was not much

    ten­sion in her voice. She was as warm and con­tent as a milk-​full kit­ten by a warm win­ter

    stove.




    Chem­ical Con­cepts might as well be on the moon, she thought. “Do you re­mem­ber any­thing

    about the peo­ple who hired you?” he asked. He didn’t eat the food. Kathy sucked con­tent­ed­ly

    on a bread­stick.




    “I re­mem­ber a bit. You look mar­ried.”




    “Not mar­ried. What were they like?”




    “Nev­er been mar­ried?”




    “No. Were they Amer­icans? What did they tell you about them­selves? What didn’t they tell

    you about them­selves?”




    She picked a name at ran­dom. Some­one far away, some­one who it might take some time

    get­ting to. She al­so picked one of the dead­li­est men in the world. He was in a jun­gle

    some­where in South Amer­ica.




    “Do you like jun­gles, Re­mo? I hate jun­gles.”




    “Which jun­gle? Lots of jun­gles in the world.”




    “It was a jun­gle. You know, if you don’t like Ital­ian food we can leave. What do you eat?”

    she asked.




    “I eat rice and some­times duck en­trails and some­times cer­tain fish eyes.”




    “What does it taste like?”




    “Tastes like shit. What do you think it tastes like?” said Re­mo. She iden­ti­fied the

    jun­gle. She iden­ti­fied the man pos­itive­ly.




    “He promised me it would be for the good of mankind,” said Kathy O’Don­nell. She said she

    could lead Re­mo to him. She did not know what they would do when they got there. But at least

    she would have Re­mo for a flight across the At­lantic.




    A sign of hope. Re­mo had phoned in and not on­ly got­ten the per­son in charge of the

    ex­per­iment in Mal­don, but had found the where­abouts of at least one ma­chine.




    It was not the most se­cure rope to hold a world to­geth­er, but it was a rope. And there

    was no one bet­ter to put an end to that ma­chine than the man who was on his way to South

    Amer­ica. If on­ly some­one could get in­to Rus­sia and some­how find out why they were

    link­ing a first strike buildup to that ma­chine, Smith would feel that both fronts were be­ing

    cov­ered. But in Rus­sia, Amer­ica was lim­it­ed so far to nor­mal means. Nor­mal means could

    get all man­ner of tech­ni­cal in­for­ma­tion, such as mis­sile counts and the kinds of

    mis­siles be­ing de­ployed. This was the stuff of wiring and elec­trodes. But the why of

    things, the hu­man fac­tor of things, was as mys­te­ri­ous to the CIA as the far­thest side of

    the dark uni­verse.




    On­ly Chi­un’s Ori­en­tal for­mu­la, that Smith had nev­er quite un­der­stood, ex­plained in

    equal­ly un­ex­plain­able terms why Rus­sia did things. But Chi­un was even more un­reach­able

    now than Re­mo. In des­per­ation, Smith again at­tempt­ed to work the for­mu­la trans­lat­ed

    in­to num­bers, and then back in­to En­glish. Of­ten, when all else failed, this strange

    com­bi­na­tion of mys­ti­cism and math­emat­ics worked.




    And some­times it didn’t. The trans­la­tion came out “the bear hides in the cave.” Was

    Rus­sia afraid? Was fear prompt­ing those new ir­re­spon­si­ble mis­siles? But why were the

    Rus­sians so in­cred­ibly afraid of Amer­ica when the ozone shield was some­thing that

    pro­tect­ed ev­ery­one?




    And then Chi­un got through again. The phone con­nect to Py­ongyang had been

    re­ac­ti­vat­ed.




    “Chi­un, we have a prob­lem about the bear and the cave . . .”




    “They shall breathe their blood in their vile throats that have dared pro­fane thy

    mag­nif­icence,” said Chi­un. “But first a hum­ble mat­ter. You, of course, for­ward­ed my

    mes­sage to Re­mo.”




    “I did give it to him when he made con­tact.”




    “Good. Then he will un­der­stand. I can be reached through the North Ko­re­an em­bassy in

    France.”




    “Are you work­ing for them now?”




    “On­ly for the greater glo­ry of your throne, Em­per­or Smith. This is a per­son­al

    mat­ter.”




    “We can in­crease ship­ments. The fu­ture of the world . . .”




    “Is the past, O Gra­cious­ness. I am de­fend­ing the past. What did Re­mo say when you told

    him about the pas­sage? Did he read it? Did he say any­thing?”




    “I se­cured the book. It was a school text­book for North Ko­rea. I read it to him.”




    “In En­glish?”




    “I had to. I had it trans­lat­ed. I don’t know Ko­re­an.”




    “And he said?”




    “He said, ‘Any­thing else?’ “




    “That was all? Just ‘Any­thing else?’ “




    “Yes.”




    “It los­es ev­ery­thing in the trans­la­tion.”




    “Look, what­ev­er any­one is pay­ing you, we will pay you more.”




    “Can you give me yes­ter­day?”




    “I don’t un­der­stand,” said Smith.




    “Can you give me Alexan­der the Great mak­ing his Greek pha­lanx stand in salute? Can you

    give me the dipped ban­ners of the moguls, or the homage of the shogun? Can you give me the

    Ro­man le­gions stop­ping in Syr­ia be­cause an em­per­or was told that his foot sol­diers

    could take not one more step east? Can you give me knights giv­ing way in a court, and king and

    em­per­or say­ing in tongues, some now un­spo­ken by hu­man lips: ‘You Sinan­ju have found the

    tri­umph of man’?”




    “Chi­un, we can give what we can give. And it will be any­thing you ask.”




    “Get the orig­inal text to Re­mo.”




    “And then you will per­form this ser­vice for us?”




    “As sure­ly as the lo­tus petal kiss­es the dark smooth wa­ters of night.”




    “That is yes, then?” said Smith:




    And Chi­un had to weari­ly ex­plain that rarely had a stronger yes been ex­pressed

    any­where. It was a yes wor­thy of such a great one as Em­per­or Harold W. Smith.




    “Well, good then. Thank you. I sup­pose,” said Smith. This one, thought Chi­un, is

    es­pe­cial­ly slow in un­der­stand­ing. If he had time, Chi­un would have tried to fath­om what

    was be­hind the white’s plan to “save to­mor­row for the world,” as he called it. Was it

    fi­nal­ly the se­cret ma­neu­ver­ings of a ge­nius like Charle­magne of the Franks, play­ing

    one na­tion against the oth­er un­til his de­sire for world con­quest man­ifest­ed it­self? Or

    was Smith just crazed with his talk of se­cre­cy and sav­ing the world? If he had no

    in­ten­tion of con­quer­ing it, why did he want to save all of it? Chi­un cer­tain­ly would not

    care if Bay­onne, New Jer­sey, dis­ap­peared from the face of the earth. Why should Smith care

    about Sinan­ju or Py­ongyang?




    On­ly briefly did Chi­un, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, con­tem­plate such puz­zles. For he was in

    Paris of the old Frank­ish na­tion now called France, civ­ilized to these many years since the

    Ro­mans had called it Gaul, and trod their crude nailed san­dals up­on its dusty roads.




    Chi­un was about to give this land its first great his­to­ry. Paris would be known for­ev­er

    as the city where Chi­un, the Great Chi­un hope­ful­ly, had re­cov­ered the trea­sure of

    Sinan­ju.


  




  

    Chapter 8




    It was the rarest auc­tion ev­er held by the House of Ar­naud. And since it was the rarest

    auc­tion in the House of Ar­nayad, it was the rarest in Paris. And if it were the rarest in

    Paris, then most nat­ural­ly it was the rarest in the world.




    On­ly the most se­lect bid­ders had been in­vit­ed to the great mar­ble build­ing on Rue de

    Seine, Dis­trict Sev­en. On ei­ther side, the posh art gal­leries had closed their doors in

    re­spect for what was go­ing to hap­pen this day. One hun­dred gold Alexan­ders were for sale.

    The gold alone would have been worth a half-​mil­lion strong Amer­ican dol­lars. But these

    coins, 2,500 years old, were as shiny as if mint­ed yes­ter­day. And rar­er yet, no oth­er coin

    ev­er saved from an­tiq­ui­ty bore such mark­ings.




    On one side was the un­mis­tak­able strong head of Alexan­der, seen so of­ten in brass,

    gold, and sil­ver; the flow­ing locks, the proud nose, the sen­su­ous lips. Alexan­der the

    Great, Con­queror of the World.




    But on the oth­er side, in­stead of the sign of the city, such as Athens’ owl, was a

    pha­lanx of Greek foot sol­diers, their spears raised in salute. And Greek let­ter­ing for a

    word un­known in the Greek tongue. The sound could be trans­lat­ed rough­ly as:




    “Sinadu.”




    The first thought of some was that it was a forgery. Yet schol­ars iden­ti­fied the

    tooth-​edged die mark­ings as typ­ical­ly Greek. The head of Alexan­der was al­so typ­ical. So

    was the let­ter­ing of the strange word.




    And then, of course, there was the his­to­ry it­self. The hun­dred-​gold-​coin trib­ute

    mint­ed by Alexan­der as he ap­proached In­dia. What the trib­ute was for, what god of the East

    he was hon­or­ing, his­to­ry did not tell. But he had mint­ed the coins, and there were one

    hun­dred and no more with the say­ing in Greek. Here was the hun­dred.




    Or­di­nar­ily the House of Ar­naud would an­nounce a ma­jor auc­tion of which even the most

    fa­mous of trea­sures were on­ly one ob­ject. But such was the mag­nif­icence of this

    col­lec­tion of one hun­dred coins that they were giv­en the unique priv­ilege of be­ing the

    on­ly item on the agen­da for the day. Not even the Mona Lisa had had that hon­or.




    The auc­tion was sched­uled for three in the af­ter­noon. An in­vi­ta­tion to this event

    quick­ly be­came the most sought-​af­ter so­cial item in Paris and much of West­ern

    Eu­rope.




    Even more in­trigu­ing was the fact that the own­er was list­ed sim­ply as anony­mous. Of

    course, this fa­mous anony­mous was Valery, Comte de Ly­on. The joke was that he was the most

    fa­mous anony­mous in all France.




    The Count of Ly­on was head of SDEC, Ser­vice de Doc­umen­ta­tion Ex­terieure et de Con­tre.

    While most of the rest of the world had heard of the fa­mous Deux­ieme, it was the SDEC that

    ran the most formidable op­po­si­tion to Rus­sia in the world of es­pi­onage. The count had

    beat­en them time and again, and lived on their death list, ev­ery­one knew.




    It was said among the knowl­edge­able that to re­move the count would be more valu­able to

    an en­emy of France than seiz­ing Paris.




    There­fore no one, of course, ex­pect­ed him to show up at the auc­tion. And he didn’t, for

    his where­abouts were al­ways se­cret. The ques­tions abound­ed. Were these coins in his

    fam­ily for cen­turies? Where had he got­ten them? Could they have been some bribe?




    These ques­tions were not en­ter­tained long, how­ev­er, among the fash­ion­able elite

    en­ter­ing the mar­ble floors of the House of Ar­naud.




    For one, any fi­nan­cial deal­ings of a man in such a del­icate po­si­tion were al­ways

    se­cret­ly in­ves­ti­gat­ed by the gov­ern­ment. And many in this au­di­ence knew what the

    in­ves­ti­ga­tion had found be­cause they ran the gov­ern­ment.




    First, the pack­age had been mailed from a Paris post of­fice to the postal drop used by the

    SDEC. It car­ried a fraud­ulent French re­turn ad­dress. Since there had been sev­er­al

    at­tempts at de­stroy­ing the SDEC, all pack­ages were opened by robot­ic arms in a bombproof

    room.




    Then the log­ical ques­tion posed to the in­ves­ti­ga­tors was, had the Count of Ly­on

    ac­cept­ed a bribe and had it mailed to him­self?




    Pos­si­bly. Ex­cept ev­ery pa­per and pack­age he han­dled was coun­ter­in­ves­ti­gat­ed,

    be­cause the French, like the Rus­sians, had enough ex­pe­ri­ence in the af­fairs of men to

    un­der­stand that they were not deal­ing with a re­li­able species.




    The count had prob­ably not sent the pack­age to him­self. Third, had he ac­cept­ed a bribe

    and used this as a cov­er? Maybe. But why a bribe of this na­ture? Why a bribe of such rare and

    per­fect coins as to be­come a ma­jor item of Paris gos­sip?




    The con­clu­sion was that the coins, as the ac­com­pa­ny­ing note had said, were a gift from

    some­one for the Count’s ser­vice to France. The pa­per and ink were French. The

    hand­writ­ing-​print­ing-​was some­what shaky, as if done by some­one not used to French

    script.




    The count im­me­di­ate­ly had the pack­age shipped to Ar­naud for auc­tion.




    “I have no time to waste men guard­ing one hun­dred coins,” he had said.




    Now, un­der a glass case, the gold Alexan­ders sat on one hun­dred small vel­vet pil­lows.

    Each bid­der was al­lowed to pass by the case twice. Some lin­gered.




    “It is strange. I have the feel­ing they were just paid out this morn­ing. They’re so re­al.

    So mod­ern,” said one wom­an. Her bo­som was raised in the mod­ern fash­ion by her white silk

    gown. Di­amonds of in­or­di­nate bril­liance graced her neck. When she looked down the rows of

    Alexan­ders, each on its own vel­vet pil­low, she would have trad­ed all her jew­els and all

    her wealth, in­clud­ing the gown and what was in it, to own them.




    “It is like own­ing eter­ni­ty,” said one French of­fi­cial. The bid­ding floor was ten

    mil­lion dol­lars. It was es­tab­lished by an Arab whose main con­tri­bu­tion to the econ­omy

    of the world was hav­ing been born over a lot of oil and then hav­ing fig­ured out how to gouge

    the rest of the world for it.




    The fig­ure was topped im­me­di­ate­ly by a mil­lion. This from a man who had fig­ured out

    how to trans­fer thoughts more quick­ly from one com­put­er chip to an­oth­er.




    And that was topped, with ap­plause from the au­di­ence, of course, by a French­man whose

    fam­ily had owned most of a province since Charle­magne forced il­lit­er­ate ban­dit kings

    in­to a grand na­tion of Franks.




    At twen­ty-​two mil­lion Amer­ican dol­lars the coins were sold, bid fi­nal. A Texas

    fi­nancier, who felt some­thing that fine ought to be his, had made the win­ning bid. He was

    plan­ning to make the “lit­tle fellers,” as he called them, in­to cuf­flinks.




    “Give ‘em out to fifty friends, but shoot, I don’t have no fifty friends. Ain’t fifty

    peo­ple in the world I know who are worth a set of them lit­tle fellers.”




    Ap­plause echoed through the great hall of the House of Ar­naud. Even the auc­tion­eer

    ap­plaud­ed. The guards stood at at­ten­tion. They too knew they were part of some­thing

    im­por­tant. It was his­to­ry.




    And then amid the ap­plause came the high squeaky voice in a French so an­cient that it

    re­sem­bled Latin tinged with Gal­lic.




    “Woe be to you, Franks whose fa­thers were of the Gaul­ish race. Heed now a warn­ing. These

    coins are not yours, but mea­ger trib­ute to ones who de­served them. Do not traf­fic in stolen

    goods but save your lives if you do not have the de­cen­cy to save your hon­or.”




    Guards ran in­to clos­ets look­ing for the voice. De­tec­tion de­vices searched out hid­den

    mi­cro­phones. The best of France in that mar­ble bid­ding hall looked for the voice and found

    noth­ing.




    Lat­er the Tex­an, ashen-​faced, would say he hap­pi­ly gave the coins back to the re­al

    own­er, but would not de­scribe the own­er. He would re­peat over and over again:




    “What ain’t mine, ain’t mine, and I was durned glad to give it back.”




    But the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju that day of in­famy in Paris did not care who had bought the

    coin trib­ute to Sinan­ju, did not care which thief passed goods to which.




    The goods were Sinan­ju. They would be re­claimed. What the Mas­ter sought that day among

    the Franks was he who had dared de­file the House of Sinan­ju. And the an­swer to that was not

    in the coin. The an­swer came lat­er that night when the pro­ceeds were tal­lied.




    The chief ac­coun­tant pre­pared the check for the di­rec­tor of the House of Ar­naud. Since

    the Count of Lyons’ where­abouts were al­ways a se­cret, the di­rec­tor would not even have the

    joy of mail­ing such a huge sum. It was to be giv­en in a plain white en­ve­lope to a squad of

    SDEC. The plan was, of course, af­ter such a pub­lic dis­play in­volv­ing the di­rec­tor of the

    SDEC, to move the check it­self through a war­ren of what were called street baf­fles.




    In sim­pler terms, if any­one wished to fol­low that check, he had bet­ter be pre­pared to

    lose a mul­ti­tude of agents be­cause each baf­fle was de­signed to strip any­one fol­low­ing

    the squad.




    It was a bril­liant ma­neu­ver, which at best would act as a mag­net for any en­emy agents

    op­er­at­ing in France. At worst, the check would be de­liv­ered un­harmed and un­traced to the

    Comte de Ly­on, di­rec­tor of the SDEC.




    What they did not know was that this ma­neu­ver was as new as the King of Crete, the Ojab of

    Odab, the Em­per­or Theo­do­sius. In fact, it was more tra­di­tion­al than de­cep­tive, and the

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju eas­ily kept pace with the check through the dark­ened streets of the

    French cap­ital. For this night, he had cho­sen a black vel­vet ki­mono with dark­ened pur­ple

    lines to smoth­er the light. His shoes were san­dals of soft wood, cut round and smooth for the

    per­fec­tion of fric­tion. Be­cause, too, this was Paris, Chi­un had swept his hair back, but

    un­der a dark night cap, it was raised like a cone.




    It was an en­sem­ble to bring the French to their knees. The squad passed through three

    baf­fles and saw no one. A younger mem­ber men­tioned that he felt a fright­en­ing pres­ence,

    but he was ig­nored, and told if he men­tioned such im­ma­ture fears again he would be put on

    re­port. When they were sure no one was fol­low­ing, they de­liv­ered the en­ve­lope to

    an­oth­er squad which took it to the di­rec­tor him­self.




    “Mon­sieur le Comte, we are here,” said the lead­er of the sec­ond squad. All of them had

    ev­ery right to feel se­cure. This old man­sion on Rue St. Jean was a gi­gan­tic elec­tron­ic

    trap put to­geth­er with the bril­liance that had made the SDEC the on­ly re­al coun­ter­weight

    in all of Eu­rope to the Rus­sians.




    How many agents had died in the streets of Paris look­ing to elim­inate the di­rec­tor? How

    many times had the SDEC stymied the tri­umphant le­gions of the KGB? If any en­emy did find

    this house, he would on­ly find his death.




    “The re­turns from your gift, di­rec­tor,” said the lead­er of the squad. Al­ready ru­mors

    through­out Paris had told of the mil­lions paid for the coins, even be­fore the en­ve­lope had

    made its way through the city streets.




    The lead­er and the squad wait­ed for their com­man­der to open the sealed let­ter. As a

    treat for his “boys,” as he liked to call the most dan­ger­ous men in France, de Ly­on opened

    the let­ter to show the size of the check.




    It was a for­tune, but such was the in­ner calm of this French aris­to­crat that he had to

    force a hap­py sur­prise. He did not care. If it weren’t for mi­nor in­con­ve­niences, he would

    not have mind­ed be­ing pen­ni­less.




    Valery, Comte de Ly­on, was one of those rare per­sons to walk up­on the face of the earth

    who was al­ways suc­cess­ful.




    He had over­thrown gov­ern­ments, per­formed elim­ina­tions around the world for France, and

    when­ev­er it was in the in­ter­est of France, Valery de Ly­on stopped the Rus­sians ev­ery

    time.




    It was not, of course, in the in­ter­est of France to see Rus­sia stopped all the time. That

    was Amer­ica’s prob­lem. The SDEC was in­or­di­nate­ly suc­cess­ful and de Ly­on was hap­py for

    that same rea­son. Alone in this world, de Ly­on loved his work. He knew many of the KGB by

    name, not be­cause it was his job but be­cause, like boys would ad­mire soc­cer stars, de Ly­on

    ad­mired the per­fect coup, the suc­cess­ful as­sas­si­na­tion, the theft of state doc­uments

    done in such a way that the oth­er coun­try did not even know they were miss­ing.




    Ev­ery time de Ly­on sent France up against an­oth­er pow­er, he im­bued his men with

    re­spect for the en­emy’s deeds. He fol­lowed de­tails of se­cret mis­sions in a way a fa­ther

    might in­quire about his son’s first job. He did not take work home, be­cause it was not work.

    Par­ties were work. His sta­bles on the es­tate in the south­ern province were work. His wife

    was work. Even an oc­ca­sion­al af­fair was work.




    Fun was ob­serv­ing hand-​to-​hand fight­ing by his se­lect­ed op­er­atives in the sand pits

    out­side of Mar­seilles, where any blood spilled would be soaked up in­stant­ly.




    Fun was watch­ing a good Dan­ish coun­ter­in­tel­li­gence op­er­ation with­er in East­ern

    Eu­rope be­cause it lacked sup­port. The joy was pick­ing the month it would founder.




    De Ly­on came by this love of his work not by some quirk but by blood. His an­ces­tors had

    been the most fe­ro­cious of Frank­ish knights, the first roy­al­ty to side with Napoleon. They

    had been war­riors not by greed of, con­quest, but by love of the fight.




    Thus did de Ly­on that dark night have to pre­tend joy be­fore his men at the for­tune

    com­ing his way. To this trim, ar­ro­gant no­ble, all the for­tune meant was that he wouldn’t

    have to wor­ry about mon­ey for his life­time, which was some­thing he wouldn’t wor­ry about

    any­how. But the men al­ways liked the show.




    “Twen­ty-​two mil­lion Amer­ican dol­lars. Hah, it will pay for a liter of wine or two, or a

    wom­an or two. Or if it is the right wom­an, one wom­an on a shop­ping spree for an

    af­ter­noon.”




    The men laughed. De Ly­on was about to or­der drinks for them to salute their good for­tune,

    a ten-​minute act of grace be­fore he could get back to an in­ter­est­ing African sit­ua­tion

    on his desk. Then he saw it.




    At first he was not sure he saw any­thing. It was a dark­ness in the hall­way, mov­ing

    be­yond the open door. Since he did not hear it, he as­sumed it was a fleet­ing aber­ra­tion of

    his eye. Cer­tain­ly noth­ing could move in this house with­out his own men know­ing and

    re­port­ing it.




    But the wine did not come. He sent one of his men out to hur­ry along the stew­ard. The man

    did not re­turn. De Ly­on checked his buzzer sys­tem. It worked, but no one an­swered it.




    “Come, there is some­thing strange go­ing on,” said de Ly­on. The two op­er­atives

    un­hol­stered their ma­chine pis­tols. They made a sand­wich of their com­man­der as they left

    the room, look­ing for any pos­si­ble trou­ble.




    It was in a hall­way that de Ly­on fi­nal­ly saw the dark­ness. The dark­ness was a robe,

    and the count’s men fell like piti­ful stalks of wheat to move­ments he could not even see. He

    on­ly knew they had to have hap­pened when the heads rolled on the hall­way floor.




    “You,” said the ap­pari­tion in a French so an­cient that de Ly­on had to trans­late from

    the old­er Latin. “Where is my trea­sure?”




    De Ly­on no­ticed the trunk of a near­by body twitch as the heart pumped out the last blood

    from the open neck. The head looked dumb­ly at the ceil­ing far­ther down the hall.




    The ap­pari­tion had the face of an Ori­en­tal. Its voice was high-​pitched.




    “I have stolen noth­ing,” said de Ly­on. Where were the guards? Where were the safe­ty

    de­vices?




    If he had not smelled his own fear on his breath, he would have thought he was dream­ing.

    But could a per­son hear a lan­guage he did not un­der­stand in a dream?




    “Franks steal ev­ery­thing. Where is the trea­sure?”




    “I can­not help you,” said de Ly­on. He no­ticed that the strokes this man had de­liv­ered

    were ap­par­ent­ly so fast that the nerves in the dead man’s hands, still on the ma­chine

    pis­tol, had not been ac­ti­vat­ed. A use­less hand on a use­less body on a use­less gun. He

    stole a short look be­hind him. The trail­ing man had al­so been tak­en care of. Head gone.




    De Ly­on sensed that if he could reach that gun, he could put many bul­lets in­to the

    dark­ness be­fore him. His sense of the fight was over­com­ing his ini­tial fear. A de Ly­on

    had been con­front­ed. And de Lyons nev­er lost.




    He would have to get the gun in such a way as not to look as though he was at­tack­ing.

    There was a small der­ringer tucked in­side his evening robe, but he chose to ig­nore that. He

    would use it for an­oth­er pur­pose.




    “One should not steal like a tawdry thief, Frank,” said the man. De Ly­on saw the face was

    old.




    “How did you get in here?”




    “A thief’s home is al­ways a hov­el. You may tell me where the trea­sure is now.”




    “I would love to,” said de Ly­on. “May I give you my per­son­al gun as a sign of

    sur­ren­der? It is quite valu­able and a trea­sure it­self.”




    “You have sold my coins. Where is the rest of my trea­sure?” said Chi­un. He would use this

    man to car­ry it back to his vil­lage. The House of Sinan­ju had not tak­en slaves for over

    three thou­sand years, but this Frank would be en­slaved be­fore be­ing giv­en over to some­one

    else for the low­ly task of ex­ecu­tion. The House of Sinan­ju were as­sas­sins, not

    ex­ecu­tion­ers.




    “Ah, the rest. Of course. Please take this,” said de Ly­on. He hand­ed over his der­ringer

    with one hand as he seemed to bow to­ward the dark­ness which now was clear­ly an old man in a

    black ki­mono. He would shoot off the stranger’s knees, and then be­gin his own

    ques­tion­ing.




    The old man, for all his awe­some tal­ents, made a fool­ish move. He took the gun,

    ex­pos­ing his mid­sec­tion and al­low­ing de Ly­on to get the ma­chine pis­tol with the oth­er

    hand. In a mo­tion so smooth as to be the en­vy of swords­men from gen­er­ations past, de Ly­on

    put the ma­chine pis­tol to the ki­mono and be­gan fir­ing.




    It was a silent fir­ing. The gun was bro­ken. He start­ed to throw it to the floor, but the

    ma­chine pis­tol would not throw. De Ly­on had lost con­trol of his hand. It was his hand, not

    the pis­tol, that was bro­ken.




    And then the pain be­gan, a pain that knew his body bet­ter than he did. Pain that came when

    he lied, and left when he told the truth, and then pain that would not stop even when he told

    the truth.




    “The coins were a gift. A gift. I do not know where they came from. Yes, mil­lions of

    dol­lars’ worth and yet a gift. We did not find out who sent them.”




    The man, of course, was telling the truth. That was the sad­ness of it. It was a thing to

    pon­der. They were trib­ute coins from Alexan­der. Not enough to make up for all the good

    mar­kets he ru­ined by re­mov­ing his kings of the West to his con­trol, the rea­son the young

    Greek­ling Alexan­der did have to die.




    As, of course, did the Frank­ish lord who spoke the good French so bad­ly.




    He had dealt in stolen goods. And with his good hand, the Count of Ly­on wrote out a promise

    that he re­gret­ted hav­ing dealt in the trea­sures of Sinan­ju. Then he was al­lowed to join

    his an­ces­tors.




    When the body was found, se­cre­cy was im­me­di­ate­ly in­stalled around the whole episode.

    SDEC’s sis­ter in­tel­li­gence fac­tions, the Deux­ieme, most no­tice­ably in­ves­ti­gat­ed

    ev­ery as­pect of the killings in the house. The fact that the check was not stolen. The

    strange man­ner of death of both de Ly­on and his men.




    They were sure, in their fi­nal re­port to the Pres­ident, that there was a link be­tween

    the sale of the coins and the death of the di­rec­tor of the SDEC, strange be­cause so many in

    the in­ter­na­tion­al scene had tried to kill him, and now a pe­cu­liar per­son­al mat­ter had

    done him in.




    They were sure it was the per­son­al mat­ter of the coins be­cause the same strange word

    ap­peared both in the note and on the an­cient coins them­selves. The word was: “Sinadu.”




    In the note, a Latin in­scrip­tion. On the coin of Alexan­der, a Greek one.




    Hav­ing re­cov­ered the coins, Chi­un ac­cept­ed the ser­vices of the North Ko­re­an

    gov­ern­ment that flew him back to Py­ongyang. At the air­port was an hon­or guard led by Sayak

    Cang, the Py­ongyanger who knew the true his­to­ry of Ko­rea.




    There had been no calls, he re­port­ed, from the man called Re­mo, but the num­ber

    es­tab­lished for the House of Sinan­ju had in­deed been trans­ferred to the man called

    Smith.




    “And was there any oth­er word? Did the man called Re­mo read your won­der­ful lit­tle

    truth?”




    “The man called Smith gave no in­for­ma­tion about any­thing.”




    “He is white, you know,” said Chi­un. He said noth­ing else as he silent­ly brought the

    coins by car to the vil­lage on the West Ko­rea Bay. There in si­lence he re­turned the coins

    to the great house of many woods, the house that had held the trib­utelof cen­turies. And there

    he placed the coins in their cor­ner, alone, a few piti­ful coins in a very big house.




    This house had been giv­en to Chi­un when his fa­ther knew that his time to pass the body

    in­to the earth had come. Chi­un had spent all his life prepar­ing to re­ceive this house,

    prepar­ing to pass it on prop­er­ly. Even dur­ing the dark­est times, when it looked as though

    there would be no one to pass the house on to, he had not de­spaired like this.




    For he, Chi­un, had lost all that had been gained; all the ref­er­ences in the scrolls of

    Sinan­ju to this trea­sure and the oth­er were now cast in doubt be­cause coin and in­got, gem

    and bul­lion, had van­ished in­to the world.




    Still and all, the ref­er­ence to the Greek­ling with blond hair who ven­tured too close to

    the House of Sinan­ju could be proved again with the trib­ute coin.




    But he who would one day have all of this was squan­der­ing his time and Sinan­ju-​taught

    tal­ents on un­wor­thy caus­es. Chi­un had lost both the trea­sure to pass on and the one who

    would val­ue re­ceiv­ing it.




    The House of Sinan­ju, if it was not dy­ing, wished it was dy­ing on that day of dark gloom

    on the chill shores of the West Ko­rea Bay.




    Chi­un could feel tremors and then heard far-​off ex­plo­sions. Even­tu­al­ly even the

    vil­lagers heard them, and with great fear they came to him, say­ing, “Pro­tect us, O

    Mas­ter.”




    And Chi­un turned them away, say­ing, “We have al­ways pro­tect­ed you, but what have you

    done to pro­tect the trea­sures we left in your care?”




    He did not tell them it was just an­oth­er war go­ing on. Wars nev­er came to Sinan­ju

    be­cause gen­er­als were taught that they would not sur­vive a bat­tle, no mat­ter who won.




    The ground con­tin­ued to shake and many planes roared over­head, drop­ping bombs on

    sol­diers in gun em­place­ments. The bat­tle went on un­til the morn­ing when the guns on shore

    were si­lenced. And then the vil­lagers came again up the path to the house where the Mas­ter

    was and they said:




    “Mas­ter, Mas­ter, two sub­marines have come with your trib­ute. They are heavy-​laden, and

    they seek thy pres­ence. “




    “What col­or are the bear­ers?”




    “White, the col­or of those who used to bring trib­ute.”




    “Is there a thin white man there with thick wrists?” said Chi­un. He did not know how many

    could rec­og­nize Re­mo. Long noses and round eyes all tend­ed to look alike to these good

    sim­ple peo­ple.




    “There are many whites.”




    Re­mo has come, thought Chi­un. And while the house was emp­ty still, there would now be two

    chas­ing the trea­sure. They had the coins, he and Re­mo would get the rest, would make the

    world re­spect the prop­er­ty of Sinan­ju. Who knew what all this pub­lic ret­ri­bu­tion might

    earn? Gov­ern­ments might bring back the gold­en age of as­sas­sin­ry, dis­band­ing large

    ex­pen­sive armies for the more civ­ilized hand in the night.




    Chi­un moved quick­ly in­to the vil­lage and to the load­ing docks as the peo­ple part­ed

    for him. He looked on the two sub­marines. Re­mo was not there. Gold bul­lion was be­ing

    off-​load­ed on­to the dock that groaned un­der the weight. The white cap­tain want­ed to speak

    to him.




    “What hap­pened to the agree­ment with your gov­ern­ment? We had to fight our way in here.

    We had to bring the fleet and bomb the shore bat­ter­ies. What hap­pened to our deal?”




    “That is a mi­nor diplo­mat­ic mat­ter. I will fix it. Tell Re­mo I do not wish to speak to

    him. Tell him he can­not make up to me his de­ser­tion in an hour of need.”




    “Who?”




    “Re­mo,” said Chi­un. “Tell him he can­not leave one day and ex­pect to find me wait­ing for

    him with joy. I am com­ing down for my gold.”




    “Look, you have ten times the amount of gold ev­er de­liv­ered be­fore, and one mes­sage.

    Con­tact some­one called Smith. You know the num­ber.”




    “I am go­ing to take my gold and re­turn to the house he should have loved from the very

    be­gin­ning. Tell Re­mo he is not wel­come in Sinan­ju any­more. One must serve Sinan­ju to be

    wel­come here.”




    “We don’t have any Re­mo,” said the white cap­tain of the sub­ma­rine. “Do you want us to

    drop the gold here on the wharf or car­ry it up to that ware­house you peo­ple keep?”




    “Re­mo is not with you?” asked Chi­un.




    “No. No Re­mo. What do you want done with the gold?”




    “Oh, what­ev­er. What­ev­er.”




    “You will make the phone call to the Smith per­son?”




    “Cer­tain­ly,” said Chi­un, but his voice was as drea­ry as the bay. He walked slow­ly back

    through the vil­lage to the house.




    He had lost the trea­sure of Sinan­ju, but more im­por­tant, he had lost the per­son who

    should have cared about it. He had lost to­mor­row as well as yes­ter­day.




    A child came to the door with a mes­sage. A great bat­tle had tak­en place and Ko­rea had

    lost. Still, there was a man who wished en­trance to Sinan­ju, for the greater bat­tle might

    yet be won. The man was Sayak Cang, and he en­tered the vil­lage bow­ing.




    Chi­un sat in the emp­ty trea­sure house, his legs crossed, his eyes va­cant as Cang talked.

    They had thought the ex­tra sub­ma­rine sig­naled an in­va­sion, but now that they had seen it

    was trib­ute, they would al­low fu­ture sub­marines in as be­fore.




    “For the trib­ute to Sinan­ju is a trib­ute to ev­ery­thing proud in our great race.” Thus

    spoke Sayak Cang be­fore he gave the im­por­tant in­for­ma­tion.




    His in­tel­li­gence net­work had found yet an­oth­er who dared to sell the trea­sure of

    Sinan­ju. This time it was the mod­ern form of the old Ro­man of­fice, Pon­tif­ex Max­imus. The

    mod­ern peo­ple called him pope.




    “A Chris­tian holy man,” said Chi­un.




    “Yes. It is dis­gust­ing how their shamans add to ma­te­ri­al trea­sure al­ready so

    great.”




    “Yes, holy men are some­times not holy,” said Chi­un, who now knew who had re­al­ly stolen

    the trea­sure. It ex­plained why the Frank­ish knight had told the truth, and why peo­ple could

    move so freely in­to the vil­lage of Sinan­ju.




    “The pope must die,” said Sayak Cang, the Py­ongyanger.


  




  

    Chapter 9




    For the last fifty miles the roads were ice and rock and a vague out­line that some oth­er

    ve­hi­cle had been there be­fore. That was called a road. Up ahead on the map, where Colonel

    Se­my­on Petro­vich was lead­ing the com­mand, were no roads.




    Be­hind him were enough hy­dro­gen war­heads to in­cin­er­ate the en­tire Yakut re­gion of

    Siberia and ir­ra­di­ate Mon­go­lia as well. What ab­so­lute­ly ter­ri­fied this mis­sile

    of­fi­cer lead­ing the eighty-​sev­en-​truck con­voy for the four-​mis­sile bat­tery were the

    mis­siles them­selves. He had nev­er been near mis­siles like these, and had been as­sured that

    Rus­sia would nev­er build them, for “the safe­ty of mankind.” The prob­lem with these

    “burn­ing hells,” as he made ev­ery one of his men call them, was they could go off right here,

    right be­hind him, right in the mid­dle of Siberia, leav­ing a crater the size of two

    Leningrads. The road, what there was of it, was colos­sal­ly bumpy, and the war­head had come

    out of the fac­to­ry armed, a lu­na­cy nev­er be­fore heard of in atom­ic weapons. Even the

    Amer­icans with the first atom­ic bomb did not arm it un­til the air­plane car­ry­ing it was

    near the tar­get. You did not arm the weapon un­til just be­fore fir­ing. Ev­ery­one knew that.

    And now all Rus­sia had gone mad.




    This mad­ness, this strange new mis­sile he and ev­ery of­fi­cer had once been promised

    Rus­sia would nev­er build, was all over Rus­sia. It would be mass mur­der, not war. He would

    mur­der mil­lions with­out even the flim­si­est ex­cuse. There could be no ex­cuse for the

    mad­ness he was now so care­ful­ly try­ing to guide to its new base in Siberia.




    It had start­ed just a few days be­fore. In his apart­ment at Sara­tov, a cen­tral farm­ing

    city south­west of Moscow, Petro­vich had re­ceived the first strange word. He had just

    fin­ished wait­ing in line for a fresh batch of writ­ing pa­per for his grand­child. He had

    re­tired the year be­fore, and get­ting fresh pa­per had al­ways been dif­fi­cult when he no

    longer had ac­cess to mil­itary sup­plles. His wife was wait­ing in the apart­ment with a block

    lead­er of the par­ty who had not even tak­en off his coat, but stood with his hat tap­ping his

    side and his feet tap­ping the floor.




