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    Chapter 1




    He was go­ing to die. If he stayed in Chica­go one more day, he knew he would go to the top

    of one of the taller build­ings and throw him­self off; or maybe look in­to the bar­rel of the

    .45-cal­iber pis­tol his broth­er had brought home from Viet­nam and test-​fire it in­to his

    own fore­head. He thought of trains, but trains might leave him on­ly man­gled. Trains weren’t

    a sure thing. Trains were fick­le as fate, and Bill Buf­fa­lo knew many po­ems about fate. He

    thought of fate as a per­son, a god, a muse, a force per­son­ified in ca­dences as strange to

    the En­glish lan­guage as his na­tive Oju­pa lan­guage, now of­fi­cial­ly de­clared a dead

    tongue of his­tor­ical in­ter­est alone. He was an Oju­pa brave. He was born to hunt. To run.

    To dance around fires at night, and look in­to his own soul through the an­imals of the

    Amer­ican plains.




    The on­ly an­imals in his ten­ement flat were mice, pos­si­bly rats, and of course roach­es.

    And the on­ly thing he want­ed to dance about was death, his own.




    With a slow de­lib­er­ate mo­tion, he put the clip of .45-cal­iber slugs in­to the

    au­to­mat­ic and looked down the bar­rel of the gun. What a last vi­sion, he thought. A white

    man’s tool.




    “What are you do­ing in there?” called his land­la­dy. She al­ways called out when his door

    was shut.




    “I’m go­ing to blow my brains out,” yelled Bill Buf­fa­lo.




    “All right, but don’t dam­age the wall­pa­per,” she replied.




    “I can’t promise that,” said Bill Buf­fa­lo.




    “Why not?” asked the land­la­dy, push­ing open the door.




    “Be­cause I’ll be dead. The dead don’t clean up af­ter them­selves,” said Bill

    Buf­fa­lo.




    “Oh my-” said the land­la­dy, see­ing the young stu­dent sit­ting in his shorts at the edge

    of the brand-​new bed, a large pis­tol point­ed at his head, and his thumb about to pull the

    trig­ger. Im­me­di­ate­ly she un­der­stood the dan­ger. If he missed, the slug would go

    di­rect­ly in­to the new rose-​pat­terned wall­pa­per be­hind him. It was from a rem­nants sale

    and there was no way she could re­place it. Put a hole in the pa­per, and she would ei­ther

    have to cov­er it with some pic­ture, or if that failed, buy en­tire­ly new pa­per for the wall

    and maybe the whole room.




    “Don’t shoot,” she cried. “You’ve got so much to live for.”




    “What?” asked Bill Buf­fa­lo.




    “Lots of things,” she said. Her name was Trac­to. Be­cause of her bulk peo­ple called her

    Trac­tor, but nev­er to her face.




    “What?”




    “Me,” she said. She tried to smile at him las­civ­ious­ly. When she first rent­ed to him she

    had been afraid of rape. She would watch him walk down the hall, his beau­ti­ful­ly mus­cled

    body clad in just a pair of shorts, and she would lock her door so that he couldn’t walk in and

    take her forcibly. Then she stopped lock­ing her door and then start­ed leav­ing it ajar and

    go­ing to sleep half-​nude. And still her fears weren’t re­al­ized. Now she told her­self she

    could save the hand­some young In­di­an with her body. If it was to save a life, it would not

    be a sin.




    “What do you mean, you?” said Bill Buf­fa­lo.




    “I would give my body to save your life,” said An­gela Trac­to.




    “I don’t need body or­gans. I don’t want body or­gans. I want to die.”




    “I meant sex­ual­ly,” said An­gela Trac­to, low­er­ing her eyes.




    She saw his thumb tight­en on the trig­ger and his eyes go wide, wait­ing for the slug.




    “And there are oth­er things,” she cried.




    “What?”




    “Don’t you want to say good-​bye to your friends back in Oju­pa land?”




    “There is no Oju­pa land, on­ly the reser­va­tion.”




    “But you do have friends.”




    “I have friends,” said Bill Buf­fa­lo sad­ly. “I have In­di­an friends and I have white

    friends. And I have no friends. Do you know what you get for study­ing three years of noth­ing

    but clas­si­cal Greek lit­er­ature?”




    “A de­gree?”




    “You get crazy. I don’t know whether I’m an In­di­an or a white man. Dammit, I think more

    like an an­cient Greek than I do an Oju­pa or an Amer­ican white. I’m noth­ing, and the place

    for noth­ing is death.”




    “Some­thing must have brought this on,” said An­gela Trac­to. If she could get him to turn

    around, then maybe the bul­let would hit a win­dow. She had a renter’s pol­icy from a

    mail-​or­der cat­alog. The win­dows were in­sured. The wall­pa­per was not. Al­so in­sured were

    doors, chan­de­liers, and moats that had to be re­dredged in case of siege. Wall­pa­per,

    floors, and fire dam­age were not. But that was all right. What could one ex­pect for pen­nies

    a month? If the Phry­gians ev­er raid­ed South Chica­go, An­gela Trac­to would be rich.




    “My broth­er died. He got drunk and he drove a trac­tor in­to a ditch and it turned over on

    him. It crushed him. And I didn’t go to the fu­ner­al.”




    “Well, there’s noth­ing you can do for the dead. Do you want to turn around a bit?”




    “It’s not his death that made me sad. It’s not that I did not go to the fu­ner­al that made

    me sad. What made me re­al­ize I was dead was when my fa­ther chant­ed the death dirge over the

    tele­phone, and do you know what I did?”




    “You asked him if the call was col­lect?”




    “I didn’t know Oju­pa from Greek or Latin. I didn’t know it. I didn’t know the words for

    ‘moth­er’ or ‘fa­ther’ or ‘earth’ or ‘good-​bye.’ I had for­got­ten the words. And I an­swered

    my own fa­ther with a quote from Sopho­cles.”




    Bill Buf­fa­lo took a very deep breath and then shut his eyes be­cause he had de­cid­ed

    fi­nal­ly he did not want to see the bul­let.




    “You can learn to be In­di­an again. Don’t pull the trig­ger. You can learn again.”




    “It’s too late.”




    “How did you learn the first time?”




    “The first time I didn’t have all these oth­er lan­guages swim­ming around in my head. The

    first time I didn’t dream in Greek or Latin. The first time all I knew was Oju­pa.”




    “You can do it again. Lots have done it. I’ve had many young men who went to the big

    uni­ver­si­ty and felt just the way you do, and when they re­turned to their home coun­tries,

    ev­ery­thing was fine. Their prob­lem was they were here. Like you. Just get up and face

    an­oth­er di­rec­tion and you’ll feel bet­ter. Try it.” Bill Buf­fa­lo looked at the big

    bar­rel. He was sure he wouldn’t feel a thing, and that was what he was af­ter: not feel­ing.

    On the oth­er hand, why,not get up and see if he felt bet­ter?




    He low­ered the gun. Ms. Trac­to must have been very hap­py at that be­cause a big grin

    spread over her face. That was strange. He nev­er thought she cared about any­thing but the

    rent or pos­si­bly get­ting him in­to her bed­room, the door of which al­ways seemed to be open

    at night.




    “There, see. Don’t that feel bet­ter?”




    “Feels pret­ty much like be­fore,” said Bill Buf­fa­lo.




    “That’s be­cause you’re not home. Go home. Go back to the reser­va­tion. You’ll see.”




    “I don’t be­long there.”




    “That’s how you feel now. Not how you’ll feel when you’re there. Trust me. I know.”




    It was a lie, of course, but a suc­cess­ful wall­pa­per­sav­ing lie. What An­gela Trac­to

    didn’t know was that she was send­ing back to Oju­pa, Ok­la­homa, the man whose birth all

    mankind would re­gret and who might pos­si­bly bring about the end of the world.




    If she had been told that a scourge as old as the first rais­ing of one broth­er’s hand

    against an­oth­er was go­ing to reap­pear, she would have said so long as it didn’t reap­pear

    on her rose wall­pa­per that was all right with her. But then, she didn’t know what the

    hand­some young man with the strong cheek­bones had stud­ied. She didn’t know the an­cient

    texts and she didn’t know how Greek would com­bine with Oju­pa one night around a fire, when

    this young man, this walk­ing H-​bomb, re­turned to Ok­la­homa to be re­unit­ed with his

    peo­ple.




    All she knew was that her rose wall­pa­per was safe. “I nev­er thought you knew that much

    about hu­man be­hav­ior,” said Bill Buf­fa­lo, putting down the gun. “I nev­er fig­ured you for

    that.”




    By the next morn­ing he was in Oju­pa, Ok­la­homa, with the heat and the dust and the

    shanties with the tele­vi­sion an­ten­nas and the bot­tles of whiskey and beer ly­ing in open

    sew­ers, some of the bot­tles still at­tached to his rel­atives. In Oju­pa it was ab­so­lute­ly

    clear again why he had left: no fu­ture. And for him not even much of a past.




    “Hey, Bill fel­la, good to see you back, man,” said Run­ning Deere. Run­ning Deere was named

    af­ter a trac­tor be­cause ev­ery­one knew a trac­tor was more re­li­able than any an­imal.

    Be­sides, re­al deer hadn’t run around the Oju­pa lands for decades now, but John Deere

    trac­tors al­most al­ways seemed to run.




    “I’ve come home,” said Bill Buf­fa­lo.




    “How’s life in the big city?” asked Run­ning Deere, hoist­ing his bal­loon paunch over his

    too-​tight Levi’s. He wore a T-​shirt pro­claim­ing his love for Enid, Ok­la­homa.




    “I want to get away from it. I want to get away from ev­ery­thing I learned there. I don’t

    know who I am any­more. I’m go­ing to vis­it my broth­er’s grave. I’m go­ing to sing the death

    chant. Would you come with me, Run­ning Deere? Would you bring oth­ers who know the Oju­pa

    tongue? Would you bring the medicine man?”




    “You sure you don’t want a beer first?”




    “I don’t want beer. I don’t want whiskey. I don’t want trac­tors. I want Oju­pa ways. I

    don’t even want these white man’s clothes.”




    “Hey, if you don’t want those cool jeans, I’ll take them,” said Run­ning Deere.




    “You can have ev­ery­thing. Just chant with me at my broth­er’s grave and don’t for­get the

    medicine man and Lit­tle Elk, and my fa­ther. And nev­er again call me Bill, but Big

    Buf­fa­lo,” said Bill.




    That night he put on clothes that felt right and nat­ural, leav­ing his legs and arms free,

    not bound, and gave up his shirt and jeans and went with the friends of his child­hood to his

    broth­er’s grave, and there in the full Ok­la­homa moon he joined those of his blood in

    rev­er­ence for one of the tribe who had gone to join those who no longer lived in this

    world.




    The night was cold and his skin prick­led with goose bumps, but he didn’t mind as he felt

    the old chants come back to him. Warm as his moth­er’s milk, fa­mil­iar as a hug, the words

    came from the back of his throat, danc­ing on his tongue, click­ing at his teeth as though he

    had nev­er for­got­ten them. All the Chica­go board­ing rooms and all the hours of study in the

    li­brary were gone as he felt his feet join with the earth and him­self be­come one with his

    peo­ple. It had worked. Ms. Trac­to, the land­la­dy, was right. He was home, and he would

    nev­er leave again. The words poured out, about loss, about re­turn, un­til, to­tal­ly one with

    the Oju­pa words them­selves, he said: “Atque in per­petu­um frater, ave atque valle.”




    And smil­ing he turned to his tribes­men, to see their faces blank and the medicine man,

    nor­mal­ly the last to show any emo­tion on his with­ered sev­en­ty-​year-​old-​face, shocked.

    His tribes­men looked at each oth­er in con­fu­sion.




    “What’s wrong?” he asked.




    “What lan­guage you speak­ing, Big Buf­fa­lo?”




    “Oju­pa. It was beau­ti­ful. I said to my broth­er, ‘And so, broth­er, for­ev­er, hel­lo and

    good-​bye.’ “




    “That ain’t Oju­pa, nev­er has been,” said Run­ning Deere.




    The medicine man, in his feath­ers and sa­cred paint, shook his head.




    “But the words came right from my soul,” said Big Buf­fa­lo. “It’s the most fa­mous Oju­pa

    say­ing. Hel­lo and good-​bye. It’s from a po­em about a young man who re­turns from abroad and

    finds his broth­er dead, and says, ‘And so, broth­er, for­ev­er, hel­lo and good­bye.’ Ave

    atque valle.”




    Big Buf­fa­lo slapped his fore­head and groaned. He had just re­cit­ed a Latin po­em from

    Cat­ul­lus. The “abroad” he had re­ferred to was the oth­er end of the long-​dead Ro­man

    Em­pire.




    He fell to his knees be­fore the medicine man. “Save me. Save me. Kill the for­eign spir­its

    in me. Rid me of the white man’s curse. I don’t want his ed­uca­tion. I don’t want his

    lan­guages. I want to dream in my peo­ple’s tongues.”




    But the medicine man shook his head.




    “This I can­not do,” he said sad­ly. “There is on­ly one way to rid you of the curse, and it

    is the most an­cient and dan­ger­ous cer­emo­ny of our her­itage.”




    “I don’t mind dy­ing. I’m al­ready dead,” said Big Buf­fa­lo.




    “It’s not your death I fear,” said the medicine man.




    “Hey, give the guy what he wants,” said Run­ning Deere. He had al­ways liked Big Buf­fa­lo

    and felt the medicine man too much a stick­ler for the old ways. Be­sides, there weren’t that

    many old ways left, con­sid­er­ing the tele­vi­sion and booze and pick­up trucks that had

    be­come the re­al life of the Oju­pa tribe.




    But the medicine man shook his head. They were on sa­cred ground, the small hill that held

    the re­mains of those who had passed on to the oth­er world of the Oju­pa. It had been made

    sa­cred by the buf­fa­lo horns and the fires of the dried mush­rooms, and the grass­es of the

    plains and the good spir­its that had been called here by pre­vi­ous medicine men. There were

    cross­es here too, be­cause some Oju­pa were Chris­tians. But it was still sa­cred ground

    be­cause the medicine men of the tribe had pre­pared it first. The war dead were here al­so,

    those who had fought against the white man’s cav­al­ry and those who, in lat­er wars, for the

    white men against oth­er white men. There were marines and sol­diers here as well as

    braves.




    “Hey, medicine man, why you shak­ing your head?” asked Lit­tle Elk. He was a con­struc­tion

    work­er in near­by Enid and he was big enough to stick the old man un­der an arm and car­ry him

    around like a par­cel.




    “Big Buf­fa­lo’s prob­lems are bad. There are tales of a man who has lost the soul of his

    peo­ple. This is not new. But the whole tribe must ask the spir­its to vis­it if he is to be

    saved.”




    “Okay. You’re al­ways doin’ that stuff with spir­its and things.”




    “There are spir­its and there are spir­its. These are the spir­its of blood and anger and

    pride and the great spir­it of mis­judg­ment.”




    “Mis­judg­ment?” asked Lit­tle Elk. He laughed. He had nev­er heard of that one and it

    didn’t sound too fright­en­ing. Be­sides, they were run­ning out of beer, and the ceme­tery on

    the hill gave him the willies. He didn’t like any ceme­tery, es­pe­cial­ly at night. Big

    Buf­fa­lo, who had been the smartest kid at the reser­va­tion school, was cry­ing on his knees,

    his hands up in the air, bab­bling that strange for­eign lan­guage. Run­ning Deere was look­ing

    at his watch be­cause he knew the liquor store was clos­ing soon in near­by Enid, and the

    oth­ers were slap­ping their arms be­cause the Ok­la­homa night was get­ting very cold.




    The stars looked brighter on a cold night, thought Lit­tle Elk. He hat­ed stars. He hat­ed

    any­thing hav­ing to do with the out­doors. He hat­ed loud nois­es. Lit­tle Elk liked

    com­put­ers and air-​con­di­tioned rooms and peo­ple who nev­er raised their voic­es. Run­ning

    Deere was yelling at the medicine man and Big Buf­fa­lo was cry­ing, and fi­nal­ly Lit­tle Elk

    said:




    “Medicine man, do the prayers. Say the chants. C’mon. It’s late. It’s cold. Big Buf­fa­lo

    has al­ways been a nice guy. One of the nicest. Give him a break. And give me a break too. And

    the rest of us.”




    “Yeah,” said Run­ning Deere.




    And the oth­ers joined in too, so that the medicine man fi­nal­ly and weari­ly said, “I am

    old. I will not have to live with what hap­pens, but you will, all of you.”




    “Hey, medicine man, noth­ing ev­er hap­pens. If our medicine is so strong, what are we

    do­ing in a stink­ing patch of ground the white man left us? Just do it, make Big Buf­fa­lo

    hap­py, and let’s get out of here and get a drink.” Thus spoke Lit­tle Elk, but he spoke for

    all of them.




    The old man low­ered him­self to his knees, and stretched out his arms, palms up­ward, and

    be­gan to chant, earth tones with the rhythm of the earth, sky tones with the rhythms of the

    uni­verse sparkling above them on the lit­tle ceme­tery hill of Oju­pa land. Big Buf­fa­lo

    joined the chant with his fun­ny lan­guage. Run­ning Deere felt an urge to build a fire, and

    Lit­tle Elk, who nor­mal­ly hat­ed any­thing phys­ical, scur­ried around gath­er­ing twigs for

    the fire. The medicine man low­ered his head to the earth, and reach­ing in­to his waist­band

    with­drew a hand­ful of sa­cred mush­rooms.




    He dropped them in­to the fire, and the fire smoked and they gath­ered around the lit­tle

    blaze and breathed in the sa­cred smoke and ex­haled the chants, the medicine man and the young

    braves in the Oju­pa tongue and poor Big Buf­fa­lo in the crazy lan­guage.




    The smoke grew and danced, and stretched its arms, and howled, a long, low howl deep­er than

    a coy­ote and stronger than a bear. Iron banged against iron, and cries of the wound­ed filled

    the night air, even though they all knew no one around them had been hurt and no one was

    bang­ing any­thing. Big Buf­fa­lo was laugh­ing and Lit­tle Elk was scream­ing when they heard

    the first words.




    Lat­er each would re­call that the words came in the lan­guage he was most com­fort­able

    with.




    They would won­der what lan­guage Big Buf­fa­lo heard that night, but they would nev­er

    know.




    “You look like a bunch of reg­ular guys with some brains and guts,” came the voice from the

    fire. There was a man in the fire. He was laugh­ing. Even in his suit, ev­ery­one could see he

    was well built. He looked like a man of men, with a clean smile, a strong jaw, and eyes that

    seemed to shine in the night.




    He car­ried a brief­case. He didn’t burn. The brief­case didn’t burn, and the fire went out

    sud­den­ly, as though doused by a pass­ing rain­storm. But it wasn’t rain­ing.




    “Hey, let’s get a drink,” he said. “Let’s have some fun.”




    “Liquor store is closed,” said Lit­tle Elk. “I knew we wouldn’t make it.”




    “Closed. Fine young men like your­selves de­nied drink? Who closed it?” asked the man. He

    thumped his chest, in­hal­ing the good night air.




    “It’s a liquor store. State runs it. Sells liquor by the bot­tle. It’s closed,” said Lit­tle

    Elk.




    “Which state?”




    “Ok­la­homa. You’re in Ok­la­homa, mis­ter. I didn’t get your name,” said Run­ning

    Deere.




    “What­ev­er you want to call me, friend. I’m here for you. I’m go­ing to make you rich,

    re­spect­ed, and fa­mous. I’m go­ing to make you feel like re­al men. I’m go­ing to make it so

    that when they sing songs around your camp­fires a thou­sand years from to­day they will

    re­mem­ber your names with awe. That’s who I am.”




    “And you call your­self?”




    “Liquor store. Are you go­ing to let Ok­la­homa tell you when you can drink and when you

    can’t? Slaves live like that. Are you slaves?”




    “It’s closed, mis­ter,” said Lit­tle Elk. “We missed it.”




    “Whose locks? Who has a right to lock you out on land that should be your own? Free men,

    re­al men, own their land. What are you?”




    “Who are you?” asked Run­ning Deere.




    “The man who’s go­ing to get you some fine drink, the sort of liquor you de­serve when­ev­er

    you want it. Not when Ok­la­homa tells you.”




    “I don’t know,” said Run­ning Deere.




    “A big man like your­self? What are you afraid of?” They didn’t know his name, but they knew

    he made sense. This mus­cu­lar stranger who had ap­peared out of the fire had an an­swer for

    ev­ery­thing. No one no­ticed, as they marched off the lit­tle hill of the ceme­tery, that the

    medicine man was not with them. His head was still pressed to the ground, and he was cry­ing,

    cry­ing that the wrong spir­it had been un­leashed. Nor did they no­tice Big Buf­fa­lo in a

    trance, say­ing noth­ing, his eyes wide, mum­bling on­ly the fun­ny tongue he had learned at

    the white man’s school in Chica­go.




    At the edge of the ceme­tery the man turned and threw a snap­py salute at the graves.




    “I like war dead,” he said. “Lets you know men lived here. Re­al men. The Oju­pa are great

    among peo­ples. Nev­er let any­one tell you oth­er­wise. You hear?”




    They still didn’t know his name when they drove in­to Enid in a pick­up truck. The liquor

    store was locked and barred, and the streets were emp­ty. “Nev­er get­ting in,” said Lit­tle

    Elk.




    “I could tell you how to get in there, but a smart guy like you, Lit­tle Elk, can fig­ure it

    out,” said the stranger, giv­ing Lit­tle Elk a man­ly slap on the back. “It’s an ad­ven­ture.

    Let’s go for it.”