    “His tele­phone has been ring­ing all day,” said the re­tired colonel’s wife, a round,

    sweet-​faced wom­an. “Your com­mand has called us­ing my tele­phone,” said the block

    lead­er.




    “They could not phone me, of course,” said Petro­vich, who had ap­plied for a tele­phone in

    1958.




    “There are oth­er phones they could have used, but this is an emer­gen­cy. You are to

    re­port to Even­ki im­me­di­ate­ly. You have top pri­or­ity on any air­craft in the area, any

    car to get you to the air­craft, any tele­phone line at your ser­vice.”




    “Are you sure, me? What would they want an old man for?”




    “They want you. Now.”




    “Is there a war? Where is there a war?”




    “I don’t know. I don’t even know who is run­ning Moth­er Rus­sia any­more. That they would

    rude­ly in­struct a par­ty mem­ber to act as a mes­sen­ger is ob­scene. I could see it if there

    were a war. But noth­ing is hap­pen­ing.”




    “Maybe some­thing is wrong. Maybe some­thing has failed. Maybe an en­tire mis­sile army has

    blown it­self up some­where.”




    “We would have heard,” said the par­ty mem­ber.




    “No. You would not have heard. Al­though there may have been a re­bel­lion some­where, and

    peo­ple have to be re­placed.”




    “Is that pos­si­ble?” asked the par­ty mem­ber.




    “No,” said the re­tired colonel, shrug­ging. “It is not. Ev­ery­one who at­tends a mis­sile

    is re­li­able to the ex­treme. They are all like me. We do what we are told, when we are told,

    and if we are lucky we get a tele­phone. If we are not, we set­tle for fresh writ­ing pa­per. I

    take it the car to the air­port is to be pro­vid­ed by you.”




    The par­ty mem­ber gave a short nod. The re­tired colonel hugged his sweet-​faced wife and

    tried in his kiss to tell her how much he loved her, how good a wife she had been, in that

    re­mote case he did not come home again. The com­mu­ni­ca­tion was per­fect, and when she

    cried, no de­nial on his part would con­vince her it was on­ly some sil­ly bu­reau­crat­ic

    mis­take that had called him to West­ern Mis­sile Com­mand in Even­ki.




    The par­ty mem­ber care­ful­ly laid out plas­tic strips on the front seat of his black ZIL

    limou­sine, warn­ing the re­tired colonel not to sit too heav­ily be­cause the ma­te­ri­al

    un­der­neath the plas­tic could wear. Petro­vich felt like fling­ing the strips in the par­ty

    mem­ber’s face. But his wife might be vul­ner­able to this man’s reprisals, so he on­ly nod­ded

    dumb­ly. He even of­fered an apol­ogy to the self-​im­por­tant pip with the Com­mu­nist par­ty

    card and au­to­mo­bile and tele­phone and all the things that Com­mu­nism had come to mean in

    the land where it was prac­ticed longest.




    It was a very small air­port, but the run­ways, like those of all com­mer­cial air­ports in

    Rus­sia, were built to han­dle the newest, most pow­er­ful jets. They were not on­ly long

    enough for any­thing that flew at that time, but for any­thing that might be fly­ing in fifty

    years.




    The ter­mi­nal build­ing was vir­tu­al­ly a shack. It was there that the night­mare be­gan

    in earnest. There were young boys who had not yet shaved and old men from the orig­inal

    nu­cle­ar bomber com­mands. All of them had been called up like Petro­vich.




    Ev­ery thir­ty sec­onds a loud­speak­er above warned ev­ery­one to keep silent. When they

    board­ed the plane for Even­ki and West­ern Mis­sile Com­mand head­quar­ters, they re­ceived

    an­oth­er warn­ing. This time in per­son, from an of­fi­cer of an elite KGB unit with spe­cial

    patch­es on their es­pe­cial­ly ex­pen­sive green uni­forms. No un­but­toned shirts in that

    unit.




    “Sol­diers of Moth­er Rus­sia,” the of­fi­cer said, read­ing from a piece of pa­per as he

    stood in front of the air­plane. “You are called in a dire time in the his­to­ry of your

    peo­ple and in the his­to­ry of your moth­er­land. As much as it may be tempt­ing to dis­cuss

    what is hap­pen­ing with an­oth­er sol­dier of the moth­er­land, we must for­bid it. Be­cause

    of this erg­er­gen­cy, vi­ola­tors will be dealt with in the sever­est man­ner.”




    The air­plane was qui­et. No one spoke. The jets hummed, the KGB of­fi­cer left the

    com­part­ment, and then ev­ery­one spoke.




    “It’s war,” said an old bom­bardier. “Got to be.”




    “You are jump­ing to con­clu­sions,” said a young man whose face was smoother than the

    colonel’s wife’s. “No,” said the old bom­bardier. “If it is not a war, we hear about the

    won­ders of the Com­mu­nist par­ty and what it is do­ing for the peo­ple of Rus­sia. But when

    they want the peo­ple to fight, they nev­er men­tion the par­ty. I re­mem­ber the great

    pa­tri­ot­ic war against the Nazis. It start­ed with de­fend­ing com­mu­nism against fas­cism,

    and very quick­ly be­came Moth­er Rus­sia against the Hun. When they want you to die, it’s the

    moth­er­land. When they want you to wait in line for some goods, it’s the par­ty.”




    “Is he jump­ing to con­clu­sions?” the young man asked the colonel.




    “If there is a war, he is not. If there is not, he is,” said Petro­vich with very Rus­sian

    fa­tal­ism. “But look around. I think it is more im­por­tant who is not here than who is here.

    I have not seen one ac­tive of­fi­cer of a mis­sile com­mand.”




    “In an emer­gen­cy why would they call up all those who are less qual­ified?” said the old

    bom­bardier.




    Their ques­tion was an­swered with the night­mare. One did not need ex­per­tise in mis­sile

    tech­nol­ogy to use what they were all shown at Even­ki.




    They drove through columns up­on columns of trucks whose car­go was cov­ered with

    tarpaulins. Guards stood by each truck. A mis­sile-​com­mand of­fi­cer en­tered each trans­port

    bus to in­sist that no one turn on any­thing. Some of the old­er re­tired of­fi­cers’ hear­ing

    aids were snatched away and smashed, leav­ing them help­less.




    They were herd­ed in­to a shell of a build­ing. A strange crude mis­sile sat on a gun

    car­riage on a stage. Or­di­nar­ily, to show how safe the mis­sile was be­fore arm­ing, an

    in­struc­tor would stand on it. This time, he very gin­ger­ly walked up to the stage and stood

    on its very edge. He did not move.




    “Here she is,” he said. He did not use a loud­speak­er, and he spoke with­out yelling.

    Ev­ery­one leaned for­ward. Those whose hear­ing aids had been re­moved wait­ed to be told

    lat­er what was be­ing said. They just looked at each oth­er.




    “She has been de­signed so that you need ex­act­ly thir­ty sec­onds of ad­di­tion­al

    train­ing.”




    There was a buzz in the room.




    “Please. Qui­et. Most of your train­ing with nu­cle­ar weapons-​and she is nu­cle­ar,

    com­rades, nu­cle­ar as hell-​has been in the ar­eas of safe­ty and guid­ance. We will be

    us­ing the old guid­ance sys­tems which are not that ac­cu­rate. We are mak­ing up for this

    with a war­head that had pre­vi­ous­ly been dis­con­tin­ued. A dirty war­head. The big

    blasters. That’s what she has got in her nose.”




    And then, just be­fore he got down from the stage, he added:




    “She’s primed and load­ed and ready to go.”




    For a mo­ment there was the si­lence of a blank uni­verse and then even the youngest of

    cadets un­der­stood. Eleven months out of ev­ery train­ing year had to do with all the

    safe­guards to pre­vent an ac­ci­den­tal nu­cle­ar war. The rea­son they need­ed no more

    train­ing was that there were no safe­ty de­vices.




    This new ug­ly weapon was the first nu­cle­ar weapon pro­duced in any coun­try with­out

    safe­guards. The nick­name be­ing bandied about for it was the “raw but­ton.”




    You pressed the but­ton and the mis­sile went. It was like the trig­ger of a gun. So that

    was the rea­son ac­tive mis­sile-​com­mand of­fi­cers were not cho­sen. Any fool could use a

    first-​strike weapon. There were on­ly two choic­es. War or no war. And to pro­duce some­thing

    like this meant some­one was sure of war, be­cause mov­ing these things was a night­mare.




    The weapons had no elec­tron­ics what­so­ev­er, and they wouldn’t need much more aim­ing

    than an old can­non. They might hit any­where, and the war­head was so big that it didn’t

    mat­ter. One war­head could take out an en­tire quar­ter-​coun­try. All the sender had to hit

    was North Amer­ica. Mass mur­der.




    If Petro­vich hadn’t been so con­cerned about his wife he would have stepped down. But he

    had not. For a week now he had been driv­ing in­cred­ibly slow­ly along the bad roads; now

    there were no roads. He faced bumpy hills, and slowed ev­ery­thing down to less than a mile an

    hour.




    His chart was equal­ly crude. He would es­tab­lish a new base, one that Amer­ica could not

    have iden­ti­fied be­fore be­cause it would not ex­ist un­til he cre­at­ed it. Then he would

    take rough aim, and ac­cord­ing to his in­struc­tions, un­less oth­er­wise heard from, he would

    fire the mis­sile at a spe­cif­ic time two weeks hence. He had been giv­en an old Swiss

    wind­ing watch so that he would not mis­take the time. He was go­ing to start World War III

    un­less he was told not to.




    His move­ments did not go un­no­ticed by the CIA. It was not the mis­sile it­self that was

    de­tect­ed from out­er space, be­cause it could have been one of the thou­sands of dum­mies the

    Rus­sians had scat­tered over Siberia. Rather, it was the tele­phone com­mu­ni­ca­tion from the

    re­tired colonel in­form­ing home base he was primed and ready.




    From the fre­quen­cy and the anal­ysis of the code, the Cen­tral In­tel­li­gence Agen­cy

    con­clud­ed that an­oth­er of the raw-​but­ton bat­ter­ies had been ac­ti­vat­ed.




    Harold W. Smith had priv­ileged ac­cess to this in­for­ma­tion. And more. While the

    Rus­sians were get­ting edgi­er, the Pres­ident had re­ceived a protest from Eng­land about the

    vi­olence at­tribut­ed to one Amer­ican agent. He passed it on to Smith, who pro­vid­ed a

    rou­tine de­nial used in such in­stances. The first part was of­fi­cial, be­moan­ing any

    vi­olence and of­fer­ing to help the coun­try in which mul­ti­ple killings had oc­curred track

    down the per­pe­tra­tor. In­for­mal­ly, the Pres­ident added a lit­tle joke he used when Re­mo

    and Chi­un were op­er­at­ing out­side of the Unit­ed States:




    “If you get their names, we’d like to hire them.” The in­sin­ua­tion was that the

    protest­ing par­ty had been mis­in­formed, that peo­ple re­al­ly couldn’t do those sorts of

    things. It struck Smith at that time that his coun­try’s de­nial of a weapon threat­en­ing the

    ozone lay­er was quite sim­ilar to the nor­mal cov­er used for Re­mo and Chi­un. In oth­er

    words, a lie. Rus­sia had ev­ery good rea­son not to trust Amer­ica. The truth sound­ed so much

    like the nor­mal lie. He could al­most un­der­stand Chi­un’s for­mu­la:




    “They see evil in their own evil.”




    Of course, the House of Sinan­ju did not con­sid­er the blood­iest Rus­sian czar, Ivan the

    Ter­ri­ble, evil. That was be­cause he paid them well. So what Chi­un meant by evil and what

    the West might mean by evil were dif­fer­ent things. Smith did not know what Chi­un meant by

    evil, and that made Chi­un’s for­mu­la dif­fi­cult to use.




    The red phone rang again. Smith an­swered it, glanc­ing out through the one-​way win­dows of

    Fol­croft, that san­itar­ium in Rye, New York, that cov­ered for the or­ga­ni­za­tion. It faced

    Long Is­land Sound, gray and bleak this au­tumn day. Nor­mal­ly the Pres­ident’s line rang

    three, per­haps four times in a year. This was the third time this day.




    “Here,” said Smith.




    “I think the British be­lieved us. But do you know what your op­er­ative did? He went around

    Eng­land col­lect­ing se­cu­ri­ty per­son­nel like bag­gage and then killed I don’t know how

    many men in the Tow­er of Lon­don it­self.”




    “He’s lo­cat­ed the weapon.”




    “Where?”




    “In the Chitiban­go province of San Gau­ta.”




    “An­oth­er Cen­tral Amer­ican prob­lem. Damn. Maybe we should just bomb that province.”




    “Wouldn’t work, Mr. Pres­ident.”




    “Why not? In this in­stance you have to get the weapon and the peo­ple be­hind it. Just

    de­stroy­ing one de­vice won’t do. It would be like try­ing to end an atom­ic threat by

    de­stroy­ing one atom­ic bomb.”




    “There is no good news out of Rus­sia,” said the Pres­ident.




    “Are they close to launch? How much time do we have?” asked Smith.




    “They could launch now, with those damn raw but­tons. They might have enough to do us in.

    But they’re still build­ing.”




    “So we do have time,” said Smith.




    “Un­til they get fright­ened enough.”




    “When is that?”




    “Can you read a Rus­sian mind?” said the Pres­ident. “By the way, we al­so had to an­swer to

    the French on the head of the SDEC. What do the French have to do with this?”




    “Are you sure it’s our peo­ple?” said Smith. “Word I’ve heard is that he was on some

    Rus­sian hit list for some­thing. Has been for years.”




    “They’d like to get rid of him, we know. That’s been es­tab­lished. The Rus­sians sent in

    the Bul­gar­ians some years ago, and then a Ru­ma­ni­an team for hire. Then they gave up. The

    way he was killed smells of your peo­ple.”




    “What do you mean?” said Smith.




    “They’re not look­ing for the per­son who killed him, but the ma­chine. Some of his bones

    were fused.”




    “Maybe one of ours,” said Smith. He won­dered if it were Chi­un. Re­mo could do many things,

    but be­ing in two places at the same time was not one of them.




    “These are dark days, Smith. I am glad we have you and your peo­ple,” said the Pres­ident.

    He did not know that nei­ther of Smith’s per­son­nel was head­ing any­where near the

    flu­oro­car­bon gun.




    The gen­er­ator was sit­ting in the Chem­ical Con­cepts of Mas­sachusetts, Inc. com­plex off

    Route 128 out­side of Boston, be­ing pre­pared for an­oth­er shot.




    The news was not good from any front. The Pre­mier had asked Ze­my­atin to his dacha be­yond

    the city to re­as­sure se­lect mem­bers of the Polit­buro that ev­ery­thing was in con­trol,

    that Alex­ei, the Great One, was mak­ing the right moves.




    Ze­my­atin was brief and to the point.




    “We are not in con­trol of events. We are still strug­gling to sur­vive them.”




    “Is it bet­ter or worse than it was at the be­gin­ning? I’ve got to have some­thing to give

    my Polit­buro.”




    “Do you mean when should you all go to your shel­ters?”




    “No. Good news. I want good news.”




    “Then read Prav­da. You will see that cap­ital­ism is falling on all fronts and we are

    gain­ing ground through the will of the mass­es.”




    Ze­my­atin looked at the faces of the oth­er old men. If he had time for pity he would have

    shown more of it. But he had no time. The old men looked as though they were star­ing in­to

    their own graves. De­spite all the talk of be­ing ready for war, none of them were. De­spite

    all the talk of con­tin­uous war for the so­cial­ist rev­olu­tion, they were com­fort­able old

    men in their dotage who were sud­den­ly at war.




    No one spoke. There weren’t even any ques­tions. Ze­my­atin saw the chair­man of all armed

    forces, an ac­coun­tant by train­ing, lift a trem­bling glass of vod­ka to his lips.




    Ze­my­atin turned and walked out. There were scars on his body and they did not make mov­ing

    easy.




    What he had now was what he’d feared. A svstem so con­fi­dent of its su­pe­ri­or­ity that it

    had be­come use­less. At al­most ev­ery lev­el there were ones like those old men,

    es­pe­cial­ly now when they could least af­ford it.




    The Pre­mier and the rest of the Polit­buro would have been even more fright­ened if they

    had known that their vaunt­ed KGB, the biggest, most ef­fi­cient, most feared in­tel­li­gence

    struc­ture in the world, was un­der­neath it all even worse than the oth­er use­less men in the

    Pre­mier’s dacha. A thin man with large wrists had beat­en his way through all of them and

    tak­en back the one lead they had to the Amer­ican weapon. This had hap­pened quite nat­ural­ly

    in the one oth­er coun­try where they felt most se­cure. This Ze­my­atin found out from his own

    men with­in the KGB, even be­fore they tried to cov­er for them­selves.




    Ze­my­atin knew that if his Rus­sia were go­ing to sur­vive, he would have to make all those

    com­fort­able KGB boys much less com­fort­able. The world was not a fine desk from which you

    or­dered some­one killed. It was blood. And pain. And treach­ery. And very, very

    dan­ger­ous.




    Even as he en­tered 2 Dz­erzhin­sky Square, the mas­sive con­crete build­ing in Moscow that

    was KGB head­quar­ters, he felt the tired­ness of com­bat. But this time there was a sense that

    events could not be turned. Ze­my­atin brought with him two old com­bat sol­diers he could

    re­ly on to put a bul­let in some­one’s head with­out ar­gu­ing. Noth­ing fan­cy. Stick the gun

    in their faces and pull the trig­ger. He could rea­son­ably ex­pect ev­ery­one to fol­low his

    or­ders, but he was too tired now to work with peo­ple who might ask him ques­tions.




    He went right to the British desk of the KGB and or­dered the heads of oth­er desks to be in

    the room. He or­dered the gen­er­al who had seen what had hap­pened at the mis­sile base to be

    there al­so.




    As­sem­bled in this one of­fice were forty-​two gen­er­als. Zem­vatin told no one why they

    had been called. The young gen­er­al in charge of the British desk tried to re­strain his

    ten­sion. He had phoned the field mar­shal just an hour ear­li­er to re­port the mi­nor

    dif­fi­cul­ty en­coun­tered in Eng­land. The field mar­shal had hung up on the gen­er­al af­ter

    telling him he would be over soon. Stay there, had been the on­ly or­der. All of them had been

    kept there for half a day. Good. Now the room buzzed with the up­per ech­elon of the KGB. Some

    looked to Ze­my­atin, who sat in a chair with his two old friends be­hind him. Ze­my­atin said

    noth­ing, gath­er­ing his strength by drink­ing a glass of wa­ter.




    The con­ver­sa­tion among the gen­er­als drift­ed to per­son­al things. Ze­my­atin did

    noth­ing. He let their talk wan­der to all the things they thought were im­por­tant: watch­es,

    dachas, spe­cial West­ern goods, the price of a wom­an in Yemen. Sev­er­al were em­bar­rassed

    to be stand­ing near him, be­cause no one took it up­on him­self to ask why they had been

    called. They all want­ed some­one else to do it.




    Fi­nal­ly Ze­my­atin nod­ded to one of the two old sol­diers he had brought with him.




    “Any­one but this one,” he said, point­ing to the young gen­er­al of the British desk. “I’ll

    need him for a while,” He said it so ca­su­al­ly that no one seemed to no­tice. They

    con­tin­ued talk­ing. The shot rat­tled ev­ery eardrum in the room. It shiv­ered the gilt on

    the chairs. The old sol­dier had tak­en a big-​cal­iber pis­tol, still smok­ing acrid

    gun­pow­der now, and shot the brains out of the KGB of­fi­cer clos­est to him, the one who had

    smiled when the old sol­dier ap­proached.




    For just one mo­ment there was in­cred­ible si­lence in the room. Ev­ery­one was stunned,

    ev­ery­one but Ze­my­atin and his old Rus­sian in­fantry­men.




    “Hel­lo,” he said. “I am Alex­ei Ze­my­atin. I am sure most of you have heard of me in one

    way or an­oth­er.” The Great One had just got­ten their at­ten­tion.




    “We are en­gaged in a bat­tle of sur­vival of the moth­er­land. This man has failed,” he

    said, point­ing to the young gen­er­al sit­ting be­hind the desk. Lit­tle beads of

    per­spi­ra­tion now formed un­der the young gen­er­al’s im­mac­ulate­ly combed hair, slick with

    Ital­ian lo­tion. The young gen­er­al gulped. Ze­my­atin won­dered if he had ev­er seen a dead

    body be­fore. The oth­ers were all won­der­ing, of course, why the British desk of­fi­cer had

    not been shot if the British desk had failed.




    “I want you to lis­ten. We had been as­sured that we had a fan­cy psy­cho­log­ical pro­file

    com­ing in on a wom­an who could lead us to a weapon we deem vi­tal. Cor­rect?”




    The young gen­er­al nod­ded. He tried not to look at the body. So did the oth­er su­pe­ri­or

    of­fi­cers of the strongest in­tel­li­gence net­work the world had ev­er seen.




    “I want­ed in­for­ma­tion. I want­ed what was sim­ple. We had been as­sured that an

    Amer­ican op­er­at­ing alone was no dan­ger, even though Amer­icans do not op­er­ate alone. It

    takes three of them to go to the bath­room. But Amer­ica had sent one man look­ing for this

    wom­an. And what were we told?”




    The young gen­er­al’s voice bare­ly got out the words: “We said he had been tak­en care

    of.”




    The oth­er of­fi­cers in the room were sure the gen­er­al was go­ing to be shot. Some of the

    old­er ones had not seen an ex­ecu­tion in an of­fice since the days of Stal­in. They won­dered

    if the bad old days were com­ing back.




    “He’d been around the block or some­thing like that. Lon­don was down­town Moscow, you said.

    You were so sure, weren’t you?”




    The gen­er­al nod­ded. “Loud­er,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “I was sure,” said the young gen­er­al. He wiped his fore­head with the per­fect­ly

    tai­lored sleeve.




    “I said here, as I said fifty, six­ty years ago, that your en­emy is per­fect un­til he

    shows you how to kill him. No tricks. No games. Blood. Think. Blood. Think. Think.” No one

    an­swered.




    “There is no gad­get so ex­ot­ic and use­less that you will not copy it from the Amer­icans.

    Well, we don’t have time for that. Your moth­er­land faces de­struc­tion. Your moth­er­land

    faces a threat far more pow­er­ful and odi­ous than any­thing we have seen be­fore. Your

    moth­er­land needs your brains, your blood, and your strength. Now, boy­chik. Tell us all about

    this Amer­ican.”




    “He pen­etrat­ed our most se­cure Lon­don sys­tem, and got the wom­an who knows about this

    weapon that … con­cerns you, a weapon I am not sure about . . .”




    “Any­thing else?” asked Ze­my­atin.




    “I guess I failed,” said the young gen­er­al. He ad­just­ed his gold Rolex. He had thought

    he might be killed some­day in some for­eign land, but not here at KGB head­quar­ters in his

    own of­fice.




    “You don’t even know how you failed. That is the dan­ger. You don’t even know how you

    failed.”




    “I lost the wom­an. I un­der­es­ti­mat­ed the Amer­ican.”




    “Any­one can lose a bat­tle. Do you hear me? Do you all hear me? We have lost many

    bat­tles,” boomed Ze­my­atin, and then he was qui­et to let it all sink in. “We are go­ing to

    lose more bat­tles.”




    And he was qui­et again.




    “But,” he said fi­nal­ly, rais­ing him­self from his chair and pur­pose­ly step­ping on the

    dead body of the man he had or­dered shot at ran­dom, “we need not lose any war. The fail­ure

    of our young boy­chik here has prob­ably es­caped ev­ery one of you.”




    Ze­my­atin paused for on­ly a mo­ment. He knew he wasn’t go­ing to get an an­swer. They were

    all too shak­en. Which was ex­act­ly as he had to have them.




    “The fail­ure is some­thing this young man did not do. He did not find out the meth­ods by

    which this Amer­ican op­er­at­ed. To­day we know lit­tle more than we did be­fore we lost that

    bat­tle. We did not find out how to kill him. Now, from this day forth, I want the en­tire

    world net­work to look for this Amer­ican and the wom­an. And I per­son­al­ly will pre­pare the

    team to go af­ter them. Who is in charge of ex­ecu­tion squads?”




    There was an em­bar­rassed mum­ble in the rear of the room. Fi­nal­ly some­one said:




    “You’re step­ping on him, sir.”




    “Doesn’t mat­ter. Give me his num­ber-​two man. As for the rest of you, there is noth­ing

    more im­por­tant in your lives right now than find­ing the where­abouts of that Amer­ican and

    the wom­an. We do have her pic­ture and iden­ti­fy­ing ma­te­ri­al, don’t we? Or are we just

    deal­ing with her psy­cho­log­ical pro­file?”




    “No. We have her pic­ture,” said the young gen­er­al. The man in charge of Rus­sia’s

    ex­ecu­tion ef­forts was sim­ply named Ivan. His last name was Ivanovich. He was re­al­ly a

    staff of­fi­cer and ex­plained at the out­set that he had nev­er ac­tu­al­ly killed any­one.

    Per­haps, sug­gest­ed Colonel Ivan Ivanovich, Field Mar­shal Ze­my­atin would pre­fer one more

    skilled in the art of killing. The young pa­per shuf­fler had a face clean as a wash­tub, and

    lips like rose­buds.




    What were they mak­ing po­lice­men of nowa­days? won­dered Ze­my­atin. Still, he had to have

    some in­tel­li­gence to have risen so far.




    “No, no,” said Ze­my­atin. “You’re all the same. What we are go­ing to do, Ivan, is let this

    Amer­ican show us how to kill him. Un­til then, he is per­fect.”




    This time there was no ref­er­ence to old the­ories be­ing out­mod­ed. The first ran­dom

    shot in­to the crowd had set­tled that. It had un­set­tled the most set­tled bu­reau­cra­cy in

    the Krem­lin. Now he might be able to get some work out of these in­com­pe­tents.




    There had been no re­ports of weapons test­ing in the last two days. This lull had giv­en

    Rus­sia time to build more raw-​but­ton mis­siles. Mean­while, a man and a wom­an had to be

    found some­where in the world, and if the KGB did one thing well, it was keep­ing track of the

    world. There was more use­less in­for­ma­tion com­ing in­to Moscow than even the com­put­ers

    stolen from the Amer­icans could han­dle. But on this day, the en­tire net­work shift­ed to

    search­ing for three things. A man. A wom­an. And a weapon.




    Alex­ei Ze­my­atin felt the tin­gle of war come just a touch clos­er that cold night. The

    Amer­icans had sent their best to pro­tect the wom­an in charge of the ex­per­iment.

    There­fore, there wasn’t even the slight­est doubt that they were be­hind this weapon as a

    weapon.




    If they had been hon­est, a fact Ze­my­atin would nev­er have be­lieved too read­ily, why

    steal the wom­an back? And why use a hereto­fore se­cret force? One on­ly ex­posed a se­cret to

    pro­tect a geater one. It meant war. And yet, the mil­lions who would die in this one made

    Alex­ei Ze­my­atin push the wait­ing time to the lim­it. They would look for things. Watch

    Amer­ica close­ly. Maybe the ex­per­iments would stop. Maybe there was a flaw in the weapon.

    Maybe it did not work in cer­tain sit­ua­tions.




    Rus­sia would con­tin­ue to build its raw-​but­ton mis­siles.




    The day of war would re­main the same. He had des­ig­nat­ed it to make Amer­ica prove to him

    that they were not prepar­ing their own fi­nal so­lu­tion to com­mu­nism. And the on­ly way it

    could be proven now was for his se­cu­ri­ty sys­tem to find the three things he had re­quest­ed

    of them.




    Ze­my­atin walked with just a sin­gle body­guard that night through the streets of Moscow,

    hear­ing drunks sing sad songs and watch­ing an oc­ca­sion­al dark car head busi­ly out of the

    city to­ward the bet­ter apart­ments, He breathed deeply. The air was good. He even won­dered,

    if they did get a good first launch, how much-​if any-​of this would be left.




    He al­so won­dered what the Amer­icans thought they would win by such a con­quest.

    Stu­pid­ity in an en­emy both­ered Ze­my­atin. There was still time for him to stop the crude

    nu­cle­ar as­sault sys­tem which con­tin­ued to add more sites. Still time. He did not know

    that even now an Amer­ican was go­ing to erode the very mildest hope of peace, be­cause he had

    some­thing more im­por­tant to think about than the sur­vival of the hu­man race. His ca­reer

    was in jeop­ardy.


  




  

    Chapter 10




    Reemer Bolt hadn’t heard from Kathy since im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the test. It did not

    mat­ter. The sys­tem had cost CC of Mas­sachusetts more than the mag­ic fifty mil­lion

    dol­lars. The fig­ure was mag­ic be­cause now the cor­po­ra­tion could not, un­der any

    cir­cum­stances, fail to push for­ward with­out be­ing de­stroyed. In a way this fi­nan­cial

    dis­as­ter had put Reemer Bolt in the driv­er’s seat, and he re­al­ized there was on­ly one

    last bug to work out. One lit­tle ob­sta­cle that had noth­ing to do with the ma­chine

    it­self.




    “Praise the Lord,” said the chair­man of the board. “It does work, then?”




    The board was meet­ing in the di­rec­tor’s room, a com­fort­able spa­cious room with wood

    floors, open win­dows, and a sense of an ex­it­ing to­mor­row in it. It was used for board

    meet­ings and for pre­sent­ing pos­si­ble cus­tomers CC’s so­lu­tions to their chem­ical

    prob­lems.




    “We can di­rect the ozone open­ing across an en­tire ocean for a con­trolled pe­ri­od,” said

    Bolt. “Gen­tle­men, we have put a win­dow in­to the ozone and we con­trol the sash cords. What

    we can de­liv­er is no less than the most pow­er­ful force in our uni­verse.”




    Bolt stood up when he said this. He paused. There were smiles on the faces of the board of

    di­rec­tors. Reemer Bolt had dreamed of a day like this. And now it was hap­pen­ing. Men with

    the mon­ey giv­ing him ap­proval. Ac­tu­al­ly, if he had told them that ev­ery­thing was still

    not a dis­as­ter, they would have been pleased. But this had re­placed their fear with greed.

    He smiled back.




    There was ap­plause. Light at first, then hearty. Reemer Bolt knew how to work an

    au­di­ence.




    “And we have the patent.” More ap­plause.




    “And we sub­mit­ted this patent in such a way that no one will know ex­act­ly what we have

    un­til we make our an­nounce­ment.”




    More ap­plause.




    “Gen­tle­men. You have gam­bled and you have won.” Ap­plause.




    “You have bet on to­mor­row, and that was yes­ter­day. You own to­day. The sun­light and

    all.”




    There were a few tech­ni­cal ques­tions which Bolt de­layed an­swer­ing “un­til Dr.

    O’Don­nell re­turns.”




    “This is CC of M’s most im­por­tant project,” said one of the di­rec­tors. “This is the

    whole sto­ry now, so to speak. Why isn’t Dr. O’Don­nell here?”




    “She has phoned and told us she is tak­ing what I be­lieve is a well-​de­served rest.”




    More ap­plause. Even for this. Reemer Bolt owned these men. The phone call was not so much a

    re­quest for a va­ca­tion as a hur­ried mes­sage from a phone booth, say­ing she would get back

    to him soon and not to do any­thing with­out her. And then: “He’s com­ing back now. I have to

    hang up.”




    “Him? Who’s him? A he?”




    “Not like you, dar­ling,” Kathy had said, blow­ing a kiss through the phone and hang­ing up.

    So his or­ders had been to do noth­ing. But he knew what that was about. She want­ed to take

    the big share of the cred­it for the de­vice’s suc­cess. If there was one thing Reemer Bolt

    prid­ed him­self on, it was his knowl­edge of wom­en. Af­ter all, he had been mar­ried many

    times.




    So he told the board that Dr. O’Don­nell had done well with­in her lim­it­ed area, and that

    her pres­ence was not nec­es­sary for push­ing on the suc­cess of CC of M’s sun ac­cess

    de­vice.




    “I don’t know if I like the name ’sun ac­cess,’ ” said one of the di­rec­tors. “Ev­ery­body

    has ac­cess to the sun. We’ve got to sell some­thing ex­clu­sive.”




    “Good point, sir. ‘Sun ac­cess’ is just a work­ing name,” said Bolt.




    “I think ‘Mil­dred’ might not be a bad work­ing name,” said the di­rec­tor. He was a stuffy

    sort, quite erect, who smoked long cigarettes neat­ly and then tor­tured the cin­der in­to

    sub­mis­sion.




    “Why ‘Mil­dred’?” asked an­oth­er di­rec­tor.




    “My moth­er’s name,” he said.




    “Per­haps some­thing more sell­able,” said the oth­er di­rec­tor.




    “Just a work­ing name. I like it.”




    “Why don’t we let Mr. Bolt con­tin­ue? He’s brought us this far.”




    More ap­plause. Reemer Bolt had dreamed of a day like this.




    “Where to now, Reemer?” said the chair­man of the board. He did not smoke. He did not drink

    the wa­ter set in front of him, and his ap­plause was the weak­est. He had a face with all the

    hu­man warmth of cold cook­ing fat. “To­ward mak­ing you all the rich­est men in the world.”

    Ap­plause.




    “Good. What’s your di­rec­tion?”




    “Mul­ti­faced, yet with a strong di­rec­tion­al thrust, on­ly when we de­vise the max­imum

    ben­efit av­enue for us to drive down. In oth­er words, we have so many damned streets to take,

    we want to make sure we have the best one.”




    “Sounds good, Mr. Bolt. Which streets are you con­sid­der­ing?”




    “I don’t want to lock us in right now. I think the worst thing we can do is go run­ning off

    in a di­rec­tion just to run. I don’t want to look back at these days and think we had the

    pow­er of the un­fil­tered sun in our hands and then we let it get away be­cause we didn’t

    think.”




    “I am not ask­ing you not to think. What di­rec­tion?”




    “Well, let’s look at what we have. We have con­trolled ac­cess to un­fil­tered sun, the

    pow­er rays, so to speak. They are ours. And they are ours safe­ly. You know that in any

    ex­per­iment like this there was a dan­ger we could rip the ozone shield and turn the earth

    in­to a cin­der. Then none of our ideas would have been any good.” Bolt looked ev­ery­one in

    the face and paused. There was no ap­plause. “So,” said Bolt. “We now move in­to the

    ap­pli­ca­tions phase with a fan­tas­tic ad­van­tage.”




    “Yes?” said the chair­man of the board. “What are we go­ing to do with this thing to get our

    fifty mil­lion dol­lars back and make mon­ey? Who are we go­ing to sell this to? What are we

    go­ing to use it for? I have read your se­cret re­ports, and so far all we can do is ru­in

    lawns and kill an­imals painful­ly. You think there is a mar­ket for that?”




    “Of course not. Those were just ex­per­iments to de­fine what we have.”




    “We know what we have. What are we go­ing to use it for?”




    The chair­man of the board had hit the last lit­tle bug. “I don’t want to rush this. I want

    Mar­ket­ing to come up with a good range and a di­rec­tion I can stand be­hind,” said Bolt.




    “Bolt, that fifty mil­lion dol­lars costs us one hun­dred and thir­ty-​five thou­sand

    dol­lars a week in in­ter­est. Please don’t take your time in com­ing up with an ap­pli­ca­tion

    we can sell.”




    “Right,” said Reemer Bolt. And he got out of that board­room as quick­ly as he could

    be­cause he didn’t want any­one ask­ing him about ideas for com­mer­cial use.




    The prob­lem with some­thing that cost fifty mil­lion dol­lars to de­vel­op was that you

    couldn’t use it for some­thing small. You had to have some­thing big. Big. Big.




    That was what Reemer Bolt was yelling at his staff the fol­low­ing morn­ing.




    “Big in­dus­try. Big ideas. Big. Big.”




    “What about as a weapon? It would make a great weapon. And fifty mil­lion dol­lars would be

    pen­nies for some­thing that might end all life on earth if used im­prop­er­ly. “




    “Not fast enough. The mon­ey’s there, but the gov­ern­ment takes for­ev­er. A weapon is the

    last re­sort. There has got to be some­thing we can do with this thing. Some­thing big: Big

    in­dus­try. It’s got to rev­olu­tion­ize some­thing.”




    Then a low­er-​lev­el em­ploy­ee had a mag­nif­icent idea. It didn’t have to do with

    an­imals. And it didn’t have to do with lawns. But it did have to do with a bak­ing

    ef­fect.




    None of them knew as they were con­grat­ulat­ing them­selves that even to a low­er-​lev­el

    Rus­sian gen­er­al, the ex­per­iment they were plan­ning could on­ly be a pre­lude to ground

    ac­tion all across the Eu­ro­pean front.




    Even if Bolt had known, he might not have dwelt on that. Here was an idea that would not

    on­ly get CC of M out of the hole, but pos­si­bly rev­olu­tion­ize a ma­jor in­dus­try. And

    even bet­ter yet, a low­er-​lev­el em­ploy­ee had thought it up. He would have no trou­bie

    tak­ing full cred­it for it.




    “Are you sure this is the right jun­gle?” said Re­mo.




    “Sure,” said Kathy. She was still suf­fer­ing from jet lag and the atro­cious land­ing at

    Chitiban­go air­port in San Gau­ta. The run­way was built for smug­gling out co­caine and

    bring­ing in tourists who liked to dis­cov­er new va­ca­tion spots un­spoiled by oth­er

    tourists. San Gau­ta was al­ways be­ing dis­cov­ered for the first time. It was the sort of

    place that pho­tographed mag­nif­icent­ly.




    What did not ap­pear in the pho­tographs were the bugs and the room ser­vice. In all Gau­ta

    there were on­ly four peo­ple who could tell time. And they were all in the Cab­inet. The rest

    of the peo­ple thought that the on­ly time one had to re­spect in this lit­tle trop­ical

    par­adise was bed­time and din­ner­time. Bed­time was de­ter­mined by the sun and din­ner­time

    by one’s stom­ach.




    On­ly crazy for­eign­ers and the Max­imum Lead­er for Life had to tell time. The Max­imum

    Lead­er need­ed the time de­vice to know when to meet air­planes, start pa­rades, and most of

    all to de­clare when time was run­ning out.




    In the 1950’s Gen­er­alis­si­mo Fran­cis­co Eck­man-​Ramirez de­clared time was run­ning out

    against athe­is­tic com­mu­nism. Dur­ing the six­ties it was im­pe­ri­al­ism. Dur­ing the

    sev­en­ties it be­came, on al­ter­nate days of the week, ei­ther Cu­ba or Amer­ica. Now, the

    new time run­ning out was for pop­ula­tion con­trol.




    The Gen­er­alis­si­mo was not ex­act­ly sure how it worked, but some­how the West­ern World,

    es­pe­cial­ly Amer­ica, was to blame for the in­cred­ible promis­cu­ity of the San Gau­ta

    maid­en and the mag­nif­icent sex drive of ev­ery San Gau­ta male. Or­di­nar­ily bad

    san­ita­tion dis­ease, and the star­va­tion that had af­flict­ed this area for aeons kept an

    al­most math­emat­ical bal­ance of peo­ple.




    But be­cause of all the warn­ings that time was run­ning out, West­ern agen­cies be­gan

    ship­ping food, clean­ing up sew­ers, and teach­ing new meth­ods of liv­ing longer. They sent

    down doc­tors and nurs­es. There was medicine. The shame of so few ba­bies liv­ing to

    ma­tu­ri­ty had been con­quered. Which led to more grown-​ups. Which led to more grown-​ups

    mak­ing more ba­bies. The whole place was like a gi­ant gup­py tank run amok. And now time was

    tru­ly run­ning out on San Gau­ta for Gen­er­alis­si­mo Eck­man-​Ramirez. With all the peo­ple

    crowd­ed to­geth­er, pol­lu­tion was get­ting worse. Star­va­tion was get­ting worse and then

    came the worst as­sault of all. It was a com­bi­na­tion of lib­er­al Protes­tants, Jew­ish

    in­tel­lec­tu­als, and an or­der of nuns. Be­tween them they came up with a mas­sive so­cial

    pro­gram to erad­icate all evils.




    They pre­sent­ed it in such a way that any­one who al­lowed the cur­rent state to per­sist

    ap­peared to be some form of dev­il. There­fore, any­one fight­ing that per­son was on the side

    of good. Will­ing to fight the Gen­er­alis­si­mo were the usu­al hill ban­dits who had

    spe­cial­ized for gen­er­ations, even be­fore the ar­rival of the Spaniards, in pil­lage, rape,

    and the mur­der of in­no­cents: wom­en, chil­dren, un­armed farm­ers in the field.




    But now they put a lit­tle star on a red flag, called the pil­lage and rape “guer­ril­la

    war­fare,” and an­nounced their goal as lib­er­ation. What they want­ed to lib­er­ate was what

    they had al­ways want­ed to lib­er­ate: ev­ery­thing the towns­folk couldn’t pro­tect.




    They were im­me­di­ate­ly armed by the Cubans, which left the Gen­er­alis­si­mo reach­ing

    out for the Amer­icans to help him counter their new and bet­ter weapons. Where­as be­fore, a

    vil­lage or two might suf­fer an at­tack by the hill ban­dits once a year, now the at­tacks

    came week­ly. Where­as be­fore, the na­tion­al army might re­spond once or twice a year by

    shoot­ing some can­non in­to the hill­sides, now there were dai­ly fusil­lades.




    The death count be­came enor­mous, es­pe­cial­ly as the nuns re­turned with sto­ries of

    atroc­ities to Amer­ica, where they called up­on their coun­try­men to do­nate mon­ey to fight

    bar­barism. This was not al­to­geth­er a lie. The Gen­er­alis­si­mo was in­deed bar­bar­ic. But

    so were the lib­er­at­ing forces whom the nuns in their in­no­cence now de­clared as sav­iors.

    The one thing the nuns nev­er seemed to en­ter­tain was the pos­si­bil­ity that they

    them­selves were in­deed in­no­cents and didn’t know what was go­ing on. But they were al­ways

    good for a sto­ry of suf­fer­ing.




    There seemed to be no end to the blood run­ning dai­ly through the streets of Chitiban­go,

    be­cause not quite enough peo­ple were killed to bal­ance out the new ad­vances in medicine and

    agri­cul­ture. This was a prob­lem typ­ical of a Cen­tral Amer­ican coun­try.




    And thus did San Gau­ta re­ceive jour­nal­ists who de­tailed the atroc­ities of the

    Gen­er­alis­si­mo. And thus did Kathy O’Don­nell, like any­one else who fol­lowed the news,

    hear of Eck­man-​Ramirez the butch­er, the man whose es­tates were guard­ed by fire and steel

    and bar­barous hench­men.




    It was this time that came first to Kathy’s mind when this mag­nif­icent spec­imen with the

    thick wrists en­tered her life. She want­ed to see the butch­er of Chitiban­go pulped.




    She could have cho­sen some­one else. This won­der­ful man she was with could de­stroy

    any­one. But she want­ed some­one far away from Boston and the flu­oro­car­bon gen­er­ator. She

    want­ed some­one who would be a chal­lenge for her bru­tal stranger. The Rus­sians

    ap­par­ent­ly weren’t. And so, in that one in­stant, she fond­ly chose the butch­er of South

    Amer­ica. She thought of the nice fight his no­to­ri­ous guards would put up. If this man

    called Re­mo lost, she could al­ways buy her way out, but if he won, well, she would be there

    for the mag­nif­icent thrill of it.




    Even more im­por­tant, now she didn’t care what hap­pened. She just want­ed more of

    Re­mo.




    “Yes. I am sure of it. This does look like the right jun­gle. He had a mag­nif­icent

    ha­cien­da.”




    “All these dic­ta­tors down here have one,” said Re­mo. “He had a high peaked hat.”




    “That’s stan­dard, too.”




    “He had a nose that didn’t look like a bal­loon,” said Kathy. “And hair that didn’t look

    like it was man­ufac­tured in a Bay­onne plas­tics fac­to­ry.”




    “Might be Eck­man-​Ramirez,” said Re­mo. He had seen his pic­ture once in a mag­azine.




    “He said he would pay well for my con­duct­ing the test. I didn’t know there would be all

    that suf­fer­ing. Those poor an­imals.”




    “Did you see the weapon?”




    “He said he had it. He had it hid­den. I should have known.”




    “Why?” said Re­mo. He no­ticed she was hav­ing dif­fi­cul­ty mov­ing along the path. The

    na­tives had looked at his wrists and trust­ed him im­me­di­ate­ly. Why, he wasn’t sure. But he

    was sure that they were look­ing at his wrists when they told him not on­ly where the

    Gen­er­alis­si­mo lived, but that he was there now.




    “All the news ar­ti­cles. I didn’t be­lieve them. I didn’t be­lieve they were telling the

    truth, and now you tell me this de­vice can do harm to peo­ple.”




    “You didn’t see the an­imals there?” said Re­mo.




    “I saw them. I saw them suf­fer. Yes,” said Kathy. She al­lowed her blouse to open,

    re­veal­ing a ris­ing bo­som glis­ten­ing with San Gau­ta warmth. Or­di­nar­ily Kathy could

    al­low her blouse to open with such artistry that she could play with al­most any man’s eyes,

    get­ting him to lean over a ta­ble, keep his head cocked at an awk­ward an­gle, and usu­al­ly

    not think about what he was sup­posed to be think­ing about. It was a love­ly busi­ness tool. A

    prop­er­ly opened blouse was as use­ful to her as a desk­top com­put­er.




    But this man didn’t seem to dwell on her body. He seemed to be in­volved with ev­ery­thing

    around them, know­ing where the path went when of course he couldn’t have known. He told her he

    felt it.




    “Your blouse is open,” said Re­mo.




    Kathy let her chest rise and looked at him coy­ly.




    “Is it re­al­ly?” she said, let­ting him get the full mag­nif­icence of what was press­ing

    up out of her bra.




    “Yeah. Now, why didn’t you be­lieve you would be do­ing any harm?”




    “I trust too much,” she said. She felt the whole jun­gle slith­er with things she couldn’t

    see. Things with hairy legs and lit­tle teeth that some tele­vi­sion show had prob­ably

    pho­tographed lay­ing eggs or eat­ing some oth­er thing with legs just as hairy and al­most as

    many teeth.




    The mag­azine ar­ti­cle did not show the smells, or the fact that your feet sank in­to the

    jun­gle floor, in­to dark leafy sub­stances that she was sure must have con­tained mil­lions of

    those hairy-​legged things.




    “Are you mar­ried?” she said.




    “I think I told you no. Don’t walk so heavy,” said Re­mo.




    “I walk beau­ti­ful­ly,” said Kathy. Sud­den­ly she didn’t mind the jun­gle. She mind­ed the

    in­sult.




    “No you don’t. Clunk clunk. Try not to crush the ground. Treat it like your friend. Walk

    with the ground. It’ll be eas­ier on you and the ground and we won’t be an­nounc­ing our­selves

    to what­ev­er it is be­hind that hillock up ahead.”




    Kathy couldn’t see any­thing be­yond the dense green fo­liage. She couldn’t even see the

    hillock.




    “How do you know there’s some­thing there?”




    “I know. C’mon. Walk with the ground, not on it.” Ex­as­per­at­ed, Kathy tried walk­ing with

    the ground to prove to her­self it didn’t work. But she found that by watch­ing Re­mo walk­ing

    and try­ing to think as he had in­struct­ed, she was not so much press­ing for­ward, as

    glid­ing for­ward. She shut her eyes. And stum­bled. She had to watch him to do it.




    “Where did you learn this?”




    “I learned it,” said Re­mo.




    “It’s won­der­ful,” she said.




    “It’s all right. What is Eck­man-​Ramirez like?”




    “He is a so­ciopath. They are the best liars in the world. Af­ter all, he con­vinced me. I

    should have be­lieved the mag­azine ar­ti­cles. I thought they were pro­pa­gan­da.”




    “No. They just don’t know what they’re do­ing. No one knows what he is do­ing. No­body.

    These yo-​yos are go­ing to fry the earth with that thing.”




    “Some peo­ple know,” said Kathy. “Who­ev­er taught you to walk like this knows. He must know

    some­thing. Or was it a she?”




    “A he.”




    “Your fa­ther?”




    “Shhh.”




    “Who?”




    “Some­one, that’s all,” said Re­mo. He thought of Chi­un go­ing off for some old dusty

    pieces of gold and wood, the col­lec­tion of cen­turies of trib­ute. Some of the stuff was

    al­most worth­less now, as mod­ern man had learned to man­ufac­ture some of those ma­te­ri­als

    once con­sid­ered valu­able. But even so. What was a ru­by worth if there was no one left on

    earth to say it was valu­able? And still Chi­un had gone.




    “I don’t miss him, you know,” said Re­mo.




    “The one who taught you?”




    “Crazy. That’s all. He’s got his ways. And that’s it. You can’t rea­son with him.”




    “The one who taught you?”




    “Nev­er could. Nev­er will. I don’t know why I both­er.”




    “The one who taught you?” asked Kathy again.




    “Watch how you walk,” said Re­mo.




    “That is the first time I have seen you an­gry about some­thing. You don’t ev­er seem to get

    an­gry.”




    “Try walk­ing where you’re told,” said Re­mo.




    That was the sec­ond time. It was clear there was some­one he loved. But what sort of a

    re­la­tion­ship was it? Was there a rea­son he was not at­tract­ed to her? Was it all wom­en he

    wasn’t at­tract­ed to?




    “Watch how you’re walk­ing,” he said.




    He turned out to be more than right. There was a hill up ahead. And just over it, set like a

    white jew­el topped with red ce­ram­ic tile, was a clas­sic ha­cien­da sur­round­ed by

    un­clas­sic ma­chine-​gun nests. There were fierce-​look­ing guards at the gates and enough

    an­ten­nas set in­to the tile roof to di­rect an air at­tack on the rest of South Amer­ica. The

    land around the ha­cien­da was cleared to pre­vent any pos­si­ble hid­ing place.




    “Oh, wow,” said Kathy. “We’ll nev­er get in there.”




    “No. Those de­fens­es are for ban­dits. Where did he put that de­vice?”




    “He would know,” said Kathy.




    “If you’re fright­ened, you can wait here, and I’ll come back for you.”




    “No. That’s all right. I owe it to mankind to try to make up for any harm I’ve done,” she

    said. She cer­tain­ly wasn’t go­ing to waste this filthy walk through the jun­gle to miss all

    the crunch­ing of bones and break­ing of bod­ies. If she want­ed safe­ty she would have stayed

    some­where in Lon­don and sent this one off to Ti­bet or some­place.




    “Stay with me.”




    “I’ll nev­er leave you.”




    The thing about Re­mo; the thing she no­ticed most, was that he used peo­ple’s re­ac­tions

    to op­er­ate. Like walk­ing pleas­ant­ly up the road right past the ma­chine-​gun nests. He

    waved. They waved back. She re­al­ized that per­haps his great­est de­cep­tion was that he was

    un­armed. He pre­sent­ed no threat of dan­ger. It was as hid­den as it was mag­nif­icent. Kathy

    could feel the sense of dan­ger vi­brate in­to her body. She won­dered if he was go­ing to kill

    a guard for her.




    “Hi,” said Re­mo. “I’m look­ing for the Gen­er­alis­si­mo. I’ve got good news for him.”




    The guard did not speak En­glish. Re­mo spoke in Span­ish but it was the strangest Span­ish

    Kathy had ev­er heard, more Latin than Span­ish and strange­ly sing-​song, as though an

    Ori­en­tal had taught him.




    “The Gen­er­alis­si­mo does not see ev­ery­one,” said the guard, notic­ing Re­mo’s wrists.

    There was no wrist­watch, there­fore the gringo was not a gringo, but a cit­izen of the

    coun­try. The guard asked why Re­mo was not out in the fields work­ing or in the hills with the

    ban­dits or in the army of the Gen­er­alis­si­mo. Al­so, what was he do­ing with the

    beau­ti­ful gringo wom­an? Did Re­mo want to sell her?




    Re­mo said he didn’t want to sell her. But he was here to give the Gen­er­alis­si­mo the

    best deal he could ev­er make for him­self. He might let the Max­imum Lead­er live to see the

    sun­set. The guard laughed.




    Then Re­mo moved. His hand seemed to brush across the guard’s ar­ro­gant face. It was not a

    fast move, but fast enough so that Kathy on­ly no­ticed it leav­ing the face. The laugh­ter on

    the guard’s face dis­ap­peared. It was im­pos­si­ble to laugh with­out lips or teeth. The guard

    couldn’t even do any­thing with his hands but try to stanch the flow of blood. He al­so

    quick­ly in­di­cat­ed the Gen­er­alis­si­mo was in the top floor by point­ing. There was

    an­oth­er guard near­by. He pulled the trig­ger on a ma­chine pis­tol. But the pis­tol didn’t

    fire. The fin­ger pulled again. The pis­tol did noth­ing but jerk with a lit­tle gush of red.

    The gush came from the hand. Even on the ground the fin­ger was still pulling. Re­mo walked

    right on through with Kathy. The guards back at the ma­chine-​gun nests didn’t even no­tice.

    She knew that be­cause they were still look­ing at her and blow­ing kiss­es.




    The guards back at the gate were try­ing to patch them­selves as Kathy tugged at Re­mo’s

    shirt.




    “Aren’t you go­ing to fin­ish them off?”




    “No. I wouldn’t even have touched them if I could have got­ten in with a let­ter.”




    “But you start­ed some­thing with them. I mean, how can you get some­thing go­ing and then

    not fin­ish? You know break a neck or some­thing.”




    “I didn’t want to kill them un­nec­es­sar­ily.”




    “Why the hell did you get ev­ery­one so ex­cit­ed, and ther just leave? Wham, bam, not even

    a thank you ma’am.”




    “You want to fin­ish them, la­dy, you fin­ish them.”




    “I don’t know how to kill,” she said. “I hate that. I hate that in men. You know, a touch

    here, a touch there, and then noth­ing.”




    “Shhh,” said Re­mo.




    “What?”




    “I’m think­ing.”




    “Well, don’t strain.”




    “Where did he meet you when you came here?”




    “Re­mo, ev­ery­thing was so strange. So reek­ing with … the strangeness, I guess, that I

    couldn’t tell. They may have done this on pur­pose. I don’t know.”




    “Some­times they do that. I am ask­ing be­cause if peo­ple have some­thing they re­al­ly

    trea­sure, they don’t go far from it. Not re­al­ly far.”




    “Has that been your ex­pe­ri­ence?”




    “No,” Said Re­mo. “A les­son.”




    “From that man?”




    “Will you lay off that sub­ject?” snapped Re­mo. “Just lay off. There must be some­thing you

    don’t want to talk about.” He looked around the pala­tial hall­ways with their cool pol­ished

    mar­ble floors and tint­ed glass win­dows two sto­ries high. Rich wood pol­ished to a warm

    lus­ter. High­backed chairs. Gold in the chan­de­liers.




    He heard laugh­ter on the sec­ond sto­ry, and head­ed to­ward it.




    “Does laugh­ter tell you where the lord of this manor is?” asked Kathy.




    “Nah. Maybe. I hate places like this. You know. A bit of Span­ish, which means a bit of Arab

    be­cause they were the re­al ar­chi­tects of Span­ish styles. A lit­tle Mayan. A lit­tle Aztec

    and some Cal­ifor­nia Amer­ican. The place is a mess. You can’t get a read on where the own­er

    is. I hate it when they mix styles on you.”




    He went up the stairs with Kathy run­ning to keep pace.




    Out­side there was some noise from the guards. An alarm sound­ed some­where. Re­mo seemed to

    ig­nore it all. And then he saw an of­fi­cer run­ning in­to a room, lock­ing the door be­hind

    him. Re­mo fol­lowed, spring­ing the lock like a stone from a sling­shot. Pant­ing, Kathy

    caught up with him. It was safe to stay be­hind him. Per­haps the on­ly safe place. That is, if

    he knew it was you.




    “It’s me,” she said.




    “I know,” said Re­mo.




    “How did you know?”




    “I know. C’mon. I’m work­ing.”




    Work was dis­arm­ing two be­medaled of­fi­cers who were aim­ing pis­tols at them. When Re­mo

    dis­armed, he did it at the shoul­ders. Again he did not fin­ish them. He didn’t even touch the

    two brutes who dropped their weapons when they saw the hor­ror of the of­fi­cers los­ing their

    arms. He was even pleas­ant as he walked in­to the next room, where an of­fi­cer was

    ex­cit­ed­ly telling Gen­er­alis­si­mo Eck­man-​Ramirez about the dan­gers of a sin­gle man who

    had come here to threat­en His Ex­cel­len­cy.




    Re­mo, Kathy re­al­ized, could be a tease. And she al­so re­al­ized that she need­ed him to

    fin­ish one of these men, or she would go crazy with want.




    “Get on with it,” she said.




    Re­mo nod­ded her way. The Gen­er­alis­si­mo, it turned out, spoke En­glish. He spoke

    En­glish rather well, in fact, and quite rapid­ly when it was point­ed out to him that the man

    who had gone through his guards like tis­sue pa­per was now stand­ing there.




    “What can my hum­ble house of­fer you, friend?” asked the Gen­er­alis­si­mo. He had fine

    fea­tures: a thin small nose, sort of blondish hair, and dark eyes. He al­so sport­ed a

    glis­ten­ing yel­low tooth right up front. When one had gold, one ap­par­ent­ly flaunt­ed it in

    this coun­try.




    He kept look­ing at Re­mo’s wrists. “I want your flu­oro­car­bon thing.”




    “But, sir, I have no such thing. But if I did, you, sir, would be the first to have it.”




    “Oh what a liar,” gasped Kathy. “These butch­ers are such liars. “




    “Who is your beau­ti­ful friend who calls me a liar?”




    “You mean to say you didn’t stand right there and tell me to mea­sure ox­ida­tion and

    liq­uid re­frac­tion of ul­tra­vi­olet in­ten­si­ty on a transat­lantic an­gle?”




    “Seno­ra?” said the Gen­er­alis­si­mo help­less­ly.




    “Malden. In Malden, you bas­tard,” said Kathy.




    “Malden. I don’t know of a Malden.”




    “You don’t know of lit­tle dead an­imals? You don’t know of the ozone lay­er? What else

    don’t you know?”




    “I don’t know what you are talk­ing about, la­dy.”




    “He’s the one,” said Kathy.




    What hap­pened next posed an im­me­di­ate prob­lem for her. She had been plan­ning on

    Re­mo’s killing off the Gen­er­alis­si­mo and leav­ing her free to her own de­vices.




    Un­for­tu­nate­ly Re­mo could do things with bod­ies that she hadn’t even sus­pect­ed. Like

    run just two fin­gers along a spinal cord, cre­at­ing pain, turn­ing the gen­er­al’s fierce

    eyes to wa­tery tears, and his pal­lid face to red pain. What if the Gen­er­alis­si­mo de­nied

    any knowl­edge of the ma­chine to his death? Would Re­mo find out she had tied to him? “They

    usu­al­ly tell the truth un­der this,” said Re­mo.




    “Ap­par­ent­ly he’s more afraid of the per­son he works for than you. Look at his face. He’s

    in pain.”




    “That’s why they tell the truth. To stop the pain.” Kathy saw the face flush red, ease, then

    flush red again; it was as though this man had got­ten con­trol of the Gen­er­alis­si­mo’s

    en­tire ner­vous sys­tem.




    “It was the North Viet­namese, wasn’t it? You showed them it could work didn’t you? That’s

    how you used me, wasn’t it? To de­vel­op a weapon for Hanoi,” said Kathy. She felt her body

    alive with his pain.




    The Gen­er­alis­si­mo, who would have ad­mit­ted to mur­der­ing Adam and Eve at that point,

    let out a re­sound­ing yes. Es­pe­cial­ly when the pain eased. So de­li­cious was this lack of

    pain that with Kathy’s help he em­broi­dered on the sale to North Viet­nam. He even con­fessed

    guilt and asked for­give­ness.




    “But Hanoi isn’t west of Great Britain.”




    “It is if you go far enough,” said Kathy.




    “I did it. I did sell this hor­ri­ble … thing?”




    “Flu­oro­car­bon gen­er­ator,” added Kathy help­ful­ly.




    “Yes, flu­oro … thing. I did. I con­fess.”




    “Where in Hanoi?” said Re­mo.




    “I don’t know. They just came and put it in a car and drove off,” said the

    Gen­er­alis­si­mo.




    Re­mo looked at Kathy. She was shak­ing her head. “You’re a sci­en­tist,” said Re­mo. “Does

    that sound right to you?”




    “Could be. Could be,” she said. What they would do in Hanoi, she did not know. What she

    would do, she was not cer­tain. But she need­ed a cli­max to all this ex­cite­ment.




    “Are you go­ing to let him live? Maybe he’ll warn the oth­ers.”




    “Some­times it’s a help,” said Re­mo. “Then they all run to pro­tect what they don’t want

    you to have.”




    “I’d feel safer if you killed him. I can’t go with you know­ing this butch­er and his

    of­fi­cer would be phon­ing a warn­ing ahead. It’s been so hard on me, Re­mo. I couldn’t.”




    And then she cried. She was good at tears. She had found out just how good she was at them

    when, at five, she had stran­gled her own ham­ster and had the house look­ing for the killer

    who had done that bad thing to Kathy’s Poop­sie Woo, her pet name for the lit­tle ro­dent who

    had squirmed his fur­ry last in her hands.




    “All right. All right,” said Re­mo. “Stop the cry­ing. Look, they’re dead.”




    There were two very qui­et bod­ies on the floor, the Gen­er­alis­si­mo’s sandy blond hair

    fac­ing the ceil­ing, his nose pressed in­to the floor, the of­fi­cer’s arms out in the same

    hys­ter­ical mo­tion he had used to warn his Max­imum Lead­er that a hor­ri­ble man and a

    beau­ti­ful wom­an had just breached his se­cu­ri­ty like but­ter.




    “I didn’t see you do it. How did you do it?” said Kathy.




    “Nev­er mind,” said Re­mo. “I did it.”




    “Well, don’t be so fast. Why did you have to rush? Don’t you have any con­sid­er­ation?”




    Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell did not see the small swellings on the back of the necks of both

    men. But the gen­er­al’s physi­cian did. It was un­mis­tak­able. Two spinal ver­te­brae had

    been cracked and fused as though with heat. An ex­traor­di­nary feat, es­pe­cial­ly since the

    guards re­port­ed that no ma­chin­ery had been brought in­to the Gen­er­alis­si­mo’s room. It

    was just one man and a red­head. The doc­tor very care­ful­ly got their de­scrip­tions. And

    then he phoned a large em­bassy in a near­by coun­try.




    “I think I have the an­swer to your prob­lems,” said the doc­tor.




    “This had bet­ter be ma­jor for you to break cov­er,” came back the voice.




    “If it was ma­jor enough for you to warn me to look for, I as­sume it is ma­jor enough for

    me to get back to you.”




    “That was a gen­er­al warn­ing this morn­ing,”




    “I think I found them.”




    “The man and the wom­an?”




    “Yes. She had red hair and was beau­ti­ful.”




    “We’ve had ten re­ports like that this morn­ing from all over South Amer­ica. One of the

    beau­ti­ful red­heads turned out to be an orangutan in the Rio de Janeiro zoo whose keep­er was

    tak­ing her to the vet­eri­nar­ian,”




    “This man killed two per­sons by fus­ing cer­vi­cal ver­te­brae with what I have to as­sume

    were his bare hands.”




    “What did he look like?”




    The doc­tor heard the ten­sion in the man’s voice. Ev­ery bit of anx­iety would mean many

    dol­lars for him. He gave a de­scrip­tion of the two, told where he thought they were, and then

    added an af­terthought.




    “He did not wear a wrist­watch,” said the doc­tor. “What is that sup­posed to mean?”




    “All for­eign­ers and cab­inet min­is­ters wear wrist­watch­es. They must have thought this

    man was one of their own. The peas­ants, I mean.”




    “You wear a wrist­watch, doc­tor,” came back the voice from the KGB con­trol cen­ter.




    “Yes,” said the doc­tor. “But I am al­so Min­is­ter of Health for San Gau­ta.”




    The re­port was sent im­me­di­ate­ly by ra­dio mes­sage-​be­cause it had max­imum

    pri­or­ity-​to Moscow, which had been re­ceiv­ing sim­ilar mes­sages all day. But this one was

    dif­fer­ent. In all the oth­ers the man had ei­ther shot or stabbed some­one, but this mes­sage

    in­di­cat­ed a per­son who, with his bare hands, could cre­ate enough pres­sure to fuse

    ver­te­brae as though they had been baked in an oven.




    “That’s him,” said the KGB colonel Ivan Ivanovich, who now first had to re­port to

    Ze­my­atin and then, with the old one’s help, pre­pare the way to kill him.




    “Good,” said the Great One, And then he found out the news was even bet­ter: the cou­ple was

    still in San Gau­ta. “We can dis­patch a team be­fore they leave the coun­try,” said the young

    colonel. He felt his hands be­gin to sweat just talk­ing to the field mar­shal. Who knew whom

    he would kill and when?




    “No,” said Alex­ei Ze­my­atin. “This time we do ev­ery­thing right.”


  




  

    Chapter 11




    Reemer Bolt didn’t know whether it was the heat or his ex­cite­ment, but he was swel­ter­ing

    in his sil­ver ra­di­ation suit. One of the ex­per­iments at Malde­ti had proved that a

    ra­di­ation suit could pro­tect a per­son un­der the sun’s pow­er rays for a max­imum of

    twen­ty min­utes. What else had been dis­cov­ered was not quite cer­tain be­cause he had not

    heard from Kathy O’Don­neil again. He missed her lus­cious body, her ex­hil­arat­ing smile, her

    quick mind, but most of all her body. When he re­al­ly thought about it, he didn’t miss her

    smile or her mind at all. In fact, with­out her here he would be the sole ar­chi­tect of the

    most amaz­ing in­dus­tri­al ad­vance of the twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry, Per­haps ev­er. The per­son

    who in­vent­ed the wheel may have been for­got­ten, but Reemer Bolt would not be.




    Cred­it would be giv­en where cred­it was due. Reemer Bolt had worked out the last bug this

    bright au­tumn day. He had not on­ly found a use for the de­vice, but one in a ma­jor world

    in­dus­try. In one pal­try year CC of M would be able to re­coup their en­tire in­vest­ment and

    they’d all be on their way to ex­ot­ic wealth for­ev­er.




    The cars and trucks had been ar­riv­ing all morn­ing, their bare met­al skins glis­ten­ing

    in the sun. Some were old, with deep, mud-​red primer patch­es. Oth­ers were new, with riv­ets

    still vis­ible, A small val­ley had been cleared of trees just north of Chester, New

    Hamp­shire. In­to this val­ley came the cars and trucks all morn­ing. In­to this val­ley came

    the board of di­rec­tors of Chem­ical Con­cepts of Mas­sachusetts.




    In­to this val­ley came a crate of glis­ten­ing ra­di­ation suits. Reemer Bolt had the board

    of di­rec­tors put them on. The chair­man of the board looked at the fifty cars and

    cal­cu­lat­ed a cost of more than two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars and prob­ably less than five

    hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars. He looked at the suits and fig­ured that they had to go for a

    thou­sand apiece. There were fine brass fit­tings over the face plates, and soft padding un­der

    the sil­ver skins of the suits. Reemer Bolt was talk­ing in a hushed voice as though some­one

    over his shoul­der would hear him. The chair­man of the board no­ticed it was quite

    ef­fec­tive. Oth­er mem­bers were be­ing caught up in this as though they were part of some

    great se­cret raid.




    “Reemer,” said the chair­man of the board; beck­on­ing Bolt with a fin­ger. He spoke loud

    enough to break the spell. “Reemer, this ex­per­iment must have cost us at least a

    half-​mil­lion dol­lars. At least.”




    “Two mil­lion,” said. Reemer al­most with joy.




    The oth­er di­rec­tors, most of whom still had the face masks of their suits in their hands,

    turned their heads. “The cars here and things cost about a half-​mil­lion. But the re­al mon­ey

    went for some­thing even more vi­tal,” said Bolt. And then as though he had not bait­ed this

    hook, he went about help­ing an­oth­er board mem­ber don a ra­di­ation suit.




    “Reemer,” said the chair­man of the board.




    “Yes,” said Bolt. “Your face mask goes over the shoul­ders, al­most like a driv­er’s suit,

    ex­cept we don’t have to screw the hel­met down in­to the shoul­ders.”




    “Reemer,” said the chair­man of the board. “What is the one-​point-​five-​mil­lion-​dol­lar

    ‘even more vi­tal’?”




    “You don’t think one-​point-​five-​mil­lion-​dol­lars is worth se­cur­ing con­trol over the

    en­tire au­to in­dus­try? Trucks, cars, sports cars, off-​the-​road ve­hi­cles, trac­tors. Do

    you re­al­ly think, sir, they are go­ing to give up con­trol like that?” Bolt snapped a fin­ger

    and gave a know­ing smile.




    “One-​point-​five mil­lion dol­lars,” re­peat­ed the chair­man of the board. “How did you

    spend that ad­di­tion­al mon­ey?”




    “In pro­vid­ing you all with drivers who didn’t know who they were work­ing for. In set­ting

    up in­ter­lock­ing dum­my cor­po­ra­tions, each one pro­vid­ing a greater maze than the next.

    In buffer­ing all of us, es­pe­cial­ly the name of our com­pa­ny, which I asked you not to

    men­tion to­day in case the ears of these peo­ple pick it up. It costs mon­ey to set up dum­my

    cor­po­ra­tions lead­ing to the Ba­hamas. It costs mon­ey to hire peo­ple through these

    cor­po­ra­tions. It costs mon­ey to weave a web that can­not be traced, be­cause, gen­tle­men,

    when we leave here to­day we will leave a pal­try two mil­lion dol­lars sit­ting in a field we

    bought but will not claim. Yes, gen­tle­men, we leave a few dol­lars, and we walk away with

    con­trol of the en­tire au­to in­dus­try.”




    Bolt grabbed his hel­met tight­ly in both hands.




    “We have some­thing so valu­able, some­thing that will be­come so nec­es­sary that the au­to

    in­dus­try will do ev­ery­thing to break our se­cret. And un­til we are ready to dic­tate our

    terms, we must keep what hap­pens to­day to our­selves.”




    Bolt placed his clear face mask over his head and turned his back, know­ing that there were

    still more ques­tions. But these would be an­swered in a mo­ment. He had wood­en stands built

    for the board of di­rec­tors, very much like those in a foot­ball sta­di­um. He won­dered if

    they would raise him to their shoul­ders and car­ry him off the field when the ex­per­iment was

    done.




    Al­most trip­ping on the padding over his shoes, Bolt waved an arm. A score of work­men

    ad­vanced on the cars with spray noz­zles. Pink and laven­der clouds filled the air.




    Then there was fire-​en­gine red and liv­ing-​room beige. Mush­room and mel­on. Daisy and

    chartreuse. The paint hissed on­to the cars moist and glis­ten­ing.




    With a con­trol ra­dio, Reemer Bolt, who had pur­chased a new scram­bler sys­tem,

    con­tact­ed a tech­ni­cian back at Chem­ical Con­cepts. He had pur­pose­ly kept from this

    tech­ni­cian the ex­act na­ture of the ex­per­iment. He had dis­guised it as some­thing

    fi­nan­cial­ly mean­ing­less, like sav­ing the air for peo­ple to breathe.




    The de­vice was now se­cured un­der a small of­fice. When the tech­ni­cian heard the

    sig­nal, he lift­ed the red shield over the ini­ti­at­ing but­ton. The floor above the de­vice

    opened. The roof of the build­ing opened.




    Sun­light poured in over the de­vice-​now re­duced to the size of a desk-​with a five-​foot

    chrome noz­zle point­ing up­ward; much like a small can­non. Ex­cept this can­non had two

    stor­age drums, and an iron beam gen­er­ator that act­ed like a sluice for the

    flu­oro­car­bons, trans­fer­ring them just short of the speed of light up to the ozone

    shield.




    The roof closed, the floor above the de­vice closed, and the ma­chine had done its work. It

    was now down to less than five sec­onds in op­er­at­ing time. The di­rec­tion­al prob­lems had

    been over­come at the Malden ex­per­iment. The du­ra­tion time, name­ly pro­tect­ing the

    re­main­ing parts of the thin globe-​girdling shield, had been de­ter­mined in the first;

    Salem, New Hamp­shire, ex­per­iment. The tech­ni­cian knew by the al­most up­right an­gle of

    the gen­er­ator that the ex­per­iment point had to be very close.




    Up in the tree­less val­ley near Chester, New Hamp­shire, a mirac­ulous blue light opened up

    above. For five sec­onds it seemed to bub­ble and then it closed rapid­ly. The fifty cars and

    trucks did ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing. Wet­tish reds, pinks, blacks, browns, grays, and blues

    glis­tened from the cars.




    Reemer Bolt took off his mask. He sig­naled the board of di­rec­tors to do the same.




    “Is it safe yet?” asked one.




    “Safe,” said Bolt. He glanced up at the sky. The ring was now down to a cir­cle. The

    tech­ni­cians had even got­ten the ozone shield to close faster. The air smelled faint­ly of

    burned grass. Small plops like bags of can­dy could be heard hit­ting the field. Birds caught

    again.




    Bolt’s feet crushed dried dead grass. The ground it­self felt brit­tle un­der­neath.




    “C’mon,” he called out to the board of di­rec­tors. “It’s safe.”




    He sig­naled the work­men to stand off. In case they didn’t move fast enough, one of his

    dum­my cor­po­ra­tions had hired guards. They moved the work­men away. With great

    os­ten­ta­tion he nod­ded to a man with a con­trol box sit­ting to the right of the stands.

    With so many peo­ple in glis­ten­ing sil­ver shield uni­forms, it looked as though Mar­tians or

    oth­er space­men had land­ed in this lit­tle val­ley in Chester, New Hamp­shire, where the

    de­vice had been used for the third time.




    De­spite care­ful in­struc­tions the work­men tend­ed to mill about con­fused, and the man

    at the sound shield box looked the most con­fused.




    “Turn it on,” yelled Bolt. He had been as­sured that cer­tain sound waves oblit­er­at­ed

    oth­er waves. He had been as­sured that even the CIA was just get­ting this de­vice. He was

    as­sured that a per­son could yell five feet from an­oth­er per­son and not be heard if the

    sound shield was in ef­fect. The man at the box shrugged.




    “I said turn on the damned sound shield,” yelled Bolt. The man mouthed the word:




    “What?”




    Reemer saw one of the de­liv­ery cars take away a batch of work­ers who would no longer be

    need­ed. He saw the cars cough out ex­haust and move silent­ly along the wood­land road out of

    sight. The man at the sound shield box was turn­ing red in the face mouthing the word

    “What?”




    But he wasn’t mouthing.




    “Per­fect,” said Reemer with an ex­tra big grin and an ex­tra-​ob­vi­ous nod.

    “Per­fect.”




    And then the men who had pro­vid­ed the mon­ey and his fu­ture:




    “Noth­ing we say here must be heard by oth­er ears.”




    “There is noth­ing about a bunch of paint-​wet cars that I care to keep se­cret,” said the

    chair­man of the board. If he knew noth­ing else, Bolt knew dra­ma. He took the hand of the

    chair­man of the board and forced it down in­to the glis­ten­ing pink of a sedan roof. The

    chair­man yanked it back and was about to wipe it off when he re­al­ized it was dry. He rubbed

    the car again. Glis­ten­ing and dry. He rubbed an­oth­er car. The oth­er di­rec­tors rubbed

    met­al that shone with a lus­ter they had nev­er seen in an au­to show­room.