    The man’s cor­po­rate gray suit nev­er seemed to wrin­kle and his tie was as neat as he when

    he stepped out of the smoke of the camp­fire back at the Oju­pa ceme­tery. The braves felt a

    sense of ex­cite­ment about this man, more than any­thing they had ev­er felt in sports, more

    than in the biggest foot­ball game.




    “What have you got to lose?” he asked. “You want me to lead? I’ll lead.” He jumped out of

    the truck, but not be­fore Run­ning Deere, who now seemed faster than ev­er, cut him off and

    head­ed for the front door. Lit­tle Elk fig­ured the rear would be eas­ier, and with a car jack

    he pried open the bars at the rear of the store. Alarms went off but Run­ning Deere and the

    stranger were too fast. They were in the store and out with a case of whiskey apiece be­fore

    any po­lice could ar­rive, and the pick­up truck sped out of Enid with ev­ery­one singing old

    Oju­pa war songs. By morn­ing, ev­ery­one but the stranger had a hang­over, and they could see

    sher­iff’s cars criss­cross­ing the reser­va­tion look­ing for them.




    “How did they find out it was us?” asked Lit­tle Elk.




    “I told them,” said the stranger hap­pi­ly. He looked even health­ier in the day­light, with

    bright eyes, a pep­py dis­po­si­tion, and a can-​do at­ti­tude. Run­ning Deere want­ed to

    throt­tle the man. But Big Buf­fa­lo, who had found them and who was still mouthing that fun­ny

    lan­guage, re­vert­ed to En­glish to tell them not to both­er, that it wouldn’t do any

    good.




    “I’ll tell you the good it’ll do, Bill. It’ll make me feel good when I go off to jail,” said

    Run­ning Deere.




    “And me too,” said Lit­tle Elk. And so did the oth­ers. But the stranger on­ly grinned at

    the threats.




    “Shoot me. Go ahead. Shoot me,” he said. “If there is any­one here who loves the Oju­pa more

    than I, let him blow my brains out now. Go ahead.”




    “You call bring­ing the sher­iff’s of­fice down on us an act of love?” asked Lit­tle

    Elk.




    “I couldn’t have giv­en you a greater gift. Be­cause af­ter to­day, you will nev­er skulk

    around a sher­iff again. You will nev­er fear when you see his blue bub­ble com­ing af­ter you

    on a high­way, or hear his siren. You are meant to walk on this Oju­pa land as lords of it, not

    fright­ened lit­tle boys. Are you men or boys? As for me, give me lib­er­ty or give me

    death.”




    The stranger snapped open his case and there in­side were five brand-​new mi­ni-​ma­chine

    guns, small­er than the famed Is­raeli Uzi, hard­ly larg­er than pis­tols.




    “The ques­tion is, do you guys want to live for­ev­er? Or are you go­ing to stand up once

    for man­hood? Are you go­ing to hon­or those dead in your ceme­tery, or are you go­ing to go on

    liv­ing like half In­di­ans, half whites, all noth­ing? As for me, death doesn’t fright­en me

    near­ly as much as slav­ery, near­ly as much as see­ing my wom­en look down on me, near­ly as

    much as liv­ing each dusty, drea­ry day like some lit­tle go­pher who has to hide at the sound

    of a foot­step. I can­not promise you vic­to­ry this day, good Oju­pa braves, but I can promise

    you hon­or. And that is all any of us have in the end.”




    There wasn’t a shak­ing hand in the band as they reached for the sub­ma­chine guns. And it

    was known through­out the reser­va­tion and in­deed on oth­er reser­va­tions and across the

    coun­try what hap­pened that day. A hand­ful of Oju­pa braves an­ni­hi­lat­ed an en­tire

    sher­iff’s posse, and when the state troop­ers were sent in, they took them on too. They flew

    the ban­ner of the Oju­pa, and Run­ning Deere said it best for all of them:




    “Maybe we won’t win this day, and maybe we won’t live this day, but the world will sure as

    hell know we were here.”




    The state troop­ers had au­to­mat­ic weapons too, and even an ar­mored car. They

    out­num­bered the small band and had all been trained to a fine edge. But there was a spir­it

    now in the Oju­pa. Lit­tle Elk didn’t mind dis­com­fort and Run­ning Deere no longer wad­dled

    but moved swift­ly.




    They fought through the morn­ing and in­to the af­ter­noon and laughed at re­quests to

    sur­ren­der, scoffed at warn­ings that their cause was hope­less, and by night­fall oth­er

    young men had joined them.




    In a bril­liant night at­tack de­vised by Lit­tle Elk and led by Run­ning Deere, the now

    larg­er band out­flanked the state troop­ers and forced them to sur­ren­der, tak­ing all their

    weapons.




    “We’ll let you live so that you may tell oth­ers that you have met the re­al Oju­pa,” said

    Run­ning Deere. He no longer wore blue jeans or a shirt that pro­fessed love for Enid,

    Ok­la­homa, but a uni­form made of re­al deer­skin. A knife was stuck in his belt.




    “When we come back we will fill the sky with so many he­li­copters we’ll block out the

    damned sun,” said a state troop­er, an­gry that they should yield to an out­law band.




    “Then we will fight in the shade,” said Run­ning Deere.




    His words and the deeds of the Oju­pa spread to oth­er reser­va­tions. By the time the

    re­in­forced state troop­ers re­turned, they were met by a lit­tle army com­posed of

    frus­trat­ed, down­trod­den braves, and this time the army out­num­bered the troop­ers.




    And Lit­tle Elk, warned about he­li­copters, had pre­pared de­fens­es against the

    slow-​mov­ing tar­gets with the many guns. The state troop­ers fought brave­ly that day, but

    the Oju­pa were braver and shrewder.




    Many died, but as the stranger said, “The tree of lib­er­ty is wa­tered with the blood of

    pa­tri­ots.”




    They buried their dead, even as warn­ings that the Ok­la­homa Na­tion­al Guard were about to

    close in came to the lit­tle ceme­tery on the hill.




    One of the dead was Big Buf­fa­lo, or Bill Buf­fa­lo as he was known for a while. He was

    buried with full hon­ors, even though it didn’t seem as though he died in bat­tle. There were

    pow­der burns at his right tem­ple and a gun was found in his right hand. One of the braves

    re­mem­bered his last words.




    Big Bill Buf­fa­lo had kept re­peat­ing: “Tu cog­no, tu cog­no.”




    No one knew what it meant, un­til lat­er, when it was all over, one of Buf­fa­lo’s teach­ers

    from Chica­go came down to pay last re­spects to one of his finest stu­dents ev­er.




    “Who was he talk­ing to?” asked the teach­er.




    “Wasn’t talk­ing to any­one. He was look­ing at our friend who came out of the camp­fire,

    and just kept say­ing those fun­ny words. He said them and then put the gun to his head. And

    bang. Pulled the trig­ger,” said the wit­ness.




    “His words are Latin. And they mean ‘I know you. You I know.’”




    “Well, shoot,” said one of the oth­er braves, lis­ten­ing in. “That’s good. ‘Cause no one

    else here knows him.”




    With the lead­er­ship of the stranger and their own good fight­ing skills and courage, the

    Oju­pa that day reg­is­tered the first In­di­an vic­to­ry against fed­er­al troops since the

    Bat­tle of Lit­tle Big Horn. But by now oth­er tribes were ready to join, be­cause this time

    the word was in the air:




    “This time we can win.”




    In Wash­ing­ton the news was grim. An en­tire Na­tion­al Guard di­vi­sion, one of the best

    in the coun­try with the most mod­ern equip­ment, had been sound­ly de­feat­ed in Ok­la­homa.

    Not on­ly that, but the In­di­an band was grow­ing dai­ly as it marched north­ward. It had to

    be stopped.




    The prob­lem was that it would be Amer­icans fight­ing Amer­icans.




    “If we win, we still lose,” said the Pres­ident. “We’ve got to find a way to stop this

    with­out a war,” said the Sec­re­tary of the In­te­ri­or.




    “If you could in­crease our bud­get,” be­gan the Sec­re­tary of De­fense.




    “What on earth is left for you to buy?” snapped the Pres­ident, as­ton­ished that the

    De­fense De­part­ment still want­ed to spend more mon­ey even though ev­ery month it went

    through the gross na­tion­al prod­uct of most of the rest of the world.




    “We could form an ex­plorato­ry pur­chase com­mit­tee to look for new tech­nol­ogy.”




    “We have enough tech­nol­ogy. We need a qui­et vic­to­ry with­out a bat­tle,” said the

    Pres­ident.




    “Im­pos­si­ble. Those things don’t ex­ist,” said the Sec­re­tary of the In­te­ri­or.




    “We could buy one,” said the Sec­re­tary of De­fense.




    “From whom?” asked the Pres­ident. He was known to the pub­lic as an ami­able per­son, not

    con­cerned with de­tails. But ev­ery cab­inet mem­ber knew he had a firm, sharp grasp of facts,

    and while he nev­er be­came an­gry in front of tele­vi­sion cam­eras, he cer­tain­ly could show

    anger in these meet­ings.




    There was si­lence among the cab­inet.




    “Thank you, gen­tle­men. That’s all I want to know,” he said, dis­miss­ing them. Then he

    went to the bed­room in the White House and, at the prop­er time, took a red tele­phone out of

    a bu­reau draw­er. He did not have to di­al. As soon as he picked up the phone it would ring.

    This time he did not hear the re­as­sur­ing voice say­ing that ev­ery­thing would be tak­en

    care of, that there was no wall that posed an ob­sta­cle or killer elite that was a threat.

    This time, reach­ing out for Amer­ica’s most pow­er­ful and most se­cret en­forc­ing arm, he

    got a wrong num­ber.


  




  

    Chapter 2




    His name was Re­mo and there was no rea­son he couldn’t han­dle a sim­ple tele­phone

    con­nec­tion as well as the next guy. It was just a mat­ter of putting one con­nec­tor in­to

    an­oth­er. That it had to be done by get­ting past guard dogs, and over one of the most mod­ern

    de­fense perime­ters in the world, did not mat­ter. It was still a sim­ple con­nec­tion.




    “You plug the red sock­et in­to the red re­cep­ta­cle. We’ve col­ored it red so you won’t

    for­get,” Harold W. Smith had told him.




    There had been a prob­lem on the di­rect-​ac­cess line from the White House and Smith feared

    that the Pres­ident might not be able to get through with­out be­ing com­pro­mised by some new

    elec­tron­ic de­vice on sale to the pub­lic. There was so much elec­tron­ics out there,

    pri­vate eaves­drop­ping, that it had be­come a prob­lem for the or­ga­ni­za­tion to keep its

    se­cret phone calls se­cret. The very of­fice of the pres­iden­cy could be ru­ined if ev­er it

    was dis­cov­ered an or­ga­ni­za­tion so con­trary to the laws of the coun­try was be­ing used

    to pro­tect those very same laws. There would be dis­as­ter if oth­ers than the small group

    that com­prised it should ev­er know of its ex­is­tence.




    There­fore more se­cure phone ac­cess was called for.




    As Harold W. Smith, the lemon-​faced head of the or­ga­ni­za­tion, ex­plained it, Re­mo

    should imag­ine sound waves as two gi­ant pil­lows en­cap­su­lat­ing the world. Amer­ica’s

    eaves­drop­ping and Rus­sia’s. Where they met cre­at­ed an ab­so­lute­ly per­fect

    in­ter­fer­ence pat­tern. If the or­ga­ni­za­tion could es­tab­lish its send­ing base in­side

    that area by the sim­ple plug­ging of one cord in­to a mon­itor­ing sta­tion there, then the

    Pres­ident could use his red phone with­out fear of any­one lis­ten­ing in.




    The prob­lem was that the mon­itor­ing sta­tion was in Cu­ba, right smack in its most

    heav­ily for­ti­fied area, just out­side the Amer­ican base at Guan­tanamo. There the Cuban

    spe­cial forces prac­ticed ap­proach­ing the Amer­ican de­fens­es and then re­treat­ing. To

    pen­etrate the mon­itor­ing sta­tion to re­pair the phone lines in the over­lap area would be

    like swim­ming through a tide of on­com­ing hu­mans, the best-​trained hu­mans in Cu­ba.




    “Let me get this straight,” Re­mo had said. “The red plug in­to the red sock­et.”




    Smith nod­ded. They were on a small pa­trol boat just off the coast of Flori­da. They would

    meet, if ev­ery­thing went well, in Puer­to Ri­co af­ter the as­sign­ment. Even though it was

    swel­ter­ing, Smith still wore his gray three-​piece suit.




    “And the blue wire in­to the blue con­nec­tor. We know the Rus­sian con­nec­tor is blue.

    They al­ways coat their con­nec­tors in that sort of in­stal­la­tion with blue. It’s a spe­cial

    non­cor­ro­sive met­al. Ev­ery­thing tends to cor­rode in the Caribbean. The Rus­sians have

    placed their sta­tion over an old Amer­ican mon­itor­ing sta­tion. Don’t wor­ry about the

    elec­tron­ics. It will work. Just get in­to the sta­tion with the equip­ment. And then get out

    with­out them know­ing you were ev­er there. That’s the prob­lem. We’re pig­gy­back­ing this

    thing. They’ve got to think ev­ery­thing is run­ning nor­mal­ly. Can you do it?”




    “Red in­to red,” said Re­mo.




    “Get­ting in and out with­out be­ing seen, through a wave of their spe­cial forces?”




    “And blue in­to blue,” said Re­mo. He looked at the blue wire. Noth­ing spe­cial, no longer

    than nine inch­es, with a tiny elec­trode at­tached. And the red plug seemed just like a

    sim­ple out­let plug. He held both of them in one hand.




    “Through a wave of their spe­cial forces with­out them know­ing you were ev­er there,”

    re­peat­ed Smith.




    “Red in­to red. Blue in­to blue. Should be easy,” Re­mo had said.




    “If they know you’ve been there, the whole thing is blown,” said Smith.




    “I’ll put the red one in first,” said Re­mo.




    And he kept that in mind as he wait­ed for dusk to slip in­to a lit­tle gul­ly just be­neath

    a ma­rine ma­chine gun nest at the out­er rim of the Guan­tanamo naval base. He could have told

    the marines a friend was go­ing to move through their lines, but their help would prob­ably

    on­ly serve to alert the oth­er side.




    It wasn’t full dark as his soft steps be­came soft­er, not press­ing on the earth but

    be­com­ing a friend with the ground un­der­neath, feel­ing the rhythms of the hu­mid Caribbean

    air, the si­lence of the ground, the mois­ture on his skin, and the rich smell of the green

    jun­gle growth all around him.




    He wasn’t a man sneak­ing past some marines, he was part of the en­vi­ron­ment they worked

    in. He was the air they felt, the ground they walked on, the sounds of the jun­gle, part of it

    all. And be­ing part, they didn’t see him. One sergeant thought he had seen a shad­ow pass, but

    shad­ows, es­pe­cial­ly at dusk, were ev­ery­where. What they did hear was the rus­tle be­yond

    of an­oth­er Cuban spe­cial-​forces bat­tal­ion start­ing their ad­vance.




    They would come close, as though at­tack­ing, so close they could make out faces even with

    lit­tle light, and then at the last minute they would re­treat.




    This evening the jun­gle hummed as fif­teen hun­dred Cubans moved as silent­ly as they could

    to­ward the Amer­ican perime­ter. They moved for­ward and they moved back, and through them

    moved a man who blend­ed in­to the jun­gle more com­plete­ly than any of the an­imals liv­ing

    there. And they fin­ished their ex­er­cise nev­er know­ing that the man had sim­ply walked by

    them.




    Re­mo found the mon­itor­ing sta­tion as he was told he would, where he was told he would,

    and he eas­ily lo­cat­ed the guards through their move­ments. He was qui­et with­in him­self,

    the sort of qui­et that does not lis­ten for sounds but al­lows the body not to strain, thus

    do­ing more than not mak­ing sounds, be­com­ing the si­lence that makes all oth­er sound, no

    mat­ter how small, clear. Through the noise he knew where the guards were, how quick­ly they

    walked, or, if they sat, by their breath­ing how awake they were. And he sim­ply moved where

    they weren’t.




    And he found the right room, and he found the red sock­et. And ev­ery­thing would have gone

    per­fect­ly, ex­cept there was a red wire near the red sock­et. And Smith had not told him

    about the red wire.




    “Don’t pan­ic,” he told him­self. He plugged the red sock­et in­to the red plug. His lean

    body and sharp fea­tures seemed to blend in­to the dark­ness even of the ma­chines of the

    in­stal­la­tion. On­ly his thick wrists seemed to stand out, pok­ing from a dark body-​tight

    shirt set above dark gray slacks. He wore loafers be­cause he nev­er liked shoes tight to his

    feet. They in­ter­rupt­ed the sen­si­tiv­ity of his soles.




    The red plug looked fine. He heard one of the guards move down a near­by cor­ri­dor. He was

    ap­proach­ing the room. Blue wire. Re­mo looked for the blue wire in the ma­chine Smith had

    de­scribed. He found it. Blue wire to blue wire. He at­tached the blue wire.




    Done. He had done it. But why was ev­ery­thing spark­ing? And why was he hear­ing some

    wom­an in Om­aha speak­ing to the Pres­ident of the Unit­ed States? At least it sound­ed like

    the Pres­ident.




    “Smith? Is that you?”




    “I’m sor­ry, this is Mar­ion Kil­ston. I’m from the Om­aha Neigh­bors Bu­reau. I’m

    of­fer­ing to­day a new in­tro­duc­to­ry neigh­bor-​ac­quain­tance kit.”




    “Not Smith?”




    “We don’t have a Smith, al­though you would think we would, it’s such a com­mon name, don’t

    you think? Who is this? You sound just like the Pres­ident.”




    The line went dead. Re­mo pulled out the red plug and saw the brass prongs were twist­ed.

    Ap­par­ent­ly they didn’t fit in­to the sock­et. He looked again. It wasn’t a sock­et. It was

    red, but it wasn’t a sock­et. It had Rus­sian writ­ing on it. It looked like a sock­et. It was

    sort of round. But it wasn’t a sock­et.




    The prob­lem was that when you used the hu­man body to its cos­mic cor­rect­ness you

    un­leashed the awe­some pow­ers of the mind through the uni­verse. Speed and pow­er be­came

    some­thing else again. They be­came knowl­edge. That was what all train­ing was about, for the

    body and the mind to know. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, when one had dif­fi­cul­ty with elec­tri­cal

    gad­gets, or for that mat­ter any gad­gets from toast­ers to gar­lic press­es, this pow­er left

    one with plugs that looked like brass taffy. If killing a Rus­sian who had put that sign on the

    mon­itor that looked very much like a sock­et would have helped, Re­mo would have been fine, he

    thought. Two Rus­sians or ten would have been fine. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, there were no Rus­sians

    about, and do­ing harm wouldn’t have done much good in the first place. And then Re­mo no­ticed

    two dark ver­ti­cal slits in a small red­dish piece of plas­tic at the top of the ma­chine. The

    sock­et!




    Re­mo took the crushed brass mass at the end of the sock­et be­tween his two fin­gers, and

    slow­ly, more slow­ly than more peo­ple could per­ceive, he let his fin­gers un­der­stand the

    brass, sense the soft yel­low­ish met­al, mov­ing its parts ev­er so slow­ly, build­ing the

    heat with­in it, rub­bing, and then faster, so that his fin­gers could hard­ly be seen rub­bing

    the yel­low met­al in­to a sticky goo, which he flat­tened and mold­ed and re­made in­to brass

    prongs as it hard­ened just so.




    “There,” mut­tered Re­mo, and with a flour­ish pushed it right in­to the re­al sock­et and

    there were no sparks. It was in. He had done it. By him­self.




    Hard leather scuffed on con­crete floors. The guard’s hand was on the trig­ger be­hind

    Re­mo, and while Re­mo want­ed to stay and ad­mire his work-​he was sure the con­nec­tion was

    cor­rect, and so proud he’d got­ten it right-​if he let the guard get off a shot, one of the

    bul­lets could land in the ma­chin­ery, leav­ing his con­nec­tion use­less. Al­so, he was

    sup­posed to make sure he was nev­er known to have been in there.




    He didn’t jump back­ward but let his body fall back­ward, so that it didn’t look as though

    he were jump­ing from his feet but ac­tu­al­ly pulled in­to the guard. The mo­tion was

    de­cep­tive. The guard saw the man with his back to him, lev­eled the gun be­fore or­der­ing

    the in­trud­er to throw up his hands.




    And then the in­trud­er was on him with the guard’s gun flung up above his head, and

    some­thing ap­par­ent­ly slow but fast enough to cause in­cred­ible pain, land­ing hard in the

    guard’s mid­sec­tion and cut­ting through his spinal col­umn, and the world went black.




    Re­mo trun­dled the guard and his gun out of the room to­ward the next guard post, where,

    hold­ing the guard’s wrists, he start­ed a fight with an­oth­er guard, keep­ing him­self

    be­hind the corpse’s body. Slap, punch. The old way of fight­ing. Re­mo moved the dead guard’s

    hands in front of the liv­ing one, keep­ing that guard con­fused, get­ting that guard to fight,

    and then he pulled the trig­ger once, and threw the body at the liv­ing strug­gling guard,

    knock­ing him down, and let­ting him fight his way free of the corpse. They would re­port the

    dead one had gone berserk and the liv­ing one had fought him off and killed him. The shot, of

    course, would at­tract oth­ers and there would be con­fu­sion, and no one would ev­er think

    that the mon­itor room with the per­fect, beau­ti­ful plug placed ex­act­ly in the sock­et was

    ev­er en­tered by an Amer­ican.