    Now Reemer spoke, hushed and pre­cise.




    “We can take three hun­dred dol­lars off the price of any top-​grade au­to fin­ish. We can

    trans­form the cheap­est grades of paint in­to top qual­ity. In brief, gen­tle­men, we can hold

    the en­tire au­to in­dus­try hostage to our cheap­er method of ap­ply­ing fin­ish paint. In

    brief, gen­tle­men, to the robots of Japan, to the work­ers of De­troit, to the tech­ni­cians

    of Wies­baden, Ger­many, we say: your car-​paint­ing days are over. There is one fin­ish

    wor­thy of the name, and on­ly we can ap­ply it.”




    The chair­man of the board hugged Reemer Bolt like a son. He would have adopt­ed him at that

    mo­ment. “Don’t ap­plaud. Don’t car­ry me away from here. Very qui­et­ly, as though this was

    rou­tine, walk to the cars I have rent­ed for you and leave.”




    They nod­ded. A few gave Reemer Bolt a wink. One of them said the hard­est thing in his life

    at that mo­ment was not jump­ing for joy.




    “And on your way out, tell that sound-​shield guy to turn it off.”




    When won­der­ful was made in this world, Reemer, thy name was you, thought Bolt. On his face

    was the de­li­cious glow of mag­nif­icent suc­cess. Reemer Bolt loved the world at that

    mo­ment. And why shouldn’t he? He planned to own much of it soon.




    Sud­den­ly he heard noise from the cars leav­ing and knew the sound shield was off. In a few

    mo­ments he was alone. He wait­ed, whistling. The next phase was about to be­gin.




    Bus­es pulled up, chug­ging to a halt. Fifty peo­ple got out, some men, some wom­en. Each

    with a tick­et. They poured out on­to the field, a few of them stum­bling be­cause they were

    read­ing their tick­ets.




    The ones who had driv­en in the cars were gone be­fore the paint went on. The ones who would

    drive them out would not know that they were fresh­ly paint­ed.




    Bolt un­peeled his suit when he re­al­ized he was get­ting glances. He would go out with the

    last car, and then be dropped off at a near­by town two blocks from where an­oth­er driv­er in

    a nor­mal car would pick him up.




    It was mas­sive. It was bril­liant. It was, thought Bolt, Boltian, ex­press­ing au­dac­ity,

    com­plex­ity, and most of all suc­cess. And then the lit­tle id­iots just sat in their cars

    do­ing noth­ing.




    “C’mon. Move along,” he said. But they just sat there star­ing at their wheels, strain­ing

    with some­thing. Reemer went to the clos­est car and flung open the door. A young wom­an was at

    the wheel.




    “Start it,” he said.




    “I can’t,” she said.




    “Well, try turn­ing the key,” he said.




    She showed him her fin­gers. They were red. “I have been,” she said.




    “Move over,” he said.




    Out­side of Kathy O’Don­nell, all wom­en were good for on­ly one thing, he thought. He

    turned the key. There wasn’t even a groan. He turned the key again. Not a flick­er on the

    dash­board. The car was still.




    “See,” said the young wom­an.




    “Proud of your­self, I bet,” said Bolt, and he went to a man’s car. Again noth­ing. Not in

    the Beige Buick or Caramel Chrysler. Not in the Pep­per­mint Pon­ti­ac or Sun Shim­mer Sub­aru.

    Not in the Tan Toy­ota, the Mauve Mus­tang. The Porsche, the Au­di, the Cit­roen, Oldsmo­bile,

    Bron­co, Fair­lane, Thun­der­bird, Nis­san, Dat­sun, or Al­fa Romeo.




    Even the Fer­rari was dead. Dead. Reemer Bolt’s fin­ger­tips were bleed­ing as he told

    ev­ery­one they would be paid, just get in the darn bus­es and go. Go, now. “You can do that,

    can’t you?”




    As the bus­es pulled off, he was left alone with a field full of cars that would not start.

    Alone was the word for it. Fail­ure nes­tled sore­ly in­side his bel­ly.




    He couldn’t move the cars. He wouldn’t know where to be­gin. So he just left them and walked

    away. No one could trace them, he thought. But two world­wide net­works had al­ready ze­roed in

    on the brief and dan­ger­ous punc­ture of the ozone shield. And no one in Moscow or

    Wash­ing­ton was call­ing it a win­dow to pros­per­ity.




    The Pres­ident had al­ways known the world would end like this, with his look­ing on as a

    help­less by­stander. The beam had been shot off; Rus­sia had spot­ted it, too, and would not,

    un­der any cir­cum­stances, ac­cord­ing to the best re­ports, ac­cept the fact that Amer­ica

    could not find a weapon be­ing ac­ti­vat­ed in its own land. But it was true.




    The FBI re­port­ed that its search for some­thing that pro­duced a flu­oro­car­bon stream

    had been fruit­less. No one knew what to look for. Was it a gun? Was it a bal­loon? Did it look

    like a tank? Did it look like a gi­ant can of hair spray?




    But there was one good re­port as the world stum­bled blind­ly to­ward its death. This from

    that most se­cret of or­ga­ni­za­tions, the one he found out about on in­au­gu­ra­tion day,

    when the for­mer pres­ident had brought him in­to the bed­room and showed him that red

    phone.




    The Pres­ident had used it more in the last week than all his pre­de­ces­sors had dur­ing

    their terms of of­fice. The man on the oth­er-​end was named Smith, and his voice was sharp and

    lemo­ny. It was a voice from which the Pres­ident drew re­as­sur­ance.




    “We tracked down the source to one place, but it had been moved. It’s in Hanoi.”




    “Are you sure?”




    “We will on­ly be sure when we get our hands on the damned thing. But our man tracked it to

    San Gau­ta and then that led to Hanoi.”




    “So the com­mies have it. Why are they be­ing so mys­te­ri­ous?”




    “I don’t un­der­stand, sir.”




    “More than any­thing, I would like to get in­to the Krem­lin and find out what the hell is

    go­ing on. Could you use the old­er one for that? The Ori­en­tal?”




    “He’s on sort of a sab­bat­ical.”




    “Now?” screamed the Pres­ident.




    “You don’t or­der this one around like some of­fi­cer. They have tra­di­tions a lot old­er

    than our coun­try, or even Eu­rope for that mat­ter, sir.”




    “Well, what about the end of the world? What about that? Did you make that clear?”




    “I think he has heard that be­fore al­so, sir.”




    “Won­der­ful. Do you have any sug­ges­tions?”




    “If I were you?” said Smith.




    “Yes. “




    “One of the prob­lems, per­haps the main one, is that the Rus­sians don’t be­lieve we are

    help­less about this flu­oro­car­bon weapon, if it is a weapon.”




    “But if it’s in Hanoi, they have it.”




    “Maybe they have it now and maybe they don’t. If they do, I think they might step away from

    the brink. Let’s hope they do. My man is on­ly fol­low­ing the best lead we have, and frankly,

    Mr. Pres­ident, I am glad we have that man do­ing it. There is no one bet­ter in the world we

    could have.”




    “I agree. I agree. Go on.”




    “I would sug­gest some­thing I have been think­ing about for a long time. Give them

    some­thing to show that we want their trust in this mat­ter. That we are just as in­ter­est­ed

    in find­ing out about that flu­oro­car­bon de­vice as they are. We should give them some

    pow­er­ful se­cret of our own. That se­cret would be a proof of trust.”




    “Do you have one in mind?”




    “Some de­vice. We must have scores that they would be in­ter­est­ed in. But make sure it is

    not one they think we think they al­ready know about. The one thing we have to be in this

    mat­ter is ab­so­lute­ly open. We have no choice, sir. I mean you’ll have to open it all

    up.”




    “That is fright­en­ing, Smith.”




    “This is not a spring­time of peace, sir.”




    “I won­der what my cab­inet will think. What the Joint Chiefs will think.”




    “You don’t have much of a choice, sir. You have to give or­ders.”




    “You know, Smith, the buck hasn’t stopped here. The whole world has.”




    “Good luck, sir,” said Smith.




    “And good luck to you.”




    “Good luck to all of us, sir,” said Smith.




    The man cho­sen to bring the se­cret to Moscow was in his ear­ly six­ties, a close friend of

    the Pres­ident’s, a bil­lion­aire, a fer­vent an­ti­com­mu­nist, and the own­er, of among

    oth­er things, a tech­no­log­ical cor­po­ra­tion in the fore­front of sci­ence.




    When he saw what he was sup­posed to de­liv­er, he al­most ac­cused the Pres­ident of be­ing

    a traitor. Laid out quite neat­ly, even to par­tial Rus­sian trans­la­tion, was the di­agram of

    Amer­ica’s ma­jor mis­sile de­fense sys­tem.




    “I won’t do it,” said Mc­Don­ald Pease, who pos­sessed a crew cut, a Texas twang, and a

    doc­tor­ate in nu­cle­ar physics.




    Then he heard about the new mis­sile sites, and he soft­ened a bit. Then he heard about a

    de­vice that may have been the cause of the Rus­sians’ alarm, and he soft­ened to­tal­ly,




    “Of course I’m go­ing. We could all fry like bis­cuits in a desert. What sort of hound dog

    lu­natic would play around with our lit­tle ozone shield? Sweet rib-​snap­pin’ muskrat. There

    won’t even be a roach left on this plan­et. Give the Ruskies ev­ery­thing. Let’s get this world

    back to be­ing just gen­er­al­ly dan­ger­ous. Holy cow­dung. What is go­ing on?”




    “Your plane’s wait­ing, Hal,” said the Pres­ident. That was Mc­Don­ald Pease’s nick­name.

    With a first name like his, a nick­name be­came manda­to­ry.




    With this one move the Pres­ident was not on­ly re­veal­ing a ma­jor Amer­ican se­cret, but

    com­mit­ting per­haps the shrewdest bar­gain­er in the West. Pease would need it all, the

    Pres­ident knew. What he did not know was that Mc­Don­ald “Hal” Pease did not stand a chance,

    and was go­ing to make mat­ters even worse by be­ing hon­est.


  




  

    Chapter 12




    Mc­Don­ald Pease ar­rived in Moscow aboard a spe­cial­ly char­tered jet giv­en clear­ance to

    land in a va­cant airstrip by the So­vi­et gov­ern­ment.




    He wore a Stet­son hat and a four-​thou­sand-​dol­lar Lon­don suit. The chill wind of the

    au­tumn snows al­most ripped the skin off his face. He didn’t care. He hat­ed these peo­ple.

    The on­ly thing they ev­er did was steal tech­nol­ogy and put poi­son in­to the minds of

    peo­ple bet­ter left to their own de­vices.




    But more than that. He felt they were the most con­sis­tent liars the world had ev­er

    seen-​and that was go­ing some, con­sid­er­ing his busi­ness part­ners and world­wide

    diplo­ma­cy, which he knew was a po­lite term for fraud.




    The rea­son the Ruskies and oth­er Marx­ists ex­celled at the bla­tant lie, Pease

    cal­cu­lat­ed, was the way they treat­ed the word. In the tra­di­tion of the monothe­is­tic

    re­li­gions, the word was sup­posed to car­ry the truth. Not that Chris­tians, Jews, and

    Mus­lims al­ways told the truth. But they were sup­posed to.




    In Marx­ist-​Lenin­ist ide­ol­ogy, words were just tools to ex­hort. Ag­it­prop. It had been

    that way since the be­gin­ning of Marx­ist-​Lenin­ist ide­ol­ogy and it was that way now. So

    even though the world was at the brink of de­struc­tion, it still turned the stom­ach of

    Mc­Don­ald “Hal” Pease to be bring­ing plans for an Amer­ican de­fense to the Rus­sians

    them­selves in an ef­fort to­ward mu­tu­al trust.




    Trust? Who knew what they meant by trust? The word prob­ably had a spe­cial mean­ing, like

    their mean­ing for “peace.” Name­ly, that lull in fight­ing be­tween wars that would

    ul­ti­mate­ly lead to their con­quest of the world.




    A Rus­sian of­fered his own coat so that Mr. Pease would not freeze.




    “No,” said Pease. He let the wind tear at his skin.




    Be­sides, they had brought cars right to the air­plane. He count­ed all his peo­ple

    en­ter­ing the cars and count­ed them again when they left. He’d start­ed with twelve, and

    twelve got out of the cars in­side the Krem­lin walls.




    The Pre­mier had that typ­ical Rus­sian face: some­thing that looked squashed. He had thick

    stub­by hands. He ex­pressed cau­tious op­ti­mism that Amer­ica was will­ing to share her

    se­crets.




    They were in a large room. Be­hind the Pre­mier were twelve Rus­sian of­fi­cers in wick­er

    chairs. There were two trans­la­tors and a large mir­ror on one of the walls. The flu­ores­cent

    lights wouldn’t have passed muster, thought Pease, in a Mex­ican junk heap.




    “I am here,” said Hal Pease, his twangy voice al­most crack­ing in pain, “be­cause we face a

    com­mon dan­ger. I un­der­stand that you do not trust us, and I am here to con­vince you that

    we are on the same side in try­ing to save the world.”




    The Rus­sian Pre­mier nod­ded. These Rus­sians had necks like bar­rels, thought Pease.

    They’d make good foot­ball play­ers.




    “We know that you are build­ing great amounts of new nu­cle­ar weapons, weapons that we

    be­lieve are lack­ing the usu­al safe­ty de­vices. For the first time in the his­to­ry of

    atom­ic war­fare, a na­tion has not tak­en prop­er pre­cau­tions. “




    Pease heard his words trans­lat­ed as he spoke. He saw the bull neck turn. The Rus­sian

    Pre­mier an­swered, and the trans­la­tor be­gan:




    “We did not in­tro­duce atom­ic weapons in­to the world. We, like the rest of the na­tions,

    are vic­tims of the atom­ic weapons which you in­tro­duced to this plan­et. Now you tell us we

    do not have the prop­er safe­ty pre­cau­tions. That is a lie. We are a peace-​lov­ing peo­ple,

    and have al­ways been so. We would not en­dan­ger our­selves or the world with de­vices so

    heinous as you say.”




    “Get off it,” said Pease. “We know you have ‘em. You know you have ‘em. Now, dammit, we’re

    here to give you some­thing to show you our good faith. You don’t have to keep up that sil­ly

    lie, fel­la.”




    The Pre­mier and the trans­la­tor ex­changed a few words. Hal Pease didn’t need the

    trans­la­tion. He had been told to go to hell.




    “All right. Here it is. We’re go­ing to give you our com­mand de­fense struc­ture. What we

    want is your un­der­stand­ing that we are not be­hind this ir­re­spon­si­ble at­tempt to pierce

    the ozone shield. All we ask is that you pause in your march to­ward world de­struc­tion.”




    The trans­la­tor be­gan ex­plain­ing the Rus­sian love of peace, and Hal Pease told him he

    wasn’t in­ter­est­ed. It made him want to vom­it when the Rus­sian of­fi­cers be­gan por­ing

    over the lay­out of the Amer­ican de­fens­es. He saw sev­er­al nods. They knew they were

    get­ting the re­al thing. One of the of­fi­cers dis­ap­peared for about five min­utes and then

    re­turned. He on­ly nod­ded to the Pre­mier. Then the Pre­mier dis­ap­peared. The Pre­mier was

    gone for a short­er time.




    The trans­la­tor was not even need­ed. Pease could tell by the way the Rus­sian Pre­mier

    fold­ed his arms that he had been re­ject­ed.




    The trans­la­tor start­ed on a de­nial of the new, more un­re­li­able weapons, and Pease cut

    him off.




    “Hey, bud­dy. Are you out of your mind? We just laid out our bel­ly to you bas­tards. What

    do you want? You want a war? What are you go­ing to win? Will you an­swer me that? Will you go

    to your boss and tell him he is crazy? You’re start­ing some­thing no one will win, and

    mean­while, if we don’t blow our­selves up, we’re all sure as hell go­ing to fry like a mess of

    chili beans.”




    He got the same blunt lie about Rus­sia’s peace­ful in­ten­tions.




    “Look, there is a thing go­ing on with the ozone lay­er that scares us as much as it scares

    you. We want­ed to prove it to you by show­ing you our de­fense plans. Now here they are and

    you’re still stonewalling. We need your help in get­ting to the base of the flu­oro­car­bon

    dan­ger. Dammit, we know it hit your ter­ri­to­ry. We know you have to know about it. We want

    to work with you to­ward sav­ing the whole damned world. What are you go­ing to win if the

    world is a damned parched cin­der?”




    The Pre­mier thought a mo­ment, left, and then re­turned. “If you want the truth,” said the

    Pre­mier through the trans­la­tor, “we know for a fact that you Amer­icans are the biggest

    liars on the face of the earth.”




    Hal Pease al­most went right at his thick Rus­sian throat, right there in the Krem­lin.

    Trem­bling, he con­tained him­self. He needn’t have both­ered. If he had punched out the eyes

    of the Rus­sian Pre­mier, he couldn’t have done more dam­age than he al­ready had.




    Alex­ei Ze­my­atin watched be­hind the one-​way mir­ror. He watched and heard the Amer­ican

    claim that he knew there was some­one else pulling the strings and that that per­son should

    re­al­ize that the end of the world was the end of the world for both Rus­sia and Amer­ica.




    By the man’s pas­sion, Ze­my­atin was al­most will­ing to trust. Ex­cept Alex­ei Ze­my­atin

    knew what the man was do­ing, and long ago he’d learned not to trust his emo­tions. Too many

    peo­ple de­pend­ed on his de­ci­sion for him to trust some­thing so un­re­li­able as in­stinct.

    Some­times it could be cor­rect, of course. But it nev­er sup­plant­ed a fact.




    And too many men had al­ready been lost try­ing to find out facts for Ze­my­atin to in­dulge

    in that ab­so­lute essence of ego­tism: a hunch.




    So he felt that the man was telling the truth. But that wasn’t near­ly as im­por­tant as

    what he had known for the last half-​hour.




    Even as Mr. Mc­Don­ald Pease’s plane had tak­en off for Rus­sia, the Amer­icans were

    test­ing their weapon. And there was no ques­tion that it was the Amer­ican gov­ern­ment, not

    some rene­gade, some lit­tle busi­ness some­where that didn’t re­port to the gov­ern­ment.

    Ze­my­atin could ac­cept that busi­ness­es would run wild. He knew how healthy and

    un­con­trol­lable the black mar­ket was in Rus­sia, where there wasn’t sup­posed to be a black

    mar­ket. No mar­ket at all ex­cept the state pro­vid­ing beau­ti­ful­ly for ev­ery­one’s

    needs.




    But the price had al­ready been paid for the truth. The re­port, com­piled from many

    sources-​some of them now in Amer­ican pris­ons be­cause their safe­ty had-​ceased to be a

    fac­tor-​had iron­ical­ly ar­rived the very mo­ment Mr. Pease be­gan his speech. Alex­ei had

    lis­tened with on­ly half an ear. What he read in the re­port froze his bones. It was like all

    the Ger­man troops mass­ing just be­fore their in­va­sion of Rus­sia: The trains, the ar­mor,

    the mu­ni­tions, the food. None of it could be missed. The Amer­icans were far shrewder,

    shrewder even than he had pre­vi­ous­ly thought.




    The Amer­icans had just de­ter­mined the day be­fore that they could make all Rus­sian

    ar­mor in Eu­rope and Asia use­less. They could leave Moth­er Rus­sia with on­ly in­fantry­men

    and tanks that could not move.




    Amer­ica was prepar­ing to slaugh­ter the ar­mor-​de­nud­ed Rus­sian in­fantry­man in

    num­bers that would make the Nazis blush. There was go­ing to be a land in­va­sion of Rus­sia

    it­self. And it was go­ing to work, even with the less­er forces of NA­TO. A push right in­to

    Rus­sia’s heart, and any re­sis­tance would be ruth­less­ly crushed. First the mis­siles, next

    the ar­mor, then Rus­sia’s heart would be tak­en out and baked dry. Of course.




    Even while the Amer­ican tech­ni­cians and Rus­sian mil­itary tech­ni­cians were por­ing

    over the large maps and the fields of de­tec­tion, which were, as the Rus­sians were

    de­ter­min­ing, ab­so­lute­ly gen­uine, Ze­my­atin was de­mand­ing de­tails. In the de­tails

    lay the truth.




    Of­fi­cers were run­ning in and out of the field mar­shal’s pri­vate room with scraps of

    pa­per, re­ports, and some­times the of­fi­cer who had re­ceived the ini­tial re­port.




    The Amer­icans had in­deed done a test. It was picked up im­me­di­ate­ly be­cause Rus­sian

    mon­itors had been on the alert. In­ci­den­tal­ly, he was told, the British had picked it up,

    too. Al­though bad­ly dam­aged, the British sys­tem was still func­tion­ing.




    “The Amer­icans did not warn the British of our pen­etra­tion. They had to know. From what I

    have been in­formed they had to know.”




    “They did know, sir, but there is no in­di­ca­tion at this time, Com­rade Field Mar­shal,

    that they have no­ti­fied their sup­posed al­lies in any way.”




    “Didn’t both­er to no­ti­fy,” said Ze­my­atin. He felt he need­ed wa­ter on that one.




    “Some­thing bad, sir?”




    “When you are in a fish­ing con­test, and your op­po­nent has caught a min­now, do you stop

    to take it away from him?”




    “The Amer­icans are af­ter big­ger fish?”




    “The Amer­icans are far shrewder than we ev­er imag­ined. At this point, if they be­lieved I

    had a se­cure ad­van­tage, should they dis­abuse me of it? Go ahead.”




    “Short­er du­ra­tion this time in fir­ing. More pre­cise.”




    “Weapons-​grade ac­cu­ra­cy,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “Ap­par­ent­ly, sir.”




    “So that if they used it on, say, an en­tire front, it could be so brief as to not

    en­dan­ger the rest of the world.” Ze­my­atin, of course, had hit up­on the key give­away: the

    de­vice was a weapon. There was a time that Rus­sia it­self had stacked so many heavy atom­ic

    weapons that to use them, their sci­en­tists de­ter­mined, would ru­in life for them­selves.

    Iron­ical­ly, when clean­er weapons, as they were called, were in­vent­ed, that would be the

    sig­nal not that the in­ven­tions were more hu­mane, but that they were more like­ly to be used

    in a war.




    The Amer­icans had made the flu­oro­car­bon de­vice weapons-​grade.




    “I might add, sir,” said the of­fi­cer, “that we had net­worked the en­tire Amer­ican

    con­ti­nent to lo­cate the source.”




    “It failed?”




    “No, sir. We lo­cat­ed the source, at great risk of man­pow­er. I think the Amer­icans must

    have caught about fif­teen of our peo­ple. The pri­or­ity was not safe­ty but suc­cess.”




    “Yes. Good.”




    “We had cars alert­ed. Ac­tu­al­ly, peo­ple driv­ing with dish­es on their ve­hi­cles once

    the de­vice was fired.”




    “That would at­tract at­ten­tion.”




    “That is why we lost so many op­er­atives. But it al­so en­abled us to es­tab­lish that the

    beam was gen­er­at­ed just north of the Amer­ican city of Boston, in an area of high mil­itary

    and in­dus­tri­al tech­nol­ogy.”




    Ze­my­atin knew the area. It was a sec­ondary atom­ic tar­get in the Rus­sian or­der of

    bat­tle, war nu­cle­ar. The pri­maries were the mis­siles and then came the bases that

    cre­at­ed them. The armies, of course, could be ig­nored, con­sid­er­ing the lead­er­ship.




    But far from re­joic­ing, Ze­my­atin had warned the Rus­sian gen­er­als not to re­joice in

    Amer­ican in­com­pe­tence. If one re­mem­bered the Sec­ond World War, the Amer­icans had al­so

    been con­sid­ered in­com­pe­tent then, and they had won a war on two seas de­feat­ing armies

    that had had years of prepa­ra­tions.




    In the Rus­sian or­der of bat­tle, Amer­ican ground forces had been des­ig­nat­ed as a low

    pri­or­ity. Now, with what he was see­ing out of Amer­ica, they were sud­den­ly be­com­ing a

    ma­jor pri­or­ity if there was no great Rus­sian ar­mor to op­pose them.




    The test had con­sist­ed of fifty new cars, ex­pen­sive cars, fin­er than the Rus­sians

    could build.




    “With­in five sec­onds, Com­rade Field Mar­shal, ev­ery one of those cars was

    in­op­er­ative. Not even the paint was dam­aged.”




    “How in­op­er­ative?”




    “All the elec­tron­ics had failed.”




    “Not an­oth­er mark on them?”




    “Not a scratch. But more im­por­tant, the agent who got this in­for­ma­tion was picked up by

    the Amer­icans. And they ques­tioned him as to what he knew about it, as though he were the

    cause.”




    “Cor­rect de­cep­tion.”




    “But that is not all. As you know, Amer­ica is a com­mer­cial coun­try. We dis­cov­ered who

    owned that land, who had bought the cars, and who had paid for peo­ple to at­tempt to start

    them.”




    “Yes.”




    “Not the mil­itary.”




    “Of course not,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “Dum­my cor­po­ra­tions. We have es­ti­mat­ed that it cost them at least three times as much

    to dis­guise who ran the ex­per­iment as it did to con­duct it.”




    “CIA.” said Ze­my­atin.




    “Of course,” said the of­fi­cer. “Dum­my cor­po­ra­tions, mon­ey with­out end. Our old

    friends.”




    Ze­my­atin let out a grunt as though he’d been punched. And then, with a sense of

    help­less­ness he had not felt since he was a boy, said to the young of­fi­cer:




    “See? I have said it a thou­sand times. Here it is. You are laugh­ing again at the Amer­ican

    of­fi­cer corps. You thought their in­va­sion of Grena­da was a slop­py op­er­ation. You were

    so con­fi­dent. Look at this. Look at what they have done.”




    “We still have our mis­siles, Field Mar­shal,” said the young of­fi­cer.




    “Yes. Of course we still have them,” Ze­my­atin said, dis­miss­ing him as the Pre­mier left

    the ta­ble on the oth­er side of the sound­proof one-​way mir­ror. If the young of­fi­cer

    should find out about that mis­sile bat­tery made use­less, he would prob­ably have to be

    killed along with any of those who had told him.




    The Pre­mier en­tered.




    “The of­fi­cers say the Amer­ican di­agrams are gen­uine. Ab­so­lute­ly gen­uine. I guess we

    should share with them now what we know about this weapon. Af­ter all, Field Mar­shal, what is

    the point of any of us liv­ing in a world where we can­not live? It is a good point that the

    Amer­ican mil­lion­aire made.”




    “If he came to you with a bow and ar­row, would you take down your pants, bend over, and

    spread your cheeks, Pre­mier?” said Ze­my­atin.




    “I am still your Pre­mier.”




    “They give you their de­fense ar­range­ments be­cause they don’t need them. They will not

    mat­ter in the next war. The on­ly thing be­tween us and an Amer­ican tank out­side these walls

    is their lack of knowl­edge of what they can do to our mis­siles. That’s all.”




    And then he ex­plained what the Amer­icans had done with the cars.




    “If they can make use­less the ad­vanced tech­nol­ogy of Porsche, Cadil­lac, Cit­ron, and

    all the glossy Japanese junk, do you re­al­ly think they will have prob­lems with the crude

    elec­tron­ics of a Rus­sian tank? Is that what you think?”




    “They lied to us,” said the Pre­mier.




    “Did you think they were hon­est? Our tanks will be use­less. Our in­fantry will be

    use­less. They will on­ly pro­vide a bloody road on which the Amer­ican armies can march to

    Moscow and take it. And Leningrad. And Siberia. This time there is no re­treat. There is on­ly

    one thing we want, and that is for them to give us that weapon. Ad­mit they have it, and hand

    it over.”




    “They are liars. They are the biggest liars in the world.”




    “The oth­er side of the one-​way mir­ror, Pre­mier,” said Ze­my­atin, nod­ding to where the

    Amer­ican was wait­ing. Both Amer­ican and Rus­sian staffs were still ex­hang­ing

    in­for­ma­tion in the friendli­est man­ner en­gi­neers could man­age, the neu­tral­ity of

    sci­en­tif­ic fact. “That they gave us this in­for­ma­tion about their de­fens­es is the fi­nal

    proof for me that they have the bet­ter one, the one that opens the skies and makes our

    mis­siles and tanks use­less.”




    Ze­my­atin watched the Pre­mier re­turn to the Amer­ican and tell him he was a liar. He saw

    that the Amer­ican was out­raged. It was the sort of act he would have be­lieved, if he did not

    have proof that the Amer­icans were ly­ing.




    Lat­er, on the way back to Amer­ica, Mr. Mc­Don­ald Pease was told that the coin of

    co­op­er­ation was to be paid in the weapon he was still in­sist­ing Amer­ica want­ed help in

    track­ing down.




    He was told, in case Amer­ica did not know, that it was north of Boston. Pease wired this

    in­for­ma­tion di­rect­ly back to Amer­ica.




    Amer­ica knew that, he was in­formed. They were still look­ing for the weapon.




    Harold W. Smith heard from his Pres­ident again and this time the trust was tinged with

    doubt.




    “The weapon is not in Hanoi. It’s here. Some­where north of Boston,” came the Pres­ident’s

    voice. “I have giv­en the search for it over to our pub­lic agen­cies.”




    “Good,” said Smith. He did not have the sort of ego that de­mand­ed that he stay in charge

    of a project to which he had been as­signed. That was one of the re­quire­ments of his hav­ing

    got­ten this job in the first place.




    “Do you know what mis­lead­ing dam­age might have been done if we had based ev­ery­thing on

    the be­lief that the weapon was in Hanoi? They don’t be­lieve us, and dammit, I wouldn’t

    ei­ther, Smith. Now, get your peo­ple in­to the Boston area and we’ll close in with them when

    and if or if and when we find it.”




    “Can’t do that.”




    “Why not?”




    “One’s on the way to Hanoi.”




    “And the oth­er?”




    “I don’t think he is speak­ing to us, sir.”




    “I want you to re­mem­ber, Smith, that when the hu­man race de­pend­ed on you, you let it

    down.”




    “I know, sir.”




    “Get back to me as soon as you reach ei­ther of them. I can’t be­lieve it. You, Amer­ica’s

    last and best hope.”




    “Yessir,” said Smith. When Re­mo checked in again, he was go­ing to have him give more

    in­for­ma­tion on that wom­an. Was Re­mo some­how falling in love?




    Harold W. Smith didn’t know. He used to think it was Chi­un he didn’t un­der­stand.




    In Moscow, the Rus­sians were be­gin­ning to un­der­stand many things. The young colonel in

    charge of the as­sas­si­na­tion squads was get­ting the re­ports on the where­abouts of the

    lone Amer­ican agent and the red-​haired wom­an. They checked out in San Gau­ta. They checked

    out at the air­port. He was head­ed for Hanoi.




    “I think, sir, that Hanoi would be the right place to put him down,” said Colonel Ivan

    Ivanovich. He had been trained in Rus­sian schools. His fa­ther be­fore him was KGB and had

    served with Ze­my­atin in the great pa­tri­ot­ic war. There­fore, the young colonel had been

    pre­cise­ly taught not to pray. It was at this time, speak­ing to the man who ter­ri­fied him,

    that he was dis­cov­er­ing ways to ask the Almighty for help.




    “Yes,” said Ze­my­atin. “But I will plan the de­tails of the putting down.”




    “Sir, yes sir,” said Colonel Ivan Ivanovich to the brute who had so shocked his sens­es

    with­in Dz­erzhin­sky Square it­self. The old wretch had pur­pose­ly killed an in­no­cent

    of­fi­cer.




    With­out the ter­ror in the young colonel’s heart, there would have been a thou­sand

    rea­sons not to take cer­tain ac­tions and a thou­sand more mem­os.




    But the strangest fact of all was that Ze­my­atin was not a cru­el man. He had nev­er been a

    cru­el man. He had nev­er killed an­oth­er per­son with­out a rea­son. He was ruth­less, but

    then he nev­er re­al­ly had much choice. Events had made him what he was. All Alex­ei

    Ze­my­atin had ev­er re­al­ly want­ed was to be a good but­ler.




    And be­cause Field Mar­shal Alex­ei Ze­my­atin, the Great One of the Rus­sian Rev­olu­tion,

    had once been a but­ler, noth­ing an Amer­ican or any­one, even his su­pe­ri­ors, could ev­er

    hope to say would stop his planned at­tack. He had been taught too bit­ter­ly and too well that

    there was no one in the uni­verse who could be trust­ed.


  




  

    Chapter 13




    “Alex­ei, Alex­ei,” his moth­er called. “The count wants you now.”




    Alex­ei Ze­my­atin heard the calls while he was in the pantry su­per­vis­ing the sil­ver,

    which had to be pol­ished in the French man­ner. No mat­ter that it lacked the sheen of fine

    Rus­sian sil­ver. The count, like so many Rus­sians, want­ed ev­ery­thing French. That was why

    he had tak­en young Alex­ei to France with him be­fore the war. There was enough sil­ver in the

    dai­ly ser­vice to feed two hun­dred serfs for a year. At the time, young Alex­ei Ze­my­atin

    did not give this much thought.




    The sil­ver be­longed to the count, and the most im­por­tant thing about two hun­dred

    hun­gry serfs, thought Alex­ei, was that he was not one of them. And he would de­vote his life

    to keep­ing it that way.




    In his youth, Alex­ei had had fine sharp fea­tures, not un­like the count him­self, giv­ing

    life to ru­mors that in his veins flowed no­ble blood. This he did noth­ing to dis­cour­age,

    al­though his moth­er told him his fa­ther was re­al­ly a mer­chant who had passed a night on

    the es­tate, paid her a com­pli­ment, and left her with Alex­ei, whom she felt was the true joy

    of her life.




    Alex­ei did not rush from the pantry when the count called. He made sure the sil­ver tal­ly

    was cor­rect when he hand­ed it to the old­er but­ler. He had dis­cov­ered ear­ly that just

    be­cause it was log­ical that peo­ple should be hon­est, it did not nec­es­sar­ily make them

    that way.




    Alex­ei trust­ed none of them. The on­ly per­son he trust­ed be­sides his moth­er was the

    count. He was the per­fect man. Count Gor­ba­tov was the big fa­ther of the manor that

    stretched for over a hun­dred miles and con­tained forty to eighty thou­sand souls. No one knew

    the ex­act num­ber. At that time, no one count­ed the tillers of the field, or those who were

    born and died in the cold dark­ness that was the peas­ant’s hov­el.




    The peas­ants be­lieved Count Gor­ba­tov was above ly­ing. In some way, like many of the

    peas­ants, Alex­ei had come to be­lieve that if there were no mas­ter for the es­tate, the

    fields would no longer pro­vide sus­te­nance. It was the count and God who gave them life, many

    felt.




    “Alex­ei, hur­ry,” said his moth­er. She was a maid on one of the floors, and this was a

    very im­por­tant thing. To be a maid in the manor house in­stead of a serf meant ten to twen­ty

    more years of life. It was that sim­ple and that valu­able.




    “Hur­ry, hur­ry, he calls,” said his moth­er. She was al­ways afraid that Alex­ei would not

    re­spond quick­ly enough and be sent to the fields.




    He smiled at her and knew that she was proud of him in his gilt uni­form and pow­dered wig,

    look­ing ev­er so much like a roy­al ser­vant from some an­cient French roy­al court. Even his

    shoes cost the equiv­alent amount of a peas­ant’s in­come for a year.




    Alex­ei walked crisply to the morn­ing sit­ting room where the count sat in a silk-​cov­ered

    chair so plush that it threat­ened to en­vel­op his frail old body.




    “Your Ex­cel­len­cy,” said Alex­ei as he for­mal­ly en­tered the vast well-​car­pet­ed room.

    He stood, his legs sym­met­ri­cal, shoes touch­ing at the heel, his hands rigid at the side,

    for a crisp bow. He could smell the sweet sea­son­ings of the mas­ter’s morn­ing drink. Like

    ev­ery ser­vant, he had learned ear­ly to con­trol his hunger, among oth­er things. These

    con­trols would prove to be of enor­mous val­ue in his sur­vival, and lat­er the sur­vival of

    an en­tire na­tion. For hunger, like pan­ic, was on­ly an emo­tion. If one could ig­nore the

    one, one could ig­nore the oth­er. Young Aiex­ei stood wait­ing for the old man to speak.




    “Alex­ei, I am go­ing to take you in­to my con­fi­dence, young man.”




    “Thank you, Your Ex­cel­len­cy,” said Alex­ei.




    “There is a great war go­ing on. Very great. We will not win it.”




    Alex­ei bowed, show­ing he had heard.




    “You prob­ably can­not un­der­stand mil­itary strat­egy. That is for peo­ple of dif­fer­ent

    blood. But that is not your fault, nor is it your du­ty. Very soon many sol­diers will be

    com­ing here.”




    “You wish us to make ready for the Ger­mans, Your Ex­cel­len­cy?”




    “Not Ger­mans. They will be Rus­sian sol­diers.”




    “You wish us to pre­pare to re­ceive Rus­sian sol­diers?”




    “No. There is noth­ing we can do about them but get out of the way. Alex­ei, our sol­diers

    are re­treat­ing and dis­or­ga­nized. A dis­or­ga­nized army is a mob. They will loot. They

    will pil­lage and they will rape. We must re­move the valu­able things, but we can­not give

    alarm to the rest of the peo­ple on the es­tate. We must pre­pare things in se­cret. The

    sil­ver and the gold and the good porce­lains must be hid­den in carts.”




    At the time Alex­ei be­lieved that some­how this was for the good of the es­tate. Days

    passed, days in which the peas­ants could have for­ti­fied them­selves, could have been warned

    of the ap­proach­ing mob. But no one was warned and be­cause Alex­ei trust­ed the count, he did

    not even tell his moth­er. He packed the sil­ver be­fore dawn and packed the gold be­fore the

    next dawn. He per­son­al­ly made lists and told oth­er ser­vants that their la­bor would not be

    need­ed. This they ac­cept­ed read­ily as a chance to get out of work and they did not ask

    ques­tions.




    One night, the count him­self awak­ened Alex­ei and or­dered him to dress im­me­di­ate­ly

    and qui­et­ly for a long jour­ney. The car­riages and carts had been packed for days. “I must

    wake my moth­er, Your Ex­cel­len­cy.”




    “Don’t wor­ry about her,” said the count.




    And Alex­ei, trust­ing the count im­plic­it­ly, fol­lowed his or­ders. They left be­fore

    dawn. When they stopped it was evening, and they were still on the es­tate. The count, as it

    was ex­plained to ev­ery­one, was tak­ing a lit­tle trip to Moscow to con­fer with the new

    gov­ern­ment. The Czar had ab­di­cat­ed, a par­lia­ment was vain­ly try­ing to run things in

    Moscow, and the count was head­ed there to give what help he could. It seemed just like an

    or­di­nary jour­ney with a few more car­riages than nec­es­sary. When they stopped, Alex­ei

    looked for his moth­er. He had been as­sured, af­ter all, that he was not to wor­ry about her,

    there­fore she must have been brought along.




    He did not find her. But it was im­pos­si­ble he did not see her be­cause his work around

    the car­riages kept him so busy. On the sec­ond day he still could not find her, nor on the

    third.




    By the fourth day, he re­al­ized she was not there, and asked to speak to the count.




    “Your Ex­cel­len­cy, you said that I should not wor­ry about my moth­er. But I can­not find

    her in this car­avan.”




    “Your moth­er? Your moth­er?”




    “Yes, Your Ex­cel­len­cy, Ze­my­atin. A maid on the sec­ond floor, Natasha. Some­what heavy.

    Not very.”




    “I don’t know. Why are you both­er­ing me about this?”




    “Be­cause I do not see her. When you told me not to wor­ry about her, I was so re­lieved I

    could have kissed your blessed hand.”




    “I don’t know about her. Get back to the car­riages,” said the count. He had tents pitched

    by the side of the road for his night­ly rest.




    And then Alex­ei re­al­ized the count had meant she was not worth wor­ry­ing about, not that

    she was safe­ly pro­tect­ed. On­ly his years of train­ing, that per­fect con­trol of a Rus­sian

    ser­vant un­der a ruth­less mas­ter, kept him from scream­ing out his anger.




    “Thank you, Your Ex­cel­len­cy,” he said sim­ply, and bowed away. But out­side the tent, he

    was de­ter­mined to save his moth­er. He thought first of steal­ing a horse from one of the

    wag­ons and rid­ing back. But a horse would be no­ticed. He thought of head­ing back on foot.

    But wild ru­mors al­ready had hun­dreds of thou­sands of men loot­ing the coun­try­side. His

    moth­er, if she had time, would be smart enough to flee, in which case she wouldn’t be at the

    es­tate. She might be hid­ing, in which case he might not be able to find her.




    With­out even com­pre­hend­ing what was go­ing on, young Alex­ei Ze­my­atin was

    dis­cov­er­ing his awe­some tal­ent for strat­egy and tac­tics. He re­al­ized that run­ning

    hys­ter­ical­ly back to the es­tate was no way to find his moth­er-​in­deed, he might be killed

    by the count, who feared any­one leav­ing him who knew about the trea­sure.




    In Moscow, Alex­ei very sim­ply sep­arat­ed the count from his gold by sup­pos­ed­ly

    get­ting it on­to the one train head­ing to the one open port head­ing to­ward the west:

    Mur­man­sk. The gold crates, of course, were dum­mies. The count was al­so as­sured that

    Ze­my­atin would sit with the crates all the way from Moscow to Mur­man­sk.




    When the count told Alex­ei at the train sta­tion he would al­ways have a job with him,

    Alex­ei knew his plan had worked. He kissed his mas­ter’s hand and sent him off to a life of

    rack­ing pover­ty with a per­fect bow and a lie.




    “I will be in the bag­gage cars with the crates,” Alex­ei said.




    He didn’t both­er to board but went to Lenin’s Moscow head­quar­ters. Even then Alex­ei knew

    he need­ed peo­ple to find his moth­er. The com­mu­nists had them. They al­so had dis­ci­pline

    and he had quite cold­ly cal­cu­lat­ed they were go­ing to seize the gov­ern­ment. They did not

    be­lieve in democ­ra­cy. They did not even be­lieve in the pro­le­tari­at. They be­lieved in

    win­ning. That was all the for­mer but­ler now be­lieved in al­so.




    The day be­fore, he had de­vised the plan where­by the com­mu­nists could steal the gold and

    sil­ver most eas­ily, and thus help fi­nance their re­bel­lion at this cru­cial time in their

    his­to­ry. All he want­ed, he said, was to serve the rev­olu­tion. But he chose to serve in the

    par­ty’s young se­cret po­lice or­ga­ni­za­tion as sec­re­tary to Lenin.




    He was the on­ly ore who had no back­ground or be­lief in Marx­ist the­ory, and that

    quick­ly en­abled him to be­come Lenin’s con­fi­dant. His ge­nius en­abled him to be­come the

    Great One.




    He nev­er did find his moth­er. Mil­lions died dur­ing those first cru­el years. Famine

    spread through­out the land. Wars were fought in­side Rus­sia on sev­er­al fronts, and when

    Alex­ei could fi­nal­ly spare the man­pow­er for the search for his moth­er, the es­tate no

    longer ex­ist­ed. So bru­tal were the con­di­tions that can­ni­bal­ism reap­peared in Rus­sia

    for the first time in thou­sands of years.




    A ju­nior of­fi­cer who knew of the search and Alex­ei’s be­gin­nings once asked him if he

    had planned his re­venge of mak­ing Count Gar­ba­tov live in pover­ty to make up for his nev­er

    find­ing his moth­er.




    “Re­venge?” he asked. He was puz­zled by the word. No. There was nev­er an idea of re­venge.

    He had need­ed the gold and sil­ver to help this new par­ty seize pow­er. He couldn’t have

    cared less about Count Gor­ba­tov. He nev­er sought re­venge, or even prac­ticed cru­el­ty. He

    was, in the hard­est of times, the per­fect but­ler, keep­ing emo­tions like hunger un­der

    con­trol. He did what was nec­es­sary.




    But shrewd­ly, he did not let the sub­or­di­nate think he was above re­venge. Peo­ple who

    thought you might want to get even were less like­ly to cross you. Re­venge was on­ly

    worth­while if you ad­ver­tised it. The re­al tar­get was nev­er the per­son you pun­ished, but

    the one who thought you might pun­ish him.




    Thus, many years lat­er, with the world on the brink of de­struc­tion, when a young KGB

    colonel dis­patch­ing a kill team to­ward Hanoi men­tioned that “now we will get him for what

    he did to us in Lon­don,” Ze­my­atin did not dis­cour­age this stu­pid­ity. He ab­sorbed the

    mes­sages that made up the pre-​kill pic­ture, and asked a sim­ple ques­tion.




    “Why did they men­tion that he does not wear a wrist­watch?”




    “I imag­ine, Com­rade Field Mar­shal Ze­my­atin, that San Gau­ta is a poor coun­try, and

    most North Amer­icans wear watch­es. This one did not. It was men­tioned.”




    “Why didn’t he wear a wrist­watch?”




    “I don’t know,” said the colonel, feel­ing per­spi­ra­tion form un­der the neck of his

    uni­form.




    “Let’s find out. Maybe we can find out. Don’t you won­der that here a per­son func­tions in

    the civ­ilized world and does not wear a watch?”




    “What do you mean?”




    “I mean,” said Ze­my­atin, “that it might be­hoove us to find out why he does not need to

    tell time, or whether he is able to tell time with­out a watch. It could even be that he has a

    watch hid­den some­where. I don’t know. You don’t know. Find out.”




    He did not both­er to re­peat that an en­emy was per­fect un­til he showed you how you could

    kill him. The young colonel would do as he was told. The young colonel would do ex­act­ly what

    he was told, be­cause he be­lieved that Ze­my­atin was cru­el and ruth­less, when the truth was

    the Great One was on­ly ruth­less. He did not trust the young colonel’s word. He had nev­er

    trust­ed any­one since the count. What he did trust was the colonel’s fear.




    But as he left the of­fice, some­thing akin to fear in him­self emerged. It was not

    some­thing that halt­ed thought, or de­mand­ed that ev­ery body func­tion be turned to its

    ser­vice. Rather, it was a ques­tion he was ask­ing him­self. When was this lone Amer­ican

    go­ing to show them all how to kill him?




    On the flight to Hanoi on board a Swiss air­craft, Re­mo al­lowed him­self five min­utes’

    sleep. Kathy tried to make it four. Her hand was on his thigh.




    “Have you ev­er done it in an air­plane?” she whis­pered.




    The lights were dim, and the oth­er pas­sen­gers were asleep. Re­mo hat­ed the use of the

    word “it” for cop­ula­tion. “It” seemed to rep­re­sent cop­ula­tion on ev­ery stupid car bumper

    that rolled along on Amer­ican high­ways. Divers did “it” deep­er. Bridge play­ers did “it”

    with fi­nesse, and horse­back rid­ers did “it” bare­back.




    “It?” said Re­mo.




    “You know,” whis­pered Kathy as her tongue touched his ear. She could have sworn his ear

    ducked.




    “Yes, of course I know. And the an­swer is prob­ably. I have done it on air­planes but with

    peo­ple I want­ed to do it with.”




    “Do you find me unattrac­tive?”




    “No,” he said. “You’re beau­ti­ful.”




    “Don’t you like wom­en?”




    “I like wom­en. I just don’t like peo­ple who use the word ‘it’ when they mean

    cop­ulate.”




    “It’s so un­sexy to say ‘cop­ulate.’ “




    “Not to me. Try it,” said Re­mo.




    “All right. Re­mo, let’s cop­ulate.”




    “No,” said Re­mo. “See, isn’t that eas­ier than a lot of beat­ing around the bush?”




    “I’d rather beat around the bush,” said Kathy.




    Re­mo took her hand and gen­tly moved it to her own thigh, where he com­bined the heat of

    her body with his, cre­at­ing a rag­ing urge up the thigh through Kathy’s body.




    She groaned. A stew­ardess poked her head out from be­hind the cur­tain. She saw two peo­ple

    sit­ting up­right next to each oth­er. The man waved.




    “I’ve heard of peo­ple do­ing it on air­planes, but not in five sec­onds,” she said to

    an­oth­er stew­ardess. “They were just sit­ting up­right a few sec­onds ago.”




    Kathy snug­gled her head in­to Re­mo’s arm. “How did you do that? That was won­der­ful.”




    “I didn’t do it, your body did it.”




    “You do so many amaz­ing things,” said Kathy. She did not think he would ac­tu­al­ly go to

    Hanoi, at least not right away like this. She had thought that it might take him a while to get

    in­to that com­mu­nist coun­try. That would have giv­en her time to get a good change of

    clothes and, with some luck, get con­trol of the flu­oro­car­bon beam gen­er­ator. That

    wouldn’t be hard. It would re­quire all the cor­po­rate ma­neu­ver­ing of rub­bing against

    Reemer Bolt for a few mo­ments.




    But there was no time. As soon as they got out of San Gau­ta this man lost no time in

    get­ting a pas­sage to Hanoi. Kathy was sure he worked for some gov­ern­ment, prob­ably her

    own. He was, af­ter all, very Amer­ican al­though he had some strange eat­ing habits.




    In a large South Amer­ican city out­side San Gau­ta, he had made a sin­gle phone call. And

    with­in an hour, a rather pros­per­ous-​look­ing wom­an in the back of a chauf­feur-​driv­en

    limou­sine pulled up to the phone he was us­ing in a lit­tle kiosk out­side a large store.




    “Are you look­ing for Valdez Street?” the wom­an had asked.




    “Just a mo­ment,” Re­mo had said. And then he had whis­pered to Kathy, “Do you re­mem­ber

    those words I asked you not to for­get?”




    “Yes,” Kathy had an­swered.




    “What were they?”




    “I am look­ing for the large gro­cery­man.”




    “The large gro­cery­man?” said Re­mo.




    “Yes,” said Kathy.




    Re­mo winked. “I hate this code pip­py­ding.”




    “A su­per­mar­ket,” he said loud­ly to the wom­an.




    The wom­an tapped her driv­er on the shoul­der, in­di­cat­ing that he should leave.




    “He’s look­ing for a large gro­cery­man,” yelled Kathy.




    “Right,” said Re­mo.




    The wom­an stopped her chauf­feur and hand­ed Re­mo a small brief­case. Then she drove off.

    The brief­case had a sim­ple clasp lock. Re­mo fum­bled with it for a mo­ment and then sim­ply

    broke it off. Kathy no­ticed he on­ly would have had to slip a bar free.




    In­side were two wal­lets with pass­ports and a plas­tic cam­era. The pass­ports had names

    but no pic­tures. There was al­so a met­al de­vice to make im­pres­sions, much like a

    cor­po­rate seal.




    Kathy rec­og­nized the cam­era. It had a pic­ture of two smil­ing chil­dren on it, with the

    sun shin­ing bright­ly be­hind them. It was called “In­sta-​Tot,” the first in­stant cam­era a

    four-​year-​old could use. The di­rec­tions were in pic­tures and the words were ad­dressed to

    par­ents. They said what a thrill a child would get mas­ter­ing this ab­so­lute­ly sim­ple

    de­vice. It was so easy to use that words were not even need­ed. Just fol­low the pic­tures. It

    sug­gest­ed that the par­ents let their chil­dren fig­ure it out them­selves if they had

    al­ready had preschool ex­pe­ri­ence.




    “I don’t know where the film goes,” said Re­mo. “Why do they make things like this? Where

    does the film go?”




    “In the bun­ny’s mouth,” said Kathy. She point­ed to the side of the cam­era where a

    smil­ing bun­ny’s teeth sur­round­ed a square open­ing. Then she point­ed to the film. The film

    was an ob­long square just the shape of the hole. On one end of it was a pic­ture of a bright

    or­ange car­rot. “The car­rot goes in­to the bun­ny’s mouth,” said Kathy.




    “Why didn’t they say so?” said Re­mo.




    Kathy point­ed to the pic­ture on the In­sta-​Tot pack­age. There was a click.




    “You just pho­tographed your foot,” said Kathy.




    “Why don’t they tell you these things?” said Re­mo.




    “I pre­sume these pic­tures are for our pass­ports.”




    “Yeah. This will get us both in­to Hanoi.”




    Kathy O’Don­nell point­ed the smil­ing In­sta-​Tot sun to­ward the re­al sun. Then she put

    the big blue eye on the cam­era to her eye. Then she pressed the bun­ny’s nose.




    The pic­ture came out in a minute, on­ly some­what blurred, good enough for a pass­port.




    “You have tal­ent,” said Re­mo. Then she put the cam­era in his hands, put his fin­gers on

    the bun­ny’s nose, point­ed the cam­era at her face, stepped back, and told him to snap. On the

    third frame he got her pic­ture.




    He crum­pled the cam­era in his hands and gave her the met­al seal. She im­print­ed both

    pic­tures in­to the pass­port with the seal. Some­one had got­ten Re­mo the seal of the Unit­ed

    States of Amer­ica in the course of an hour. He had been in­struct­ed to de­stroy it. He did so

    quick­ly with his hands, as though pol­ish­ing it. He made the seal in­to a sol­id block of

    met­al which he threw with a clank to the street.




    “How did you do that?”




    Even more amaz­ing was his an­swer. In terms of force and essence, the mys­ti­cal con­cepts

    he ex­plained, came very close to in­tri­cate atom­ic the­ory.




    On one hand, he could do things with his body that were awe­some. On the oth­er, he rat­tled

    off meta­phys­ical ex­pla­na­tions like nurs­ery rhymes. Yet, he couldn’t get through the

    di­rec­tions for a four-​year-​old.




    She asked him about this.




    “I have some dif­fi­cul­ty with me­chan­ical things,” Re­mo ad­mit­ted. “But when they

    un­nec­es­sar­ily con­fuse you with di­rec­tions, then things be­come im­pos­si­ble.”




    “What is con­fus­ing about press­ing the bun­ny’s nose?”




    “Well, you see, you’re sci­en­tif­ic. You un­der­stand things like that,” said Re­mo.




    “I al­so un­der­stood the car­rot in the bun­ny’s mouth,” said Kathy.




    “Okay, you can be smar­tass about it, but you were em­ployed for the project in Malder. and

    you do know what we are look­ing for. You would rec­og­nize it if we found it.”




    “I think I would,” said Kathy. She was not sure how they would be able to get out of that

    Com­mu­nist cap­ital, but just watch­ing the pow­er of this mag­nif­icent man would sat­is­fy

    her for­ev­er, even if she were held in some prison camp. If worse ev­er came to worst and she

    was cap­tured, she could trade off what she knew for her safe­ty. Be­sides, men were men. She

    would work out some­thing if she had to.




    But she did not think she would have to. She would more than like­ly see a trail of

    shat­tered bod­ies, each one a glo­ri­ous thrill to her en­tire ner­vous sys­tem.




    She hoped there might even be a prob­lem get­ting in­to the group on its way to Hanoi and

    that he would have to kill to get them out. Just a lit­tle killing to make the day bright, to

    make her feel wom­an­ly again.




    But the cov­ers were per­fect and un­chal­lenged. They were part of the In­ter­na­tion­al

    Me­dia Com­mit­tee for Truth in South­east Asia, Their first names were cor­rect, which told

    Kathy that Re­mo had in­formed his su­pe­ri­or about her al­ready. It al­so told her that Re­mo

    had to have the high­est pri­or­ity pos­si­ble with an agen­cy that could get things done

    quick­ly.




    She thought about these things in the dim light of the Swiss air­lin­er, to­tal­ly

    sat­is­fied by the mirac­ulous hands of this won­der­ful man called Re­mo. Ac­tu­al­ly, Reemer

    seemed like most men to Kathy. But Re­mo was un­like all the rest.




    “I’ve nev­er met a man like you,” she said. “You’re so dif­fer­ent from oth­er men.”




    “No, I am not.”




    “Who are you like?”




    “Some­one else. Ex­cept he doesn’t seem to func­tion in the mod­ern world. I don’t know.

    Don’t bring up that sub­ject.”




    “Is he your fa­ther?” asked Kathy.




    “Sort of.”




    “I’d like to meet him.”




    “Go to sleep,” said Re­mo.




    Be­fore land­ing in Hanoi, the In­ter­na­tion­al Me­dia Com­mit­tee for Truth in South­east

    Asia had dis­cussed the main draft of their con­clu­sion to their in­ves­ti­ga­tion of the

    truth. It de­clared that Hanoi had been ma­ligned, that its liv­ing stan­dards and free­dom

    should be copied by the rest of the world. It blamed the Amer­ican me­dia for dis­tor­tion.




    The man read­ing the com­mu­nique was an ac­tor. He knew the news busi­ness as few did. He

    had played a news­pa­per­man on Broad­way and on tele­vi­sion.




    “We just want to see the truth come out,” he said.




    “What about the hun­dreds of thou­sands of peo­ple who are will­ing to die to get out of

    Viet­nam now that it’s lib­er­at­ed?” said Re­mo. There was no pur­pose in men­tion­ing this.

    He wasn’t go­ing to change any­thing. It was just that these peopie were so sure that their

    in­tel­li­gence was su­pe­ri­or to the av­er­age Amer­ican’s. It had been grat­ing to hear them

    dis­cuss how provin­cial the Amer­icans were, how dis­tort­ed the Amer­ican news was.




    “They’re not Viet­namese. They’re Chi­nese,” said the spokesman, his crag­gy face had

    ap­peared on many TV com­mer­cials an­nounc­ing his will­ing­ness to work for the bet­ter­ment

    of mankind.




    “So?” said Re­mo.




    “Well, they weren’t Viet­namese who were flee­ing, but fam­ilies who had once come from

    Chi­na,” said the spokesman for the truth com­mit­tee.




    “You mean they have to be racial­ly pure to have rights?” asked Re­mo. He had heard this

    bandied about of­ten in the States when it was ob­vi­ous that Viet­nam had be­come a bloody

    con­cen­tra­tion camp. Oth­er­wise, why would peo­ple flee?




    This man, whose ev­ery oth­er sen­tence was about fight­ing fas­cism, was un­wit­ting­ly

    spout­ing the fas­cist line. He could have been a Nazi and not known he wasn’t a

    hu­man­itar­ian. The last thing in the world of which he could con­ceive was his own

    stu­pid­ity. By the time the plane touched down in Hanoi it was re­solved that the Amer­ican

    me­dia gross­ly dis­tort­ed the pro­gres­sive na­ture of the Hanoi regime.




    The news re­lease for to­mor­row was to be about the bomb­ing of Viet­namese rice fields

    that de­stroyed the ground and cre­at­ed agri­cul­tur­al prob­lems.




    The truth com­mit­tee was still work­ing on the draft deny­ing Hanoi still held Amer­ican

    pris­on­ers, but they had to get that cleared first by the Viet­namese mil­itary.




    When they ar­rived in Hanoi there were re­porters wait­ing for the lead­er of the group to

    read his state­ment. He tou­sled his hair and opened his shirt to look like a news­man. He read

    the state­ment with a sense of re­morse that his own coun­try’s me­dia were dis­tort­ing the

    na­ture of a peo­ple whose on­ly de­sire was to live in peace.




    The com­mit­tee had been sched­uled to read a state­ment at the ho­tel about in­dus­tri­al

    progress, but they were late. The rick­shas had bro­ken down.




    The nice thing about com­mu­nism for this ac­tor was that if the tow­els were dirty you

    didn’t have to wait for new ones or suf­fer in­so­lence from the help, the maid was beat­en

    right on the spot by a po­lice­man.




    “How are we go­ing to find the beam?” said Kathy. “It’s ob­vi­ous­ly hid­den.”




    “If it is hid­den, then some­one has hid­den it. There­fore, some­one knows where it

    is.”




    “How do you find that per­son?”




    “Well, if it is not a per­son but the gov­ern­ment, and ev­ery­thing in these places is, you

    grab the high­est gov­ern­ment of­fi­cial and get him to tell you about any­one who might know

    about a new de­vice.”




    “What if he doesn’t talk?”




    “They al­ways do.”




    “But if he hon­est­ly doesn’t know.”




    “Too bad for him.”




    “I love it,” said Kathy O’Don­nell. “I love it. Start with that guy with the ma­chine gun

    and the pith hel­met.”




    “I’ll start where I want,” said Re­mo.




    “Where are you go­ing to start?”




    “I don’t know,” said Re­mo. The streets were bleak and plain; even the trees seemed to be

    stripped of bark. Ap­par­ent­ly the peo­ple had eat­en it. No won­der there wasn’t any garbage

    on the streets of Hanoi. The lucky ones had al­ready found it and made it their din­ner.




    Sol­diers were ev­ery­where. Slo­gans were ev­ery­where. Re­mo rc­og­nized old Chi­nese

    for­ma­tions of let­ters. Much of this land had be­longed to Chi­na at one time. Chi­un had

    talked of in­sid­ious re­bel­lions against the Chi­nese em­per­ors. What dif­fer­en­ti­at­ed an

    in­sid­ious re­bel­lion from oth­er kinds was whether the em­per­or had paid a Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju.




    Of­ten just a few peo­ple were be­hind a re­bel­lion. What they did was work on the

    grievances of the many and get the peo­ple to fol­low them. The new lib­er­ation move­ments of

    the world were 3,500 years old at least.




    Look­ing around the streets of Hanoi, Re­mo no­ticed that the on­ly fat peo­ple he saw were

    of high of­fi­cer rank. Ev­ery­one else was thin be­yond be­lief.




    “Look at how thin the peo­ple are,” Re­mo said.




    The lead­er of the truth com­mit­tee heard this. He was stand­ing in front of his ho­tel,

    stuff­ing a caramel bar in­to his face.




    “Cap­ital­ism doesn’t en­cour­age them to eat prop­er­ly,” he said. He dropped the wrap­per.

    The door­man fell to his knees to lick it, but was kicked away by the man­ag­er of the ho­tel,

    who al­so had the rights to lick the crumbs off the Amer­icans’ shirts.




    The Amer­ican ac­tor was told what an in­tel­li­gent man he was. He was told this of­ten. He

    was al­so told how much smarter he was than the av­er­age Amer­ican, who did not know the re­al

    truth about the world.




    “I owe it to my coun­try­men,” the ac­tor said, “to make them aware of the re­al world, not

    some com­fort­able beer­swill­ing Formi­ca ver­sion of it.”




    “What is Formi­ca?” asked a Com­mu­nist min­is­ter.




    “It’s a shiny ma­te­ri­al that you can spill things on, and it nev­er stains and you wipe it

    off eas­ily. Al­ways looks new. No char­ac­ter,” said the ac­tor.




    “Could you get us some?” asked the min­is­ter. The ac­tor laughed. They asked again. He was

    sure they couldn’t want some­thing as bour­geois as Formi­ca.




    He asked to be tak­en to vis­it a typ­ical Viet­namese fam­ily. Re­mo un­der­stood what the

    two of­fi­cials were say­ing, but not word for word be­cause he had on­ly been taught the

    em­per­or’s tongue. Rather, lit­tle snip­pets of phras­es these of­fi­cials nev­er knew had

    come from old Chi­nese lords. The Chi­nese this com­mit­tee so ca­su­al­ly dis­missed as

    hav­ing no rights in Viet­nam had been in that coun­try longer than the Nor­mans had been in

    Eng­land.




    The words Re­mo rec­og­nized were, “Stall the fat fool un­til we get the fam­ily set up

    cor­rect­ly.”




    “Won’t he be sus­pi­cious?”




    “If that fat pig can think he is in­tel­li­gent by say­ing things that peo­ple write for

    him, then he will be­lieve any­thing.”




    “Yes, he does have the mind of a wood­en pup­pet.” The Amer­ican ac­tor put on his most

    con­cerned in­tel­li­gent face for the pho­tog­ra­phers. He al­so asked to be tak­en to the

    scenes of bru­tal Amer­ican bomb­ings.




    “Amer­icans have a right to know what their gov­ern­ment has done in their name,” he

    said.




    Re­mo let the group go off, even though some of­fi­cial was push­ing him to fol­low. He was

    get­ting qui­et with­in him­self.




    Re­mo walked around Hanoi with Kathy and a guide all morn­ing in what seemed like an

    aim­less pat­tern. The guide, of course, was not a cul­tur­al “en­hance­ment,” as he was

    called, but a Viet­namese po­lice of­fi­cer.




    One build­ing among many, not an es­pe­cial­ly large build­ing, gave Re­mo the sense by the

    way the peo­ple walked by it that it was a build­ing of au­thor­ity.




    “You can’t go in there,” said the cul­tur­al en­hancer.




    Kathy gave Re­mo a nod. Even she could un­der­stand his sign that the build­ing was

    im­por­tant.




    “How did you do that?” she asked.




    “I just did it. You keep look­ing, that’s all.”




    “Would you teach me?” she asked.




    “Teach me how to use that cam­era?” asked Re­mo.




    “You can­not go there. No, no, no,” said the cul­tur­al en­hancer.




    “Re­mo, you put the car­rot film in­to the bun­ny’s mouth. You point the cam­era at the

    per­son and then you press the bun­ny’s nose.”




    “I did that,” said Re­mo. There was a tinge of hard­ness to his voice.




    “No cam­era al­lowed in lib­er­at­ed coun­try,” said the cul­tur­al en­hancer. “No cam­era.

    No talk­ing. You go back to group to get re­al sto­ry of truth of Viet­nam. Re­al truth. Re­al

    peas­ants with re­al truth. Our truth the good truth. You see. Good truth. Yes.”




    “I had trou­ble with the film,” said Re­mo.




    “I don’t see how,” said Kathy.




    “Well, I did,” said Re­mo.




    “You go. Now,” said the cul­tur­al en­hancer.




    Kathy shrugged and looked at the build­ing. The man’s re­al ge­nius was go­ing to show

    it­self now. She sensed an un­con­trol­lable ex­cite­ment seize her, al­most mes­mer­iz­ing

    her, mak­ing her limbs weak, her body warm. She imag­ined all the peo­ple Re­mo was go­ing to

    have to kill in a build­ing like that, the one the guide had con­firmed was a se­cu­ri­ty place

    of the gov­ern­ment.




    “That place is big enough to house the beam in any one of its many rooms,” said Kathy.




    Re­mo moved to­ward the build­ing. The cul­tur­al en­hancer grabbed one of his arms, but his

    hands closed on air. In­side the build­ing, a Rus­sian with a mi­cro­phone and a tape recorder

    com­ment­ed dry­ly:




    “He is com­ing to­ward us. Mark that the sub­ject might be ini­ti­at­ing ac­tion.”




    As he spoke an­oth­er Rus­sian was mak­ing notes. Halfway up the page was a com­ment that

    pos­itive iden­ti­fi­ca­tions had been made on the plane and re­con­firmed at the air­port. The

    fe­male was Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell. The male was the Amer­ican.




    “We’re not ready yet,” came a voice from be­hind him. The man with the tape recorder looked

    around with con­tempt. He was al­so afraid. The mi­cro­phone was be­com­ing sig­nif­icant­ly

    moist in his hands. He had or­dered many peo­ple killed in his life, but now he was ac­tu­al­ly

    go­ing to have to see the re­sults of his or­ders.




    “It doesn’t mat­ter that you are not ready,” said Colonel Ivan Ivanovich. Field Mar­shal

    Ze­my­atin had told him to al­low no spe­cial re­quests from his ex­ecu­tion team.


  




  

    Chapter 14




    Py­tor Furt­se­va had been primed to kill for so many years that when he was told the

    tar­get was ad­vanc­ing on him be­fore he was ready, he didn’t even mind. He would not have

    mind­ed if he had to kill the tar­get with his teeth right in the streets of Hanoi. He had

    prac­ticed with his teeth on cows, and he had made his ex­ecu­tion squad do the same.




    “Blood faces,” they were lat­er called, but rarely to their faces. At one train­ing base in

    Byelorus­sia an­oth­er of­fi­cer had com­ment­ed that the chef should throw away his carv­ing

    knife and let the “blood faces” butch­er the cows.




    Furt­se­va killed that of­fi­cer with his teeth. He killed him in the mess hall where the

    of­fi­cer had made that com­ment and, with the man’s throat still in his mouth, he went to

    ev­ery ta­ble and stuck his face next to ev­ery of­fi­cer at ev­ery place in the hall.




    No one peeped. No one left. Furt­se­va had stood there in that hall wait­ing to be

    ar­rest­ed, to be tried and then hung. He did not care. Even­tu­al­ly one of his fel­low

    of­fi­cers had the nerve to care­ful­ly get up and leave. Then the rest left and he spit out

    the throat on­to the ground. Short­ly there­after armed sol­diers filled the hall,

    sur­round­ing him. He spat blood at them from the dead of­fi­cer’s throat.




    As Furt­se­va was es­cort­ed out of the mess hall, his ex­ecu­tion squad cheered him. It was

    the proud­est mo­ment of his life. He was ready to die.




    The court-​mar­tial was held the next day and the ex­ecu­tion was sched­uled for the

    fol­low­ing week. The pre­sid­ing of­fi­cers were split. Some want­ed hang­ing. The oth­ers

    said he had the right to be shot.




    It was unan­imous, of course, that he would die.




    Py­tor Furt­se­va stood for the ver­dict. His head was high. He felt a sense of re­lief, as

    though noth­ing mat­tered any­more. The shame and bur­den of be­ing trained for some­thing and

    nev­er used was over. It would all end with a bul­let or a rope.




    The chief of­fi­cer at the court-​mar­tial read slow­ly, oc­ca­sion­al­ly ad­just­ing his

    glass­es. The oth­er of­fi­cers sat with faces pas­sive as sand.




    It took twen­ty min­utes be­fore Furt­se­va re­al­ized that he was not be­ing sen­tenced to

    death.




    “It is the ver­dict of the de­fense forces of the So­vi­et So­cial­ist Re­publics that you

    and your en­tire unit be pun­ished col­lec­tive­ly. You will march one hun­dred miles through

    the Siberi­an frost with on­ly knives for pro­tec­tion. You will have min­imum clothes. You

    will have no match­es. No food. No wa­ter.”




    “What?” Furt­se­va said. He could not be­lieve the ver­dict. The army would nev­er let a

    re­cal­ci­trant of­fi­cer live. The most im­por­tant thing in the army was get­ting along. To

    bite out the throat of a fel­low of­fi­cer for an in­sult was per­haps the most ex­treme

    ex­am­ple of not get­ting along.




    And then the strange pun­ish­ment. Why should his unit be pun­ished? He apol­ogized to his

    men, the on­ly apol­ogy he could ev­er re­mem­ber mak­ing.




    They had asked him be­fore he was as­signed to the ex­ecu­tion squad why he had nev­er

    apol­ogized to any­one.




    “To ad­mit be­ing wrong is to ad­mit weak­ness. More than any­thing in the world, I fear

    weak­ness.”




    That an­swer was scarce­ly out of his mouth when his Red Army file was stamped:




    “This man is nev­er to be al­lowed near nu­cle­ar war­heads or to un­der­take diplo­mat­ic

    mis­sions.”




    That did not both­er Furt­se­va. He had nev­er met any of­fi­cer as­signed to nu­cle­ar

    weapons he had even mild­ly re­spect­ed. They were uni­form­ly phleg­mat­ic, and none of them

    had ev­er had even a strange idea, much less a lust for life. Or death.




    Still, his ac­tions in the mess hall un­doubt­ed­ly would get some of his men killed on that

    hun­dred-​mile star­va­tion trek through the dead­ly Siberi­an chill. And it was not his unit’s

    fault. It was his.




    So he called them to­geth­er to ex­plain the pun­ish­ment. And then came the time for his

    apol­ogy.




    “And be­cause it was my fault, I am now say­ing I am…”




    The word “sor­ry” did not come. He gave his pis­tol to a sergeant.




    “If you wish to shoot me, go ahead.”




    The sergeant stepped back and salut­ed. The en­tire unit snapped to at­ten­tion and

    salut­ed. Then they ap­plaud­ed.




    “Bet­ter to die with you as blood faces, sir, than to live like clerks in the Red Army,”

    said the sergeant. They all had sim­ilar psy­cho­log­ical pro­files. There was some­thing about

    them Py­tor Furt­se­va liked. At that mo­ment, the lik­ing had turned to love.




    Al­most half the men died on the hun­dred-​mile trek. They hunt­ed with knives, they burned

    what­ev­er they could for warmth, they made clothes from elk hides and from the can­vas they

    found. They even stum­bled on a stray po­lice unit that was lost. The unit nev­er turned up

    again, al­though some­how they had left their clothes with the blood faces.




    When the hun­dred-​mile trek was over, Furt­se­va’s blood faces were the strongest unit man

    for man in the en­tire Red Army. Any one of them would have died for him. Ev­ery one of them

    thought they were the best killers in the world and were dy­ing to try out their skills, ready

    to pick fights with ten times their num­ber.




    But al­so as part of the pun­ish­ment they were sent to a base far away from all the oth­er

    Red Army units. The sen­tence was in­def­inite. The blood faces took it proud­ly.




    The on­ly hard part of their pun­ish­ment was that they did not get a chance for com­bat.

    Not even dur­ing the de­li­cious in­va­sion of Afghanistan. All over the world

    as­sas­si­na­tions had be­come a tool of gov­ern­ments, and Furt­se­va’s unit re­mained on

    their lone­ly base.




    Their lead­er was told that was part of strat­egy. Telling him this was one of those

    smooth-​faced of­fi­cers who prob­ably thought a knife was for open­ing presents and a gun to

    hold out in a pa­rade.




    The strat­egy was that the So­vi­et Union would use its satel­lites for as­sas­si­na­tions.

    This would leave Moth­er Rus­sia free of ter­ror­ism charges and the lead­ers of the

    Com­mu­nist world free of taint. They would use the Bul­gar­ians and oth­er East Eu­ro­peans

    for the dirty work: Who cared what taint stuck to a Bul­gar­ian when Rus­sia could re­main a

    so­cial­ist bea­con of moral­ity?




    His unit would on­ly be used as a last re­sort. It was then that Furt­se­va heard the ru­mor

    that the man be­hind that strat­egy was an old field mar­shal from rev­olu­tion­ary days. The

    old man-​he’d heard the phrase “Great One” used-​had been the one re­spon­si­ble for his

    strange pun­ish­ment.




    If the com­man­der of the blood faces had been told the Great One’s rea­son­ing he would not

    have un­der­stood. He was not sup­posed to un­der­stand. It was all part of a very log­ical

    scheme that had brought Furt­se­va to Hanoi to kill a lone Amer­ican while a KGB staff

    of­fi­cer looked on.




    When news of Furt­se­va’s re­volt­ing act in the mess hall reached Alex­ei Ze­my­atin, he

    in­quired rather ca­su­al­ly what the army of­fi­cers in­tend­ed to do with the man.




    He did not use the word “man.” The word he used was Rus­sian for “crazy an­imal.”




    “Get rid of him, of course,” Ze­my­atin was told.




    “Has any of you thought this through?” Ze­my­atin had asked.




    “You can’t keep a crazy an­imal in the army,” Ze­my­atin was told.




    “This man is an ex­ecu­tion­er, yes? His unit was trained like com­man­dos with all the

    knives and gar­rotes and things they use,” said Ze­my­atin. The ac­cent on “things” showed the

    old man’s dic­tate.




    “Yes.”




    “Then who else would we want for this sort of work but a crazy an­imal? Who are you go­ing

    to train for this?”




    “We thought some­one who would make a bet­ter sol­dier.”




    “You mean one who would cause no trou­ble. Who would work well with oth­ers.”