    What peo­ple want­ed when they in­ves­ti­gat­ed some­thing was an an­swer. It didn’t have to

    be the cor­rect an­swer. In large or­ga­ni­za­tions like armies it on­ly had to be an

    ac­cept­able an­swer. No one was go­ing to be­lieve that some­one in the

    peo­ple’s-​lib­er­ation-​mon­itor­ing sta­tion had start­ed a fight us­ing a corpse, and then

    es­caped with­out be­ing seen. It was far sim­pler to be­lieve one guard was forced to sub­due

    an­oth­er and in the pro­cess killed him. That the los­er suf­fered a dis­placed spinal disk

    would be glossed over.




    That would raise ques­tions. And armies nev­er even an­swered ques­tions, much less asked

    them.




    Thus Re­mo re­mem­bered from his lessons the wis­dom about armies as he moved in­to the

    night, out of the mon­itor­ing sta­tion as though he had nev­er been around. Armies, as it was

    writ­ten in the his­to­ry of Sinan­ju, nev­er changed. On­ly the names and flags were

    dif­fer­ent.




    It had been a long time since he had read the his­to­ries of’ Sinan­ju, Re­mo thought,

    com­ing back through Amer­ican lines and ap­pear­ing at a he­li­copter pad where Smith said

    trans­porta­tion would be ar­ranged for him. It had been a long time since his death had been

    faked so the or­ga­ni­za­tion could have a killer arm with­out fin­ger­prints in any file, a

    man who would not be missed, an or­phan, a dead man for an or­ga­ni­za­tion that was not

    sup­posed to ex­ist, one man serv­ing as its killer arm. And be­cause there was on­ly one man,

    he had to be trained in a spe­cial way, a way sur­pass­ing any­thing any white man had ev­er

    known be­fore.




    In that train­ing, he had be­come some­thing else. He had be­come Sinan­ju, the sun source

    of all un­der­stand­ing of hu­man pow­er, the home of the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju. In his spir­it

    he was as much that small fish­ing vil­lage on the West Ko­rea Bay as he was Re­mo Williams,

    ex-​cop, Amer­ican.




    He thought about that as the spe­cial he­li­copter, cam­ou­flaged for night, land­ed at the

    base he­li­pad. The pi­lot could be heard telling the com­man­der of the pad that he was to

    pick some­one up, and the com­man­der was ar­gu­ing back that he had not been told of any such

    per­son.




    “We’re at the tip of Cu­ba, bud­dy. No one gets in or out of here with­out

    iden­ti­fi­ca­tion,” said the com­man­der.




    “I’m told he’s go­ing to be here.”




    “By whom?”




    “Can’t say.”




    “Yeah, well, you take those CIA or NSA or what­ev­er let­ters you want to dis­guise your

    spies by and stuff ‘em some­where. This place is guard­ed by U.S. marines. No one gets

    through.”




    “Ex­cuse me,” said Re­mo, mov­ing from be­hind the he­li­pad com­man­der and up in­to the

    chop­per.




    “Are you blue an­gel ze­bra?”




    “Maybe. Some­thing like that,” said Re­mo. “I don’t know.”




    “You’re the one. They said you wouldn’t know your code.”




    “Who’s they?” screamed the he­li­pad com­man­der.




    “They nev­er say,” yelled back the he­li­copter pi­lot, tak­ing off in­to the night. Above,

    the lights of the fight­ers keep­ing pro­tec­tive cov­er over the fleet and the base com­pet­ed

    weak­ly with the stars.




    Re­mo edged back in his seat and fold­ed his arms and his legs, and went in­to that qui­et

    place that was his sleep now. He could smell the burn­ing fu­el, and even the new riv­ets in

    the he­li­copter, but he fo­cused on the stars and the patch­es of clean air, and his own blood

    sys­tem. And they were good, all good.




    When the he­li­copter land­ed, a blood-​red dawn was break­ing over the Caribbean,

    ex­pos­ing the lit­tle stuc­co vil­las of the Puer­to Ri­can re­sort Flo­ra del Mar. Re­mo

    could make out the golf cours­es and ten­nis courts and swim­ming pools. He guid­ed the pi­lot

    to­ward one small vil­la set on a canal. Sport­fish­ing boats with their high cap­tain’s nests

    bobbed along the canal like large white fat gulls ground­ed in the wa­ter.




    Re­mo was out of the he­li­copter be­fore it ful­ly land­ed. He walked to­ward what sound­ed

    like a wound­ed bird squeal­ing soft­ly in a pitch so high that some of the lo­cal dogs, dogs

    look­ing more like large ro­dents than ca­nines, were wan­der­ing around in a qui­et fren­zy

    look­ing for the source.




    Re­mo knew where it was com­ing from. He even knew the words. The call was a greet­ing to

    the sun, and as he en­tered the vil­la, the sounds be­came loud­er and then stopped.




    “Did you bring the rice?” came the squeaky voice.




    “I for­got, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo. “I was work­ing out this elec­tron­ics

    prob­lem.”




    “Bet­ter you should learn Sinan­ju than wires and bulbs. Leave that for whites and

    Japanese.”




    “I am white. Be­sides, Ko­re­ans are get­ting in­to elec­tron­ics now too.”




    In the liv­ing room a wisp of a man with patch­es of white hair hang­ing over his ears

    sad­ly shook his head. He sat fac­ing the sun in a glo­ri­ous gold­en ki­mono of the dawn, with

    the pre­cious yel­low threads cre­at­ing de­signs of splen­did morn­ings over the Ko­re­an

    hills around Sinan­ju.




    “To do one thing well makes a man spe­cial. To do one thing bet­ter than all oth­ers makes

    one Sinan­ju. But to be Sinan­ju means to be in a con­stant state of be­com­ing, for that which

    is not mov­ing to­ward some­thing moves away from it.” Thus spoke Chi­un, reign­ing Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju, to Re­mo, who had once been his pupil but was now a Mas­ter too.




    “I’m not go­ing to read the his­to­ries of Sinan­ju again,” said Re­mo.




    “And why not, may I ask?”




    “Be­cause I have made the last pas­sage. I’m a Mas­ter now. I love you, Lit­tle Fa­ther. You

    are the great­est teach­er in the world, but I am not read­ing that non­sense about how

    Sinan­ju saved the world from one aeon to the next just be­cause we were paid killers.”




    “Not killers. As­sas­sins. A bad virus is a killer. An au­to ac­ci­dent is a killer. A

    sol­dier fir­ing a gun is a killer. But an as­sas­sin to a monach is a force for peace and

    jus­tice.”




    “How are we a force for jus­tice, Lit­tle Fa­ther?”




    “We get paid and we sup­port the vil­lage of Sinan­ju, full of base in­grates to be sure,

    but those are our peo­ple.”




    “How is that jus­tice? We go to the high­er bid­der.”




    “Would go­ing to the low­er bid­der be more just?” asked Chi­un with a de­li­cious

    cack­le.




    “That’s what I said. Killers for hire.”




    “That,” said Chi­un, “is a dirty lie. If you would read the his­to­ries of Sinan­ju you

    would see that. But no. You learn the ways of things, but you don’t learn the rea­son of

    things.”




    “You think Ivan the Ter­ri­ble of Rus­sia did jus­tice? He killed peo­ple for wear­ing the

    wrong clothes.”




    “Slan­der­ers of his name in your West de­stroyed his beau­ti­ful rep­uta­tion. He was a

    most just czar.”




    “Yeah? How?”




    “He paid on time, and paid in good gold. No one in Sinan­ju ev­er starved be­cause Ivan the

    just failed to pay his Sinan­ju as­sas­sin.”




    “No one ev­er starved any­how. You nev­er used the trib­utes. They just piled up in that big

    fun­ny-​look­ing build­ing on the hill. That was just an ex­cuse to hoard more wealth.”




    “The trea­sure of Sinan­ju, hoard­ing?” Chi­un let out a pained cry to the very heav­ens

    above this new-​world sky. A Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, the white man he had trained, had called the

    sa­cred trea­sure of Sinan­ju, the earn­ings of four mil­len­nia, a hoard. “Be­sides,” said

    Chi­un, “it has all been stolen.”




    “Don’t bring up that again. Amer­ica has more than tripled its gold trib­ute just to make it

    up to you.”




    “It can nev­er be made up to me or the House of Sinan­ju. While you were out sav­ing the

    world, a world which has nev­er done any­thing for you, you let me search alone for the

    trea­sure.”




    “Yeah, well, where would Sinan­ju be if the world went?” said Re­mo.




    “The world is al­ways com­ing to an end from one thing or an­oth­er, so you say. But it

    al­ways goes on,” said Chi­un.




    “And so does Sinan­ju,” snapped Re­mo.




    “Be­cause we do things right. We hon­or the trea­sure. Lost were coins and jew­els from

    Alexan­der-​a white man but def­inite­ly great-​stat­ues of such fine porce­lain, such

    exquisite crafts­man­ship that the Ming em­per­ors on­ly gave them to their sons, and of course

    to us, Sinan­ju, their house of as­sas­sins; gems from the great pharaoh worth en­tire

    coun­tries; trib­utes from all the ages. Gone.”




    “And what about the Amer­ican gold that pays for my ser­vices to my coun­try?” said

    Re­mo.




    “Yes. Gold. That is all Amer­ica can of­fer. More. Nev­er bet­ter. That is all it knows.

    More, and more, but nev­er that which makes a civ­iliza­tion won­der­ful.”




    “It gave me to Sinan­ju, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “I gave you to Sinan­ju,” said Chi­un.




    In that point, Chi­un was large­ly cor­rect. They had both giv­en Re­mo to Sinan­ju, but to

    ad­mit to truths in an ar­gu­ment was like fight­ing while hold­ing one’s breath. One lost all

    pow­er. So Re­mo ig­nored the re­mark, and went out to get the rice, and when he re­turned he

    found Harold W. Smith was wait­ing for him with Chi­un.




    “I could have sworn I got it right down in Cu­ba,” said Re­mo.




    “No prob­lem there,” said Smith. He sat on a couch in the small liv­ing room as Re­mo

    pre­pared the rice in the open kitchen near the en­trance of the apart­ment. The doors were

    shut, but Re­mo knew that Smith car­ried enough mod­ern so­phis­ti­cat­ed elec­tron­ics to tell

    them if any­one were lis­ten­ing in. As Re­mo once said, Smith could prob­ably tell if some­one

    were think­ing of lis­ten­ing in. Chi­un re­mained in a lo­tus po­si­tion, his long

    fin­ger­nails del­icate­ly rest­ing on his lap, his back straight, his body at one with

    it­self, so that he looked more in place in the air-​con­di­tioned liv­ing room than any of the

    fur­ni­ture.




    “Ko­re­ans are very good with elec­tron­ics,” said Chi­un. “I trained him.”




    Re­mo ig­nored the re­mark.




    “We have a strange sit­ua­tion de­vel­op­ing in Ok­la­homa. Well, ac­tu­al­ly through­out

    Amer­ica,” said Smith. “A band of Oju­pa In­di­ans has gone on the warpath.”




    “I be­lieve they’re out­num­bered,” said Re­mo. “You do have an army.”




    “Army,” scoffed Chi­un. “An army is a col­lec­tion of hu­man faults and poor dis­ci­pline

    mul­ti­plied by thou­sands.”




    “An army would be use­less in this sit­ua­tion,” said Smith.




    “Aha,” said Chi­un. “If but your wis­dom could be trans­ferred to Re­mo.”




    “The Pres­ident doesn’t want to see Amer­icans killing Amer­icans,” said Smith.




    “Then he should stay out of our cities,” said Re­mo. Chi­un re­marked in Ko­re­an how true

    that was, but cau­tioned Re­mo against speak­ing hon­est­ly to Smith, who, be­cause he paid the

    trib­ute to Sinan­ju, Chi­un in­sist­ed on call­ing “Em­per­or Smith.”




    The say­ing from the eight­ieth scroll of the fifth Mas­ter­hood of Gi the Ma­jor, tak­en in

    com­men­tary from Gi the Mi­nor, was:




    “Hon­esty to an em­per­or from his as­sas­sin is like hold­ing the sword by the blade

    in­stead of the han­dle. It can on­ly hurt the as­sas­sin.”




    Re­mo an­swered in Ko­re­an that he knew that pas­sage, and that speak­ing hon­est­ly to

    Smith made work­ing eas­ier, not hard­er.




    Chi­un an­swered that what might ap­pear eas­ier was al­ways hard­er in the long run.




    Smith sat in the chilled liv­ing room of the re­sort vil­la with his brief­case on his lap,

    lis­ten­ing to Re­mo and Chi­un bab­ble on in Ko­re­an as though he weren’t there. Voic­es rose

    and Smith re­al­ized that he was hear­ing an ar­gu­ment.




    He tried to in­ter­rupt, and both Chi­un and Re­mo told him to wait a minute. When Re­mo and

    Chi­un fi­nal­ly turned their heads away from each oth­er in dis­gust, Smith said:




    “We have a prob­lem. This lit­tle band of In­di­ans has first de­feat­ed the sher­iff’s

    of­fice, then the state po­lice, and now the Ok­la­homa Na­tion­al Guard.”




    “The Ok­la­homa Na­tion­al Guard is kind of the army, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” Re­mo

    ex­plained.




    “What would one ex­pect from an army but to lose a bat­tle?” said Chi­un. “Af­ter all,

    Fer­ris wheels nev­er lose bat­tles.”




    “They would if they were made in Ko­rea,” said Re­mo.




    “Don’t ar­gue in front of the em­per­or,” said Chi­un, re­sort­ing to Ko­re­an.




    “I’m not ar­gu­ing,” said Re­mo in En­glish.




    “I think you are, Re­mo,” said Smith.




    “When I want your opin­ion I’ll ask for it, Smit­ty. This is per­son­al.”




    “How can you speak to a fool of an em­per­or like that?” asked Chi­un in Ko­re­an. “You’re a

    big­ger fool. You’re act­ing white. What­ev­er cross­es your mind comes out your lips.”




    “It’s called hon­esty, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo in En­glish.




    “It’s aw­ful­ly con­fus­ing to hear on­ly one side of an ar­gu­ment,” said Smith.




    “The con­fu­sion is ours, O gra­cious Em­per­or, that we should bring any un­pleas­ant­ness

    be­fore you who are seren­ity in your­self.”




    “Well, thank you. I cer­tain­ly wouldn’t want to get in­volved in any­thing per­son­al

    be­tween you two. But we have a prob­lem. The In­di­an band has be­come an army. It has moved

    all the way up in­to the Dako­tas and now is camped at the Lit­tle Big Horn, the site of the

    great In­di­an vic­to­ry over George Arm­strong Custer.”




    “The mas­sacre,” said Re­mo.




    “Armies al­ways mas­sacre. Do you think they could as­sas­si­nate?” asked Chi­un,

    vin­di­cat­ed. “It takes an as­sas­sin to as­sas­si­nate.”




    “Pre­cise­ly,” said Smith. “There­fore we’d like this army to be im­mo­bi­lized by the

    re­moval of its lead­er, who ob­vi­ous­ly is the guid­ing force be­hind this. It’s like an army

    out of nowhere, a pow­er­ful, well-​trained army with a spir­it for bat­tle rarely seen

    nowa­days.”




    “You have de­cid­ed well, O Em­per­or Smith. For a king­dom with a good as­sas­sin needs a

    small army, and a king­dom with great as­sas­sins may need no army at all.”




    At this point Chi­un sug­gest­ed that per­haps the new trib­ute for Sinan­ju should be based

    on a per­cent­age of Amer­ica’s de­fense bud­get. He had heard it was over one tril­lion a

    year, and that was out­ra­geous when one con­sid­ered that for, say, four hun­dred bil­lion

    dol­lars a year, a mere four hun­dred bil­lion, Smith could be talk­ing about a se­ri­ous and

    ma­jor up­grade of as­sas­sin ser­vices-​not that Smith and Amer­ica weren’t get­ting the

    ab­so­lute best as it was now.




    “He’s not go­ing to shell out four hun­dred bil­lion dol­lars, Lit­tle Fa­ther; be­sides,

    what would you do with it?”




    “Re­place the emp­ty cof­fers that so dis­grace my Mas­ter­hood. No oth­er Mas­ter of

    Sinan­ju has lost so much as a cop­per coin, while I, be­cause of my neg­li­gence with my

    pupil, be­cause I have tak­en it up­on my­self to bring a white in­to the House of Sinan­ju,

    now am left like a pau­per with bare trea­sury.”




    “Hey, stop this ‘white’ stuff. I know how the trea­sure was lost. The North Ko­re­an

    in­tel­li­gence agen­cy tried to trick you in­to killing for it, and stole the trea­sure so

    they could feed it back to you as though they were dis­cov­er­ing a trail from a thief. I know

    what hap­pened. It was Ko­re­ans, not whites, who stole it.”




    “A sin­gle mis­guid­ed fool. One rot­ten ap­ple does not a bar­rel make.”




    “He killed him­self so you’d nev­er find it. Talk of rot­ten,” said Re­mo. They were both

    talk­ing in Ko­re­an now and Smith threw up his hands and asked them to ex­cuse him. The last

    words he heard were in En­glish, with Chi­un promis­ing to take apart the In­di­an army in a

    way that would glo­ri­fy Smith, and Re­mo promis­ing that the lead­ers would be out of the way

    in no time.




    Which was what Smith had come for.




    Miles and miles of trucks and guns wait­ed out­side the Lit­tle Big Horn for the at­tack to

    be­gin. On­ly this time it was the Amer­ican army that had the In­di­ans sur­round­ed in­stead

    of vice ver­sa, and Gen­er­al William Tecum­seh Buel wait­ed for his or­ders from

    Wash­ing­ton.




    It was iron­ic, he thought, that at this new bat­tle of the Lit­tle Big Horn there would be

    no hors­es. His fa­ther was an old cav­al­rv­man-​though even in his fa­ther’s time cav­al­ry

    had meant tanks, not hors­es-​and his grand­fa­ther and great-​grand­fa­thers were al­so. In

    fact, the first Buel to ride in blue for the USA was killed at the Lit­tle Big Horn. And while

    Gen­er­al Buel pub­licly af­firmed he wished no in­jury to the in­no­cents, in his heart he

    could not help think­ing: Now we even the score.




    He set up his heavy ar­tillery be­hind his half-​tracks, which were be­hind his tanks. The

    tanks would lead. The in­fantry would foilow. And if the Oju­pa want­ed to fight it out, well

    then, there was noth­ing he could do about it. They would fight. And they would die. Just the

    night be­fore he had left two roads open so that young In­di­ans, an­tic­ipat­ing the glo­ry of

    fi­nal­ly de­feat­ing the white armies, could join the Oju­pa.




    He had heard their drums and chants all night. He had heard ru­mors that they had a great

    new force with them, that fi­nal­ly the great spir­its were with them and they could crush the

    white man once and for all.




    “It is a shame that mem­bers of our so­ci­ety can feel so alien­at­ed as to ex­press such

    sen­ti­ments,” Gen­er­al Buel had said pub­licly. Pri­vate­ly he planned to grind the bas­tards

    in­to Dako­ta mud un­der the treads of his Pat­tons. He was on­ly sor­ry that he prob­ably

    would not be able to let the ar­tillery man­gle them for long. He would at­tack at dawn,

    ap­proach in five columns, and where they would meet would be the last live In­di­an. Gen­er­al

    Buel would fin­ish him off per­son­al­ly. Maybe a shot to the bel­ly and watch him squirm,

    prob­ably the way his own an­ces­tor had squirmed.




    He would then rec­om­mend peo­ple for medals and make a won­der­ful speech about how

    hor­ri­ble war was, per­haps adding the sen­ti­ment that from this hor­ri­ble bat­tle all

    mankind might learn to live well to­geth­er.




    That night he did not sleep. Just be­fore all the columns be­gan mov­ing, he got a di­rect

    call from the Pres­ident.




    “Bill,” said the Pres­ident, “I’ve got good news for you.”




    “What?” asked Gen­er­al Buel war­ily.




    “I think we can stop this thing with­out blood­shed.”




    “Good,” said Gen­er­al Buel, his voice crack­ing. “How are we go­ing to do that?”




    “Just hold your fire and wait for the re­sults. I’ve got it cov­ered.”




    “May I know how, sir?” asked Gen­er­al Buel.




    “No,” said the Pres­ident.




    “As you say, sir,” said Gen­er­al Buel. “But those In­di­ans seem pret­ty hos­tile. I’d hate

    to have to be on the de­fen­sive in this case, Mr. Pres­ident, sir.”




    “I guar­an­tee that ev­ery­thing will be tak­en care of,” said the Pres­ident.




    “And if it isn’t?”




    “Ah, but it al­ways is,” said the Pres­ident.




    “Per­haps I can give some as­sis­tance.”




    “They don’t need help. It’s all tak­en care of.”




    “Very good,” Gen­er­al Buel said, and hung up laugh­ing. He knew the last crew who had tried

    to en­ter the tight In­di­an bivouac end­ed up tied to a tree with their throats cut. He would

    give the Pres­ident un­til noon and then open fire. A bat­tle at high noon, he thought.




    It would be like an in­fer­no in these Dako­ta hills. The sun would be di­rect­ly over­head,

    and fight­ing men al­ways con­sumed more wa­ter any­how. He would drive them away from the

    river­bank. He would get them in­to a small val­ley with­out wa­ter, then let them suf­fer

    un­der the sun as his great-​grand­fa­ther must have done in these very hills, many years

    ago.


  




  

    Chapter 3




    It was a long way from Ok­la­homa to the Dako­tas, but as the stranger said:




    “It’s al­ways a long way in­to courage.”




    He al­ways made so much sense just when some­one was ready to call the whole thing off.