    “Of course. What else would you want of a sol­dier? He must get along with oth­ers, be­cause

    if he doesn’t, you don’t have an army. You have a mob.”




    “Sol­diers pa­rade, and sol­diers sur­ren­der, and sol­diers some­times will not even fire

    their ri­fles. I know sol­diers. This man Furt­se­va is a dis­gust­ing killer, and some­times

    we need just that. So let us not on­ly re­move him from the army, but make him an even greater

    hero to those lu­natics in his com­mand.”




    And so it was then that the “pun­ish­ment” of the hun­dred-​mile death march through Siberia

    was de­ter­mined. The hard­ships mold­ed the crew in­to an even tighter unit.




    When the com­man­der of the blood faces heard his unit was fi­nal­ly go­ing to be used, his

    on­ly re­gret was that it was against one per­son. He want­ed hun­dreds. He want­ed to be

    out­num­bered by ten to one. His unit could tear the throats out of an­imals with their teeth.

    They could fell squir­rels with knives, and shoot out the eyes of birds with pis­tols. “Give us

    com­bat,” Furt­se­va had said.




    “You will have plen­ty,” he was told by the smooth­faced KGB colonel with the rose­bud

    lips.




    He was giv­en on­ly one man.




    And not on­ly was that man not go­ing to give him a chase, but he was com­ing to him. Just

    one man on those pa­thet­ical­ly bare Viet­namese streets of this north­ern city, Hanoi.




    Even worse, the com­man­der of the blood faces had to ex­plain sev­er­al meth­ods of

    killing, and promise to use them all. The of­fi­cer, Colonel Ivan Ivanovich, was al­so hav­ing

    this en­tire ex­ecu­tion pho­tographed, con­vinc­ing the com­man­der that the peo­ple who ran

    Moth­er Rus­sia were lu­natics. On one hand they re­fused to use him be­cause they want­ed

    satel­lites to take the blame; on the oth­er hand they were tak­ing movie pic­tures of him,

    record­ing him, and mak­ing notes.




    There were to be three men with knives, fol­lowed by an as­sault with pis­tols, backed up by

    snipers on the roof, grenade throw­ers, and then a three-​man team. The KGB colonel had

    writ­ten this down.




    “Do you re­al­ly think any sin­gle hu­man be­ing is go­ing to es­cape my knife fight­ers?”

    Furt­se­va had asked. He had been hop­ing for per­haps a lit­tle war with the Viet­namese, and

    that way they could fight their way out of Hanoi.




    Colonel Ivanovich knew the com­man­der was think­ing that ab­surd thought or some­thing like

    it. That was what made him so ner­vous. He did not know if Furt­se­va would fright­en the

    Amer­ican, but the com­man­der of the blood faces cer­tain­ly ter­ri­fied him.




    “He is ad­vanc­ing on us. We won’t even have a chase,” said Furt­se­va.




    “Sub­ject seiz­ing the ini­tia­tive,” Colonel lvanovich said in­to his mi­cro­phone. His

    words were writ­ten down for back­up.




    The knife fight­ers went out first.




    Rerno saw them com­ing. They were healthy and moved well on their feet.




    “Oh no! They’re at­tack­ing us,” screamed Kathy. She had thought Re­mo would do the

    at­tack­ing. Sud­den­ly she felt very alone and fright­ened in this strange Com­mu­nist

    cap­ital. And the man she had en­trust­ed to pro­vide mag­nif­icent killings had sud­den­ly

    gone mad. He was whistling. Re­mo liked to whis­tle oc­ca­sion­al­ly while work­ing. Not

    fa­mil­iar tunes, but the rhythms of his body to make ev­ery­thing more har­mo­nious. One of

    the prob­lems with three peo­ple was that they had dif­fi­cul­ty mov­ing in uni­son. So when he

    caught the first knifer’s wrist, he had to make a lit­tle ad­just­ment to swing him around like

    a throwham­mer. The stroke was good, ac­cel­er­at­ing as he brought the first man’s feet in­to

    the sec­ond man’s eyes, and then around again to catch the third in the stom­ach. Pre­cise­ly

    in the mid­dle.




    The first knifer was good for the fol­low­ing screen of pis­tol wield­ers, ex­cept that his

    feet tend­ed to wear out from im­pact. Re­mo was through the sec­ond screen, and up the walls

    to­ward the snipers, be­fore Kathy had a chance to scream in de­light. The snipers were du­ly

    sur­prised when their scopes showed the faces too close up, and then showed noth­ing be­cause

    eyes whose ac­com­pa­ny­ing brains had been turned to jel­ly tend­ed not to fo­cus all that

    well.




    Colonel Ivanovich had caught most of it with his mi­cro­phone. Ev­ery crush­ing death blow

    had sound­ed like an ex­plo­sion be­fore Furt­se­va’s last line had a chance to throw grenades.

    The com­man­der was run­ning up­stairs to­ward the ac­tion while Ivanovich was or­der­ing the

    cam­era­man to pack, and ev­ery­one else to get out of there im­me­di­ate­ly.




    The com­man­der stopped his grenade throw­ers from fin­ish­ing the man be­cause he want­ed

    him to him­self. He lunged at the thin Amer­ican, show­ing his teeth.




    Re­mo saw the man drive to­ward him with his mouth open. The man ob­vi­ous­ly want­ed to

    help, and Re­mo let him. He of­fered his throat mo­men­tar­ily, let the man pass, and then

    caught the back of the man’s neck with his chin, driv­ing a neck ver­te­bra out through the

    man’s mouth.




    The man had ob­vi­ous­ly been try­ing to bite his throat. Chi­un had told him that there

    would be a time when some­one would be that fool­ish.




    Re­mo nev­er un­der­stood why any­one would ex­pose him­self like that. Chi­un had

    ex­plained that usu­al­ly peo­ple that stupid were white. The man had been white. Re­mo made

    sure the grenades did not go off by im­plant­ing them through the mouths of the throw­ers in­to

    the cush­ions of the up­per in­testines. Then he went on through the build­ing, look­ing for

    any­one who knew some­thing about the flu­oro­car­bon beam.




    Out­side, Kath­leen O’Don­nell was gid­dy. “I love you, Re­mo,” she cried. “I love you.”




    Ivan Ivanovich ran past the laugh­ing wom­an with his cam­er­amen and note-​tak­er. He

    thought for a mo­ment that he should seize her, but he was sure from the hor­ri­ble force of

    the noise com­ing from in­side the build­ing that he would not be able to get out of Hanoi

    alive if he laid a hand on her.




    And he was go­ing to get out of Hanoi alive. He paused on­ly to make sure of the dam­age

    done by the lone Amer­ican. The en­tire blood-​face team had been dis­patched like so much old

    cab­bage. And ac­cord­ing to Hanoi se­cu­ri­ty, the Amer­ican had gone on a killing spree and

    was still killing as of the phone call from the air­port.




    Colonel Ivanovich had caused a grave in­ter­na­tion­al in­ci­dent, strained re­la­tions

    be­tween two close al­lies, and, by his fail­ure to stop the Amer­ican, had launched a plague

    up­on a cap­ital city. Even now ev­ery po­lice­man was look­ing for the killer, afraid to find

    him. What had the colonel done?




    By the time Ivanovich and his pho­tog­ra­phers and note­tak­ers reached Moscow, a for­mal

    mes­sage of com­plaint and the mount­ing dam­ages had reached the halls of the Krem­lin.




    Alex­ei Ze­my­atin heard them all, and said when he re­ceived the trem­bling Colonel

    Ivanovich.




    “Good. At least some­thing has fi­nal­ly gone as planned.”


  




  

    Chapter 15




    The man had used an­oth­er hu­man be­ing like a whip. Ev­ery­one saw it.




    “He used him like a whip,” said some­one in the dark­ness.




    “No,” said some­one else.




    “Slow it down. You’ll see. He used him like a whip. I swear.”




    The pic­ture stopped on the screen, and whirred back. “Who is it? Who is that man? Was this

    trick pho­tog­ra­phy?”




    The pic­ture start­ed again. A sin­gle man ad­vanc­ing in­to three. The three had knives.

    The sin­gle man had no weapon.




    The pic­tures them­selves seemed ex­traor­di­nar­ily smooth. Ev­ery­one in the au­di­ence

    had seen pic­tures like that. If a top ath­lete were go­ing to per­form in­ter­na­tion­al­ly,

    the coach­es were al­lowed to use one very valu­able half-​hour of that film. It was for

    shoot­ing at ten times the num­ber of frames per sec­ond of or­di­nary mo­tion pic­tures. While

    it couldn’t stop a bul­let, it could catch the bul­let’s blur go­ing across a screen.




    “Do I have to watch again?” A voice in the dark­ness.




    “Ei­ther all watch this or we watch our cities be­ing de­stroyed, our farms be­com­ing

    bar­ren, and a slaugh­ter that none of us who live ben­efit­ing from so­cial­ism will

    sur­vive.” An old­er voice in the dark pro­jec­tion room.




    “It is so bloody.” The first voice.




    “Why not sol­diers? Why do we have to see these pic­tures? Don’t we have com­man­dos? Ju­do

    ex­perts?” There was si­lence be­fore the film was run again. The room had a cer­tain pres­sure

    to it, as though the very air had been squeezed in. It was not easy to breathe. It smelled of

    fresh linoleum and old cigarettes. There were no win­dows, and none of the men were even sure

    what part of Moscow they were in, much less which build­ing. They had been told that no one and

    noth­ing oth­er than they were need­ed. They had been tak­en from all over the so­cial­ist bloc

    and brought here to watch these films.




    They were all sur­prised, there­fore, when they were giv­en se­cret in­for­ma­tion.




    “No mil­itary man, no KGB ex­pert, has been able to iden­ti­fy what we see here. None.”




    “When were these pic­tures shot?”




    “Two days ago.”




    “Are you sure they are re­al? You know they might have got­ten some West­ern wrestlers or

    gym­nasts and faked all this. You know that West­ern tech­nol­ogy can do won­ders.”




    “It was pho­tographed in Hanoi. And I was right next to the pho­tog­ra­pher. I saw it all

    with my own eyes.”




    “I am sor­ry, sir.”




    “No. Noth­ing to he sor­ry for. You are here be­cause we don’t know what this is. No­body

    else who has seen these pic­tures can ex­plain it. Ask any ques­tions you wish.”




    “I can on­ly speak for my­self, but I have nev­er killed any­one. I am an ath­let­ic coach,

    a gym­nast. I rec­og­nize oth­er lead­ers of our so­cial­ist sports world here. Run­ning

    coach­es. Weight-​lift­ing coach­es. Swim­ming coach­es. What are we do­ing here? Why us? is

    the ques­tion I now ask.”




    “Be­cause no one else has fig­ured out what we are look­ing at. It is not tai kwan do, or

    ju­do, or nin­ja, or karate, or any of the hand-​fight­ing tech­niques we are fa­mil­iar with.

    We don’t know. You know the hu­man body. Tell us what you see.”




    “I see what I have nev­er seen be­fore.”




    “Look again.” The pic­ture be­gan to roll once more and the long man took the knife wield­er

    and, grab­bing a wrist, used him like a whip, the feet be­ing the snap­ping points. It could

    have been a bal­let, the man moved with such grace, if the deaths were not so stun­ning­ly

    re­al and fi­nal.




    Once the coach­es knew that they were not re­spon­si­ble for un­der­stand­ing the moves,

    they could see small things they rec­og­nized.




    “Look at the bal­ance,” said the gym­nas­tics coach. “Beau­ti­ful. You can teach that and

    teach that and maybe one in a thou­sand learns it. But nev­er like that.”




    “The con­cen­tra­tion,” not­ed the weight-​lift­ing coach. “Tim­ing,” said the in­struc­tor

    who had bro­ken the West’s dom­inance of the pole vault.




    Some­one asked if it were a ma­chine. The an­swer was no. Ma­chines had that kind of force,

    but nev­er the cal­cu­lat­ing abil­ity to make judg­ments.




    “He looks as though he is hard­ly mov­ing. Beau­ti­ful. Beau­ti­ful.” This from a skat­ing

    coach. “You know that he has got the mag­nif­icent abil­ity to know where ev­ery­thing is at

    all times.”




    Now the mood had been re­versed. Ad­mi­ra­tion re­placed hor­ror. Some of the coach­es had

    to re­strain them­selves from ap­plaud­ing.




    Then one of them no­ticed some­thing pe­cu­liar. “Look at the mouth.”




    “Right. Look at the mouth.”




    “It’s puck­ered.”




    “It might be the breath­ing. There might be some spe­cial method of breath­ing that un­locks

    this all.”




    “Do the sound. Can you get a high res­olu­tion for the sound?”




    “We al­ready have,” said the man be­side the pro­jec­tion ma­chine, and turned on the

    lights. He was the KGB gen­er­al with the smooth face and rose­buds lips. The new gen­er­al’s

    pips glis­tened on his shoul­ders.




    “Gen­tle­men,” said Gen­er­al Ivan Ivanovich, sport­ing a new medal for com­bat. “The

    puck­ered lips were whistling. The tune was cre­at­ed by Walt Dis­ney, an Amer­ican car­toon

    com­pa­ny. It was for their car­toon pic­ture Snow White and the Sev­en Dwarfs. The tune was a

    hap­py lit­tle melody called ‘Whis­tle While You Work.’ “




    There was a death­ly si­lence in the room as ev­ery man was re­mind­ed that they had been

    watch­ing some­one so very ca­su­al­ly kill fif­teen men. But one of the coach­es was not

    de­terred by the car­nage. He asked for a copy of the film to use as a teach­ing in­stru­ment

    for his ath­letes. He did not even get an an­swer from the gen­er­al. An­oth­er coach

    pro­vid­ed it.




    “There is no one in the world we know of who could learn what we saw to­day.”




    Even bet­ter than swear­ing the coach­es to se­cre­cy, some­thing that re­lied on their

    char­ac­ters, young Gen­er­al Ivanovich had them shipped to a lush coun­try­side dacha to wait

    for a few days or weeks or months, but hope­ful­ly not years. In brief, he im­pris­oned

    them.




    Then he faced Ze­my­atin. The old man lived alone in a lit­tle Moscow apart­ment one could

    not tell was for the priv­ileged. He had be­come al­most friend­ly with the young bu­reau­crat

    who had tast­ed his first ex­pe­ri­ence of com­bat. And if the young bu­reau­crat could for­get

    his fear, he was even grow­ing to like the Great One, who would just as soon have a high

    of­fi­cer shot as light a cigarette.




    When he re­turned from Hanoi with a tale of how the blood faces, the best killers Rus­sia

    had been sav­ing, were slaugh­tered like sheep, Ivanovich had been giv­en those gen­er­al’s

    pips he had longed for. He had been told that his mis­sion was a suc­cess, and for the first

    time he re­al­ized the free­dom this old man of­fered. He was not look­ing to blame peo­ple. He

    was not look­ing to claim cred­it or es­cape dis­as­ter. He was look­ing to pro­tect

    Rus­sia.




    And Ivanovich had done just that. The mis­sion was twofold. And en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent from

    the dis­as­ter in Lon­don. In Lon­don they had mere­ly lost men. But here, they had learned

    some­thing, ac­cord­ing to the dic­tum of the old field mar­shal. You as­sumed the en­emy was

    per­fect un­til he showed you oth­er­wise.




    If the blood faces had elim­inat­ed the Amer­ican agent, all well and good. But if they

    failed, then Ivanovich’s mis­sion with the film and the recorders was to let the man show them

    how they might kill him.




    But even with the field mar­shal’s prais­es for Ivanovich, the young gen­er­al felt a bit

    ap­pre­hen­sive as he rang the door­bell. They had not yet, de­spite all the films and

    anal­ysis, found the man’s weak­ness.




    A man rough­ly Ze­my­atin’s age an­swered the door. He had a big pis­tol stuck in his

    flop­py trousers. He had not shaved, and smelled of old vod­ka.




    “He’s hav­ing sup­per,” said the man. De­spite his age, Gen­er­al Ivanovich was sure that

    the pis­tol would be used more ac­cu­rate­ly and more of­ten than any glis­ten­ing au­to­mat­ic

    in a shined hol­ster on the belt of a smart young of­fi­cer.




    “Who is it?” came the voice from in­side.




    “The boy­chik with the cutesy lips.”




    “Tell Gen­er­al Ivanovich to come in.”




    “You’re eat­ing sup­per,” said the old man.




    “Set an­oth­er place.”




    “With knives and forks and ev­ery­thing?”




    “Cer­tain­ly. He is go­ing to eat with us.”




    “I am not a boy­chik,” said Gen­er­al Ivanovich, en­ter­ing the apart­ment. “I am a

    gen­er­al in the sword who pro­tects the par­ty and the peo­ple. I am forty-​four years old,

    body­guard.”




    “Do you want a saucer with your cup?” asked the old body­guard.




    “Set a whole place,” came Ze­my­atin’s voice.




    “A whole place, big deal. A whole place for a pret­ty lit­tle boy­chik,” said the old man,

    shuf­fling off to the kitchen.




    While there were no grand West­ern fur­ni­ture in this apart­ment as there was in the lush

    dachas out­side the city for men of less­er rank than the Great One, there was enough ra­dio

    and elec­tron­ic ma­chin­ery to staff the most ad­vanced Rus­sian out­post. Ze­my­atin al­ways

    had to be in­formed. Oth­er­wise, it was a sim­ple apart­ment with a few books, a pic­ture of a

    young wom­an, tak­en many years be­fore, and pic­tures of her as she grew old­er. But there was

    that un­kempt feel­ing in this bach­elor apart­ment; those lit­tle things that wom­en gave to

    the lives of men to cre­ate the weath­er of their lives was miss­ing.




    The din­ner was boiled beef, pota­toes, and a raw sal­ad, with tea and sug­ar for dessert.

    The sea­son­ings tast­ed like some­one had just grabbed the first box off the shelf.




    “I hate to tell you this,” said Gen­er­al Ivanovich, “but we have had mul­ti-​anal­ysis of

    the pic­tures, of the re­ports, of ev­ery­thing. We have not found a sin­gle flaw. We may be

    fac­ing the one man who does not show you how to kill him.”




    “Eat your pota­toes,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “But if you are not go­ing to, don’t mash them. He’ll eat them to­mor­row,” said the

    body­guard. “You want­ed the saucer?”




    “A full set­ting for the gen­er­al,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “He may not even want tea,” said the body­guard.




    “So he’ll leave it,” said Ze­my­atin.




    ” ‘So he’ll leave it,’ ” mim­icked the body­guard. “So I’ll clean it up.” He shuf­fled back

    from the bare ta­ble with the linoleum place mats in­to the kitchen.




    “Ivan,” said Ze­my­atin. “The rea­son I say we must as­sume that ev­ery en­emy is per­fect

    is that I am sure no one is per­fect. All that has hap­pened is that you have not found the

    Amer­ican’s flaw yet. So where, we must ask our­selves, have we been look­ing? This is cru­cial

    in our think­ing-“




    The body­guard came back in­to the liv­ing room, brush­ing his shoul­der in­to the

    con­ver­sa­tion.




    “Here is your cup. Here is your saucer,” said the body­guard. He banged the saucer down on

    the ta­ble.




    “Thank you,” said Ze­my­atin. “Now, Ivan, the world sit­ua­tion is this-“




    “The glass on the saucer doesn’t even have tea in it, but the pret­ty boy­chik has got

    him­self a saucer. You want two saucers for the tea you don’t have?”




    “Give him tea,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “I am not sure about the tea,” said Gen­er­al Ivanovich. “I would like to get on with this.

    We are deal­ing with a strange new el­ement-“




    “Take the tea,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “Tea,” said Gen­er­al Ivanovich.




    “He doesn’t want tea. You made him take tea.”




    “I’ll have the tea,” said Gen­er­al Ivanovich. His bright, per­fect­ly green uni­form stood

    out like a shiny but­ton in a rag fac­to­ry com­pared to the old bathrobe Ze­my­atin wore, and

    the flop­py trousers with the old lug of a pis­tol stuck in them that the body­guard wore.




    “Just be­cause he tells you do to some­thing, you don’t have to do it. He pushed Rus­sia

    around. Don’t let him push you around.”




    “He is my com­man­der,” said Gen­er­al Ivanovich,




    “Bul­ly, bul­ly, bul­ly. We all get bul­lied by Alex­ei. Alex­ei the bul­ly.”




    By the time the body­guard got back with the steam­ing tea, Ze­my­atin had out­lined the

    sit­ua­tion with bril­liant sim­plic­ity. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, the body­guard wouldn’t leave

    un­til Gen­er­al Ivanovich took at least one sip of the tea. It burned his tongue.




    “He’s not a Rus­sian, Alex­ei,” said the body­guard, “He didn’t put a sug­ar cube in his

    mouth.”




    “He’s a new Rus­sian.”




    “None of us are that new. He doesn’t want the tea. Look.”




    “Would you mind if we de­fend­ed Moth­er Rus­sia in the midst of your din­ner?” said

    Alex­ei.




    “Ev­ery time you want need­less saucers, we have got a na­tion­al emer­gen­cy,” said the

    body­guard.




    “You are prob­ably won­der­ing why I keep him,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “No,” said ivanovich, who was even now learn­ing to think like the Great One. “Ob­vi­ous­ly

    he does the nec­es­sary things very well. You can with­in a doubt trust him to do cer­tain

    things. In brief, sir, he does work.”




    “Good. Now, this killer they have. We don’t know his flaw yet. All right. Good. Let’s put

    that aside for just a mo­ment. I don’t care whether we kill him or not. A few men here or there

    does not mat­ter.”




    “There is some­thing else,” Ze­my­atin con­tin­ued. “The Amer­icans have a weapon we are

    in­ter­est­ed in.”




    “Would you iden­ti­fy it for me?”




    “No,” said Ze­my­atin. “But they were test­ing it in Lon­don, when this man ap­peared on the

    scene to snatch away our one lead to it. This ex­traor­di­nary man. This man whom we don’t know

    how to kill yet. Then he turns up in a South Amer­ican coun­try. Then he turns up in Hanoi.

    Why?”




    Gen­er­al Ivanovich knew from the way the old­er man spoke that he was not sup­posed to

    an­swer this. “Be­cause, as we gath­er from re­ports now com­ing in, he is look­ing for the

    same weapon.”




    “Is it pos­si­ble they don’t have the weapon? Maybe the British have the weapon.”




    “Log­ical, but we know ev­ery­thing the British have. We know all their lay­ers of

    coun­ter­in­tel­li­gence. Now I have told you more than I want­ed about oth­er de­part­ments.

    No mat­ter. We must ask our­selves, why are they com­mit­ting this weapon? As a

    de­cep­tion?”




    “If it were any­one oth­er than the one I have seen,” said Ivanovich, “I would say snatch

    him and get the in­for­ma­tion from him.”




    “What we are see­ing on al­most ev­ery lev­el is an Amer­ica far more cun­ning than we ev­er

    thought pos­si­ble. Could I have mis­judged, and is there an­oth­er ex­pla­na­tion for all

    this? I ask be­cause we are ap­proach­ing a point from where there is no re­turn. A ma­jor

    de­ci­sion awaits. It will be like a bul­let that can­not be re­called. The world will nev­er

    be the same. Our world. Their world. Nev­er the same.”




    Gen­er­al Ivanovich thought a mo­ment. “I’ll tell you, sir, that be­fore those pic­tures,

    be­fore see­ing what I have seen both through my own eyes and through the eyes of ex­perts, I

    would have said yes, you are mis­judg­ing the Amer­icans. I had nev­er seen any­thing the

    Amer­icans had done, out­side of elec­tron­ics, that would jus­ti­fy our re­spect.”




    “And now?”




    “And now I know of a man … a killing ma­chine whose chin can dis­lodge the neck ver­te­brae

    of an­oth­er hu­man be­ing. We have tried to put him down twice. And he ap­pears twice. Is he

    new? Did he come just this month from nowhere? No. He has been around.”




    “Right,” said Ze­my­atin. “But strange­ly, they are send­ing him af­ter this thing we

    be­lieve they have.”




    “If they are still look­ing for it, do they have it?” asked the gen­er­al.




    “Ah,” said Ze­my­atin. “The Amer­icans who nev­er hid things that well be­fore would

    or­di­nar­ily not hide things that well now. But look at this killer they had hid­den so well.

    Who does he work for? We don’t know. So they are smarter than we think. What a great

    de­cep­tion to make one think one does not have the weapon un­til it is used, or test­ed some

    more.”




    “The ques­tion is, Com­rade Field Mar­shal, are the Amer­icans that cun­ning?”




    “An en­emy is per­fect un­til he shows you how to kill him. I nev­er thought we would see

    the day when I am hear­ing about one hu­man be­ing who is per­fect. There must be some­thing we

    do not know.”




    Ivanovich had an idea. His desk had been both­ered, of late most in­tense­ly, by of­fers of

    the North Ko­re­an al­lies to per­form ser­vices in the in­ter­na­tion­al are­na. Be­fore

    de­vot­ing all his time to the field mar­shal, Ivanovich had han­dled these diplo­mat­ic

    re­quests him­self. Now he had shunt­ed them off to a sub­or­di­nate.




    “Our friends in Py­ongyang want to pro­vide a ser­vice. They say that we in­sult them by not

    mak­ing them full part­ners in the so­cial­ist strug­gle. They have had some suc­cess

    re­cent­ly and of course have trum­pet­ed it to us. Why not use them on this Amer­ican?”




    “Throw­ing an­oth­er piece of dung,” said Ze­my­atin. “What could they pos­si­bly have that

    we don’t have? The ran­dom pur­pose­less killing for which they have an ap­petite in­ter­ests

    me not at all.”




    “They have suc­ceed­ed in killing an SDEC di­rec­tor, a man we couldn’t even lo­cate. And

    now, as a gift of pride, they are go­ing to give us the pope him­self. No more med­dling in our

    west­ern Pol­ish bor­der. The pope. The SDEC di­rec­tor dead and the pope about to be

    dead.”




    “Let me tell you about the Ko­re­ans. There is a say­ing that when one brings a Ko­re­an to

    wield a knife, one hires not a ser­vant but a mas­ter. It’s true. Nev­er trust a Ko­re­an

    as­sas­sin.”




    “I am not say­ing trust.”




    “This is some­thing you might not know, boy­chik, but it is an an­cient say­ing. The czars

    tast­ed the bit­ter­ness. One of the first things we did was to get their records. I was the

    one who made the de­ci­sion to em­ploy some of the czar’s best po­lice­men. Dur­ing the

    fif­teenth and six­teenth cen­turies Moth­er Rus­sia used spe­cial Ko­re­ans ex­ten­sive­ly. Do

    you know who got killed as of­ten as a czar’s en­emy? The czar. There is a say­ing in this

    coun­try that noth­ing comes out of Ko­rea but your own death. No to Ko­re­ans. No. Nev­er. I

    say it. The czars be­fore us said it. And our grand­chil­dren will say it.”




    Gen­er­al Ivanovich snapped to at­ten­tion while sit­ting. His back be­came straight, his

    heels touched, his chin lift­ed to lev­el, and Ze­my­atin knew the young man was afraid again.

    But the old field mar­shal had not said this to in­still fear. It was some­thing he had

    trust­ed over the years, an or­der he had giv­en when the KGB first be­gan us­ing satel­lites.

    Use any­one but a Ko­re­an. The KGB had fol­lowed it blind­ly like good bu­reau­crats.




    One of the elec­tron­ic con­soles beeped, and the old body­guard shuf­fled over and quick­ly

    had it go­ing.




    Ivanovich looked back at Ze­my­atin, the Great One, who gave a small nod. The young

    gen­er­al un­der­stood that there had been a ques­tion as to whether this in­for­ma­tion could

    be shared with him in the room. With­out even a spo­ken an­swer, the field mar­shal’s shrug

    in­di­cat­ed the ex­act lev­el of in­for­ma­tion that was al­lowed to be dis­cussed with the

    gen­er­al present:




    “They have fired it again,” said the old body­guard.




    “Where?” said Ze­my­atin.




    “Egyp­tian Sa­hara. An area of one hun­dred square kilo­me­ters. Our peo­ple are there

    al­ready and risk­ing quite a bit to get us the in­for­ma­tion. The Egyp­tians work close­ly

    with the Amer­icans.”




    “One hun­dred square kilo­me­ters. That’s an area any army would oc­cu­py. An en­tire

    army.”




    “And fired in a sin­gle sec­ond.”




    “That is their last test. Their last. No more test­ing. What would they have to test for?”

    said Ze­my­atin.




    “Is this the weapon the Amer­ican is pro­tect­ing?” asked the young KGB gen­er­al.




    Ze­my­atin dis­missed the ques­tion with a hand. The old man thought awhile, his face

    be­com­ing even old­er, more grave. Lines of death showed. The eyes seemed to be look­ing in­to

    hell.




    Fi­nal­ly, the younger man asked:




    “What is our next step to­ward their spe­cial per­son? Should we ac­cel­er­ate some

    track­ing op­er­ation on him at this point?”




    “What?” said Ze­my­atin as though com­ing out of a sleep.




    “The Amer­ican.”




    The body­guard touched the clean crisp gen­er­al’s uni­form. “Leave,” he said. The Amer­ican

    was of no im­por­tance now.




    Short­ly there­after re­ports came in of two more fir­ings in the area. On a map it clear­ly

    showed that in a strip of Egyp­tian desert equal to the size of the Balka­ns, Rus­sia’s soft

    un­der­bel­ly, the sand had come un­der such in­tense so­lar heat that it had fused in­to a

    hard, slick, slip­pery sur­face not un­like glass.




    To Ze­my­atin it was clear why they had cho­sen the Sa­hara. The trans­for­ma­tion of the

    sand to glass was the one in­stant ef­fect ob­serv­able from a satel­lite. The Amer­icans

    could, as he was do­ing now, plot the range of their weapon. All they would have to do was

    re­cal­ibrate, and lay Rus­sia de­fense­less. There would be no more tests. The at­tack, he was

    sad­ly sure, could come at any mo­ment. It was time to launch his own. In this mo­ment, Alex­ei

    Ze­my­atin, the man who had on­ly want­ed to be a good but­ler as a boy, would show his true

    mil­itary ge­nius.




    He or­dered the Pre­mier to im­me­di­ate­ly in­form the Amer­icans that Rus­sia would now

    share in­for­ma­tion about the flu­oro­car­bon beam that could harm them all. He did this by

    tele­phone be­cause it was faster.




    “Tell them there have been cer­tain ef­fects on the mis­siles. Just cer­tain ef­fects. Do

    not tell that the mis­siles are or are not de­stroyed. Cer­tain ef­fects.”




    “But, Alex­ei . . .”




    “Shhh,” said Ze­my­atin. It had been sus­pect­ed but not yet proven that the Amer­icans

    could bug any tele­phone line in the world from out­er space. “Do it. Do it now. Have it done

    by the time I get there. Yes?”




    His body­guard not­ed that the young gen­er­al had not drunk his tea.




    Ze­my­atin was driv­en by an­oth­er old body­guard to the Pre­mier’s dacha. The weath­er was

    crisp and hard and there were many sol­diers out­side. They stood in great­coats and shiny

    boots look­ing formidable. Alex­ei was still in his bathrobe.




    He walked through the sol­diers out­side, and through the of­fi­cers in­side, and nod­ded

    the Pre­mier in­to the back room. The Pre­mier want­ed to take some gen­er­als with him.




    “If you do I’ll have them shot,” said Ze­my­atin.




    The Pre­mier tried to pre­tend he had nev­er been so lav­ish­ly in­sult­ed in front of his

    own mil­itary. Ze­my­atin had nev­er done this be­fore. Why he was start­ing now, the Pre­mier

    did not know. But there were cer­tain for­mal­ities that should be ob­served.




    “Alex­ei, you can­not do this to me. You can­not do this to the lead­er of your

    coun­try.”




    Ze­my­atin did not sit. “Did you con­tact the Amer­icans?”




    “Yes. They are send­ing their Mr. Pease back again.”




    “Good. When?”




    “They seem to be as ner­vous about this as they say we should be.”




    “When will he be here?”




    “Fif­teen hours.”




    “All right, we will have some tech­ni­cal peo­ple add to what we know to stretch out our

    in­for­ma­tion. Fig­ure eight hours for the first con­fer­ence, then we all sleep. That should

    get us an­oth­er twelve hours. We will stretch this for two days, forty-​eight hours.

    Good.”




    “Why do we give them faulty in­for­ma­tion for forty-​eight hours?”




    “Not faulty. We just won’t give them the fact that their beam to­tal­ly de­stroys the

    elec­tron­ics in our mis­siles un­til the sec­ond ses­sion, and in that ses­sion we keep them

    locked up with us un­til the forty-​eighth hour has passed.”




    “Why, are we giv­ing them the truth about our mis­siles be­ing use­less?”




    “Be­cause, my dear Pre­mier, it is the one thing they don’t have yet,” said Ze­my­atin.

    “Look. At this mo­ment they have ev­ery­thing they need to launch an at­tack with this weapon

    and do it suc­cess­ful­ly. Ev­ery­thing. We would be through. They could sit in Moscow

    to­mor­row and you could throw stones at them.”




    “So why give them the last thing they do not know?”




    “Be­cause it is the on­ly thing for which they might de­lay. The on­ly thing they need now

    is ab­so­lute as­sur­ance that our mis­siles-​not their own, which I am sure they have test­ed

    this weapon on-​but ours, do not work when hit by the un­fil­tered sun’s rays. They will de­lay

    be­cause we will give our­selves up on a sil­ver plat­ter.”




    “Do we want to do that?”




    “No. What we have done is past the point of no re­turn. While they are de­lay­ing for the

    last thing they need, our new mis­siles will go off.”




    “You mean in two days?”




    “With­in two days.”




    “When ex­act­ly?”




    “You do not need to know. Just talk peace,” said Ze­my­atin. He did not, of course, trust

    the head of the Rus­sian gov­ern­ment with this in­for­ma­tion now that the top bu­reau­crat

    had giv­en him per­mis­sion to launch the mis­siles in their very build­ing. That was the

    rea­son for the time da­ta giv­en to ev­ery com­man­der who per­ilous­ly trucked the huge

    cum­ber­some death ma­chines in­to the new Siberi­an sites. Alex­ei Ze­my­atin did not trust

    all of them to fire at once, giv­en a sud­den or­der. The trig­ger on the gun had al­ready been

    pulled. Two days from now the holo­caust would come out of its bar­rel.




    In Wash­ing­ton, Mc­Don­ald “Hal” Pease was told that the Rus­sians were will­ing to share

    se­crets now. They had re­al­ized that they shared a frag­ile plan­et with the rest of the

    hu­man race.




    “I’ll be­lieve it when I see it,” said Pease.


  




  

    Chapter 16




    If there was a re­mote chance that Alex­ei Ze­my­atin might call off the at­tack on the

    sus­pi­cion that Amer­ica might not it­self be re­al­ly plan­ning its own at­tack, a sim­ple

    cas­sette would smoth­er that faint sus­pi­cion with bru­tal fi­nal­ity. Ac­tu­al­ly there were

    twen­ty lit­tle cas­settes in a cheap plas­tic case with a col­or­ful brochure. The pack­ages

    cost three dol­lars each to man­ufac­ture, and sold for eight hun­dred.




    They promised to bring out the lead­er­ship po­ten­tial in ev­ery man. What they did was

    hyp­no­tize peo­ple in­to ig­nor­ing re­al­ity. On his steady cor­po­rate rise Reemer Bolt had

    bought many such self-​ful­fill­ment pro­grams. Their ba­sic mes­sage was that there was no

    such thing as fail­ure.




    There were facts and there were con­clu­sions. One had to sep­arate them. When Reemer Bolt

    looked at a field of use­less cars, it was not a fact that he was ru­ined, his cas­sette

    pro­gram told him. The fact was that fifty cars had been ru­ined. The fact was that he had

    notched his com­pa­ny one step clos­er to ru­ina­tion. But Reemer Bolt him­self was not

    ru­ined.




    Look at Thomas Fdi­son, who, when he had failed in nine­ty-​nine dif­fer­ent ways to make a

    light bulb, said he had not failed. He had re­al­ly dis­cov­ered nine­ty-​nine ways not to make

    a light bulb on his sun­ny road to suc­cess.




    Look at Gen­er­al George Pat­ton, who had nev­er let ideas of fail­ure both­er him.




    Look at Pis­mo Mell­weath­er, who had pro­duced the cas­sette tapes. Mell­weath­er was a

    mil­lion­aire many times over, even though he’d been told as a child he would nev­er amount to

    much. Teach­ers had even called him a swindler. He had spent time in jail for ex­tor­tion and

    em­bez­zle­ment. But now he had homes in sev­er­al states be­cause he had dared to face his own

    self-​worth. The key to suc­ceed­ing was not suc­cumb­ing to the false no­tion that you had

    failed in some way.




    Fail­ure, the tape said, was a state of mind just like suc­cess. One on­ly had to ac­cept

    the fact that one was a win­ner and one would be­come a win­ner. Pis­mo Mell­weath­er had sold

    three hun­dred thou­sand of these cas­sette pro­grams with the as­tro­nom­ical markup, and had

    made him­self a suc­cess for life.




    Reemer Bolt had bought one of those pro­grams and had lis­tened to it so many times that at

    mo­ments of de­spair he would even hear Pis­mo Mell­weath­er’s voice. And so while he now

    looked at a field of dis­as­ter, by night­fall he was able to see the car ex­per­iment not as a

    fail­ure, but as just an­oth­er way the mir­acle de­vice should not be used.




    “Reemer,” he was told by an as­sis­tant, “we blew it.”




    “Lit­tle men blow things. Big men cre­ate suc­cess from what oth­ers call dis­as­ters.”




    “You can’t man­ufac­ture any­thing with an elec­tron­ic part in it,” said the as­sis­tant.

    “You can’t use the rays here in the world. The world is elec­tron­ic. Good-​bye. Good night. Do

    you have the em­ploy­ment sec­tion of the pa­per?”