    Af­ter all, how could a small band of In­di­ans beat the Unit­ed States gov­ern­ment to­day,

    when the odds were even worse than a hun­dred years ago? But he point­ed out that the odds were

    nev­er good at the be­gin­ning of a vic­to­ry, on­ly at the end.




    An en­gi­neer­ing stu­dent from a col­lege in Iowa point­ed out this was ab­so­lute

    non­sense. He was a Plains In­di­an who had felt over­whelmed by his stud­ies and just

    en­list­ed in the cause to get away. He was will­ing to fight along­side his broth­ers, but he

    wasn’t go­ing to be­lieve non­sense.




    “Look around you. That’s the re­al U.S. Army out there. They got tanks miles deep, and

    be­hind them in­fantry, and be­hind them ar­tillery. We’re not trap­ping them like a hun­dred

    years ago. They’re trap­ping us.”




    “We beat ‘em be­fore,” said one brave.




    “Custer was out­num­bered. We had the num­bers then. Now they got ‘em.”




    And some of the young men, who had been think­ing there would be on­ly vic­to­ries and

    glo­ry, sud­den­ly had sec­ond thoughts.




    “I thought they al­ways out­num­bered us, but we beat ‘em be­cause we were braver, clean­er,

    clos­er to the earth. But fi­nal­ly their num­bers pre­vailed.”




    “We out­num­bered them at the Lit­tle Big Horn. Custer was the one show­ing fool­hardy

    brav­ery. That’s why he died and we didn’t.”




    The rev­ela­tion threat­ened to send pan­ic through the new In­di­an army, but as al­ways

    the stranger seemed to be able to turn things around.




    He point­ed out that the Is­raelis were al­most al­ways out­num­bered, but they won

    reg­ular­ly. The en­gi­neer­ing stu­dent com­ment­ed that they were bet­ter trained. How much

    train­ing did this new army have?




    “It has the train­ing of its fa­thers. It has the right­ness of its cause. Oth­ers may want

    to spend time play­ing with guns, but the In­di­an na­tion has wast­ed too much time al­ready.

    You wouldn’t be liv­ing in reser­va­tions to­day if you hadn’t wait­ed too long. What do you

    have to lose? The white man’s pick­up trucks? The white man’s whiskey, which makes you crazy?

    You have noth­ing to lose but your shame.”




    The stranger in the suit was bril­liant, bet­ter even than back in Ok­la­homa, Lit­tle Elk

    and Run­ning Deere had to ad­mit. He could take any­one and make him want to run straight in­to

    the guns.




    They had de­cid­ed by now that the stranger had to be an In­di­an spir­it come back to help

    them in their strug­gle. Af­ter all, he did ap­pear in the sa­cred fire, and the sa­cred fire

    went out when he ar­rived. He did come with the chant­ing of the medicine man. He did seem to

    have some very spe­cial pow­ers. He nev­er tired, and he knew who ev­ery­one was.




    The ques­tion was, which In­di­an spir­it? And the an­swer was to ask the medicine man, if

    they could find him. But some­how the stranger found out about their con­cerns and got them

    aside just be­fore the big bat­tle with the fed­er­al troops, even as the sun was break­ing

    over the Dako­ta plains, even as the tanks over the hills made the ground trem­ble and

    half-​tracks cre­at­ed dust storms that looked like the end of the world.




    “Look,” he said, his face al­most shin­ing with joy. “What are you guys wor­ried about? Do

    you care who I am? Would it help to know who I am? I’ve got my needs and loves just like the

    rest of you. I’m a lot like all of you. Maybe with you guys I’ve found a place I haven’t had

    for a long time. What­ev­er it is, know this, above all: I am with you in your war.”




    “Do you have a name?” asked Lit­tle Elk. He had a clip­board in his hand. He was go­ing to

    let the first waves of tanks go through in­to the cen­ter, and then break out along a U.S.

    high­way and try to cir­cle back on the rear of the fed­er­al columns. The stranger had thought

    it was a bril­liant plan. Lit­tle Elk was dis­cov­er­ing, as the stranger pre­dict­ed, that he

    was, af­ter all, a mil­itary ge­nius. If so many peo­ple didn’t get killed in wars, he would

    like to fight one a week.




    “What name would you like?”




    “You have more than one?” asked Run­ning Deere.




    “Sure, but late­ly I haven’t had one. I think you great guys ought to have your own name for

    me. Your spe­cial name.”




    “We asked your name. This isn’t play­time,” snapped Lit­tle Elk. He had be­came a brusque,

    ef­fi­cient lead­er in the last few weeks, and he didn’t like to waste time any­more. Los­ing

    time was like los­ing life it­self, es­pe­cial­ly when a ma­jor bat­tle was about to

    be­gin.




    “Arieson,” said the stranger. “Call me Mr. Arieson. And I’m an old friend of the

    Oju­pa.”




    “Well, we cer­tain­ly need you now,” said Lit­tle Elk, go­ing back to his com­mand post,

    back to his new pla­toon lead­ers, back to all the braves who looked to him now that their hour

    of des­tiny was near. He loved it.




    Chi­un was worse than ev­er. It was more than the com­plain­ing. Re­mo had nev­er seen him

    at­tack fur­ni­ture and ma­chines be­fore. While pack­ing, he broke the wash­er-​dry­er that

    came with the vil­la in Flo­ra del Mar. He said he was not a wash­er­wom­an. He shred­ded the

    air con­di­tion­er. He sent the tele­vi­sion fly­ing five times, un­til he fi­nal­ly end­ed up

    throw­ing the pieces in­to the steamy canal out­side their stuc­co abode.




    It took fif­teen golf carts to car­ry Chi­un’s steam­er trunks to the air­port limou­sine.

    The re­sort’s reg­is­tra­tion desk had lost their ac­count and thought they could make Chi­un

    wait.




    He just walked out. They made the mis­take of send­ing a man­ag­er af­ter him. Chi­un kept

    the man­ag­er.




    “You can’t keep some­one. It’s called slav­ery,” said Re­mo. “I’ll car­ry the trunks.”




    “I didn’t give you Sinan­ju so you could be a slave,” said Chi­un.




    “You’ve got to give back the man­ag­er. He’s not yours. It’s steal­ing.”




    “They sent him. He’s mine.”




    “What’s wrong?”




    “Have you read the his­to­ries of Sinan­ju? Have you ex­am­ined the stars? Don’t you know

    what’s wrong?”




    “No,” said Re­mo.




    “Then read our his­to­ries. At least you didn’t let them get stolen.”




    And then, in South Dako­ta, at the air­port, Chi­un seemed to go too far, even for Chi­un.

    He re­fused to leave the park­ing lot, re­fused to let any cars move by him, and looked around,

    ready to take on the world. “There. Even here in this back­ward part of Amer­ica they

    des­ecrate your park­ing lots with those signs. You are a de­crepit cul­ture. And you’re go­ing

    to get worse.”




    Chum’s long fin­ger­nail point­ed down to a paint­ing of a wheelchair in the park­ing lot.

    The sign showed the space was re­served for the hand­icapped.




    “What’s wrong with that?” asked Re­mo. Even as they were land­ing, Re­mo had seen the army

    forces mass­ing for miles down the roads lead­ing to the Lit­tle Big Horn. It was a war he

    in­tend­ed to stop. And if he want­ed to suc­ceed he didn’t have much time to waste in park­ing

    lots.




    “These are the best spots. They are clos­est to ev­ery­thing. And they are re­served for the

    wrong peo­ple. They should be giv­en to your best peo­ple, your prize ath­letes, per­haps even

    to your as­sas­sins if your cul­ture had ad­vanced far enough to start pro­duc­ing them.”




    “Hand­icapped peo­ple are not our worst peo­ple. They’re peo­ple who have been de­nied

    cer­tain phys­ical abil­ities, and as a de­cent coun­try, un­like some vi­cious Ori­en­tal

    ones, we take care of them bet­ter. If they have a hard time walk­ing, we give them the

    short­est route. I like it. It’s one of the san­est things we’ve ev­er done.”




    “Ru­ina­tion,” said Ghi­un. He was not mov­ing.




    “What’s wrong?”




    “You do not see it?”




    “No. C’mon.”




    “Your whole coun­try is doomed.”




    “You al­ways said it wasn’t worth sav­ing any­how. Let’s go.”




    “And this doesn’t both­er you?” said Chi­un, smil­ing wan­ly and shak­ing his head.




    “No. I said so. Let’s go.”




    “I’ll ex­plain then,” said Chi­un. “Many of these peo­ple who are in wheelchairs have been

    in­jured be­cause per­haps at a mo­ment of’ cri­sis their minds wan­dered. Maybe they thought

    of some­thing else while they drove their cars and did not have time to avoid an ac­ci­dent.

    You are re­ward­ing lack of ex­cel­lence. And in so do­ing you are pro­mot­ing lack of

    con­cen­tra­tion in your pop­ulace.”




    “Chi­un,” said Re­mo, “a lot of peo­ple suf­fered ac­ci­dents that weren’t their fault, and

    a lot of peo­ple were born with prob­lems, so let’s go.”




    “There is no such thing as an ac­ci­dent. There are events you have failed to con­trol.”




    “Chi­un, will you tell me what’s wrong?”




    “Read your his­to­ries.”




    “I’ll read the his­to­ries. Let’s go.”




    “You promise now be­cause you want to get on to an­oth­er sil­ly lit­tle as­sign­ment.”




    “What’s wrong?”




    “Armies. I hate armies.”




    “You loved the as­sign­ment back in Flo­ra del Mar.”




    “I would like any­thing that would get us out of that dump,” said Chi­un.




    “It was a nice re­sort. Let’s go.”




    “An army,” said Chi­un, “steals the bread out of the mouth of an as­sas­sin. An army-“




    “I know, Lit­tle Fa­ther. I read the his­to­ries of Sinan­ju,” said Re­mo, and to get him

    mov­ing re­peat­ed that armies ter­ror­ized pop­ula­tions, pro­mot­ed am­ateurism,

    in­sta­bil­ity, and loss of wealth to a host na­tion, and worse, gave a monarch the idea that

    per­haps an as­sas­sin wasn’t nec­es­sary. A monarch of­ten thought, wrong­ly, if he could have

    a hun­dred thou­sand killers for a pit­tance each, why would he need one as­sas­sin who would

    cost a for­tune? There were many ex­am­ples in the his­to­ries of Sinan­ju of a Mas­ter hav­ing

    to show a monarch his army was use­less be­fore he could get hired.




    And as they drove a rent­ed car to­ward Lit­tle Big Horn Na­tion­al Park, Chi­un re­peat­ed

    the ex­am­ples, with ex­act­ly what trib­ute was giv­en, and at the end of each ac­count he

    would men­tion that that trib­ute too was lost when Re­mo was off do­ing oth­er things while

    Chi­un was hot on the trail of the thief.




    “We’re nev­er go­ing to find that trea­sure, so stop carp­ing about what you can’t do

    any­thing about, and let’s get on with this as­sign­ment.”




    “I can do some­thing about it,” said Chi­un.




    “Good. Let me know so I can help.”




    “You can nev­er help.”




    “Then what is it you’re do­ing?”




    “I’m re­mind­ing you,” said Chi­un, nod­ding in sour sat­is­fac­tion.




    The en­tire na­tion­al park was sealed off by mil­itary po­lice. No one could en­ter

    with­out a pass. No civil­ians could stay on the road.




    “All civil­ians should evac­uate to the near­est area des­ig­nat­ed safe, sir,” said the MP,

    his white hel­met glis­ten­ing in the sun, his sidearm pol­ished in its hol­ster, his boots

    im­mac­ulate.




    “Thanks,” said Re­mo, glid­ing past him. He wore his usu­al dark t-​shirt and gray slacks.

    Chi­un had on his gray trav­el­ing ki­mono and re­fused to wear the black ki­mono with red trim

    in­di­cat­ing a Sinan­ju Mas­ter was per­form­ing work. He did not think armies should ev­er be

    con­sid­ered work.




    The MP is­sued the threat again.




    “Civil­ians are not al­lowed in the des­ig­nat­ed com­bat zone,” he said.




    Re­mo grabbed his brass belt buck­le in two fin­gers and yanked the MP af­ter them to a

    near­by jeep. An­oth­er MP ran up to help, his sidearm drawn. Chi­un got him with his

    fin­ger­nails, and press­ing nerves in the MP’s neck, con­vinced him that driv­ing them both

    in­to the com­bat zone was in their best in­ter­est.




    Thus did they pass the miles and miles of can­non, tanks, and half-​tracks, with Chi­un

    com­plain­ing con­stant­ly.




    “When I think of the bil­lions your coun­try spends on its armies, ev­ery tank cost­ing many

    mil­lions, ev­ery ar­tillery shell cost­ing five thou­sand dol­lars apiece, I am ap­palled at

    what a mere four hun­dred bil­lion dol­lars would do in trib­ute to Sinan­ju.”




    “What would it do? Sit there?”




    “The trea­sures are liv­ing things. They span all ages.”




    “They sit there,” said Re­mo, and Chi­un re­fused to an­swer such a low and base in­sult. Of

    course, he could have said he was plan­ning to move them to a big­ger build­ing to show the

    glo­ries of Sinan­ju to the rest of the world. But Re­mo knew that al­most ev­ery Mas­ter for

    the last twen­ty-​five cen­turies had planned to do that and nev­er got­ten any­where, so

    Chi­un could not dis­pute Re­mo’s charge. In­stead, he chose to sit in wound­ed si­lence.




    As they ap­proached the perime­ter of the army en­camp­ment they heard groans. The morn­ing

    at­tack had been called off. Some of these young vol­un­teers com­plained that they might

    nev­er get a chance to fire their weapons in com­bat.




    “Armies,” scoffed Chi­un. “Sol­diers.”




    “I was once a ma­rine,” said Re­mo.




    “And that’s why it took so much more time for me to break you of so many ab­so­lute­ly bad

    habits. You used to think en­dur­ing pain was a virtue, not the stu­pid­ity of ig­nor­ing the

    wis­dom of your body talk­ing to you.”




    Sev­er­al sol­diers, their M-16’s cra­dled in their arms and the dust of the day on their

    kha­ki uni­forms, their eyes black­ened so they could see bet­ter in the glare of the sun,

    warned the two not to pro­ceed far­ther.




    “There are hos­tiles up there,” said one freck­le­faced lad with a bay­onet stuck in his

    belt.




    “I’m with one,” said Re­mo.




    “He an In­di­an?” asked the young sol­dier.




    Re­mo saw Chi­un think­ing of ex­plain­ing the dif­fer­ence to the young man be­tween the

    heav­en­ly per­fect peo­ple and oth­ers, like Africans, In­di­ans, and whites. Chi­un could be

    phys­ical in his lessons at times.




    “We don’t have time, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” he said.




    So in­stead, Chi­un sim­ply en­dured an­oth­er in­jus­tice from the un­grate­ful so­ci­ety

    he served and fol­lowed Re­mo along the lit­tle val­ley. Up ahead they could sense the riv­er.

    There was a way the earth re­spond­ed to its wa­ter. Some peo­ple us­ing di­vin­ing rods could,

    crude­ly, sense the wa­ter too. But Re­mo and Chi­un just knew the wa­ter was there, and they

    al­so knew there was a large en­camp­ment of peo­ple.




    A young man with dark hair and high cheek­bones, and a hunt­ing ri­fle with a big bore,

    fid­get­ed in­side a fox­hole and then chose to rise from it as though try­ing to sur­prise

    Re­mo and Chitin.




    “White man, your time has come,” he said, and Re­mo just walked over him, push­ing him back

    down in­to the hole. No talk was need­ed.




    They both knew what they were look­ing for and they both knew how to find a com­mand

    head­quar­ters. It was al­ways the same. Com­mand head­quar­ters might be in dif­fer­ent places

    on dif­fer­ent bat­tle­fields, but they were al­ways lo­cat­ed in the same re­la­tion­ship to

    the units they con­trolled. There were al­ways sub­or­di­nates run­ning to and fro, from the

    low in rank to those not-​quite-​so-​low, and from the not-​quite-​solow to those high­er

    up.




    One on­ly had to find some­one giv­ing an or­der and ask him who gave him his or­ders. Then

    it was easy to fol­low the chain of run­ning mes­sen­gers to the head man.




    That was it.




    All armies were the same.




    This was the wis­dom of the lessons of Sinan­ju. The dif­fer­ence be­tween sides was on­ly

    in the imag­ina­tion of those sides.




    When Re­mo had first learned this, he be­came an­gry. He had fought in Viet­nam in the

    ear­ly days as a ma­rine, and said he cer­tain­ly wasn’t like the Vi­et­cong.




    “If we’re all alike, how come one side wins and one side los­es?”




    “Be­cause some are trained bet­ter and some are trained worse. But they are all trained. And

    they are trained the same way. Not to think. Not to feel. Not to be. On­ly to act in some crude

    way that will make them more ef­fec­tive. An army, Re­mo, is a mob with its mind tak­en

    away.”




    “A mob doesn’t have a mind.”




    “It most cer­tain­ly does,” an­swered Chitin, “That is why it runs around in hys­te­ria,

    blind­ly at­tack­ing any­thing in front of it. What a mob does not have is con­trol. But it

    does have a mind.”




    “So why am I learn­ing this? When am I ev­er go­ing to need this? I’m in train­ing to fight

    crim­inals, not sol­diers.”




    “And I am teach­ing you Sinan­ju. Let your sil­ly courts de­cide who is a crim­inal and who

    is not. I am teach­ing you re­al­ity. You will learn armies, be­cause that is the way Sinan­ju

    teach­es. It teach­es thought first, then the body.”




    So Re­mo had learned about armies, and dy­nas­ties, and how one ap­proached a pharaoh, even

    though there hadn’t been a pharaoh around for over three thou­sand years and there was lit­tle

    like­li­hood there would ev­er be one again. He learned Sinan­ju, and some of it he learned

    bet­ter than the rest of it.




    What he for­got quick­ly and be­came bored with was the leg­ends of the Mas­ters, which, as

    any Amer­ican over thir­teen would rec­og­nize, was pro­mo­tion­al ma­te­ri­al for the old­est

    house of as­sas­sins in the world.




    And Chi­un nev­er stopped tir­ing of telling him that if he did not learn Sinan­ju whole he

    did not know Sinan­ju. And this meant rev­er­ence for the lost trea­sures as well as the

    his­to­ries. But this ad­mo­ni­tion was use­less af­ter Re­mo had made the last pas­sage and

    be­come him­self a Mas­ter of Sman­ju.




    For Chi­un it meant he could no longer threat­en Re­mo by telling him that if he did not do

    some­thing, he would nev­er be­come a Mas­ter.




    Be­cause now he was. And thus on that hot sum­mer day, Re­mo and Chi­un, two Mas­ters of

    Sinan­ju, walked along the prairieland to­ward the Lit­tle Big Horn, ready to stop the sec­ond

    bat­tle there be­tween the U.S. Army and Amer­ican In­di­ans.




    And no one no­ticed that the two men strolling along un­der the sun did not sweat, nor did

    they kick up dust un­der their feet. And no one no­ticed that they seemed re­mark­ably

    un­af­fect­ed by warn­ings from braves with guns.




    They did not no­tice these things un­til it was too late to no­tice, and then they no­ticed

    noth­ing. A pla­toon of ma­chine-​gun­ners from an east­ern tribe lay for­ev­er in the land

    that once be­longed to the Sioux. Can­noneers from Min­neso­ta reser­va­tions lay draped over

    the bar­rels of the guns they had learned to use on­ly that morn­ing.




    Right up the or­ga­ni­za­tion cre­at­ed by the mil­itary ge­nius of Lit­tle Elk moved Re­mo

    and Chi­un, un­til they found a long flatbed truck with many an­ten­nae stick­ing out of it,

    and sev­er­al men squat­ting over maps near­by. On­ly one was out of uni­form. He wore a suit

    and tie and car­ried a brief­case, and ev­ery once in a while the men in the new Oju­pa

    uni­form, deer­skins, would turn to him with a ques­tion. And he would an­swer it.




    They called him Mr. Arieson.




    “That’s our man,” said Re­mo. There were on­ly a few guards pro­tect­ing the com­mand group.

    But even if there were many, it wouldn’t mat­ter.




    It would not be too hard to move in, take out the lead­er, per­haps keep the sub­or­di­nates

    for a while in some safe place like a locked truck or one of the manned ve­hi­cles prepar­ing

    for this war, and let the army dis­in­te­grate in­to an aim­less mob.




    Then the rem­nants could be han­dled by so­cial work­ers and sher­iffs.




    Re­mo am­bled to­ward the group whistling a tune from a Walt Dis­ney film he liked, the

    words to which he re­mem­bered on­ly ran­dom­ly, but it was a cheery lit­tle thing about go­ing

    off to work.




    He no­ticed Chi­un was not with him, and as­sumed this was be­cause of Chi­un’s dis­taste

    for fight­ing sol­diers. But then he heard Chi­un’s voice call­ing af­ter him, say­ing what

    Re­mo had nev­er heard be­fore.




    “It won’t work. Come back. Let us re­turn to Sinan­ju. The time to wait is at hand. Let the

    world go crazy.”




    “What’re you talk­ing about?” laughed Re­mo.




    “You won’t be able to do what you want,” said Chi­un. Re­mo did not even turn around.




    “See you when I’m done.”




    “You won’t be,” said Chi­un.




    Re­mo whis­tled “. . . it’s off to work we go” as the first guards threw up their hands,

    warn­ing him to halt, and low­ered the au­to­mat­ic weapons as a sign of what would hap­pen to

    him if he didn’t.




    He spun them back­ward, sweep­ing his palms up­ward, bowl­ing them in­to the dust, and

    walk­ing on. He took a bay­onet charge and kept mov­ing. The last two guards pro­tect­ing

    head­quar­ters got off a few shots, and Re­mo slapped their guns away from them, catch­ing the

    weapons as they fell and nev­er break­ing stride un­til he walked in­to the com­mand coun­cil

    of the new In­di­an army, head­ed by the men now known as the fear­less Oju­pa.




    He dropped the guns on the map. That gave the kneel­ing men some­thing to do. Then he went

    for the man with the thick neck in the three-​piece suit. Re­mo no­ticed there was no

    per­spi­ra­tion on the man’s fore­head, al­though he was out in the sun.




    Was that what Chi­un meant by his work be­ing use­less, that he had spot­ted some­thing in

    this man that showed he knew Sinan­ju?




    But why wouldn’t Re­mo spot it?




    Re­mo did not lunge with a sim­ple stroke. He ap­proached as though of­fer­ing his own body

    as a tar­get, but in re­al­ity he want­ed to make the man com­mit to a thrust so Re­mo would

    see how he moved.




    But the man didn’t move. He didn’t even ex­hale prop­er­ly. His eyes seemed to burn, and he

    was laugh­ing.




    To Lit­tle Elk and Run­ning Deere and the rest of the com­man­ders of the new In­di­an army,

    it looked like some weirdo had star­tled them by throw­ing guns on their maps and then walked

    over to Mr. Arieson and leaned back­ward.




    They looked up to see how he had got­ten through their de­fens­es. Where were their guards?

    A quick glance at the strewn bod­ies on the dusty grass­lands told them.




    Run­ning Deere, now al­ways ready for ac­tion, al­ways ready to charge, took his own sidearm

    and got off a shot to the stranger’s head. Ap­par­ent­ly the weapon mis­fired, be­cause while

    there was noise and smoke, the bul­let didn’t strike any­thing. He fixed again. And missed

    again.




    The stranger moved as though seg­ments of time dis­ap­peared. Now he was lean­ing back­ward

    and now he was be­tween Run­ning Deere and Mr. Arieson. And be­fore he could think, Run­ning

    Deere got off two more rounds. And they missed the stranger and they missed Mr. Arieson.




    On­ly Re­mo and Mr. Arieson knew they hadn’t missed. Re­mo had lured the shot to see what

    ef­fect a bul­let would have on the man who did not sweat or move in to de­liv­er a suck­er

    punch. The sidearm was a big, slow weapon. There was the pulling of the trig­ger, the aim of

    the bar­rel, the ex­plo­sion, Re­mo drop­ping be­neath the line of the bul­let and then

    watch­ing it go past. Both of the bul­lets land­ed in a hillock three-​quar­ters of a mile

    away, shat­ter­ing a rock. Both of them went through the third but­ton of the vest of Mr.

    Arieson.




    Mr. Arieson had not even both­ered to dodge.




    He did not wear ar­mor plat­ing. And he was not af­fect­ed by mis­siles. Re­mo fanned the

    ground, first with lit­tle mo­tions of his flat palm against the dry dust, then faster,

    feel­ing the air as hard as wood pad­dles, com­press­ing it with a swoosh­ing sound un­til in

    brown fury the dust ex­plod­ed in­to a dry storm.




    Grass was blown out of the dirt. And still Mr. Arieson did not move.




    Run­ning Deere went at the stranger with his hands. Run­ning Deere kept go­ing, but Re­mo

    kept the hands. “I think I know who you are,” said Mr. Arieson, “but you’re white. I’ve nev­er

    seen moves like that from a white man.”




    “Who are you?”




    “I be­lieve I am your en­emy,” said Mr. Arieson. Just on the chance that it might work,

    hav­ing tried sev­er­al things that didn’t, Re­mo threw a stiff fin­ger in­to the right eye of

    Mr. Arieson.




    And this time the dust came back at him in the form of smoke, like a camp­fire with strange,

    sweet smells.




    And Mr. Arieson was gone.




    So it had worked. What had worked, Re­mo was not sure. But some­thing had worked. Mr.

    Arieson, the lead­er of this army, was gone. And now Re­mo could turn to the rest of the

    com­mand.




    “Well, fel­las, who’s for dy­ing to­day?”




    Lit­tle Elk went for one of the guns Re­mo had dropped on the map. Re­mo snapped it be­tween

    his fin­gers like a twig.




    Three of the oth­er lead­ers went for their weapons, but Lit­tle Elk, al­ways one step ahead

    of ev­ery­one else, or­dered them to stop.




    “It’s over,” he said. “Mr. Arieson is gone.”




    And then from nowhere, from the dust and from the lin­ger­ing sweet-​smelling smoke, came

    Mr. Arieson’s voice. And it was laugh­ing.




    “On­ly the dead have seen the last of me,” he said. On that day, Run­ning Deere died from

    his wounds. Gen­er­al William Tecum­seh Buel lost his chance to fight the sec­ond bat­tle of

    the Lit­tle Big Horn, and Re­mo Williams no­ti­fied Harold W. Smith, head of CURE, that af­ter

    more than two decades, he was quit­ting the or­ga­ni­za­tion.




    “Why? Where are you go­ing? What are you go­ing to do? Has some­thing hap­pened?”




    “Yeah. Some­thing has hap­pened,” said Re­mo. “Some­thing bad.”




    “What?”




    “I fi­nal­ly dis­cov­ered that I’m use­less. I’ve got to do some­thing first.”




    “What?”




    “I’m not sure. But I met some­thing to­day that I should have known. I’m help­less. For the

    first time since train­ing, I am ab­so­lute­ly help­less.”




    “But you put down the re­volt.”




    “I’ve got a mys­tery here, lit­tle Smit­ty, and un­til I un­rav­el it I won’t be any good to

    you, my­self, or any­one else.”




    “The mys­tery is what you’re talk­ing about.”




    “It wouldn’t do any good to ex­plain it, Smit­ty.”




    “Why not?” asked Smith.




    “Be­cause you’re not from Sinan­ju and you’ve nev­er read the scrolls.”




    “Where are you go­ing?”




    “To Sinan­ju.”




    “Why?”




    “Be­cause Chi­un is there.”




    “Has he quit?”




    “I think so. And so have I. So long, Smit­ty.”




    The line went out in the se­cured of­fices of Harold W. Smith, in the gi­gan­tic cov­er

    in­stal­la­tion known as Fol­croft San­itar­ium on Long Is­land Sound.




    Quit­ting? thought Smith. So that’s what Chi­un’s mes­sage was about. The way Chi­un had

    ex­plained it, it sound­ed like he was go­ing to give an even greater ser­vice to Smith, but

    was just tak­ing some time to im­prove him­self.




    But hear­ing from Re­mo, Smith now un­der­stood that the flow­ery trib­utes to Smith’s

    wis­dom and ge­nius, the promise of a re­turn with stronger and bet­ter ser­vice, were re­al­ly

    Chi­un’s way of say­ing good-​bye.




    What was fright­en­ing now was not any In­di­an re­bel­lion, but the great ques­tion of how

    it could get start­ed so eas­ily, and why the nor­mal pro­tec­tive mea­sures of so­ci­ety

    seemed so pa­thet­ical­ly use­less.




    The Unit­ed States Army re­port was alarm­ing. The Oju­pa were just a sim­ple group of men

    who, in a flash, turned in­to one of the great lit­tle armies of mankind, with a fight­ing

    spir­it rarely seen on earth.




    They had de­vel­oped tac­tics on the spot that could ri­val Han­ni­bal or Napoleon. They

    showed a fight­ing elan that the finest troops would en­vy.




    But army an­alysts could not dis­cov­er why this seem­ing­ly nor­mal group of men could

    be­come so good, so quick­ly. The con­clu­sion of this re­port was that if the same sort of

    sit­ua­tion turned up else­where in the world, nei­ther the U.S. Army nor any oth­er army could

    han­dle it. The re­port al­so went to the Pres­ident of the Unit­ed States, who told his

    Sec­re­tary of De­fense not to wor­ry be­cause he had some­thing spe­cial that could take care

    of it like it did at Lit­tle Big Horn.




    He didn’t know he not on­ly didn’t have those ser­vices, but the world was go­ing to see

    those same tac­tics again very soon. On­ly the dead had seen the last of Mr. Arieson.


  




  

    Chapter 4




    Gen­er­al Mo­hammed Moomas, first Demo­crat­ic Peo­ple’s Lead­er for Life, in­ven­tor of

    Peo­ple’s Demo­crat­ic Is­lam­ic Rev­olu­tion­ary So­cial Jus­tice-​by which the na­tion Idra

    sought not on­ly to live the per­fect so­cial and re­li­gious life but al­so to bring

    com­pas­sion, love, and jus­tice to the rest of the world-​had a prob­lem.




    Gen­er­al Moomas al­ways had a prob­lem. His tiny North African coun­try float­ing on a sea

    of oil had spent over forty-​two bil­lion dol­lars fight­ing im­pe­ri­al­ism, Zion­ism,

    cap­ital­ist op­pres­sion, athe­ism, and man’s gen­er­al in­hu­man­ity to man, and all he had

    to show for it were thir­teen thou­sand ran­dom mur­ders, a half-​dozen plane hi­jack­ings,

    four poi­son­ings, fifty-​sev­en kid­nap­pings, twelve hun­dred tor­tures, and the un­flag­ging

    sup­port of sev­er­al Amer­ican colum­nists, es­pe­cial­ly when Amer­ica tried to do some­thing

    about it.




    Gen­er­al Moomas had op­er­at­ed freely for years, fi­nanc­ing any rev­olu­tion­ary group

    will­ing to throw a hand grenade in­to a hos­pi­tal and then claim a vic­to­ry for so­cial

    jus­tice. There were al­ways com­rade cit­izens un­will­ing to ac­cept the to­tal free­dom,

    to­tal joy, to­tal growth and lib­er­ty of the Is­lam­ic Demo­crat­ic Peo­ple’s So­cial­ist

    Rev­olu­tion­ary Na­tion of Idra. This was un­der­stand­able. Sa­tan, Zion­ism,

    im­pe­ri­al­ism, cap­ital­ism, and op­pres­sion could reach the hearts of the in­no­cent and

    fool­ish, and the Gen­er­al had to face the evil. But giv­en a chance, and with the help of

    whips, chains, elec­tric shocks, and the old-​fash­ioned holy sword cut­ting pieces off their

    per­sons, many peo­ple re­nounced their evil ways.




    The tru­ly ob­sti­nate, of course, had to be killed. Thus no one spoke a word of

    un­hap­pi­ness in Gen­er­al Mo­hammed Moomas’ coun­try:




    All this changed when Amer­ican bombers flew in low over the Mediter­ranean, out­flew the

    Gen­er­al’s lat­est So­vi­et planes, pen­etrat­ed his lat­est So­vi­et mis­siles, and near­ly

    de­stroyed his home.




    For the first time, the peo­ple of Idra learned they might have to pay for their

    lead­er­ship in the rev­olu­tion­ary world. Some­one out there was shoot­ing back, and

    shoot­ing at them.




    Sev­er­al colonels de­bat­ed over­throw­ing the Gen­er­al. Af­ter all, oil prices were

    falling, and like so many third-​world na­tions, they pro­duced noth­ing else of ben­efit to

    any­one else on the plan­et. There was no in­dus­try in Idra. There was a steel mill once. They

    had brought it from Czechoslo­vakia. The steel would build homes and hos­pi­tals, tanks and

    guns. But when the Czechs left, it just rust­ed away, like all the weapons the Idrans bought

    from out­side.




    Thus, while there were demon­stra­tions in Lon­don and Eu­rope over the Amer­ican bomb­ing,

    and while sev­er­al Amer­ican colum­nists were scream­ing dai­ly that bomb­ing Idra did no

    good-​it could not stop ter­ror­ism, they said-​the Gen­er­al was al­most over­thrown.




    A group of colonels stormed to his desert sanc­tu­ary. They all drove in their

    Mer­cedes-​Benz sedans. There were fif­teen thou­sand colonels in the Idra Is­lam­ic

    Rev­olu­tion­ary So­cial­ist De­fense Forces, rough­ly a third of all the mil­itary. The rest

    were most­ly gen­er­als. But if one was a gen­er­al he didn’t have to leave his French-​built

    air-​con­di­tioned home. There­fore the colonels did all the dirty work, like driv­ing out to

    the desert to dis­cuss the ba­sic is­sue of Idra-​what had they got­ten for their oil mon­ey

    but Amer­ican bombs?




    Gen­er­al Moomas, a hand­some man with curly hair and dark pen­etrat­ing eyes, had not

    be­come a rev­olu­tion­ary lead­er with­out be­ing able to han­dle a mob. He in­vit­ed the

    en­tire fif­teen thou­sand colonels to a tra­di­tion­al bedouin feast of lamb, so that from his

    hand to their mouths would on­ly be sus­te­nance.




    Gen­er­al Moomas knew he could pro­vide this tra­di­tion­al feast. A ship from New Zealand

    had docked just three weeks be­fore and that meant plen­ty of lamb. Con­sid­er­ing Ko­re­an

    steve­dores had just ar­rived to of­fload, and an army of French cooks had just signed on for

    the Idra marines, and Ital­ian me­chan­ics were al­ways on hand for the trucks, this

    tra­di­tion­al feast was now pos­si­ble.




    In years past, Idra wom­en could out­cook an army of Paris chefs, us­ing on­ly the mea­ger

    fare of the Idra desert. But their skills had been lost dur­ing mod­ern­iza­tion, when they

    were as­signed to learn com­put­ers and physics and all the things the Idra men found to be

    be­yond them and as­signed else­where to an­oth­er gen­der. Since there was on­ly one oth­er

    gen­der in Idra, cook­ing fell, like all the dirty work for thou­sands of years, on the wom­en,

    some of whom ac­tu­al­ly did be­come pro­fi­cient in those sub­jects and prompt­ly left for

    Lon­don, where they could find work oth­er than pos­ing for news cam­eras to show how mod­ern

    Idra was.




    Now, as the fra­grant aro­ma of lamb roast­ing in a thou­sand im­port­ed ovens filled the

    cold night desert air, Gen­er­al Moomas con­front­ed his brethren to of­fer an ac­count­ing of

    where all the bil­lions had gone.




    “I know I promised you the best air de­fense mon­ey could buy, and look now, Amer­ican navy

    air has pen­etrat­ed those de­fens­es. But I ask you, who would have thought the Rus­sians

    would flee their posts in our hour of need?”




    “I would,” said one colonel.




    “Then would you have op­er­at­ed the mis­siles?” asked the Gen­er­al.




    There was si­lence in the desert. On­ly the mut­ter­ings of the French cooks prepar­ing the

    tra­di­tion­al sweet desserts could be heard.




    The desserts were nev­er as good as their wives and moth­ers used to make, but the French

    came as close to Idran cook­ing as Mo­roc­cans or Syr­ians.




    An­oth­er colonel rose, and this one held a sub­ma­chine gun. He did not blanch at the

    guards who out­num­bered him and ob­vi­ous­ly had him in their sights.




    “I am a Moslem,” he said. “I obey. I obey the teach­ings of the Ko­ran. I be­lieve there is

    but one God, and Mo­hammed is his prophet. I do not be­lieve in killing in­no­cents. I do

    be­lieve in fight­ing evil and I do not con­sid­er a bomb in a car that will kill any passer­by

    a hero­ic act of virtue. I thought throw­ing a man in a wheelchair off a ship was cow­ard­ly

    and dis­grace­ful. If that helps the Pales­tini­an cause, to hell with the Pales­tini­an

    cause.”




    There was grum­bling like a low vol­cano from the fif­teen thou­sand that night. Fin­gers on

    the trig­gers of guns aimed at his head closed ev­er so slight­ly. If the Gen­er­al hic­cuped,

    the colonel would be dead. Gen­er­al Moomas raised a hand to si­lence his of­fi­cers.




    “What is bad about killing a crip­pled Jew who was a Zion­ist any­way be­cause he was

    head­ed for Is­rael? It is no crime to kill Zion­ists.”




    “It is a dis­hon­or to kill the de­fense­less,” said the colonel.




    And here the Gen­er­al laughed. He or­dered his aides to bring him Amer­ican news­pa­pers,

    and tak­ing one from Wash­ing­ton and one from Boston, read the words of colum­nists who,

    ev­ery time a preg­nant wom­an was put on board a plane with a bomb to blow her­self and the

    pas­sen­gers out of the sky, ev­ery time a crip­pled man was thrown off a lin­er along with his

    wheelchair, ev­ery time some­one set off a bomb in a night­club, or hos­pi­tal, or nurs­ery in

    hon­or of the Pales­tini­an cause, these colum­nists blamed Is­rael.




    “On­ly when the root cause of ter­ror­ism is erased will ter­ror­ism end, and the root cause

    is the lack of a Pales­tini­an home­land.”




    There was ap­plause that night in the desert en­camp­ment, but the lone colonel con­tin­ued

    to speak out.




    “There was killing of in­no­cents and kid­nap­ping of in­no­cents long be­fore there was

    talk of a Pales­tini­an state. Who here thinks it is re­al­ly hon­or­able to kill wom­en and

    chil­dren and old men to achieve your ends? I am for oblit­er­at­ing Is­rael. But not for any

    Pales­tini­ans-​for us. They have hu­mil­iat­ed us in bat­tle. I say we should hu­mil­iate them

    the same way. Not kill old men in wheelchairs and wom­en preg­nant with our ba­bies.”




    “But in the great uni­ver­si­ties there are many teach­ing that we are in the right, that

    the West is deca­dent and must be over­thrown by rev­olu­tion,” said the Gen­er­al. “We are

    win­ning the war of pro­pa­gan­da.”




    “Which is what? What oth­ers think of us?”




    “Soon, Amer­ica will turn against Is­rael, and with­out Amer­ican arms, Is­rael will be

    weak, and then we shall de­stroy the Zion­ist en­ti­ty.”




    “They sur­vived all our armies at their birth. They were weak then.”




    “And so were we. But when we de­stroy Is­rael, we shall ride in­to Jerusalem in glo­ry.”




    “Who here be­lieves that?” yelled out the young colonel. “Who here re­al­ly be­lieves we are

    go­ing to do that? Who here be­lieves we will even fight an­oth­er war against Is­rael? I do

    not care about Is­rael. Let it burn in hell. I do not care about the Pales­tini­ans, as I know

    you, my broth­ers, care not al­so. What I do care about is us. We were once a proud and great

    peo­ple. Our armies fought with hon­or. We won great vic­to­ries. We could show mer­cy be­cause

    we were strong. We were a haven for peo­ple be­cause we were tol­er­ant of those who fol­lowed

    the Book. What have we be­come now, killers of old men? We think it is all right be­cause some

    Amer­icans who hate their own coun­try and their al­lies think any abom­ina­tion is

    ac­cept­able.




    “We were great be­fore the Eu­ro­peans ar­rived in Amer­ica. We were great while Eu­ro­peans

    were liv­ing in stone build­ings and butcher­ing each oth­er in lit­tle feu­dal king­doms. The

    Arab world was tru­ly the home of great learn­ing, and mil­itary courage, and hon­or that was a

    bea­con of en­light­en­ment, not a torch in ev­ery part of the world where Is­lam is taught. We

    are an hon­or­able peo­ple. Why do we al­low our­selves to be known for in­famy?”




    “The Zion­ists con­trol the me­dia. They tell lies about us.”




    “It is not Zion­ist lies I care about, but the truth. And the truth is that we buy our

    weapons and we buy the peo­ple to op­er­ate them, and when trou­ble comes, the for­eign­ers

    leave us to the bombs of the en­emies. That is what I speak of.”




    “Can you do bet­ter?”




    “I most cer­tain­ly can. The first thing we must do is learn to fight a war. If we can’t use

    a weapon our­selves, we won’t have the Chi­nese or North Ko­re­ans or Rus­sians use it for us.

    We will on­ly fight with what we can use our­selves. We will give up our fan­cy cars, our

    fan­cy ex­pense ac­counts in Eu­ro­pean ho­tels, and we will go back to the desert and be­come

    an army. And then we will fight our en­emies-​hon­or­ably. We shall give suc­cor to the weak,

    mer­cy to the in­no­cent, and hon­or to our arms.”




    “And what if we lose?” asked the Gen­er­al.




    “Is death so bit­ter that you fear it more than los­ing your souls? Is de­feat in

    hon­or­able bat­tle more shame­ful than im­preg­nat­ing a wom­an and us­ing her as a liv­ing

    bomb with your un­born child, and worse, hav­ing it all planned by some of your gen­er­als? Are

    the words of the deca­dent West so ap­peal­ing in your ears that they can de­ny you your

    her­itage of tol­er­ance and courage, just be­cause you at­tack their en­emies? Where are the

    Arabs who beat the Frank­ish knights? Who ground the Hin­du armies in­to sub­mis­sion? Who

    turned Egypt from a Chris­tian coun­try to an Is­lam­ic one? Where are those who civ­ilized

    Spain? Where, where, where?”




    The Gen­er­al, see­ing this colonel was reach­ing the hearts of his men where not even a new

    car or fine im­port­ed food could ven­ture, un­der­stood he was los­ing. And to lose an

    ar­gu­ment in Idra meant los­ing your life.




    He knew al­most ev­ery colonel in the coun­try, and he couldn’t quite rec­og­nize that

    one.




    The man was beard­ed, with a thick­ish neck. He stood quite proud. The Gen­er­al would have

    fol­lowed him him­self af­ter that speech, which is why he knew the colonel had to die.