    “No,” said Bolt, with the gleam of a true be­liev­er in his eyes. “We have dis­cov­ered that

    we must man­ufac­ture non­elec­tron­ic prod­ucts.”




    Many prod­ucts were not elec­tron­ic, the as­sis­tant point­ed out, but none of them lent

    them­selves to cheap­er man­ufac­ture by ex­po­sure to the un­fil­tered rays of the sun.




    Bolt’s lead­er­ship kit solved that prob­lem. Its mes­sage was that ev­ery prob­lem had a

    so­lu­tion if on­ly a per­son un­locked his lead­er­ship pow­er through a sim­ple and tried

    method. One should think about a sub­ject very hard, the tape ad­vised, and then put it out of

    one’s mind and go to sleep. In the morn­ing, the an­swer would come.




    In this hour of tri­al for Reemer Bolt, he did just that and the an­swer did come to him in

    the morn­ing.




    An as­sis­tant phoned him with a sug­ges­tion. Heat­ed sand made glass. Glass was not

    elec­tron­ic. Glass was still used. Why not make glass at the source? Un­der­cut the price of

    even an Ori­en­tal la­bor­er.




    Thus was con­ceived the ex­per­iment that con­vinced a nu­cle­ar pow­er that it was go­ing

    to be at­tacked. The Sa­hara was cho­sen be­cause it had the most sand. If the pro­cess worked,

    you on­ly had to send your trucks out to the desert with a glass cut­ter and haul back the

    cheap­est and per­haps the most per­fect glass in the world.




    “Why most per­fect?” Reemer Bolt was asked.




    “I don’t know. It sounds good,” he said. When the re­sults came in he was so ec­stat­ic he

    called a meet­ing of the board to an­nounce an even greater break­through. In­deed, the

    ini­tial sur­vey showed that the glass was per­haps as clear as any­thing this side of a

    cam­era lens. And they had just made sev­er­al hun­dred square miles of it. They could pro­duce

    a mil­lion square miles of per­fect glass ev­ery year. For­ev­er.




    “For­ev­er,” screamed Bolt in the board­room of Chem­ical Con­cepts of Mas­sachusetts, Inc.

    And then, in case any­one with a re­main­ing eardrum had not heard him, he yelled again.

    “For­ev­er.”




    “Reemer,” said the chair­man of the board, “what hap­pened to that won­der­ful

    car-​paint­ing pro­ce­dure?”




    “A mi­nor prob­lem, sir. We are go­ing to wait for that to come to its full fruition. Right

    now I am go­ing to get us all our mon­ey back and then some. Once that is done we’ll push ahead

    with the car-​paint­ing pro­cess.”




    Sev­er­al of the mem­bers were puz­zled. No one seemed to be agree­ing.




    “I will tell you why I asked,” said the chair­man of the board. “While the glass con­cept is

    good, by cre­at­ing sev­er­al hun­dred square miles of glass in Egypt you have just ru­ined the

    glass mar­ket for the next six­ty-​five years ac­cord­ing to my cal­cu­la­tions.”




    “Can we cut the price?”




    “If they don’t need as much as you have put on the mar­ket, you al­ready have. No prof­it

    from cheap glass.”




    “I see,” said Bolt. He felt some­thing strange and warm run­ning down his pants leg.




    “Reemer, have you just wet your pants?” asked the chair­man of the board.




    “No,” said Bolt with all the en­thu­si­asm of a man who un­der­stood his lead­er­ship

    po­ten­tial. “I have just dis­cov­ered a way not to go to the bath­room.”




    It was a night of ex­haus­tion. Deliri­ous, de­li­cious ex­haus­tion, with ev­ery

    pas­sion­ate nerve aroused and then con­tent­ed.




    That was be­fore Kathy made love to Re­mo. That was in Hanoi, go­ing from one gov­ern­ment

    of­fice to an­oth­er. From one mil­itary base to an­oth­er. That was in the dark al­leys while

    a city went mad search­ing for the killer among them.




    Sev­er­al times the po­lice would have gone right by if Kathy hadn’t knocked over

    some­thing. And then she saw them come against this won­der­ful, mag­nif­icent, per­fect hu­man

    be­ing, and die. Some­times their bones cracked. Some­times death was as silent as the far edge

    of space. Oth­er times, those spe­cial times when they came roar­ing down up­on them, the

    bod­ies would go one way and the heads would go an­oth­er.




    It was be­fore dawn when Re­mo said, “It’s not here. They don’t know where it is.”




    “That’s too bad,” said Kathy.




    “Then why do you have that sil­ly grin on your face?” asked Re­mo.




    “No rea­son,” purred Kathy. She nes­tled in­to his arm. It didn’t feel very mus­cu­lar. “Are

    you tired?”




    “I’m puz­zled. These peo­ple don’t know where the flu­oro­car­bon thing is. They nev­er

    heard of it.”




    “That’s their prob­lem.”




    “What else do you re­mem­ber about it?”




    “Just that aw­ful man in San Gau­ta.”




    “I dun­no,” said Re­mo. They were in a ware­house marked “Peo­ple’s Hos­pi­tal.” It had been

    la­beled that way dur­ing the Viet­nam war so that when the Amer­icans bombed the ware­hous­es

    they could be ac­cused of bomb­ing hos­pi­tals. The re­porters nev­er men­tioned that it stored

    ri­fles, not wound­ed.




    It still stored weapons, Re­mo and Kathy saw, but now they were for bat­tles in Cam­bo­dia

    or on the Chi­na bor­der.




    So much for the peace ev­ery­one had pre­dict­ed if Amer­ica left.




    “Are you ready to move?” asked Re­mo.




    “No. Let’s just stay here tonight. You and me.” She kissed his ear.




    “Are you tired?”




    “Yes, very.”




    “I’ll car­ry you,” said Re­mo.




    “I’ll walk. How are we go­ing to get out of here? We’re white. It’s a po­lice state. Are we

    go­ing to walk out through In­dochi­na? That will take months.”




    “We’ll go out through the air­port.”




    “I know you can get us through any guard, but they’ll shoot down any plane you get to. There

    are no al­leys to hide in. It’s flat. You might make it some­how, but I’ll die,” said Kathy.

    She was still wear­ing the suit and blouse she had ar­rived in. The shoul­der was ripped, but

    she felt this on­ly made her sex­ier. She knew her own deep sat­is­fac­tion had to be send­ing

    out sig­nals to this man, mak­ing him de­sir­able as well. Af­ter all, hadn’t he sud­den­ly

    tak­en her here in­to this ware­house when the killing was over?




    “Would you mind if I died?” asked Kathy. She won­dered if she were act­ing like a lit­tle

    girl. She grinned coy­ly when she said this.




    “Sure,” said Re­mo. She was the on­ly one who knew any­thing about this mys­te­ri­ous

    de­vice that could end life on earth.




    “Do you mean it?” She hat­ed her­self for ask­ing that ques­tion. She’d nev­er thought she

    would. She’d nev­er thought she would feel like all the oth­er girls in school had felt,

    gig­gly all over, fish­ing for any lit­tle com­pli­ment from the man she loved.




    “Sure,” said Re­mo. “Don’t wor­ry about the air­port. Peo­ple on­ly see what they’re trained

    to see.”




    “You can make us in­vis­ible?”




    “No. Peo­ple don’t look.”




    “I thought Ori­en­tals were more sen­si­tive to their sur­round­ings.”




    “On­ly com­pared to whites. They don’t see ei­ther.”




    She was amazed at how sim­ple and log­ical it all was, so nat­ural. The hu­man eye no­ticed

    what star­tled it, what was dif­fer­ent. It no­ticed what it was sup­posed to no­tice. The mind

    didn’t even know what it saw. Peo­ple thought they rec­og­nized oth­ers by their faces, when

    ac­tu­al­ly they rec­og­nized them by their walk and size and on­ly con­firmed the

    iden­ti­fi­ca­tion by face.




    This Kathy knew from read­ing. The way Re­mo ex­plained it, it sound­ed more mys­ti­cal but

    still log­ical. He said the mind was lazy, and while the eye re­al­ly saw ev­ery­thing, the

    mind fil­tered out things. It fil­tered out twen­ty men and blurred the mes­sage in­to a

    march­ing col­umn. Re­mo and Kathy eas­ily joined a line of march­ing guards, and by be­ing

    part of the mass, just moved with it. If she had dared, she would have moved her head to look

    in­to the faces and see them ac­tu­al­ly star­ing through her and Re­mo. But Re­mo had told her

    to lis­ten to her own breath­ing and stay with him. That way she would re­main part of the

    nat­ural mass of the mov­ing col­umn. He told her to think of his pres­ence.




    For Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell that was easy. She was ready to stay with this man for­ev­er.

    She lis­tened to her breath­ing as she sensed the chok­ing odor of burn­ing jet fu­el and felt

    the ground trem­ble with the big en­gines revving up. She knew she was board­ing an air­plane

    be­cause she was climb­ing up. But the mirac­ulous thing was that she did not feel as though

    she were climb­ing.




    Then they were in the aisle and there was a fuss over seats. The prob­lem was that two

    oth­er peo­ple did not have seats. They did not have seats be­cause she and Re­mo were sit­ting

    in them. Re­mo set­tled it by show­ing the oth­ers two seats even the flight at­ten­dants

    weren’t aware of in the back. The peo­ple didn’t re­turn.




    “Where did you put them?” she whis­pered.




    “They’re okay,” said Re­mo.




    When the flight was air­borne it was dis­cov­ered that a stock­bro­ker and a tax lawyer had

    been stuffed in­to the lava­to­ry seats.




    It was a British air­plane. They had to find some­one who could de­ter­mine what had gone

    wrong, why there were two ex­tra peo­ple for seats that did not ex­ist when the ex­tra peo­ple

    had tick­ets.




    Since there was a new la­bor con­tract with the British air­line, a crew mem­ber who was

    al­so prac­ticed as a me­di­ator took charge. Re­mo and Kathy sat com­fort­ably all the way

    across the mas­sive Pa­cif­ic to San Fran­cis­co. By the end of that flight, the me­di­ator had

    formed a com­mit­tee to es­tab­lish who should be blamed for the fail­ure to pro­vide seats.

    The stock­bro­ker and the tax lawyer stood the whole way, mas­sag­ing where they had been

    pressed in­to the lava­to­ry.




    At the air­port, Re­mo di­aled Smith’s spe­cial num­ber. “It ain’t there, Smut­ty,” said

    Re­mo. “Not even re­mote­ly there.”




    “We have found one in the North­east but we can’t lo­cate it. I am sure the Rus­sians are

    go­ing to at­tack. I am alone in this, Re­mo, but I know I am right.”




    “What do you want me to do, Smit­ty?”




    “We have got to make the Rus­sians trust us.”




    “Do they trust any­one?”




    “They think we are be­hind the flu­oro­car­bon beam. They are sure of it. They are sure we

    are us­ing the beam to de­stroy them.”




    “That doesn’t sound like they are go­ing to trust us.”




    “They may, if we do some­thing.”




    “What?”




    “Stay there. Right on that line.”




    Kathy wait­ed con­tent­ed­ly by the bag­gage-​re­turn racks. Ev­ery once in a while she blew

    Re­mo a kiss. Men glanced at her long­ing­ly. They al­ways did that. She had nev­er met a man

    she couldn’t have if he liked wom­en. But she had nev­er met a man un­til this one whom she

    want­ed. “Want­ed” was too weak a word. This was a man who was like air to her lungs and blood

    to her cells. This man was hers, part of her, be­yond sep­ara­tion.




    She blew him an­oth­er kiss. She knew her clothes were dirty by now. She was pen­ni­less.

    She had lost the sole of one shoe in Hanoi. Her un­der­gar­ments had ceased to be com­fort­able

    in San Gau­ta. And she did not care. Kath­leen O’Don­nell, whose dress had been re­gal ar­mor

    all her pro­fes­sion­al life, did not care. She had ev­ery­thing she need­ed, es­pe­cial­ly for

    her se­cret de­sires.




    Her on­ly thought at that mo­ment was whether Re­mo want­ed chil­dren. He had men­tioned

    some­thing about his friend want­ing him to get mar­ried and have chil­dren. Kathy could give

    him chil­dren. She could give him ev­ery­thing. And more.




    She want­ed to trot over and kiss him. She won­dered what peo­ple would say if he took her

    right there on the bag­gage rack. Would she mind? She would en­joy it, of course. But she

    won­dered if she would mind what peo­ple would think.




    No, there was on­ly one per­son whose opin­ion she cared about, and that one per­son was no

    longer her­self. He had just hung up the tele­phone and was com­ing over to her. “You need

    mon­ey or any­thing?”




    “No. I don’t need any­thing, Re­mo,” said Kathy. “It’s strange, I used to think I need­ed

    things be­fore. But I don’t now. I have ev­ery­thing.”




    “Good,” said Re­mo. ” ‘Cause I’m leav­ing.”




    Kathy gig­gled. “I love your sense of hu­mor.”




    “Bye,” said Rerno.




    “Where are you go­ing?”




    “I’m leav­ing,” said Re­mo. “Got­ta go. Busi­ness.”




    “Where?” said Kathy, sud­den­ly re­al­iz­ing that he was ac­tu­al­ly leav­ing her. She

    shiv­ered un­der the shock, her hands tight and trem­bling.




    “Gonna save the world, sweet­heart. So long,” said Re­mo.




    “What about sav­ing the world from the de­struc­tion of the ozone shield? That’s sav­ing the

    world.”




    “That’s num­ber two. Dis­as­ters nowa­days have to wait in line.”




    “How can it be num­ber two? It can make the en­tire world un­liv­able.”




    “Not right away,” said Re­mo. He gave her a kiss on the cheek and head­ed for an Aeroflot

    of­fice. The way Smith had set this up, there was a chance, a fair chance, that even Sinan­ju

    might fail. In his ef­fort to save the coun­try, he had all but told Rus­sia that he was

    send­ing a man in.




    “Thanks a lot,” Re­mo had said when he heard the plan the Pres­ident of the Unit­ed States

    had ap­proved. “But how do you ex­pect me to come out of this alive?”




    “You can do any­thing, it seems, Re­mo.”




    “Ex­cept what you set up for me. You’re go­ing to get me killed.”




    “We have to risk that.”




    “Thanks.”




    “Look, Re­mo. If you don’t make it, none of us will make it.”




    “Then kiss your bippee good-​bye.”




    “You’ll make it, Re­mo,” said Smith.




    Re­mo had giv­en a lit­tle laugh and hung up. That was be­fore he kissed Kathy good-​bye and

    be­fore he went to the Aeroflot of­fice. He had looked at a pic­ture of the crude Aeroflot jet,

    re­mem­bered how many men Rus­sia was will­ing to lose in the Sec­ond World War, and then

    slow­ly backed away. Very slow­ly. He could not use that plane.




    Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell watched Re­mo leave. She wait­ed, be­liev­ing that he would

    re­turn. She told her­self that he was play­ing a joke on her, a cru­el joke. He would come

    back and she would in­sist that he nev­er play that joke on her again.




    Do any­thing he want­ed to her, she would plead, but not that. Nev­er leave her like that

    again. Sev­er­al men stopped to talk to her, see­ing she was alone. A few pimps at the air­port

    of­fered her work.




    When she let out a scream that halt­ed ev­ery­one at the bag­gage racks, she ac­knowl­edged

    that he had done it. He had ac­tu­al­ly left her.




    Some­one tried to qui­et her. She poked her nails in­to his eyes. Air­port po­lice came

    run­ning. She poked them, too. They wres­tled her in­to a strait­jack­et. Some­one gave her a

    seda­tive. With the chem­icals heav­ily drug­ging her mind, she felt on­ly a roar­ing,

    all-​con­sum­ing hate. Even drugged, she was plan­ning her re­venge.




    Some­one found her pass­port on her body. They won­dered how she had just got­ten a British

    en­try stamp, with­out the de­barka­tion stamp from their cus­toms.




    She told them a sto­ry. She told them sev­er­al sto­ries. She got Reemer Bolt on the

    tele­phone. Bolt’s voice cracked as he was try­ing to ex­plain that ev­ery­thing was not

    lost.




    Kathy told him to con­tact the lawyers of Chem­ical Con­cepts of Mas­sachusetts. She told

    him to con­tact her banker. She told him how much mon­ey to wire. She told him to get her out

    of there. She told him the mag­ic words: “Ev­ery­thing is go­ing to be all right, Reemer.”




    “Of course, but how?”




    “I am tak­ing over,” she said.




    “Your project? Your re­spon­si­bil­ity?”




    “Of course, Reemer.”




    “You are the most won­der­ful wom­an in the world,” said Reemer Bolt, re­al­iz­ing there was

    a way out of this mess.




    Thus when the tech­ni­cians start­ed com­plain­ing lat­er that day that Dr. D’Don­nell was

    go­ing to de­stroy the world, Reemer Bolt had lit­tle sym­pa­thy for them.




    Kathy, re­turn­ing on the first flight back east, had stormed in­to Chem­ical Con­cepts of

    Mas­sachusetts and, with­out even a change of clothes, be­gun or­der­ing the tech­ni­cians

    around.




    Bolt hap­pi­ly en­dorsed ev­ery­thing. But soon the tech­ni­cians be­gan sneak­ing out of

    the beam gen­er­ator sta­tion with tales of what was go­ing on.




    “Mr. Bolt, did you know that she has placed a locked wide arc on the beam?”




    “No. Frankly, I don’t care,” said Bolt. “It’s Dr. O’Don­nell’s project, and what she does

    with it is her busi­ness. I tried to save it with mar­ket­ing di­rec­tions, but I don’t know if

    I can do any­thing now.”




    Then an­oth­er tech­ni­cian en­tered Reemer Bolt’s of­fice. “Did you know she is build­ing a

    sec­ond beam gen­er­ator?”




    “Thank you for telling me,” said Bolt, and prompt­ly be­gan prepar­ing a memo from him to

    Kathy with an­oth­er copy to the board of di­rec­tors. That memo would sug­gest that they first

    make one beam gen­er­ator fea­si­ble be­fore they in­vest in an­oth­er.




    All the tech­ni­cians came in on the next one:




    “Did you know that she is do­ing a cen­tral eclipse with a locked per­pen­dic­ular arc on

    the sec­ond gen­er­ator?”




    “No, I didn’t,” said Bolt with great thought­ful­ness. “But I do re­sent your com­ing to me

    with tales about an­oth­er of­fi­cer of this cor­po­ra­tion. Un­der­hand­ed­ness is not the way

    Reemer Bolt likes to do busi­ness.”




    “Well, for one thing, if she turns on that sec­ond gen­er­ator, none of us is go­ing to be

    able to get out alive.”




    “What about the ra­di­ation suits?”




    “They’re on­ly good for stand­ing near it. And the arc she’s go­ing to set up for that

    sec­ond one can wipe out all life from here to Boston.”




    “Keep up the good work,” said Bolt, who im­me­di­ate­ly set about es­tab­lish­ing a Rhode

    Is­land branch of the cor­po­ra­tion, some­thing he was go­ing to have to do be­fore she turned

    on the sec­ond beam.




    In the lab­ora­to­ries Kathy O’Don­nell heard all the com­plaints. The tech­ni­cians’

    ob­jec­tions be­came in­creas­ing­ly shrill. And she cared not a whit for any of these peo­ple.

    She hard­ly even heard them. She didn’t even en­joy the ob­vi­ous suf­fer­ing of one of the

    tech­ni­cians as he de­scribed the hor­ror she could in­flict on the world with these changes

    and ad­di­tions to the pro­gram.




    Kathy O’Don­nell did not care. Re­mo had left her.




    Ev­ery­one was go­ing to pay for it, es­pe­cial­ly Re­mo.


  




  

    Chapter 17




    Iron­ical­ly, it was Chi­un’s un­der­stand­ing of Rus­sia that might get Re­mo killed. Smith

    had no choice. That was the hor­ror of these great events. Ev­ery­one was re­al­ly help­less to

    do any­thing but try to avoid the megadeaths they all faced.




    Smith had want­ed Chi­un to pen­etrate Rus­sia. Even now he would rather have launched

    Chi­un in­to Rus­sia than Re­mo. But Re­mo was all he had. No one knew where Chi­un was or what

    he was do­ing. Smith re­viewed what Chi­un knew about Rus­sia. Smith had made the cor­rect

    move. The rest of the gov­ern­ment was wrong.




    Chi­un, in some strange way, read the Rus­sians like chil­dren read com­ic books. It was all

    clear to him. Ev­ery move that seemed baf­fling and threat­en­ing to the West was like a

    col­or­ful, un­mis­tak­ably sim­ple de­sign to Chi­un.




    “Rus­sia is not an enig­ma wrapped in a rid­dle. You are the enig­ma wrapped in the rid­dle

    so that sim­ple im­pe­ri­al log­ic seems strange.” Smith rarely un­der­stood the Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju.




    Chi­un, of course, did not ap­prove of wars, cold or warm, be­cause the art of the

    as­sas­sin in such a con­flict was al­ways re­placed by hordes of am­ateurs. Wars were al­so

    un­just, es­pe­cial­ly the mod­ern ones among con­scripts, be­cause “your eigh­teen year olds

    die in­stead of your kings and gen­er­als.” The im­pli­ca­tion was that if an as­sas­sin were

    hired in­stead of an army, jus­tice, not mass mur­der, would be done.




    What Chi­un had seen so sim­ply, and what had at last ex­plained that the world had lit­tle

    time left, was the Rus­sian man­ner of fight­ing. He had ex­plained it in terms of ying and

    yang, fear and not-​fear, strength and not-​strength. It was, in brief, Ori­en­tal mish­mash.

    Ex­cept Chi­un al­ways seemed to be able to tell what Rus­sia would do when he was asked.




    So Smith him­self had tak­en all Chi­un’s ideas on Rus­sia and trans­lat­ed them in­to

    math­emat­ics, a sub­ject he knew well. It was called the Rus­sian mode. He had done it for

    him­self, and had once of­fered it to the gov­ern­ment but was re­fused. Frankly, Smith

    couldn’t blame them be­cause many of the terms to feed in­to the for­mu­la were things like

    “face” and “spine.”




    “Face” was what the Rus­sians showed you and “spine” was what they were re­al­ly do­ing. As

    in the body, the spine showed where ev­ery­thing was re­al­ly go­ing. The face could look

    any­where. But the spine was where a per­son was. And so when this lat­est in­ci­dent had

    be­gun, Smith had fed the moves of the “face” in­to the Rus­sian mode de­signed from Chi­un’s

    mys­ti­cal for­mu­las. They ac­tu­al­ly weren’t so mys­ti­cal if you read ev­ery­thing as a

    nev­er-​end­ing fight for life. Some­times the Rus­sians were stupid. But more of­ten than not

    they were bril­liant.




    It was Chi­un’s for­mu­la that had first sug­gest­ed a pos­si­ble link be­tween the open­ing

    of the ozone shield and the build­ing of the ir­re­spon­si­bly dan­ger­ous new mis­siles. The

    link was fear. And ev­ery move Amer­ica made on­ly wors­ened that fear, be­cause the Rus­sians

    be­lieved, had to be­lieve, ac­cord­ing to Chi­un’s ex­pla­na­tion, that Amer­ica had a weapon

    that could eas­ily de­stroy them and was plan­ning to use it.




    Chi­un’s for­mu­la said that when the Rus­sians built their first-​strike mis­siles they

    al­ready felt that all oth­er ar­mor might be or was def­inite­ly use­less.




    The trust of mu­tu­al ter­ror that had kept the coun­tries in a nu­cle­ar stale­mate had

    been bro­ken be­cause Rus­sia was sure that Amer­ica was about to win it all. That’s where

    Rus­sia’s spine re­al­ly was.




    The face showed hos­til­ity. The spine showed fear. When the Amer­ican spe­cial

    ne­go­tia­tor went to Rus­sia with a gift of show­ing de­fens­es as food faith, it had on­ly

    con­firmed that Amer­ica had some­thing so strong it would make or­di­nary Rus­sian mis­siles

    use­less. Spine.




    When Rus­sia in­vit­ed the spe­cial ne­go­tia­tor back, it want­ed to show peace by its

    will­ing­ness now to share the re­ports on the dam­age done to Rus­sian mis­siles by ex­po­sure

    of elec­tron­ics to un­fil­tered sun. The face was rea­son­able. The spine, ac­cord­ing to

    Chi­un’s for­mu­la, showed they had re­al­ly de­cid­ed on war.




    All of this be­came ice clear with the last Rus­sian move, the sud­den­ly rea­son­able face

    af­ter hos­til­ity. The last Rus­sian move un­mis­tak­ably com­plet­ed the en­tire for­mu­la.

    They were go­ing to use those new mis­siles soon. A day maybe, two days, and they would be on

    their way.




    There was no way to ex­plain this to a har­ried Pres­ident be­cause the un­math­emat­ical

    trans­la­tion was that af­ter strong bit­ter­ness, sud­den sweet was the sign of the steel

    spine. Amer­ica could not launch a nu­cle­ar war be­cause Smith had seen a com­put­er

    trans­late a math­emat­ical for­mu­la back in­to a term called “steel spine.”




    But if there was hope­less­ness on one hand, there was a chance on the oth­er. If Chi­un’s

    un­der­stand­ing was cor­rect, and Smith was sure it was, there was one way to show Rus­sia

    that open­ing the ozone shield was not an Amer­ican weapon.




    Amer­ica had one slim chance be­fore the mis­siles went, prob­ably from both sides. The

    op­por­tu­ni­ty to prove that the ma­chine that de­stroyed the ozone shield was not an

    Amer­ican weapon was gone. What they had to do now was show they had a greater weapon that they

    did not use.




    To be brief and West­ern about it, Amer­ica had to show the Rus­sians that any­time they

    want­ed to, they could take apart the Rus­sian gov­ern­ment, but had cho­sen not to do so.




    Amer­ica’s word was not good enough for that. Amer­ica had to do it for the ben­efit of the

    per­son who re­al­ly ran Rus­sia. The ne­go­tia­tor had in­di­cat­ed that there was an­oth­er

    per­son be­hind the Rus­sian Pre­mier be­cause the Pre­mier had run out of the room and come

    back with a dif­fer­ent an­swer. This was not a sur­prise be­cause the Pre­mier was the face.

    It was the spine that was hid­den. The spine ran Rus­sia.




    When Mc­Don­ald Pease had re­turned to Rus­sia for the sup­posed co­op­er­ation, Smith had

    asked for and re­ceived per­mis­sion to in­clude a spe­cial mes­sage. It read:




    “To who­ev­er re­al­ly runs your de­fens­es: We know we can­not prove to you that we do not

    open up the skies with a se­cret weapon. So be it. But know this as a sign of our in­ten­tions

    not to con­quer you: at any time we wish, we could take apart your Polit­buro and make your

    lead­ers pris­on­ers in their own land. But we have cho­sen not to do so. Why? Be­cause we

    re­al­ly do not wish to con­quer you. The weapon is just one man.” And then there was a brief

    de­scrip­tion of Re­mo so they would know where all the hell came from, and that his was

    re­al­ly a peace move, not a search-​and-​de­stroy mis­sion in the heart of Moscow.




    Smith had told the Rus­sians Re­mo was com­ing. He had tak­en away what was per­haps Re­mo’s

    most valu­able pro­tec­tion: sur­prise.




    And Re­mo ac­cept­ed this with a wise­crack­ing thanks. But Re­mo’s sig­nal was ring­ing

    now.




    “I can’t take the Aeroflot,” said Re­mo.




    “Why not?”




    “If you were ex­pect­ing some sort of su­per­weapon and you were will­ing to get thou­sands

    of your peo­ple killed just to win a war, wouldn’t you shoot down the plane that brought him

    in?”




    “We’ll fly you over at high al­ti­tude,” said Smith. “But the parachute won’t work from that

    far up.”




    “I’ll work it.”




    “Re­mo, I know you know what this means. And you know I am not sen­ti­men­tal. But good

    luck.”




    “You’re go­ing to get me killed and the big-​deal emo­tion­al pitch is ‘good luck’?” said

    Re­mo. “Don’t break down in tears all at once.”




    The last flight al­lowed to land at Moscow car­ried the Amer­ican Mc­Don­ald Pease. Short­ly

    there­after, the aird­efense com­mand re­ceived a strange or­der. No flight was al­lowed to

    land, in­clud­ing Rus­sia’s own civil­ian air­craft.




    Any flight that did not at­tempt to land was to be shot down im­me­di­ate­ly, no mat­ter who

    was on board.




    In the whole trag­ic busi­ness, Alex­ei Ze­my­atin had one bright note.




    “They have fi­nal­ly showed us the flaw in the per­fect en­emy,” he said, show­ing young

    Gen­er­al Ivanovich, KGB, the note from the Amer­ican peace mis­sion. The old field mar­shal

    knew this sharp young man whom he had been train­ing to think had con­nect­ed the ma­jor

    prob­lem of war with the mi­nor one of this sin­gle agent. That there was go­ing to be a

    nu­cle­ar war with­in forty-​eight hours he did not tell Ivanovich, who did not have to know

    about it at this point. The young gen­er­al al­ready had more facts than Ze­my­atin liked to

    trust any sin­gle per­son with. He showed Ivanovich the note brought by the spe­cial Amer­ican

    en­voy, Mc­Don­ald Pease.




    “So the man him­self was the awe­some weapon. That ex­plains it. So Amer­ica means peace,”

    said Ivanovich.




    “No, of course not. They want us to de­lay be­cause they want to fig­ure out a way to

    fin­ish us off. Ap­par­ent­ly some­one over there has seen through our agree­ment to

    ne­go­ti­ate, and is will­ing to sac­ri­fice this ‘weapon.’ “




    “Are you sure?”




    “As sure as I can be,” said Ze­my­atin. They were in his apart­ment. Ze­my­atin had a cup of

    brandy and had poured one for the gen­er­al. The body­guard was asleep, snor­ing loud­ly.




    “They sac­ri­fice the less­er weapon to pro­tect the greater.”




    “Un­less, of course, what they say is true.”




    “No. They have sent that man to his death. We know he has in­cred­ible speed. He has

    in­cred­ible strength. But he is one man. Maybe he can dodge one bul­let, but he can­not dodge

    a thou­sand. He is one man and he has shown us his flaw. We have films of him. A sergeant could

    fig­ure out what to do,” said Ze­my­atin.




    Ivanovich’s face had lost its smooth­ness. His eyes nar­rowed. “Yes, we will kill him,

    be­cause he is one man. But what is his flaw?”




    Ze­my­atin swirled the brandy around in the teacup. The years, the dead, the wars, had left

    him tired, tired be­yond his years.




    “His flaw is his com­man­ders. They have sent him to us on a plat­ter. And if they are that

    kind, we will eat from it. There will be much death in the com­ing days. It would be nice,

    boy­chik, if the world were but­lers and pantries, yes?”




    Then they toast­ed each oth­er, drain­ing the im­port­ed brandy and putting their cups down

    on the ta­ble. There was work to be done and the drink­ing was over.




    The body­guard was awak­ened by a mes­sage from the Krem­lin neiza­tia­tors that the

    Amer­ican Mc­Don­ald Pease had just dis­cov­ered he was a pris­on­er, and that they were not

    re­al­ly ne­go­ti­at­ing. Pease was giv­ing them an al­ter­na­tive.




    “Shoot me or let me go. And you’d bet­ter shoot me be­cause I’m leav­ing,”




    “All right,” said Ze­my­atin. “Give him what he wants.” A guard and an of­fi­cer en­tered

    the ne­go­ti­at­ing cham­bers. The guard put a bul­let in­to the brain of AM­cDon­ald Pease and

    left him in the locked room with the Amer­icans, who sud­den­ly lost any pos­si­ble hope that

    the Rus­sians were in­ter­est­ed in peace. Pease’s body was left where it was to re­mind the

    Amer­icans not to try to es­cape to their em­bassy.




    They all re­mem­bered what Pease had said on the plane com­ing over:




    “I long for the day when it will be a crime in the world to shoot an Amer­ican. When peo­ple

    know they are go­ing to be pun­ished good if they mess us over.”




    The Rus­sian mis­sile com­mand spot­ted the Amer­ican plane first, high above mis­sile

    range. It was the fa­mil­iar CIA re­con plane, but this time it dropped a load-​too small for a

    nu­cle­ar bomb, how­ev­er. It ap­peared to be a stick, rough­ly six feet long, and two and a

    half feet wide. Five miles up, ev­ery­one at radar con­trol re­al­ized it was a per­son.




    “That’s the one,” said a staff of­fi­cer. “Got to be him.” The whole de­fense struc­ture of

    the city was wait­ing for him. No one knew, of course, why ev­ery­one should be so anx­ious to

    kill one per­son, but the re­wards were go­ing to be great. It was hoped, but not de­mand­ed,

    that his head would be in­tact for iden­ti­fi­ca­tion pur­pos­es.




    “Shoot when the parachute opens,” came the or­der. KGB cars were dis­patched to re­trieve

    what was left of the corpse. As back­ups, lo­cal po­lice units were al­so alert­ed to pick up

    the body. Both groups had or­ders, if the per­son was still alive, to fin­ish him off

    care­ful­ly.




    At four miles up, the or­der to hold fire was giv­en. At three, then two miles, there was

    mut­ter­ing about fir­ing so low in the city. He might slip out.




    At two hun­dred feet there was on­ly a puz­zled chuck­le of con­tempt. There was no need to

    fire. The parachute wouldn’t have time to open at the speed the man was falling. Hope­ful­ly,

    some skin would be left in­tact so that he could be iden­ti­fied.




    The radar did not pick up a sud­den jerk of the body at 120 feet. Re­mo had pulled the

    rip­cord.




    If he’d had time to think about it, he prob­ably would have got­ten him­self killed. He

    nev­er in­tend­ed it to float him down like a nor­mal chutist. That would have giv­en him too

    much time up in the air be­ing hung out for bul­lets.




    Re­mo sim­ply broke his fall with the parachute. He did that by slow­ing his de­scent to the

    speed of a drop off a ten-​sto­ry build­ing. He met the earth with his cen­ter in con­trol. He

    met the earth mov­ing. He knew cer­tain places in the city where the men he want­ed would

    be.




    The parachute was found with­in four min­utes of Re­mo’s land­ing.




    Gen­er­al Ivanovich, in charge of this elim­ina­tion, was in­formed im­me­di­ate­ly. He had

    bunkered down at 2 Dz­erzhin­sky Square in his old KGB of­fice.




    There was no body at­tached to the chute. Ivanovich made a note: “Pos­si­ble de­coy?” If so,

    where was the body? On the oth­er hand, he him­self had seen what this man had done in Hanoi.

    It was pos­si­ble that the Amer­ican had such good con­trol of his body that he could sur­vive

    a fall that would kill oth­ers. Not, of course, a fall from five miles up. But a less­er

    one.




    “Was the parachute opened?” asked Ivanovich.




    “Yes, it was, Com­rade Gen­er­al, but at two hun­dred feet . . .”




    Ivanovich hung up. All right, the Amer­ican had land­ed alive. But they were ready for him.

    They had been giv­en spe­cial or­ders for this very spe­cial sin­gle per­son. The blood faces

    had shown which tac­tics were use­less. Now all per­son­nel were told nev­er to wait for a

    clear field of fire, but just to fire, fill­ing the en­tire area with flame and bul­lets. One

    could not ex­pect to hit this man aim­ing. Blan­ket­ing was the on­ly an­swer.




    It was 11:15 P.M. Moscow time. By 11:30 there was a re­port from the Rossiya Ho­tel that the

    en­tire top floor of the build­ing had been pen­etrat­ed. The top floor was al­lo­cat­ed to the

    di­rec­tor of state in­for­ma­tion, who was hys­ter­ical and ac­cusato­ry.




    The Rossiya was the finest ho­tel in Moscow.




    “Gen­er­al. Your men at­tract­ed him. He got through your men. He got through my men. Stop

    him. This is Moscow. Stop him.”




    “What did he do?”




    “He made a mock­ery of your men. Not a scratch on them or him.”




    “Did he do any­thing to you?”




    “He cre­at­ed lies.”




    “What lies?”




    “I am in charge of truth. I give no cre­dence to any­thing Amer­icans say.”




    “So you spoke with him. You know he’s an Amer­ican. What lies are you talk­ing about?”




    “Un­der duress I was forced to sign a state­ment which is an ob­vi­ous lie.”




    “What was the lie?”




    “That we are de­fense­less against him, and that I would be a dead man if I didn’t sign. And

    you know, he was right. “




    “Thank you, di­rec­tor,” said Ivanovich.




    At the apart­ment house atop Lenin Hills, over­look­ing Moscow on Ver­obyevskoye Way, the

    supreme com­man­der of the KGB re­fused to sign any pa­per. He paid for it with his ribs. They

    were torn out of his body.




    Again, none of the of­fi­cers or en­list­ed men guard­ing him was hurt.




    Re­port:




    “We on­ly knew he was in the apart­ment com­plex when the body was dis­cov­ered.”




    Re­port:




    Dacha near Kalu­ga just out­side of Moscow in­vad­ed. Again, none of the en­list­ed men

    in­jured. Ad­mi­ral mur­dered for strangest rea­son. Did not write fast enough.




    Re­port:




    Min­is­ter of De­fense crushed to death in the Krem­lin com­plex while eat­ing a light snack

    of cheese and crack­ers.




    And so on through the night. Through ev­ery se­cured place, in­to ev­ery trap.

    Oc­ca­sion­al­ly the guards saw some­one en­ter and got off a few rounds. It was hoped that by

    morn­ing, this in­vad­er would be more vul­ner­able. But in the morn­ing, the crush­ing truth

    came home.




    The Pre­mier’s com­plex had not on­ly been suc­cess­ful­ly in­vad­ed in day­light, but the

    Pre­mier had writ­ten out sev­er­al prayers and promised, in writ­ing, to build a shrine to the

    gods of a small fish­ing vil­lage in North Ko­rea. The in­vad­er was now wait­ing to speak to

    “the guy who re­al­ly runs things.”