    “You speak well. You speak with courage. I am pro­mot­ing you to gen­er­al and mak­ing you

    lead­er of any force you wish to use to at­tack Is­rael. You may stab the Zion­ist snake right

    in the bel­ly. Your weapons will be wait­ing for you off­shore, or in Haifa, or Tel Aviv, or

    any Zion­ist city you care to name. Good luck. Good hunt­ing, take any vol­un­teers you wish.

    Any of you who wish to go with our new gen­er­al, feel free. There will be bonus­es.”




    And with that, the Gen­er­al went in­to his tent. He took his most trust­ed ad­vis­er in­to

    con­fer­ence, and there whis­pered to him:




    “He will not get fol­low­ers, of course. No one is go­ing to give up his Mer­cedes to die.

    They wouldn’t give up their Mer­cedeses for Toy­otas, let alone Is­raeli bul­lets. When he

    fails to get fol­low­ers for the mis­sion, tell him you will join him. Tell him you have a fine

    house in the cap­ital you wish to give him for his courage. He will not trust you but he

    can­not turn down your house, af­ter all. When he comes to din­ner, poi­son him.”




    “Will he not sus­pect some­thing?”




    “Will he will sus­pect some­thing. But the beau­ty of our plan is that a house is too

    valu­able to refuse to look at. He will think he can fool us by con­vinc­ing us he be­lieves

    our sto­ry, and then try to kill us short­ly there­after when he thinks we think he is fooled.

    Do you un­der­stand, O broth­er?”




    “No one is smarter than you, O broth­er and lead­er.”




    “I am not the lead­er be­cause grass grows on my fore­head.” Gen­er­al Moomas smiled.




    But sud­den­ly there was cheer­ing from out­side. Guns were fired in­to the air. War shrieks

    were heard. Columns of men were march­ing through the scrub and sand of the Idra desert. And to

    the Gen­er­al’s vast re­lief, they were not march­ing to­ward him. They were march­ing to­ward

    the sea. They had left their Mer­cedeses be­hind, their lamb din­ners served on Roy­al Doul­ton

    chi­na, their al­most-​Arab desserts. A cry was heard and echoed through the hard night: “Let

    us die at the gates of Jerusalem.”




    The Gen­er­al had of­ten end­ed speech­es like that. He would end them and then go home to

    his air-​con­di­tioned palace, and the cheer­ing mobs would go to their homes, and they would

    all live an­oth­er day to hear the same words.




    But no one was go­ing home. No one was even both­er­ing to drive his Mer­cedes.




    “They will tire in a half-​mile and come back to their cars. Then I will tell them they are

    the re­al rev­olu­tion­ary heroes and any fools who con­tin­ue to march with that colonel,

    ex­cuse me, gen­er­al, are not head­ing for Jerusalem, but death. The re­al road to Jerusalem

    is through my lead­er­ship.”




    But no one came back that evening or the next evening. The Gen­er­al heard the colonels had

    or­ga­nized them­selves in­to pla­toons and bat­tal­ions. They trained with­out com­forts. They

    marched in the desert heat, and if they did not know how to fix a ve­hi­cle, they did not use

    it. Even­tu­al­ly two things hap­pened. Some ve­hi­cles were aban­doned but oth­ers were made

    to work. The Idran sol­diers even be­came pro­fi­cient at tank war­fare. They did not both­er

    with rev­olu­tion­ary speech­es, but learned their weapons, dis­cov­ered their new lead­ers,

    and pre­pared to live or die in bat­tle.




    Their new lead­er from the ranks of colonels would not give his name. But one of the

    colonels, a bit shrewder than the rest, pressed him on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions to give his name.

    Af­ter all, if he were go­ing to lead them against Is­rael, they should at least know what to

    call him.




    “Arieson,” he said. “You can call me Arieson.”




    “That’s not an Arab name,” said the colonel.




    “It most cer­tain­ly is,” said Arieson.




    “You have been a friend of mine in ages past who would shame the rest of all mankind with

    your glo­ry.”




    And the shrewd colonel passed this in­for­ma­tion to a Ger­man re­porter in the cap­ital,

    and that re­porter re­layed the in­for­ma­tion to his su­pe­ri­ors, and fi­nal­ly the word got

    to a plan­ning sta­tion out­side Tel Aviv.




    The Arabs were putting to­geth­er a tough lit­tle army the likes of which hadn’t been seen

    in the Mid­dle East since the eighth cen­tu­ry, when Arab armies leapt out of the desert to

    con­quer a mas­sive em­pire in a thun­der­clap of time.




    “How many in that army?” asked Is­raeli in­tel­li­gence.




    “Fif­teen thou­sand.”




    “That’s noth­ing.”




    “You’ve got to see these guys,” they were told. “They’re good.”




    “How good can an Idran be?” asked the Is­raeli com­mand.




    “You’d bet­ter not find out.”




    They dis­missed the re­port. The on­ly time the Idran army had ev­er fired their weapons in

    anger was against some de­fense­less African tribes. And when they heard where the Idrans were

    go­ing to at­tack, they were ab­so­lute­ly hys­ter­ical. The plan, as they found out, was to

    launch a drive right in­to the ma­jor base de­fend­ing the Negev, prove the Is­raelis could be

    beat­en even though they had larg­er forces, and then take pris­on­ers and re­treat fight­ing

    all the way to the Egyp­tiari bor­der.




    None of them in the plan­ning room of the Is­raeli de­fense forces out­side Tel Aviv thought

    that with­in a short time they would be des­per­ate­ly call­ing up re­serves from around

    Jerusalem to help out their ar­mored units trapped in the Negev.




    Sinan­ju, home of the House of Sinan­ju, glo­ri­ous House of Sinan­ju, smelled as it had the

    last time Re­mo had vis­it­ed it. Waste from the pigsties flood­ed out in­to the main street,

    and the sewage sys­tem the Mas­ters had brought the vil­lagers lay un­used for want of any­one

    to in­stall it.




    The sys­tem was made of the Finest Car­rara mar­ble, with pipes hewn by hand and pol­ished

    smooth. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, that par­tic­ular sew­er sys­tem had to be in­stalled by Ro­man

    en­gi­neers. In the year 300 B.C. trav­el was not as safe as it was nowa­days, and the sew­er

    pipes ar­rived in Sinan­ju but the en­gi­neers didn’t. So the pipes lay un­used all about,

    while the town stank.




    Re­mo com­ment­ed on this as the two of them ar­rived on the main road from Py­ongyang.




    “It’s amaz­ing the thieves didn’t take the pipes al­so,” said Chi­un. “But what did you

    care? You are not even com­ing with me for love of Sinan­ju but to find out how to kill

    some­one you can­not kill.”




    “Do you want me to tell you I love a pigsty?” asked Re­mo.




    “New Jer­sey is not a pigsty?” asked Chi­un.




    “It doesn’t smell like Sinan­ju.”




    “It doesn’t pro­duce Mas­ters of Sinan­ju ei­ther,” said Chi­un.




    At the en­trance to the vil­lage, the el­ders lined up to greet the re­turn­ing Mas­ter.

    They were hap­pi­er this time, be­cause now they could as­sure him that no trea­sure was

    miss­ing. Of course it wasn’t miss­ing be­cause it had al­ready gone the last time Chi­un had

    re­turned to dis­cov­er that the head of North Ko­re­an in­tel­li­gence had stolen it in a ruse

    to get the House of Smart ju to work for Kim Il Sung.




    When this had failed and the chief com­mit­ted sui­cide, which was wise, he had

    un­for­tu­nate­ly tak­en with him the se­cret of the trea­sure’s where­abouts. Since he had not

    even told his glo­ri­ous lead­er, Kim Il Sung, the where­abouts of the trea­sure, it was lost

    for­ev­er.




    That North Ko­rea could not re­im­burse the House of Sinan­ju was ev­ident. The on­ly

    ques­tion re­mained whether Kim Il Sung should be pun­ished for the mis­deeds of his

    sub­or­di­nate, and the an­swer was yes. But what pun­ish­ment might be ap­pro­pri­ate, Chi­un

    could not de­cide right away, and in trib­ute, Kim Il Sung chose to build three new

    su­per­high­ways to the vil­lage and place a full chap­ter glo­ri­fy­ing the House of Sinan­ju

    in ev­ery text­book in ev­ery school in North Ko­rea.




    Thus, amid Marx­ist-​Lenin­ist ide­ol­ogy would ap­pear the fam­ily-​his­to­ry tree of the

    Mas­ters of Sinan­ju, with prais­es on one hand for work­er com­mit­tees and on the ocher for

    pharaohs and kings who paid on time.




    That this con­fu­sion was not protest­ed was not un­usu­al. The on­ly thing most stu­dents

    knew about Marx­ist-​Lenin­ist di­alec­tics was that they had bet­ter pass it.




    So hun­dreds of thou­sands of stu­dents now learned by rote that Akhna­ton in his

    righ­teous­ness gave forty Nu­bian stat­ues of gold to Mas­ter Gi, and King Croe­sus of Ly­dia

    did pay in gold four hun­dred plow­duts, and Dar­ius of Per­sia of­fered jew­els of one

    hun­dred obol weight-​along with the prin­ci­ple of the in­vin­ci­bil­ity of the mass­es over

    op­pres­sion.




    This sat­is­fied Chi­un that Kim Il Sung was do­ing all he could. Es­pe­cial­ly when Re­mo

    and Chi­un were met at the Py­ongyang Peo­ple’s Air­port by three thou­sand stu­dents wav­ing

    the flag of the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju and all singing:




    “Praised be thy glo­ri­ous house of as­sas­sins, may thy truth and beau­ty reign for­ev­er

    in a world glo­ri­fied by thy pres­ence.”




    Re­mo had wait­ed im­pa­tient­ly with Chi­un.




    “They don’t even know what they’re singing,” he whis­pered.




    “Nev­er dis­dain a trib­ute. Your Amer­ican stu­dents should learn such man­ners.”




    “I hope they nev­er learn those vers­es,” Re­mo had said, so nat­ural­ly, by the time they

    reached the vil­lage, Chi­un had col­lect­ed this ma­jor in of the trip and hap­pi­ly stored it

    where he nur­tured all the in­jus­tices Re­mo put up­on him, so that they could bear fruit that

    could then be sprin­kled up­on their dai­ly lives.




    “Per­haps you think the vil­lage el­ders of Sinan­ju are fools too, wait­ing as they are to

    pay trib­ute.”




    “No,” said Re­mo. “Why shouldn’t they pay trib­ute? We’ve fed them for four thou­sand

    years.”




    “We are from them,” said Chi­un.




    “I’m not,” said Re­mo.




    “Your son will be.”




    “I don’t have a son,” said Re­mo.




    “Be­cause you play around with all those West­ern floozies. Mar­ry a good Ko­re­an girl and

    you will pro­duce an heir and we will train him. He too will mar­ry Ko­re­an, and by and by no

    one will know there was a white stain in the Mas­ter­hood.”




    “If that’s the case,” said Re­mo, “maybe you al­ready have a white an­ces­tor. Have you

    ev­er thought about that?”




    “On­ly in my night­mares,” said Chi­un, alight­ing from the car and re­ceiv­ing the deep

    bows of many old men.




    Re­mo looked be­hind them. As far as the eye could see, four lanes of ab­so­lute­ly un­used

    high­way spun in­to the Ko­re­an hills to­ward Py­ongyang. He knew there were two oth­er

    high­ways com­ing from the vil­lage, equal­ly un­used. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly, he heard, a yak might

    wan­der over one of the mas­sive thor­ough­fares and leave a drop­ping, where­upon a North

    Ko­re­an he­li­copter would speed out of Py­ongyang with a brush and a scoop and clean it up,

    so that Sinan­ju High­ways One, Two, and Three would re­main al­ways im­mac­ulate. It was the

    least they could do in lieu of the trea­sure of Sinan­ju.




    “Greet­ings,” said Chi­un to the el­ders. “I have re­turned with my son, Re­mo. I do not

    wish to hold it against him that he did not help search for the trea­sure when it was first

    dis­cov­ered miss­ing. Af­ter all, there are many worse to blame, those who did not of­fer up

    their lives to re­cov­er it.”




    There were low nods from the men along Sinan­ju High­way One.




    “You might won­der why I hold noth­ing against Re­mo,” Chi­un said.




    “No, they don’t. I’m sure they don’t won­der that, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    The men looked up, wor­ried. Two Mas­ters were dis­agree­ing. Ei­ther one could wreak

    pun­ish­ment on them that they would wish they had not lived to en­dure.




    Chi­un qui­et­ed them with a hand. “He does not mean that. We all know you wish to know why

    I will not hold this against Re­mo. First, be­cause he has come home to study. He will read the

    scrolls of the his­to­ry of Sinan­ju now, and why?”




    “I know why, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “Shhh. They don’t know why. He will read the scrolls of the his­to­ries of Sinan­ju be­cause

    he has come up against some­thing he can­not de­feat, and why can­not he de­feat this?”




    No one an­swered.




    “He can­not de­feat this be­cause he does not know what it is,” said Chi­un.




    “I would if you’d tell me,” said Re­mo.




    “It would do you no good. You can­not han­dle this per­son un­til you re­cov­er the

    trea­sure of Sinan­ju,” said Chi­un.




    “Now I know you’re run­ning a game, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo, who de­cid­ed not to wait

    around any­more to hear that. He knew Chi­un knew what they were up against, just as he knew

    Chi­un would not tell him right away. But soon­er or lat­er he would have to, if for noth­ing

    else than to gloat.




    Re­mo was not ready for what he heard as he walked away, though, not ready for the price

    that was now be­ing of­fered on his be­half.




    “But be­ing re­gret­ful and full of great re­morse, my son, Re­mo, knows he must make up for

    the trea­sure to all of us, and he has de­cid­ed to give the vil­lage of Sinan­ju a son.”




    Heads raised. There was ap­plause.




    “From one of the vil­lage beau­ties of Sinan­ju,” said Chi­un.




    “There is no such thing,” said Re­mo.




    “No child, no help with your en­emy,” said Chi­un.




    “He’s your en­emy too, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “That he is, but you are the one more anx­ious to fin­ish him now. Be­sides, you can­not

    stay child­less all your life, and if you have a son with some white wom­an, she could run off

    like all loose white wom­en do and not care for the child. If you have a child with a Sinan­ju

    maid­en, you know he will be raised hon­ored and glo­ri­fied be­cause his fa­ther is a Mas­ter

    of Sinan­ju.”




    “I don’t want a child.”




    “You don’t know till you try.”




    “Just let me at the scrolls,” said Re­mo. “I know if you rec­og­nized that guy, the an­swer

    has to be in the scrolls. So that’s why I’m go­ing to read them again. But mar­riage, no.”




    “One night. One mo­ment. One send­ing of your seed to meet an egg. I do not ask for a

    life­long com­mit­ment. Let the moth­er give that.”




    “Just show me the scrolls.”




    “No one-​night mar­riage, no scrolls.”




    “But you used to beg me to read the scrolls.”




    “That was when you didn’t want to read them.” Re­mo sighed. He looked around. The soon­er he

    got the scrolls, the soon­er he would know what Chi­un had rec­og­nized back at Lit­tle Big

    Horn.




    And what would be so bad about one night? He wouldn’t have to raise the child. And Sinan­ju

    would have an heir to the Mas­ter­hood.




    Would he want his child to know Sinan­ju? Fun­ny, he thought, look­ing down at the wood

    shacks and the mud walks be­ing ser­viced by three ma­jor emp­ty high­ways, he could not

    con­ceive of hav­ing a son with­out him learn­ing Sinan­ju, be­com­ing Sinan­ju, no mat­ter

    what the cost to him and the boy. It was the way of things.




    He just didn’t plan on mak­ing the moth­er a wom­an from this vil­lage nec­es­sar­ily. He

    was still Amer­ican enough to ex­pect to fall in love be­fore he mar­ried some­one and made a

    child.




    “All right,” he said. So what? he thought. Why not? How bad could one night be?




    “Then I shall open all the scrolls again to you. You shall read about the dif­fer­ence

    be­tween the lau­da­tions to the pharaoh of the Up­per Nile and the Low­er Nile. You shall see

    how not to be tempt­ed by a Ming cour­te­san. All the things I tried to teach you be­fore, you

    will know. And you will mar­ry a good girl, too. I will se­lect her.”




    “I didn’t say you’d choose,” said Re­mo. “I’ll choose.”




    “As you wish. Se­lect the loveli­est. Choose the smartest. Do as you will. I do not wish to

    run your life,” said Chi­un, beam­ing.




    But when Re­mo fi­nal­ly met the young wom­en, he learned that all the good-​look­ing ones

    had used the three main high­ways to leave Sinan­ju, and those left were the ones who would not

    leave their moth­ers, those who knew that even in Py­ongyang, where there were more men than

    any­where else in the world, they could still not find some­one, and Poo Cayang.




    Poo weighed 250 pounds and knew two words in En­glish. They were not “yes” and “no,’ they

    were not “hel­lo, Joe” or even “good-​bye, Joe.” They were “prenup­tial agree­ment.”




    Ev­ery oth­er word in her vo­cab­ulary was Ko­re­an, specif­ical­ly the Sinan­ju di­alect

    which Re­mo spoke. But Poo’s moth­er did the ne­go­ti­at­ing for her.




    Poo did not think of her­self as over­weight but rather as ful­ly blos­somed. Poo had not

    got­ten mar­ried be­cause so far no one in Sinan­ju was good enough for her, she felt. And she

    didn’t see any po­ten­tial in Py­ongyang. She was the bak­er’s daugh­ter, and be­fore any­one

    else in Sinan­ju got their breads or cakes, Poo chose first. It was to be un­der­stood this

    ar­range­ment was to con­tin­ue if she were to mar­ry the white Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    More im­por­tant and more spe­cif­ic, she was nev­er to be forced to leave Sinan­ju or be

    more than an hour’s walk from her moth­er.




    “You’d stay here even if I left?” asked Re­mo.




    “Yes,” she said.




    “Will you mar­ry me?” said Re­mo.




    “We haven’t got­ten to the own­er­ship of the home yet,” said Poo.




    “Will it be in Sinan­ju?”




    “It must.”




    “It’s yours,” said Re­mo.




    “Now for point eigh­teen,” said Poo. “Pots, pans, din­ner­ware.”




    “Yours,” said Re­mo.


  




  

    Chapter 5




    It was a bril­liant plan. Even the Is­raelis had to ad­mire it af­ter it was pulled off.

    Un­der cov­er of night, thou­sands of dhows, old Arab fish­ing boats, set sail from ldra across

    the Mediter­ranean for the Is­raeli coast.




    If the Idran army had used the new So­vi­et de­stroy­ers or the French gun­boats, or

    pro­tect­ed the craft with over­flights of their fight­ers flown by Rus­sians, the Is­raelis

    would have picked them up, and cer­tain­ly the U.S. Sixth Fleet, which dom­inat­ed the

    Mediter­ranean, would have seen them on the most ad­vanced radar sys­tem in the world.




    But the dhows were wood. And they were sailed by Iraqis who knew their craft from the

    Eu­phrates. The Iraqis had no love for the Idrans or Syr­ians, and ac­tu­al­ly hat­ed the

    Ira­ni­ans, who were not Arabs at all but Per­sians. They were old feuds. But they too had met

    a Mr. Arieson and, as they told their Idran pas­sen­gers, there was some­thing about him that

    made fight­ing a war so worth­while.




    “We feel good. We feel proud of our­selves,” they said.




    “So do we,” said their pas­sen­gers as the great fleet of lit­tle wood­en boats made its way

    slow­ly out in­to the Mediter­ranean. The stranger even seemed to be able to con­trol the

    weath­er, be­cause dur­ing the day, when air­planes would nor­mal­ly see some­thing al­most a

    mile across, there was fog. And one night they came up­on the great Sixth Fleet, out­lined dark

    against the sky, stretch­ing for miles in its state­li­ness and awe­some pow­er, lights

    blink­ing from the great car­ri­ers as the finest fight­er pi­lots in the world left the decks

    to chal­lenge the world.




    They could hear the waves against the wood­en prows, and many were the men who silent­ly

    prayed to their desert god that the great U.S. Sixth Fleet would move off in­to the night to

    dom­inate some oth­er stretch of sea.




    But to the hor­ror of many, Mr. Arieson or­dered the wood­en fleet to turn in to the met­al

    mon­sters from the West. They were not even try­ing to es­cape. They were at­tack­ing.




    “What are you do­ing, Gen­er­al?” asked the colonel whom Arieson had made his chief of

    staff. He was from a moun­tain tribe deep in­land in the coun­try now named Idra. He hat­ed the

    idea of the sea, but through his courage had nailed his body in­to the boat with a smile on his

    face to show his men the prop­er lead­er­ship. Now he was over­whelmed by the stu­pid­ity of

    small wood­en boats at­tack­ing the great­est navy the world had ev­er seen.




    He pulled at Mr. Arieson’s sleeve. It felt like stone cov­ered by cloth.




    “What are you do­ing?” he asked again.




    “We’ll nev­er see a prize like that again.”




    “Prize?” asked Colonel Hamid Khaidy, who had stud­ied briefly at Rus­sian mil­itary schools

    and learned they thought of the Sixth Fleet as one of the three great threats in the world, the

    oth­er two be­ing kept se­cret from non-​Rus­sians.




    “Just think of the glo­ry in at­tack­ing the U.S. Sixth Fleet. The finest sailors in the

    world, com­mand­ed by the finest of­fi­cers, with the finest pi­lots, and the lat­est weapons.

    This tru­ly is a chal­lenge.”




    “But isn’t it the pur­pose of war to win? Aren’t you sup­posed to at­tack where they are

    weak­est?”




    “What’s the point in that? Who would you beat then? If you want a vic­to­ry like that, go

    fight a clin­ic for the ter­mi­nal­ly ill.”




    “I have nev­er read of tac­tics where you go look­ing for the biggest fight in the world,”

    said Hamid Khaidy. He had the hard face of a desert war­rior and cold night-​black eyes.




    “Don’t wor­ry. You’ll love me for it,” said Mr. Arieson. He smiled and let out a soft song

    about great bat­tles, great Arab bat­tles, how they de­feat­ed the Cru­saders at the Horns of

    Hat­tin, and now how they would de­feat the great U.S. Sixth Fleet that stretched across the

    hori­zon and could bounce sig­nals of the night moon and de­mol­ish any city it chose.

    Ar­ro­gant it was, and greater still, a liv­ing elec­tron­ic and met­al drag­on that ruled this

    sea where West­ern cul­ture was born.




    “Know this,” said Mr. Arieson, “and pass it along. The word ‘ad­mi­ral’ is an Arab word.

    Once you were great sea fight­ers too. You shall be known as such again.”




    “We shall die in this land­less place,” said Khaidy.




    “Then die with hon­or, for sure­ly you will die ei­ther way,” said Arieson, and guid­ed the

    lit­tle pieces of the vast wood­en lat­tice­work bob­bing on the coal­black sea like lit­tle

    wa­ter bugs to­ward the met­al mon­sters in the dis­tance.




    The elec­tron­ics rooms on the U.S. ships could de­tect a fly on the wingtip of a mis­sile

    cruis­ing at Mach 10. They could dif­fer­en­ti­ate be­tween a nu­cle­ar war­head half a world

    away and a nor­mal ex­plo­sive. They could do this with mis­siles, planes, and even ar­tillery

    shells be­hind in­land moun­tain ranges.




    They could lis­ten to tele­phone con­ver­sa­tions and short­wave ra­dios from Rome to

    Tripoli to Cairo to Tel Aviv.




    They knew when pro­peller air­craft took off from Athens and when a bal­loon land­ed on a

    hill­top in Cyprus.




    They could pick up sub­marines cruis­ing near the sea bot­tom and tell a man­ta ray from a

    shark three miles down. They could iden­ti­fy a tor­pe­do twen­ty miles away just as it

    launched its strike run.




    But they could not pick up wood on the sur­face of the ocean.




    Wood­en sail­ing boats had dis­ap­peared from ac­tive com­bat al­most a cen­tu­ry

    be­fore.




    The Idran fleet of a thou­sand tiny boats bobbed in­to the great Sixth Fleet that night, and

    when the lit­tle boats were close, the fear be­came the great­est. It was as though a

    civ­iliza­tion many sto­ries high loomed above them, churn­ing along with pro­pellers that made

    great gur­gling hiss­es all about the flim­sy wood­en boats.




    “What do we do now?” asked Khaidy in a whis­per. He felt as though they could be sucked

    un­der by the great pro­pellers of the air­craft car­ri­ers and would no more be no­ticed than

    a tooth­pick go­ing un­der in a sink.




    “We at­tack for the glo­ry of your tribes and your na­tion and your faith,” cried out Mr.

    Arieson, and Khaidy prayed for help from his desert god.




    But Mr. Arieson was pre­pared. From boat to boat the or­der was is­sued.




    “Un­wrap the green bun­dles.”




    Khaidy had re­mem­bered that the bun­dles were too heavy to be food and too sol­id to be

    am­mu­ni­tion. He did not know why Mr. Arieson had some placed on board each dhow in the

    cen­ter, be­neath the am­mu­ni­tion.




    Now, as one was un­wrapped, he saw a near­by gun get pulled to it and stick there. They were

    mag­nets. Mag­nets with ropes. They were mag­net lad­ders, and now Khaidy, al­ways quick of

    mind, un­der­stood what they would be used for. The ldran army was go­ing to board some of the

    Amer­ican ships.




    And why not? The boats were ac­tu­al­ly safest here un­der the ships, be­cause they were in

    the one place the big guns, the rock­ets and the air­planes could not reach. Mr. Arieson had

    showed them how to de­feat the finest and most mod­ern navy of all time. Up the lad­ders went

    the men of Idra, knives in their teeth, glo­ry in their hearts, and when they hit the decks of

    the USS James K. Polk, they let out a bat­tle cry and at­tacked.




    The cap­tain of the Polk, scan­ning re­ports of air ac­tiv­ity over the Crimea, heard the

    yell and thought it was some kind of par­ty. The cap­tain com­mand­ing the ma­rine con­tin­gent

    called out his men, who put up a good fight but were out­num­bered. The air pi­lots had nev­er

    been that well trained in hand-​to-​hand com­bat, un­der the as­sump­tion that if they had to

    fight some­one with their hands, they were al­ready ren­dered use­less for fly­ing. The sailors

    fought with mops and brooms. But it was no use.




    Up went the green ban­ner of Is­lam aboard the USS Polk with its nu­cle­ar weapons and

    air­craft, and for the first time since the Bat­tle of Lep­an­to cen­turies be­fore, the

    Mediter­ranean had a cred­ible Arab naval pres­ence.




    There was no slaugh­ter of pris­on­ers ei­ther. A new sense of com­bat had tak­en hold of

    the sol­diers of idra. They hon­ored those who fought well against them.




    “Now tell me the truth, friend,” Mr. Arieson said to Hamid Khaidv. “Have you ev­er had so

    much down­right fun in your life?”




    “It’s more than fun,” said Khaidy. “It is life it­self.”




    “I knew you’d see it that way. Now, how do you feel about fight­ing the Is­raelis in the

    Negev?”




    “Just make sure we don’t have to bat­tle some out-​of-​shape re­servists. I want their

    stand­ing army,” said Khaidy.




    He did not even ask how Mr. Arieson planned to get them in­to po­si­tion against one of the

    most heav­ily de­fend­ed coun­tries per square foot in the world.




    In Wash­ing­ton the word was omi­nous. A nu­cle­ar-​at­tack car­ri­er had fall­en in­to the

    hands of one of the za­ni­est coun­tries in the world, which had de­vot­ed its mil­itary

    ef­forts to bomb­ing kosher restau­rants in Paris, kid­nap­ping Amer­ican priests, and try­ing

    to buy an atom­ic bomb to make it an Is­lam­ic bomb. Now it had a car­ri­er full of nu­cle­ar

    weapons, had pen­etrat­ed the U.S. Sixth Fleet, and could, if it knew how to fly the planes and

    use the equip­ment, prob­ably slip a war­head right in­to Wash­ing­ton, D.C. Or any­where else

    in the world it want­ed.




    And Gen­er­al Mo­hammed Moot­nas want­ed lots of places. He want­ed just about any place

    with good plumb­ing and a lack of in­fes­ta­tion by tsetse flies; he want­ed what were bet­ter

    known as the sec­ond and first worlds.




    The ques­tion was, and it was a hard one, should the Unit­ed States sink its own nu­cle­ar

    air­craft car­ri­er? The de­ci­sion fell on the Pres­ident alone.




    “I’m not go­ing to kill Amer­ican boys just yet. I’ve got oth­er ways to deal with this,” he

    said.




    In Fol­croft San­itar­ium, Harold W. Smith got the call for help.




    “If ev­er we’ve need­ed you be­fore, we need you now. Get your peo­ple on­to the ship and

    take it back,” came the Pres­ident’s voice.




    “Well, I can’t com­mit them just yet.”




    “Why not?”




    “Both of them have gone back to their Ko­re­an town.”




    “Well, call them out of it. Tell them it’s more im­por­tant than any­thing they’ve ev­er

    done.”




    “I’ll try. But I think they’ve quit.”




    “Quit? They can’t quit. Not now. No. They can’t quit.” The Pres­ident’s nor­mal­ly

    mod­ulat­ed and calm voice be­gan to rise.




    “Who is go­ing to stop them, Mr. Pres­ident?”




    “Well, beg. Do any­thing. Of­fer them any­thing. Give them Cal­ifor­nia if you have to.

    We’ll lose it any­how to that ma­ni­ac Mo­hammed Moomas.”




    “I’ll try, sir,” said Harold W. Smith, as the civ­ilized world hun­kered down for the

    on­slaught.




    The wed­ding of Poo Ca­vang and the white Mas­ter of Sinan­ju could not be dis­turbed by an

    ur­gent mes­sage, not even one from Amer­ica, where the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju were now

    serv­ing.




    It was a sa­cred time for a Mas­ter to be mar­ried, said the bak­er in bro­ken, halt­ing

    En­glish. He was an­swer­ing Chi­un’s spe­cial phone on this day be­cause Chi­un, as ev­ery­one

    knew, con­sid­ered the white his son, and there­fore he was the fa­ther of the groom.




    As was cus­tom, four bags of bar­ley were brought to the cen­ter of the home of the bak­er

    and were opened and trod up­on by all the guests. Pigs were be­ing roast­ed and their fresh

    crisp aro­ma tick­led the nos­trils of all those present, even the hon­ored Mas­ters of

    Sinan­ju, whom ev­ery­one knew did not eat pork, but on­ly the weak­est por­tions of the rice.

    From this vil­lage had come the great Mas­ters of Sinan­ju, and now with the beau­ti­ful Poo

    Cayang join­ing her­self to the white Mas­ter, ev­ery­one could be as­sured the line would

    con­tin­ue. And if the line would con­tin­ue, then the vil­lage would be as­sured of a

    liveli­hood with­out ev­er re­al­ly hav­ing to work very hard.




    The Mas­ters had brought sus­te­nance to ev­ery­one for thou­sands of years and now they

    could be as­sured of thou­sands more. The white blood could be bred out with­in a gen­er­ation

    or two. But even that did not mat­ter.




    Ko­rea had lived through rule by Mon­gols and Chi­nese and Japanese. On­ly rarely had they

    ev­er ruled them­selves. Ex­cept for Sinan­ju. No one dared rule Sinan­ju be­cause of the

    Mas­ters. And so when com­mu­nism, an­oth­er for­eign idea, took hold, they knew it would pass,

    but what would not pass would be Sinan­ju.




    Poo Cayang was hailed by all as she was car­ried through the streets of the vil­lage and

    then back to her house. Any­one who couldn’t get in­side stood out­side.




    In­side, Re­mo the white was dressed in a West­ern suit a tai­lor had hur­ried­ly made,

    along with a tie, a sil­ly white or­na­ment. Chi­un wore the tra­di­tion­al for­mal black

    stovepipe hat and white ki­mono.




    He re­ceived the tra­di­tion­al as­sur­ances from the par­ents that their pre­cious Poo was

    a vir­gin.




    “Of course she’s a vir­gin,” Re­mo whis­pered. “Who would do it to her of his own free

    will?”




    “You are talk­ing about the wom­an who is go­ing to be your wife, the moth­er of your

    child,” said Chi­un.




    “Don’t re­mind me,” said Re­mo.




    Poo en­tered and the floor creaked. The moth­er smiled to Re­mo. The fa­ther smiled to

    Re­mo. Chi­un smiled back.




    A priest from a larg­er neigh­bor­ing vil­lage had been brought in. He bound their wrists in

    white cloth. Poo pledged obe­di­ence and good spir­it and what­ev­er dowry she brought. Re­mo

    just said:




    “I do.”




    Since Re­mo was West­ern, they all said he should per­form the West­ern cus­tom of kiss­ing

    the bride. Poo lift­ed her moon-​shaped face and closed her eyes. Re­mo gave her a peck on the

    cheek.




    “That’s not a West­ern kiss,” she said.




    “How would you know? You nev­er left Sinan­ju,” said Re­mo.




    “I’ll show you a West­ern kiss,” said Poo, reach­ing up to Re­mo’s neck and pulling her face

    close to his. She pum­meled her lips in­to his and thrust her tongue in­to his mouth,

    pas­sion­ate­ly search­ing for his.




    It felt like some gi­ant-​mus­cled clam was try­ing to eat Re­mo’s gums. He slipped free and

    out of re­spect to the bridal par­ty re­frained from spit­ting.




    “Where did you learn that?” asked Re­mo.




    “I read a lot,” said Poo.




    “Then prac­tice tonight. I’ve got work. Is the wed­ding over?”




    “There are oth­er things you are sup­posed to do, Re­mo,” said Poo. “Oth­er bridal things

    that I am en­ti­tled to.”




    “You got ev­ery­thing in the prenup­tial agree­ment,” said Re­mo.




    “I am talk­ing about things that are un­der­stood,” she said. “Things that don’t have to be

    men­tioned.”




    “Ev­ery­thing has to be men­tioned,” said Re­mo. “That’s why there are con­tracts. The two

    hun­dred bolts of silk will be de­liv­ered in a cou­ple of days.”




    “She’s right, Re­mo. You owe her cer­tain du­ties,” said Chi­un.




    “You’re in­ter­fer­ing in my mar­riage,” said Re­mo.




    “Did you think I wouldn’t?” asked Chi­un. He was puz­zled by this. Re­mo had known him more

    than twen­ty years now. What a sil­ly thing for him to say. Not on­ly was he go­ing to

    in­ter­fere with the mar­riage but he was go­ing to make sure the son was raised right. And

    Re­mo should ex­pect that.




    “Then if you care to in­ter­fere, you can ful­fill the mar­riage obli­ga­tions.”




    “I have done my job for Sinan­ju. Now it is your turn, Re­mo,” he said, and turn­ing to the

    guests, Chi­un asked for tol­er­ance.




    “He has known on­ly white wom­en, gen­er­al­ly con­sort­ing with the worst scum of

    wom­ankind. They have got­ten to his brain. I am sure that as he grows to know and re­vere our

    pre­cious Poo, he will re­spond in a nat­ural and cor­rect way.”




    “He’s sup­posed to do things on the wed­ding night,” said Poo.




    “It doesn’t say so in the con­tract.”




    “Ev­ery wed­ding agree­ment im­plies that,” said Poo.




    “Now, you know, dear,” said Chi­un to Poo, “what I have had to live with to these

    twen­ty-​some years.” There was a grum­ble among the guests. Part of the grum­ble was the

    floor­boards creak­ing un­der Poo’s feet. She had a habit of stamp­ing when she got mad. “Not

    that I’m com­plain­ing,” said Chi­un.




    “A Mas­ter nev­er com­plains,” said the bak­er, Poo’s fa­ther. Ev­ery­one agreed that Chi­un

    did not com­plain.




    “Some would say I have rea­son to com­plain, but I have cho­sen not to. Af­ter all, what

    good does com­plain­ing do?” he asked ev­ery­one as­sem­bled.




    They all agreed, ex­cept Re­mo.




    “You love to com­plain, Lit­tle Fa­ther. Your day with­out a com­plaint would be hell,” said

    Re­mo. Ev­ery­one agreed Re­mo was an un­grate­ful son, es­pe­cial­ly Poo.




    “Whether you be­lieve me or not, he likes to com­plain and he knows it,” said Re­mo. “And

    some­day I am go­ing to be the sole Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, and let me tell you all right now: I’m

    tak­ing down names.”




    Chi­un gasped, wound­ed to the core. What in­grat­itude! What malev­olence! But what

    re­al­ly as­tound­ed Chi­un so much was that some­where and some­how, Re­mo had picked up a

    knowl­edge of what would work in the vil­lage of Sinan­ju. Threats al­ways worked, and keep­ing

    score was the best way to make them do so. The grum­bling stopped. Poo be­gan cry­ing, and

    Re­mo walked out of the bak­er’s house in­to the mud­dy streets and up the hill to the great

    House of Sinan­ju.




    It was emp­ty in­side. Re­mo had re­mem­bered it full, with trea­sure stacked on trea­sure,

    bowls of pearls, beau­ti­ful stat­ues, and gold in coins mint­ed by sovereign coun­tries that

    no longer even ex­ist­ed. He had been amazed when he first saw it, how fresh the coins looked.

    How per­fect the stat­ues were. It was a his­tor­ical trea­sure, un­touched and un­used. So

    Sinan­ju, he felt, re­al­ly didn’t lose any­thing it need­ed, rather some­thing that was a

    poignant re­minder of how long this house of as­sas­sins had ex­ist­ed.




    He would, if he could, get the trea­sure back, but he knew he couldn’t, and his re­al gift

    to Chi­un and the Mas­ters of which he was a part was do­ing his ser­vice to per­fec­tion. That

    was the lega­cy of Sinan­ju. That was the re­al trea­sure. What he knew and what his body

    knew.




    The scrolls had been laid out for Re­mo. He was fair­ly cer­tain Mr. Arieson would be in

    some Swedish scroll, since the name was def­inite­ly Swedish or Dan­ish.




    But the Nordic scrolls, the time of ser­vice to the Viking kings by the Mas­ters of

    Sinan­ju, were nowhere to be seen. In­stead there were the scrolls of Rome and Greece from

    2,000 B.C. to A.D. 200. Re­mo went over them again, look­ing for an Arieson. There were

    record­ed trib­utes, record­ed ser­vices, record­ed prices, a com­ment on a new pe­cu­liar

    re­li­gion com­ing out of Judea which the cur­rent Mas­ter of the time said had no fu­ture

    be­cause it ap­pealed to slaves.




    He had ad­vised one of the fol­low­ers of the new sect to change a few things to make it

    pop­ular. Make it ap­peal to the rich, not the poor. No one was ev­er go­ing to get any­where

    sav­ing, “Blessed are the poor.”




    It was this lengthy com­men­tary that Chi­un had marked, the anal­ysis of gopd re­li­gions

    and bad ones. The re­li­gion of the Rab­bi Je­sus would nev­er suc­ceed be­cause:




    One, it did not ap­peal to the rich and pow­er­ful.




    Two, fol­low­ers were not promised pow­er and earth­ly goods.




    Three, there was no place in it for a good as­sas­sin. Af­ter all, what could one do with a

    sect that was sup­posed to love its en­emies?




    For­tu­nate­ly, as lat­er scrolls showed, time healed that and Chris­tians could be ev­ery

    bit as good em­ploy­ers for an as­sas­sin as ev­ery­one else. But at first, es­pe­cial­ly

    dur­ing its rise in the sec­ond cen­tu­ry, Chris­tian­ity had giv­en Sinan­ju a scare.




    And then of course there were the an­cient cults of Diony­sus and Isis, Mithraism, which

    al­so gave Sinan­ju a scare, and ab­so­lute­ly not one word of a Mr. Arieson, or any

    de­scrip­tion of a man who could let pro­jec­tiles pass through him. No one could do that. Yet

    Re­mo had seen it at Lit­tle Big Horn.




    Re­mo knew Chi­un was com­ing up the path­way to the great House of Sinan­ju.




    He could tell the light move­ment of the body, the si­lence of the foot­steps, the uni­ty of

    the be­ing that now en­tered the big emp­ty house, once stor­age for trib­ute of the ages.




    “The trea­sures of Sinan­ju,” said Chi­un.




    “I know,” said Re­mo. “They’re gone.”




    “On­ly when we get them back will we be able to deal with Mr. Arieson. Un­til then may the

    world watch out.”




    “Since when have you cared about the world, Lit­tle Fa­ther?”




    “I care about a world we may not be able to find work in.”




    “There’s al­ways work for an as­sas­sin.”




    “Not al­ways,” said Chi­un, and would say no more, oth­er than that Harold W. Smith had

    called for Re­mo and Chi­un, and Chi­un had told him he was not leav­ing Sinan­ju any­more.




    “I think I will,” said Re­mo.




    “You owe some­thing to Poo, pre­cious Poo. Poo Ca­vang Williams. It is a fun­ny last name.

    She asks if she must keep it.”




    “Tell her she doesn’t have to keep any­thing.”




    The tele­phone line had been set up in the bak­er’s house for the wed­ding and Re­mo

    en­tered the house amid the stares of a hos­tile fam­ily. He smiled at the par­ents. They

    turned away cold­ly. He smiled at Poo. She broke down in tears. The phone was off the hook.




    “Hel­lo, Smit­ty, Re­mo here. If you say it’s an emer­gen­cy, then I’ll just have to

    go.”




    “Thank good­ness. What changed your mind, Re­mo?”




    “No change of mind. Du­ty first.”




    “I don’t care what changed your mind. We have a prob­lem. The USS Polk, with all hands on

    board and full of nu­cle­ar weapons, has been seized by the world’s num­ber-​one lu­natic,

    Gen­er­al Mo­hammed Moomas. We don’t know how he did it, but he’s got nu­cle­ar weapons at his

    com­mand now. The Pen­tagon has re­treat­ed to its deep shel­ters be­neath the Rock­ies, and

    the rest of the Sixth Fleet has sur­round­ed the car­ri­ers, and atom­ic subs are wait­ing to

    make a pass. But we don’t want to lose those men. Can you get in there and save them?”




    “That’s not the place you want to get hit. I’m go­ing to go right for the head.”




    “Moomas?”




    “Ex­act­ly.”




    “What if he’s not afraid to die?”




    “I’ll find some­thing, Smit­ty.”




    “How come you’re so anx­ious now, Re­mo?”




    “Not anx­ious. As a mat­ter of fact, I hate to leave home, and if so many in­no­cent lives

    weren’t at stake, I’d nev­er go out.”




    “You know, you sound mar­ried, Re­mo.”




    Re­mo hung up, and with greater grav­ity he told Poo that on­ly his ser­vice to his beloved

    coun­try could be enough to make him leave Sinan­ju on his blessed wed­ding night. Even as he

    spoke, he re­al­ized how Chi­un had learned to fa­cil­itate un­truths so well. He had been

    mar­ried for forty years.




    In Ko­re­an, Poo said that was all right. She was go­ing to go with him.




    “I can’t take you with me, it’s dan­ger­ous,” said Re­mo.