    “You win,” said Ivanovich. He no­ti­fied Ze­my­atin. They had failed. They had not found the

    flaw.




    “This per­son-​this thing-​has tak­en apart our gov­ern­ment.”




    “I will talk with him,” said Ze­my­atin. “Tell him where I live.”




    “Should I bring him to you?”




    “Boy­chik, this may sur­prise you, but I have nev­er killed or or­dered killed any­one I did

    not have to. And I am not go­ing to start now. You stay there. Let’s not lose any­one else to

    this crazy an­imal. Maybe Amer­ica is telling the truth. Eh?”




    “Maybe we can slip some­one close to him when he en­ters. Maybe we can use the North

    Ko­re­ans. They have some­thing as awe­some as . . .”




    “This front has col­lapsed, boy­chik. But I tell you, son, that you have done well. You will

    be a field mar­shal soon­er than you think.”




    “But we lost.”




    “Both of us have seen that you can make the right de­ci­sions. That is the kind of man

    Moth­er Rus­sia needs, not some­one who is lucky be­cause two hun­dred thou­sand men some­where

    sud­den­ly do some­thing bet­ter than ex­pect­ed. I am or­der­ing you now, young bu­reau­crat

    with the smooth face, to co­or­di­nate ev­ery­thing should I not live.”




    And then, by hand mes­sen­ger be­cause he want­ed to take the great­est pre­cau­tion about

    the mis­siles, Ze­my­atin sent the mes­sage that could not be lis­tened in on by Amer­ican

    elec­tron­ics to the young gen­er­al who could think. The mes­sage ex­plained about the

    sim­ple, crude, and malev­olent­ly dan­ger­ous new Rus­sian mis­siles now ready to fire.




    Ivan Ivanovich was go­ing to re­place the Great One as ad­vis­er to the lead­ers of Moth­er

    Rus­sia, but strange­ly this young man with so much am­bi­tion did not re­joice in the

    pro­mo­tion. Be­cause he re­al­ized while work­ing with the Great One, Field Mar­shal Alex­ei

    Ze­my­atin, that the thrill was not in wear­ing more but­tons on one’s shoul­ders, but in

    win­ning.




    With­out be­ing told, Ivanovich sta­tioned men at a dis­tance from the old man’s apart­ment

    house and or­dered them to do noth­ing. He was al­most tempt­ed to shoot one of the guards to

    wake them up. Ze­my­atin might have done that.




    Ze­my­atin did not see the guards and would not have cared about them any­way. He saw this

    young Amer­ican stride in­to his apart­ment with­out knock­ing and be­gan giv­ing

    in­struc­tions.




    The Amer­ican, strange­ly, could speak an old form of Rus­sian dat­ing back to Ivan the

    Ter­ri­ble, but not too well. Ze­my­atin’s En­glish was rusty but bet­ter than the Amer­ican’s

    Rus­sian. The Amer­ican was un­der the im­pres­sion that he had showed he could con­quer

    Rus­sia.




    “So you see you can trust us. We don’t con­trol that flu­oro­car­bon thing, or what­ev­er it

    is. So put down your new mis­siles, and let us work to­geth­er in get­ting this beam

    thing.”




    “Are you done?” said Ze­my­atin.




    “I guess,” said Re­mo. “Do you want me to kill some more?”




    “No. You have done enough of that. You may even be able to de­stroy our gov­ern­ment. But

    you alone can­not con­quer Rus­sia. You can kill but you can­not rule.”




    “I don’t want this dump. Noth­ing works right here.”




    “You did not per­form that demon­stra­tion around our cap­ital be­cause we don’t have

    some­thing that works.” Re­mo glanced at the body­guard. He was an old man, but there was a way

    he car­ried his body around the big pis­tol in his belt that showed he had used that weapon. It

    was ob­vi­ous­ly not an or­na­ment.




    “You want to win an ar­gu­ment or do you want your giz­zard on the floor?” asked Re­mo. He

    waved some of the signed state­ments in front of Le­my­atin. The old man flipped through them,

    amused at who had buck­led and who had not.




    “I do be­lieve your peo­ple would be­lieve that you might be a su­pe­ri­or weapon to that

    flu­oro­car­bon beam that lets in the dead­ly rays of the sun. Which means you may be telling

    the truth.”




    “You must know what Amer­ica is like. Who would want your place when we have ours?”




    “Son, I have seen the work­ings of the minds of counts and com­mis­sars, so do not bring

    some­thing so ab­surd to my ta­ble as the dish that gov­ern­ments act ra­tio­nal­ly. You have

    earned a de­gree of my trust.”




    “Then put down your mis­siles,” said Re­mo.




    “There is a prob­lem with that. You are go­ing to have to think now. We cre­at­ed those

    mis­siles be­cause we were sure at that time that Amer­ica was re­spon­si­ble for the de­vice

    and that it was a weapon. Fur­ther tests con­duct­ed in your coun­try, young man, ap­peared to

    con­firm our orig­inal es­ti­mate. We had to cre­ate a mis­sile you could not dam­age. Not to

    say that such a de­vice could put out our mis­siles. But it would place them in a cat­ego­ry of

    un­re­li­abil­ity we could not ac­cept. Are you fol­low­ing me?”




    “We showed we could knock out all your mis­siles so you had to build new ones.”




    Ze­my­atin con­trolled an ac­knowl­edg­ing nod. It did not shock him that the man looked so

    av­er­age. The most dan­ger­ous things in the world were the com­mon­place. The bod­ies around

    Moscow were proof enough. He did not have to see mus­cles.




    “These new mis­siles have two or­ders that can be de­liv­ered. Go and no-​go. That is

    ex­act­ly why your in­tel­li­gence agen­cy cor­rect­ly called them ‘raw but­tons.’ “




    “So tell them no-​go.”




    “With­out bur­den­ing you with de­tails, the de­ploy­ment sys­tem across a na­tion larg­er

    than yours was nec­es­sar­ily cum­ber­some. We do not have some elec­tron­ic com­mand that

    ma­neu­vers the mis­siles in se­ries of cal­cu­lat­ed change­able fir­ings. If we say ‘no-​go’

    it would take weeks to get ev­ery­one or­ga­nized again, to get the or­ders out again. In

    ef­fect, in this mis­sile age they would have to be put down for­ev­er.”




    “I am not against that,” said Re­mo.




    “We have a des­ig­nat­ed fir­ing time, soon to be up­on us. If you kill me there is no way

    to put down those mis­siles. If you tor­ture me, you will get a wrong com­mand that will tell

    them not to lis­ten to the right com­mand if it should come next.”




    Re­mo no­ticed the elec­tron­ics against the wall, the dish­es yet to be cleared from the

    ta­ble, and the old bathrobe this man con­fi­dent­ly wore while dis­cussing the gravest

    mat­ters of state. This was the one, he was sure, he was to look for. The one who made the

    deals.




    “In brief, young Amer­ican, it is ei­ther war or no war, the rawest of raw but­tons. To tell

    them to stand down means vir­tu­al­ly abol­ish­ing the sys­tem. And for that, I must have more

    proof than your show­ing off. I am sor­ry.”




    “So it is war.”




    “Not nec­es­sar­ily, ” said Ze­my­atin. “We have time. I will not tell you how much. But we

    do have time.”




    “If there is a war, you are not go­ing to sur­vive it. And tell your friend over there not

    to both­er with that blun­der­buss he has stuck in his pants.”




    “An­oth­er death, Amer­ican?”




    “I don’t keep score any­more,” said Rerno. “If those mis­siles go, I will spend a life­time

    in this mess you call a coun­try evening things out. I want you to know that no chair­man or

    com­mis­sar or king will live one night. I will make your coun­try in­to desert, a body

    with­out a head, a dung heap among na­tions. I don’t want con­quest. To win Rus­sia is to win

    noth­ing.”




    “For you. But for me, it is ev­ery­thing.”




    The body­guard whom Re­mo knew want­ed a chance with the gun sud­den­ly turned to the

    elec­tron­ics. Re­mo caught on­ly vague words of the lan­guage, but he knew that some­thing

    hor­ri­ble had hap­pened.




    “Amer­ican,” said Ze­my­atin, “I now be­lieve your gov­ern­ment has been telling the truth

    about that weapon. Un­for­tu­nate­ly.”




    Re­mo wait­ed to hear what the Rus­sian lead­er meant by ‘un­for­tu­nate­ly’.”




    “Your gov­ern­ment may be stupid, but it is not com­plete­ly so. The beam has been

    di­rect­ed to­ward your north­ern pole with the largest arc yet, on a con­tin­uous scan

    pa­ram­eter.”




    “Won­der­ful,” said Re­mo. What was he talk­ing about?




    “In brief, the ozone shield is be­ing punc­tured con­tin­uous­ly above the po­lar ice

    cap.”




    Re­mo eyed the Rus­sian sus­pi­cious­ly. So what? he thought.




    “Ter­ri­ble,” he said.




    “Yes,” said Ze­my­atin. “Un­less that ma­chine is stopped, the en­tire po­lar ice cap will

    be turned to wa­ter. So large is the po­lar ice cap that the oceans will rise many, many feet.

    Low-​ly­ing ar­eas of the earth will be flood­ed, and that means most of Eu­rope and Amer­ica.

    Civ­iliza­tion as we know it will be doomed.”




    “That ma­chine can re­al­ly get you so many ways,” said Re­mo. “What is the source?”




    “Your Amer­ica. The beam has been on long enough now for us to get a fix on it. Your

    north­east cor­ri­dor.”




    “Good. If you can get a fix on it, we must know ex­act­ly. Any­thing in that elec­tron­ic

    junk on the wall that can get an Amer­ican phone num­ber?”




    “Yes,” said Ze­my­atin. And Re­mo gave Smith’s se­cret num­ber to the Rus­sians for

    di­al­ing.




    While the body­guard was di­al­ing, Ze­my­atin asked, “Are you part of the CIA?”




    “No. In­ter­nal, most­ly.”




    “Se­cret po­lice?”




    “Not re­al­ly. We don’t want to con­trol any­thing. We just want to keep the coun­try from

    go­ing un­der.”




    “We all say that,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “But we mean it,” said Re­mo.




    “Of course,” said the Great One of the Rus­sian Rev­olu­tion.




    Smith’s voice came over the transat­lantic line sur­pris­ing­ly clear­ly.




    “This line is be­ing eaves­dropped on, Re­mo,” Smith said. There were gad­gets in his

    of­fice, Re­mo knew, that could tell that, but he had nev­er heard Smith say that be­fore.




    “I would be sur­prised if it weren’t, Smit­ty. This is a KGB line.”




    “Doesn’t mat­ter. We have lo­cat­ed the beam. You will not be­lieve what it is do­ing!”




    “Con­tin­uous pa­ram­eter scan on the po­lar ice cap. Low-​ly­ing ar­eas are go­ing to be

    flood­ed,” said Re­mo.




    “Right,” said Smith, won­der­ing if Re­mo had sud­den­ly learned to deal with

    tech­nol­ogy.




    “The source is lo­cat­ed just out­side of Boston on their high-​tech Route 128.”




    “Then you can put it off now, and we can show their lead­er. I found him. His name is

    Ze­my­atin, Alex­ei. He has a stupid body­guard.”




    “Can’t do that. Not that sim­ple. There are two of those beams. One of them, we’ve been

    told, is called the dough­nut. In its cen­ter, per­haps two hun­dred square feet, ev­ery­thing

    will be all right. Out­side of that cen­ter, in a ring two hun­dred miles wide, ev­ery­thing

    will be ex­posed to the un­fil­tered rays of the sun. Wash­ing­ton, New York. Ev­ery­thing. It

    will be a dis­as­ter of enor­mous pro­por­tions.”




    “Ask him how he knows,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “.How do you know?” asked Re­mo.




    “That is the key, Re­mo. She has told us about it. If the gov­ern­ment takes one step

    to­ward her ma­chines, the dough­nut goes off. Re­mo, she knows you and she wants you. That

    wom­an you were with is be­hind all this.”




    “Dr. Kath­leen O’Don­nell?” asked Ze­my­atin. Re­mo nod­ded. He didn’t have to ask

    Smith.




    “She wants you. She will set­tle for no one else. I am glad you called.”




    “You mean she would de­stroy a world just to get an­oth­er date or some­thing?” Re­mo

    asked.




    He saw Ze­my­atin sig­nal his body­guard. An­oth­er phone was pro­duced. Ze­my­atin spoke

    hur­ried­ly. He was get­ting that psy­cho­log­ical pro­file he had ridiculed be­fore. He

    pre­sent­ed the facts to the ner­vous KGB of­fi­cer in charge of the British desk.




    The an­swer was hor­ri­fy­ing.




    “That is pre­cise­ly what she would do,” came back the voice from the oth­er end of the

    phone. “One death or a mil­lion deaths means noth­ing to her. She might even en­joy them.”




    “Tell your com­man­der, Amer­ican, we are com­ing. You and me,” said Ze­my­atin.




    On the way out of the apart­ment, Re­mo slipped the pis­tol from the body­guard’s belt and

    crum­bled it in his hands.




    “It wouldn’t have worked, sweet­heart,” he said to the old war­rior clutch­ing at space.




    He al­so warned Ze­my­atin to give the com­mand to stand down the new raw-​but­ton

    mis­siles, be­cause Re­mo did not trust planes.




    “I mean, what if some­thing hap­pens to you?”




    “I am sure that with your awe­some pro­tec­tion, Amer­ican, noth­ing will. When I see the

    beam de­stroyed, then I will tell them to stand down. Trust is too rich a meal for an old man

    who has supped on the chi­canery of in­ter­na­tion­al pol­itics. Not at my age. Not now.”




    “I don’t care. You want us all to go up in a nu­cle­ar cloud if you have a heart at­tack?

    Fine with me. I think all you Rus­sians are crazy.”




    Alex­ei Ze­my­atin shrugged. It was not his coun­try that had al­lowed some­thing like the

    flu­oro­car­bon beam to be pro­duced.


  




  

    Chapter 18




    It was said of those who fought close­ly with the Great One that they be­gan to think like

    him. So, too, was it with Gen­er­al Ivanovich.




    Tra­di­tion­al­ly, the North Ko­re­ans had been dis­missed as gloat­ing bar­bar­ians, too

    ruth­less and crude and in­com­pe­tent to even con­sid­er us­ing a joint ex­er­cise.




    This time, their in­tel­li­gence chief, Sayak Cang, was not hu­mored and dis­missed; this

    time, Gen­er­al Ivanovich stepped in, for even as Ze­my­atin and the Amer­ican mon­ster were

    board­ing the plane for the flight to Amer­ica, Ivanovich knew he had tak­en charge. He was not

    seek­ing how to ap­pear well no mat­ter what hap­pened. He was look­ing to make this

    dan­ger­ous world work in Rus­sia’s fa­vor. That was the se­cret of Ze­my­atin’s bril­liance.

    And the Great One knew Ivanovich un­der­stood that now.




    That was why Ze­my­atin had told him about the Amer­ican dis­cov­ery of the de­vice in their

    own ter­ri­to­ry and the Rus­sian mis­siles ready to go like a timer on an Amer­ican

    cof­feepot; with­out an or­der, just a date. Even now Ivanovich could hear the Third World War

    click­ing away with all the mind­less­ness of a me­chan­ical clock. He did not pan­ic. He

    thought. And when the North Ko­re­an boast­ed about fin­ish­ing de Ly­on him­self, Ivanovich

    did not wait to get some su­pe­ri­or to join him in this new bold move he was tak­ing up­on

    him­self.




    He had re­mem­bered Cang from a vis­it to Moscow. The man’s on­ly weak­ness was cigarettes

    and a sense of in­fe­ri­or­ity which he hid well. There was no rea­son for North Ko­rea to

    elim­inate a Rus­sian prob­lem in West­ern Eu­rope, but Ivanovich un­der­stood im­me­di­ate­ly

    the North Ko­re­an ac­tion. In­stead of laugh­ing at the North Ko­re­ans for do­ing some­thing

    seem­ing­ly not in their di­rect self-​in­ter­est, Ivanovich or­dered a di­rect salu­ta­tion

    sent to Kim II Sung with a re­quest for ad­vice from their ge­nius in spe­cial ac­tion work

    abroad.




    What Ivanovich did, in ef­fect, af­ter all these years, was to have his coun­try an­swer the

    North Ko­re­an’s call. Sayak Cang was on a line im­me­di­ate­ly in­side the Rus­sian em­bassy,

    an ac­cess Ivanovich, too, had risked or­der­ing. But now, think­ing like Ze­my­atin, he

    un­der­stood that ret­ri­bu­tion at home did not mat­ter, es­pe­cial­ly since the Amer­ican

    mon­ster had per­son­al­ly crip­pled the great gov­ern­ment of the So­vi­et So­cial­ist

    Re­publics.




    Ivanovich held an en­tire coun­try in the palm of his hands as he talked to the once low­ly

    Sayak Cang.




    “We stand in awe of you, and seek your pro­tec­tion,” said Ivanovich. “You are the lead­er

    of the so­cial­ist world.”




    “I have lived my life to hear those words,” said Cang. His voice cracked. Was it the

    emo­tion? It sound­ed so much like fear.




    “We had failed so many times with our prob­lem in West­ern Eu­rope that we called it

    in­sur­mount­able. You solved it.”




    “You see we are a great na­tion.”




    “Great na­tions have bur­dens, Sayak Cang. We have sent one of our lead­ers with a mon­ster

    of a man, a killer you could not fath­om, to Amer­ica to seize a weapon that will de­stroy the

    East­ern world,” said Ivanovich, shrewd­ly play­ing on Rus­sia’s Asian con­nec­tion.




    “We not on­ly can fath­om any Amer­ican killer, we can crush him like a leaf,” said Cang.

    Cang cleared his throat. He sound­ed ner­vous.




    “There is a man whom we must have killed,” said Ivanovich. “We have failed. There is an

    ob­ject we must have. There is a great game Amer­ica is play­ing against us, and we are

    los­ing.”




    In an al­most stut­ter­ing voice, Cang asked what the game was. Ivanovich gave him the

    lo­ca­tion of the Amer­ican de­vice near their city of Boston in their north­east province of

    Mas­sachusetts. The gen­er­al al­so gave Cang a de­scrip­tion of the Amer­ican mon­ster and the

    Rus­sian whom he wished saved. What Rus­sia want­ed was the de­vice tak­en, the Amer­ican dead,

    and the Rus­sian, his name Ze­my­atin, tak­en out of the coun­try, safe­ly if pos­si­ble.




    “We can do that. We can do all of it.”




    “But it must be done now. Your ex­perts who have shown us the way must take off now.

    Im­me­di­ate­ly.”




    “Per­fect. I re­al­ly don’t have much time now ei­ther way,” said Cang. “Give all the glo­ry

    to Ko­rea be­cause I will not be here.”




    “Are you all right?”




    “I must build the on­ly door our great­est sun can­not pass through. The door is death. In

    that I will con­trol him.” Ivanovich did not ex­plore that. He gave the North Ko­re­an

    in­tel­li­gence chief his salu­ta­tions, and then tried to reach the plane Ze­my­atin was on to

    let him know what he had done. There just might be that flaw in the Amer­ican af­ter all. For

    the way the French SDEC di­rec­tor was killed, ac­cord­ing to re­ports from the Paris em­bassy,

    was vir­tu­al­ly iden­ti­cal to the way the Amer­ican mon­ster killed.




    Fire was go­ing to be fought with fire.




    Cang could not feel his arms or legs, or even the last breaths in his throat. Good, he

    thought. I am lucky. The tim­ing is per­fect.




    He or­dered the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju to be in­formed of where he was. Cang had been hid­ing

    for days now, try­ing to fig­ure out ex­act­ly what his coun­try could do. He knew he was a

    dead man. He ac­cept­ed that. But how could his coun­try use his death? And then the Rus­sian

    gave him the per­fect way to use a life any rea­son­able man had to ad­mit would be over

    soon.




    Chi­un had fig­ured out who had stolen the trea­sure of Sinan­ju and why.




    He had told Cang in their last meet­ing:




    “Py­ongyanger, dog. The trea­sure will be re­stored to the House of Sinan­ju. And I will sit

    here to re­ceive it. I do not car­ry bur­dens like a Py­ongyang dog.”




    Cang did not protest. He bowed and left, and went in­to im­me­di­ate hid­ing, warn­ing the

    Pres­ident for Life to stay out of the coun­try at all costs un­til this dis­as­trous cor­ner

    could be turned. He had not even asked Chi­un how he had fig­ured out who had stolen the

    trea­sure. Now he would know that, too. He was us­ing the door even Chi­un and all the Mas­ters

    of Sinan­ju were de­fense­less against.




    When Chi­un en­tered Cang’s rock-​deep of­fice, Cang was ly­ing on a mat with his head on a

    pi­ilow and smil­ing in­ward­ly be­cause his lips were hard to move.




    “I am dy­ing, Chi­un.”




    “I have not come to wit­ness the dis­pos­al of garbage,” said Chi­un,




    “The poi­son I have tak­en robs me of al­most all sen­sa­tion. I can­not feel, there­fore

    you can­not make me tell you where I put your trea­sure. I am about to pass through the on­ly

    door that can with­stand an as­sault by a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju: death, Chi­un. Death.” Cang’s

    fad­ing eyes saw that Chi­un re­mained still. He did not talk. Good. He did not wish to waste

    time. Cang had or­dered what he want­ed to be writ­ten out in case the poi­son act­ed too

    quick­ly. It was all the de­scrip­tions the Rus­sian had giv­en him, in­clud­ing the lo­ca­tion

    of the ma­chine. Chi­un was to bring the ma­chine to Rus­sia and then he would be told where

    the trea­sure was. And in­ci­den­tal­ly, there was a pre­sump­tu­ous Amer­ican he was to kill,

    and a Rus­sian he was to save.




    “I am to trust you now?”




    “Trust or not. Do the task or not. I am leav­ing you and you can­not fol­low through the

    door of death. No one here knows where the trea­sure is, and you can kill for a hun­dred years

    and nev­er find it.”




    Chi­un read the note again. He knew where Boston was. He had spent so long in Amer­ica,

    wast­ing the best years of his life in one coun­try serv­ing the in­sane em­per­or who re­fused

    to take the throne. He knew Boston. He knew whites. He was per­haps the fore­most au­thor­ity

    on whites in the world.




    “Tell me, O Great Mas­ter, how did you fath­om I had stolen the trea­sure? Tell me that, and

    I will give you one piece now.”




    “The French­man told the truth. He didn’t know who had sent him the coins. This I know. And

    the great theft by the pope was im­pos­si­ble.”




    “How did you know that?”




    “The popes have not shown any skill since the Bor­gias. To steal the trea­sure of Sinan­ju,

    maybe, on­ly maybe, could have been done by a Bor­gia pope who sought con­quest and land. But

    for the one de­cent pe­ri­od, the popes have been as use­less as their founder, car­ing not for

    the glo­ry of gems, the pow­er of land, but for fa­nat­ic and use­less things like prayer and

    their West­ern cult man­ners of char­ity and love, and what­ev­er oth­er pe­cu­liar­ities are

    en­dem­ic to their kind.”




    “You tru­ly know whites, don’t you?” said Cang.




    “They are not all the same. But Py­ongyangers are. They are dogs with­out the virtues of

    courage and loy­al­ty,” said Chi­un. “Where is this piece of trea­sure you are will­ing to

    re­turn?”




    “Un­der­neath me,” said Cang.




    Chi­un rolled him over with one foot and found a mi­nor sil­ver stat­ue tak­en as trib­ute

    by a mi­nor Mas­ter, Tak. Tak was al­ways the Mas­ter Chi­un used to for­get when mem­oriz­ing

    the ca­dences of the his­to­ry of the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju.




    Chi­un or­dered one of the flunkies to re­turn the stat­ue to the vil­lage of Sinan­ju and

    let the vil­lagers place it on the steps of his house in trib­ute.




    Cang now faced the floor af­ter hav­ing been rolled over. No one dared roll him back in the

    pres­ence of the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. But with his last breaths, Cang ex­plained what Sinan­ju

    meant to Ko­rea, and that all Ko­re­ans should now work to­geth­er. He had not de­sired to

    touch such a trea­sure but he knew of no oth­er way to in­duce ser­vice from a Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju now work­ing in the white lands. Cang’s last words were of his ad­mi­ra­tion for

    Sinan­ju, and his love of Ko­rea, and his plea that Ko­re­ans work to­geth­er as the true

    broth­ers they al­ways had been. On­ly in that way could the land they all loved be free of

    for­eign dom­ina­tion. These were Cang’s last words as he passed through the door even the

    Mas­ters of Sinan­ju could not pen­etrate to harm him. He spoke them in­to the hard floor of

    his of­fice. The floor heard the plea much bet­ter than the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    Chi­un had left for Amer­ica af­ter see­ing which piece of the trea­sure had been re­turned

    for an an­swer to the ques­tion.




    It was Ivanovich’s com­pe­tence that led to the great bat­tle of Amer­ica’s high-​tech Route

    128 just out­side of Boston. He knew the last mo­ment that Ze­my­atin could call off the

    mis­sile at­tack. He found out the speed of the air­lin­er head­ed to­ward Boston car­ry­ing

    the Ko­re­an de­tach­ment. He had on­ly one el­ement to con­trol, and he did that to

    per­fec­tion.




    He slowed down the Rus­sian air­craft. Ze­my­atin ap­par­ent­ly un­der­stood be­cause there

    was no com­plaint. They did pick up con­ver­sa­tions ground Amer­ica to air Rus­sia be­tween

    the Amer­ican mon­ster and a man named Smith. Smith was ask­ing what on earth kind of game the

    Rus­sians could be play­ing now. Even his com­put­er couldn’t fig­ure that out.




    Fa­mous ports around the world be­gan notic­ing the strange new tide lick­ing ev­er so

    slight­ly at their piers and wharves.




    Sci­en­tists around the world were track­ing the phe­nomenon over the po­lar ice cap. The

    ozone shield was thin­ning, open­ing and threat­en­ing to col­lapse, bring­ing with it the last

    gasp of life on earth.




    And Gen­er­al Ivan Ivanovich con­trolled it all with the sim­ple speed of an air­craft

    head­ed to­ward Amer­ica. He played it per­fect­ly. Chi­un’s car and the car bear­ing Re­mo and

    Ze­my­atin ar­rived at the bar­ri­cades out­side of Chem­ical Con­cepts of Mas­sachusetts

    vir­tu­al­ly at the same time.




    Re­mo and Chi­un cried out:




    “Where were you?” And each an­swered with his own ver­sion of: “I am here now. All

    right?”




    The para­troop­ers, state po­lice, na­tion­al guard, and lo­cal po­lice had all re­ceived

    or­ders to seal off the build­ing, but they didn’t know why. They were all or­dered now to pass

    the bar­ri­cades and not to let any­one through un­til oth­er­wise or­dered.




    What they could not be told from above was that they were on­ly con­sti­tut­ing a piti­ful

    hold­ing ac­tion. Their bar­ri­cades would not pro­tect them, would not stop the mad­wom­an

    from in­cin­er­at­ing ev­ery­one around her in the north­east cor­ri­dor. They had or­ders to

    let on­ly one per­son through: the one she want­ed.




    When three men tried to get through-​one Ori­en­tal, one Amer­ican, and one Rus­sian-​the

    guards re­act­ed swift­ly. “I just want one, the hand­some one,” screamed a beau­ti­ful

    red-​haired wom­an from the flat build­ing of CCm. “Re­mo isn’t bad-​look­ing,” said Chi­un,

    won­der­ing where in that ug­ly build­ing the ma­chine was.




    “The young white. Re­mo. Get in here.”




    “You know her?” said Chi­un. “You’ve been hang­ing around with whores.”




    “How do you know she’s a whore?”




    “She’s white, isn’t she? They all do it for mon­ey.”




    “My moth­er was white,” said Re­mo.




    “Gen­tle­men,” said Ze­my­atin. “The world, please. It is com­ing apart in a mul­ti­tude of

    ways.”




    “You don’t know for sure who your moth­er is. You told me you’re an or­phan.”




    “She had to be white. I’m white.”




    “You don’t know that.”




    “Gen­tle­men, the world,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “Re­mo, you get in here now,” screamed Kathy O’Don­nell from the fac­to­ry win­dow.




    “He is not white. Don’t be­lieve him,” said Chi­un. “Un­grate­ful as a white, yes.

    Sloth­ful, yes. Cru­el, yes. Short­sight­ed, yes. But he is not white. He is Sinan­ju.”




    “Re­mo, that is the wom­an,” Ze­my­atin broke in. “She has got the ma­chine. You get the

    ma­chine to stop. I will put through the stand-​down or­der of the mis­siles, the po­lar ice

    cap will stop melt­ing, and we may all live to see to­mor­row.”




    “Am I white?” said Re­mo.




    “You are as white as snow,” said Ze­my­atin. “Please. In the name of hu­man­ity.”




    “Not white,” said Chi­un, mov­ing through the guards.




    “White,” said Re­mo, push­ing Ze­my­atin through al­so, and leav­ing a cou­ple of guards

    try­ing to dis­en­gage their weapons from their jump­suits.




    “Ask­ing an­oth­er white? Ask me,” said Chi­un. “You couldn’t do the things you do and be

    white. Yes?” In­side the build­ing, none of the type­writ­ers were work­ing. None of the

    book­keep­ers were pound­ing on com­put­er con­soles. On­ly a few ter­ri­fied tech­ni­cians and

    a man named Reemer Bolt hud­dled in a cor­ner.




    “You’ve got to stop her,” said Bolt. “I can’t even get out of here. I’ve got to es­tab­lish

    a Rhode Is­land branch of­fice.”




    “You, Re­mo,” called out Kathy. She had a bull­whip in her hands. She raged with ven­om.

    “Are you sor­ry now? Are you sor­ry you left me?”




    “Sure,” said Re­mo. “Where’s the ma­chine?”




    “I want you to apol­ogize. I want you to suf­fer the way I suf­fered.”




    “I’m suf­fer­ing,” Said Re­mo. “Where’s the ma­chine?”




    “Are you re­al­ly?”




    “Yes.”




    “I don’t be­lieve you. Prove it.”




    “What can I say? I’m sor­ry. How do I turn off the ma­chine?”




    “You love me, don’t you? You have to love me. Ev­ery­one loves me. Ev­ery­one has al­ways

    loved me. You came back for me.”




    “What else?” said Re­mo.




    “Do you re­al­ly love me?” said Kathy.




    “Where’s the ma­chine?”




    “It’s un­der­ground, in the base­ment. It’s fir­ing con­tin­uous­ly,” screamed Bolt.




    Kathy O’Don­nell thew her­self in front of a locked steel door. She thrust out her

    mag­nif­icent bo­som. She al­lowed her soft lips to smile. She knew that Re­mo loved her. She

    knew he had to want her. She couldn’t have been that phys­ical­ly ex­cit­ed by some­one who

    didn’t crave her al­so. “Over my dead body,” she said. “That’s the on­ly way you get to the

    ma­chine.”




    “Sure,” said Re­mo, and obliged her with a sim­ple stroke in­to her beau­ti­ful fore­head as

    he opened the lock to the ma­chine’s base­ment bunker. The tech­ni­cians fol­lowed, along with

    Ze­my­atin.




    Rerno and Chi­un looked at the con­sole and the glit­ter­ing chrome tanks in amaze­ment.




    “There should be an Off but­ton some­where,” said Re­mo.




    “She locked the arch pa­ram­eters,” said Bolt. “You’ve got to pow­er them down or ru­in

    them.”




    “I go for ru­in,” said Re­mo.




    “No,” said Chi­un. “We need it. We have got to de­liv­er it to the Rus­sians. De­stroy that

    ma­chine and we will nev­er get back our trea­sure.”




    Ze­my­atin did not know how Gen­er­al Ivanovich had man­aged to ar­range this, but he had

    known some­thing was hap­pen­ing when the young gen­er­al had slowed down the plane. So this

    was it. Bril­liant.




    Ze­my­atin saw Re­mo move to­ward the ma­chine, but it seemed on­ly like the jerk of a

    fin­ger, for the Ori­en­tal had done the same. Slow­ly, ev­er so slow­ly, they ap­peared to

    turn and face each oth­er and then re­mained im­mac­ulate­ly still.




    They did this for ten min­utes on Ze­my­atin’s watch be­fore he re­al­ized what he was

    see­ing. When top box­ers fought each oth­er, they felt each oth­er out. To the per­son who

    knew noth­ing about box­ing it looked as though the fight­ers were do­ing noth­ing, when

    ac­tu­al­ly the most im­por­tant part of the fight was hap­pen­ing. The Amer­ican mon­ster had

    ap­par­ent­ly met his equal, and their move­ments were so quick as to be be­yond the hu­man

    eye, like a bul­let.




    Ze­my­atin checked his watch again, and the crys­tal cracked. Vi­bra­tions tick­led his toes

    through the soles of his feet. The Amer­ican tech­ni­cians, who would be need­ed for the

    fu­ture use of the ma­chine if the Ori­en­tal won, stood back. They were still hor­ri­fied by

    their ear­li­er dom­ina­tion by the beau­ti­ful red­head and then by her sud­den death. If they

    are so even­ly matched, Ze­my­atin rea­soned, then a small help to the Ori­en­tal might turn

    the tide. But as he tried to get be­hind Re­mo, he felt a vi­bra­tion so strong it al­most

    liq­ue­fied his lig­aments. Then he knew for sure that this great bat­tle he wit­nessed was as

    far be­yond the hu­man eye as the first great cat­aclysm of all cre­ation.




    Then the white spoke. He was breath­less.




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther, the world is flood­ing. If noth­ing else, we will lose to wa­ters all the

    great ports of the world. All the great cities on rivers will go. New York, Paris, Lon­don,

    Tokyo.”




    But the Ori­en­tal did not break con­tact, nor did he break off the awe­some fight now

    be­yond the eyes of those who watched.




    “And Sinan­ju is a vil­lage on a bay. It will go be­fore Paris.”




    Sud­den­ly the room was filled with shat­tered con­sole, bro­ken drums, parts re­sem­bling

    shrap­nel. In a smok­ing heap, the beams were done for.




    The Amer­ican mon­ster was gasp­ing for breath. The Ori­en­tal’s ki­mono was wet with

    per­spi­ra­tion. “Good-​bye, trea­sure of Sinan­ju. Thank you, Re­mo,” said Chi­un.




    “Stand down your mis­siles, Rus­sian,” said Re­mo.




    “Of course. Why not? We nev­er want­ed a war.”




    “You did well enough for some­one who didn’t want one,” said Re­mo. But he in­sist­ed on

    wait­ing for ver­ifi­ca­tion that the mis­siles had been stood down.




    “I am trust­ing you not to build an­oth­er one of these weapons.”




    “Big deal, trust,” said Re­mo. “Why would we want to de­stroy our­selves, too?”




    “For me, it is trust. You are the first one I have ev­er trust­ed, mon­ster. And I trust you

    be­cause you know no fear. You have no need to lie to me. So be it.”




    When ver­ifi­ca­tion came from the Amer­ican satel­lites and was trans­mit­ted through Smith

    to Re­mo, Re­mo al­lowed as how the deal was done, and hoped they would nev­er fight again.




    “Not with those mis­siles. They are so crude that, once stood down, they can nev­er be used

    again. It was a very raw but­ton,” said Ze­my­atin.




    “You mean on that or­der, the new mis­siles are down for­ev­er?”




    “For­ev­er,” said Ze­my­atin.




    And on that, the Amer­ican he trust­ed said soft­ly: “Thanks, sweet­heart. And I am the

    first you ev­er trust­ed?”




    “The first since I was a young man. Yes,” said Ze­my­atin at the irony of that first per­son

    be­ing an Amer­ican en­emy.




    “You lose,” said Re­mo, tak­ing out Ze­my­atin’s frontal lobe with a sim­ple pre­cise

    back­hand that left the front of the face work for the wax em­balmers of the Krem­lin if they

    ev­er want­ed to stick what was left in a mu­se­um along­side Lenin and Stal­in.




    Ze­my­atin could not in the least have im­proved Amer­ica’s po­si­tion any­more by

    liv­ing.




    “Done,” said Re­mo.




    “Not done,” said Chi­un, who un­der­stood the move Re­mo had made against the Rus­sian to be

    cor­rect.




    The im­por­tant thing was that the trea­sure of the House of Sinan­ju had been lost, lost

    be­cause Re­mo had failed to join Chi­un in fa­vor of run­ning af­ter white in­ter­ests. The

    least Re­mo could do to par­tial­ly make up for that lack of grat­itude was to write in his own

    hand a small sen­tence say­ing that he very well could have had a Ko­re­an moth­er be­cause he

    didn’t know who his moth­er was, be­ing an or­phan.




    “I can’t do that, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo. “I am who I am. And that’s it.”




    “On­ly a white would be so un­grate­ful as to not ad­mit he was a Ko­re­an,” said

    Chi­un.




    THE END




    Af­ter­math: Reemer Bolt went on to be­come pres­ident of a ma­jor cor­po­ra­tion

    on the strength of a re­sume that showed he had been re­spon­si­ble for a

    fifty-​mil­lion-​dol­lar project with in­ter­na­tion­al ram­ifi­ca­tions both sci­en­tif­ic and

    com­mer­cial. Guy Phillis­ton, of the top-​se­cret British in­tel­li­gence or­gan called

    Source, was called in to han­dle an­oth­er prob­lem. Ac­cord­ing to the Amer­icans, the

    Rus­sians had placed a mole high up in British in­tel­li­gence. The man was of a bet­ter

    British fam­ily, be­lieved to be ho­mo­sex­ual, and of course a to­tal traitor to his coun­try

    and the whole West­ern world. Phillis­ton’s on­ly com­ment on get­ting the as­sign­ment to

    fer­ret out this blighter was: “Hard­ly nar­rows it down, you know.”
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