    “Who can be in dan­ger when pro­tect­ed by a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju?” asked Poo with a

    smile.




    Her par­ents nod­ded.




    “And if we should get a mo­ment alone”-Poo smiled-“why then, who knows what we shall do on

    our hon­ey­moon.” The smile be­came a grin and the grin be­came a laugh, and her par­ents

    packed her trunks and when the Amer­ican he­li­copter ar­rived to take him to the Amer­ican

    ship that would take him to the Amer­ican plane, her lug­gage to­taled fif­teen large

    crates.




    “What’s that?” asked Re­mo, point­ing to a crate the size of a small car.




    “That, dear Re­mo, is our wed­ding bed. You wouldn’t want us to leave on our hon­ey­moon

    with­out our wed­ding bed.”




    By the time Re­mo ar­rived in Idra he was ready to kill be­fore ask­ing ques­tions. He was

    ready to kill be­cause it was morn­ing, or pos­si­bly be­cause it was hot. He did not care

    which.




    He had left Poo in friend­ly Jerusalem, to pick her up when he got out of Idra. That she

    ac­cept­ed as a ne­ces­si­ty, pro­vid­ed he came right back.




    Poo, a sim­ple lit­tle girl from a Ko­re­an fish­ing vil­lage, set­tled for the suite at the

    Ho­tel David that Hen­ry Kissinger used when he did shut­tle diplo­ma­cy. An­war Sa­dat had

    used it al­so. So had Pres­ident Nixon. Poo said it would be fine pro­vid­ed she could

    pos­si­bly have an­oth­er apart­ment for her per­son­al ef­fects. Re­mo left Poo to the Unit­ed

    States State De­part­ment, which Smith had en­list­ed for him. He told the charge d’af­faires

    to give her what­ev­er she want­ed. He asked if Amer­ican diplo­mats ev­er per­formed spe­cial

    ser­vices for de­serv­ing Amer­icans. “Some­times,” he had been told.




    Re­mo men­tioned wed­ding-​night du­ties. The charge d’af­faires de­clined.




    Re­mo flew to Egypt, then board­ed a plane for Mo­roc­co, and took a Mo­roc­can flight in­to

    the cap­ital of near­by Idra.




    Idra had three times signed a na­tion-​merg­ing treaty with Mo­roc­co. In be­tween it waged

    war against that state as a traitor to the Arab cause. Gen­er­al Mo­hammed Moomas list­ed Aden

    through Syr­ia as or­ga­ni­za­tions loy­al to the Arab cause, in­clud­ing at one time or

    an­oth­er ev­ery fac­tion of the Pales­tine Lib­er­ation Or­ga­ni­za­tion.




    Cur­rent­ly Mo­roc­co was con­sid­ered in pan-​Ara­bic uni­ty with Idra, and there­fore

    al­lowed to land planes. Re­mo was told that with his Amer­ican pass­port he was go­ing to have

    trou­ble in Idra.




    “No I won’t,” said Re­mo.




    When the cus­toms clerk at the Idra In­ter­na­tion­al Air­port asked to see Re­mo’s

    pass­port, Re­mo killed him.




    That was what mar­riage had done to his tem­per. He beat the clerk’s rolling head out of the

    air­port’s door­way amid his sud­den very loud wel­come to the fore­most na­tion strug­gling

    against Zion­ism, im­pe­ri­al­ism, and the Is­lam­ic way of life. No one else asked to see his

    pass­port.




    In fact, the ma­jor part of the army was gone from Idra and the Gen­er­al was alone with a

    few guards around his palace, mo­rose­ly lis­ten­ing to the news of the seizure of the USS Polk

    from the U.S. Navy.




    The Arab world was aflame with the news. Here was a tru­ly great vic­to­ry of courage and

    skill against a formidable foe. The sol­diers had shown dar­ing and bril­liance that had even

    won the re­spect of their en­emies. No longer were they just the dar­lings of left-​wing

    aca­demics and Nazis.




    They were even re­spect­ed by their foes.




    The re­sponse was dizzy­ing. Peo­ple didn’t run out in­to the street like an­gry mobs or

    even fire off guns in joy. Rather a new re­spect was sweep­ing through the Arab world, a

    con­fi­dence they had not known since Sal a Din.




    Re­mo chased a guard away from the gate and was sor­ry there was no fight. He stormed in on

    a vast mar­ble-​floored per­fumed room called the “Sui­cide Rev­olu­tion­ary Com­mand

    Bunker.”




    The Gen­er­al, in a white suit with enough medals to have par­tic­ipat­ed in fif­teen ma­jor

    wars and a land­slide, sat glum­ly lis­ten­ing to the an­nounc­ers glo­ri­fy his name as one of

    the great­est Arab lead­ers of all time.




    Re­mo grabbed a hand­ful of his curly black hair and shook him. Some of the medals fell off,

    mak­ing clink­ing sounds on the mar­ble.




    “Are you one of his men too?” said the Gen­er­al. “You’ve fi­nal­ly come to kill me.”




    “I’ve come to get back my car­ri­er.”




    “I don’t have it,” said the Gen­er­al. Re­mo gave his neck a short twist be­tween

    fore­fin­ger and thumb, pinch­ing a nerve.




    The Gen­er­al cried out.




    “I don’t con­trol them any­more. I don’t con­trol them any­more.”




    “Well, try, sweet­heart. I’m sure you can set up com­mu­ni­ca­tions to the USS Polk.”




    “I al­ready have, but they don’t lis­ten to me.”




    “Try again,” said Re­mo. While ser­vants ran to neigh­bor­ing rooms to bring in

    com­mu­ni­ca­tions equip­ment-​the sui­cide com­mand bunker was on­ly equipped with liquor and

    food-​Re­mo pol­ished a bit of the mar­ble with the Gen­er­al’s face.




    He would have killed him, but he need­ed him to talk. Re­mo even hat­ed the walls. If he

    didn’t watch out, the dan­ger­ous emo­tion of rage would take away his con­cen­tra­tion, and

    with­out that he could just as eas­ily kill him­self as some­one else with some of his

    moves.




    It was the mind that made Sinan­ju Sinan­ju. Fi­nal­ly the equip­ment was brought in and the

    Gen­er­al, weep­ing, got through to the USS Polk and a colonel he rec­og­nized as Hamid

    Khaidy.




    “Faith­ful broth­er, we com­mand you to speak to a beloved guest.”




    “We’re busy,” came back the voice.




    “What are you do­ing?”




    “We’re ac­ti­vat­ing the nu­cle­ar war­heads. We’re in range of Jerusalem and we can

    pen­etrate their air cov­er.”




    The Gen­er­al put his hand over the re­ceiv­er. “Should I ask them to stop?”




    “Hold on,” said Re­mo. “We’ve got to think about that one.”


  




  

    Chapter 6




    “No. I’d bet­ter stop that one,” said Re­mo af­ter a mo­ment. He thought of Jerusalem go­ing

    up in a nu­cle­ar cloud. It was a sa­cred place to all three monothe­is­tic re­li­gions and

    home to one of them. And be­sides, pre­cious Yoo was un­der his pro­tec­tion; it had been

    an­nounced in the vil­lage that she had noth­ing to fear be­cause she was leav­ing with a

    Mas­ter. Chi­un would nev­er for­give him if she got hurt.




    Was he go­ing to save this sa­cred city, cap­ital of a dear Amer­ican al­ly, just be­cause

    Chi­un would hold it against him? Had he lost so much of his moral bear­ings? Had the work of

    the nuns in the Newark or­phan­age been so re­placed by Sinan­ju that he would hard­ly give a

    sec­ond thought to the fact that Jerusalem was where Chris­tian­ity was born?




    Had it gone that far? Long ago, thought Re­mo. “Tell him you are send­ing an emis­sary to

    help.”




    “You will help, of course?”




    “They don’t need help, ap­par­ent­ly,” said Re­mo.




    “What can one man do?”




    “I’m here, ain’t I?” said Re­mo, nod­ding back at the wound­ed at the en­trance of the

    lux­uri­ous sui­cide com­mand cen­ter.




    “Can we come to an ac­com­mo­da­tion?” asked the Gen­er­al.




    “No.”




    “What would you take to make sure those top of­fi­cers nev­er set foot on shore again?”




    Re­mo smiled. He knew what was hap­pen­ing, but he pre­tend­ed to be the in­no­cent

    Amer­ican.




    “You want ‘em dead?” asked Re­mo, feign­ing sur­prise.




    “I am faced with a prob­lem you might not un­der­stand. Of course I am the fore­most

    bat­tler against im­pe­ri­al­ism, Zion­ism, op­pres­sion, and cap­ital­ism, as I am against

    athe­ism. I fight for the Is­lam­ic way of life,” said the Gen­er­al, tak­ing a thought­ful sip

    of his Scotch and so­da, which was as for­bid­den a sub­stance to a Moslem as pork to a Jew.

    “But to lead the fight, one must not have some­one else win­ning more vic­to­ries. I can­not

    af­ford a stronger bat­tler against these evils than I. Do you un­der­stand?”




    “Gol­ly, no.”




    “Let us sup­pose they de­feat the Zion­ist en­ti­ty in the sa­cred home­land of the

    Pales­tini­ans.”




    “You’ll re­joice.”




    “Of course. A great and won­der­ful vic­to­ry. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, it will not be mine. It

    will be theirs. First Jerusalem will be theirs, then who knows? Dam­as­cus? Riyadh? Cairo?

    Where will they stop?”




    “What are you say­ing?”




    “I feel safe, on be­half of the strug­gling mass­es against Zion­ism, the in­de­pen­dent

    Arab and Is­lam­ic na­tions work­ing for Al­lah to re­store our right­ful sovereign­ty over

    Jerusalem and all of Pales­tine, to of­fer you any price to make sure those on the USS Polk,

    the hero­ic Arab strug­glers for jus­tice, nev­er set foot on land.”




    “Kill them?”




    “Any price, and I guar­an­tee you will have the sup­port of ev­ery Arab gov­ern­ment. We are

    not poor, you know.”




    “There is some­thing I want, Gen­er­al,” said Re­mo, and from mem­ory, from the droned

    recita­tions of the his­to­ries of Sinan­ju, he list­ed all the trib­utes he could re­mem­ber,

    all that had been stolen while he was away do­ing the work of CURE.




    “Even for a be­gin­ning price, this is as­tro­nom­ical,” said the Gen­er­al

    re­al­is­ti­cal­ly.




    “No. All I want is any one of them, and for you to tell me where you got it. I’ll get the

    rest.”




    The Gen­er­al promised undy­ing love, and hoped the Amer­ican and his own rene­gade

    sol­diers would fight to the death. Then he wouldn’t be obliged to search for such an

    ex­traor­di­nary list of valu­ables.




    The Amer­ican cer­tain­ly was no fool. He had been hold­ing out for a trea­sure.




    Once the Amer­ican was off on an Idran plane to the USS Polk, now named the Ji­had, or holy

    war, the Gen­er­al con­tact­ed the ship again and got Hamid Khaidy on the phone.




    The Gen­er­al was about to play an­oth­er card. He was not a lead­er of the strug­gle

    be­cause he slept all day.




    “Beloved colonel,” he said, “I am look­ing for a new com­man­der of all my armies.”




    “No,” came back the voice of the colonel.




    “What?”




    “No deals. I am a sol­dier, not some deal­er in pro­mo­tions. I have fought an hon­or­able

    bat­tle. If I be­come a gen­er­al, I will earn it on the field of hon­or.”




    “Of course I am talk­ing about hon­or, the hon­or of be­ing a field mar­shal.”




    “You ob­vi­ous­ly want me to set up some­one, and I’m not go­ing to do it. I will meet

    what­ev­er en­emy I have face to face, and live or die by what I can do with my courage and

    mar­tial skills. No more schem­ing. No more ba­by killing. No more park­ing a car with a bomb

    at a su­per­mar­ket and claim­ing some great Arab vic­to­ry. I am go­ing to live and die as a

    man, as a sol­dier, as an Arab sol­dier. Do you know what that is, Gen­er­al?”




    “I stand en­light­ened, broth­er. Your courage and hon­or shame me. Let me ex­press my

    sup­port for your new stand to your sec­ond in com­mand.”




    When the Gen­er­al got an­oth­er colonel, he whis­pered in­to the phone:




    “Colonel Khaidv]y has gone crazy. He is talk­ing about get­ting you all killed. I

    au­tho­rize you to seize com­mand from him im­me­di­ate­ly and I am pro­mot­ing you to

    gen­er­al as of now. This is an in­vi­olate or­der.”




    “I’m not stab­bing my broth­er in the back,” said the oth­er colonel. “If I get a

    pro­mo­tion, it will be for killing en­emies, not Arabs.”




    “So true. So true,” said the Gen­er­al, and asked if there was any­one else near the phone.

    To twelve men he of­fered supreme com­mand of the Idran forces, and twelve men re­fused him,

    talk­ing about hon­or, not as a nor­mal word of con­ver­sa­tion to make a point, but tak­ing it

    to some ridicu­lous ex­treme. They were go­ing to live by it.




    As a last re­sort he tried the colonel who had caused all this trou­ble in the be­gin­ning.

    And Colonel, now Gen­er­al, Arieson was most pleased to learn that a thin Amer­ican with high

    cheek­bones and dark eyes was now fly­ing to­ward him on an Idran plane that was go­ing to

    at­tempt to land on his decks.




    “He want­ed to kill you, and how, I thought, could I pro­tect our great­est vic­to­ry but to

    warn you of his im­pend­ing ar­rival? I am show­ing you I am sav­ing you by send­ing him on a

    de­fense­less plane. And to show my good faith, I made sure it was not flown by a Rus­sian, but

    an Idran hero com­man­der ace pi­lot. They may not even reach your deck.”




    “And in re­turn?”




    “Hold off your at­tack against Jerusalem and meet with oth­er Arab lead­ers. I will make you

    com­man­der of all our vic­to­ri­ous forces. You may be the ruler of the Arab world.”




    There was on­ly laugh­ter at the oth­er end of the phone.




    “But you don’t un­der­stand. I have what I want. I don’t want the world. I want my war, my

    good old-​fash­ioned war.”




    “Strug­gle, of course. It en­no­bles the soul. But a war must have a pur­pose, broth­er

    Gen­er­al Arieson.”




    “It is the pur­pose, broth­er strug­gler,” laughed Gen­er­al Arieson, and hung up.




    Re­mo learned al­most im­me­di­ate­ly why the Idran air force, with the most mod­ern jets

    mon­ey could buy, was ig­nored by the Gen­er­al in fa­vor of hi­jack­ing of civil­ian

    air­lin­ers, ma­chine-​gun­ning of kosher restau­rants, and bomb­ing of dis­cothe­ques where

    Amer­ican ser­vice­men danced.




    He was two thou­sand feet up, and still ris­ing in Rus­sia’s most ad­vanced fight­er jet,

    when the pi­lot in the front seat of the two-​seater jet asked him how he was do­ing. He asked

    in Rus­sian. Re­mo on­ly re­mem­bered bits of ar­cha­ic Rus­sian need­ed to un­der­stand

    Sinan­ju’s many years of ser­vice to the czars.




    “I guess you did all right,” he an­swered in that lan­guage.




    “Do you want to take over now?” asked the pi­lot. He was a hero, with medals for shoot­ing

    down count­less en­emy planes-​ac­cord­ing to the pub­lic­ity, fifty Is­raeli, twen­ty

    Amer­ican, and ten British to be ex­act. Ac­tu­al­ly, un­der cov­er of diplo­mat­ic

    pro­tec­tion he had shot a British bob­by from an Idran em­bassy, and when he was eject­ed from

    that coun­try, giv­en cred­it for shoot­ing down British fliers in fair com­bat.




    “No, that’s all right,” said Re­mo. “You’re do­ing fine.”




    The blue sky over the tight canopy made him feel part of the clouds. It was true what they

    said about an ad­vanced fight­er. It was a weapon strapped to the body. He did not like the

    weapon be­cause it was not his body. But he could see how it would en­hance the crude un­rhymed

    moves of the av­er­age per­son to make him force­ful. Gut a cor­ner at Mach 3 like an off ramp.

    Bang, turn, and you were gone in­to the clouds.




    “Did you like my take­off?” asked the pi­lot.




    “It was fine,” said Re­mo.




    “Don’t you think I should have throt­tled for­ward more?”




    “I don’t know,” said Re­mo.




    “I felt too much re­sis­tance. That’s why I asked.”




    “I don’t know,” said Re­mo.




    “You didn’t feel the lack of throt­tle?”




    “What throt­tle?”




    “Aren’t you my Rus­sian ad­vis­er?”




    “No. I’m your pas­sen­ger.”




    “Eeeah,” screamed the pi­lot. “Who will land the air­craft?”




    “You can’t land?”




    “I can. I know I can. I’ve done it in the train­er, but I’ve nev­er done it with­out a

    Rus­sian at the con­trols be­hind me.”




    “If you can, you can,” said Re­mo.




    “Not on a car­ri­er.”




    “You can.”




    “That’s spe­cial train­ing.”




    “I’ll show you how,” said Re­mo.




    “How can you show me how if you don’t know how?”




    “I didn’t say I didn’t know how, I just don’t know how to fly the plane.”




    “That makes ab­so­lute­ly no sense!” screamed the pi­lot.




    “Don’t wor­ry,” said Re­mo. “It’ll work. Just make a pass at the car­ri­er.”




    Be­fore they reached the car­ri­er, they had to fly over the en­tire Sixth Fleet, which sent

    up planes to look them over. The Amer­ican pi­lots flew nerve-​shat­ter­ing­ly close.




    “Don’t think about them. Don’t let them both­er you.”




    “How can I not think about them?”




    “I’ll teach you a trick. I’ll teach you how to land the air­craft al­so.”




    “But you’ve nev­er flown one, you said.”




    “Nev­er,” said Re­mo.




    “You are crazy.”




    “I’m alive and I in­tend to stay alive. Now, the first thing you have to do is no­tice the

    sky.”




    “It’s filled with Amer­ican planes flown by pi­lots who not on­ly know how to fly by

    them­selves but are con­sid­ered the best in the world, if the Is­raeli pi­lots aren’t. We are

    cursed with skilled en­emies.”




    “You’re not do­ing what I said. Look at the sky. See the sky. Feel the clouds, feel the

    mois­ture, be the mois­ture, be the clouds, be the sky.”




    “Yes, I can al­most do that.”




    “Breathe. Think about your breath. Think about breath­ing in and breath­ing out.”




    “I do. It is good. Oh, it is good.”




    “Of course. Now, don’t think about the planes.”




    “I just did.”




    “Of course,” said Re­mo.




    “I don’t un­der­stand.”




    “I dare you not to think about a yel­low ele­phant. You’ll think yel­low ele­phant. But when

    I tell you to think about your breath, you au­to­mat­ical­ly don’t think about the oth­er

    planes.”




    “Yes, that’s so.”




    “Your breath is vi­tal,” said Re­mo. “Be with your breath,” and he saw the man’s shoul­ders

    slump ev­er so slight­ly, in­di­cat­ing the mus­cles were re­lax­ing, and now the man’s skills

    could be­gin to take over. Re­mo brought him out to the sky, out to the clouds, and when they

    saw the pitch­ing, bob­bing lit­tle stamp of a car­ri­er deck be­neath them, he care­ful­ly

    avoid­ed talk­ing about land­ing and made the deck a friend, not an ob­ject of ter­ror.




    One of the most dif­fi­cult feats in all avi­ation is land­ing on a pitch­ing car­ri­er

    deck, but the pi­lot was down be­fore he knew it. Pre­cise­ly be­fore he knew it. If he had

    known he was land­ing the air­craft in­stead of join­ing the plane strapped around him to a

    friend whose mo­tions he un­der­stood and felt, he would have ei­ther crashed or pulled up in

    pan­ic.




    Their plane was im­me­di­ate­ly sur­round­ed by armed Idran sol­diers, but they were not

    hid­ing be­hind their weapons like the guards at the palace. There was some­thing dif­fer­ent

    about these men. They were anx­ious to grap­ple with any­one who dared cause trou­ble.




    That was what Re­mo had no­ticed about the Oju­pa at Lit­tle Big Horn. It was Arieson’s

    hand­iwork. He was sure of it.




    And the beau­ty of an air­craft car­ri­er was that there were no dust storms. This was a

    man­made thing of steel cor­ners and traps. Arieson and his strange body would not be able to

    es­cape in dust this time.




    “Ariseon. Arieson. I’m look­ing for Arieson,” said Re­mo.




    “Ah, the gen­er­al,” said one of the sol­diers.




    “Where is he?”




    “Wher­ev­er he wants to be. We nev­er know where he is,” said the sol­dier.




    Be­cause he had land­ed in an Idran plane, Re­mo was ac­cept­ed as one of the Idran Rus­sian

    ad­vis­ers. No one be­lieved the pi­lot had land­ed it him­self, be­ing a broth­er Idran. They

    told him they had found a new way of fight­ing, us­ing their courage and not ma­chines.




    Re­mo searched the hangars be­neath decks. He found the Amer­ican cap­tain a pris­on­er in

    his own cab­in. He found marines dis­armed but treat­ed well. He found Amer­ican fliers and

    ser­vice­men un­der guard, but nowhere was Arieson.




    Fi­nal­ly he took the ldran sol­dier who had been guid­ing him around and said:




    “I got bad news for you. I’m an Amer­ican.”




    “Then die, en­emy,” said the Idran, and brought up his short-​nosed au­to­mat­ic weapon,

    fir­ing well and ac­cu­rate­ly right at Re­mo’s mid­sec­tion. And he was rather quick about it

    too, for a sol­dier.




    But he was still a sol­dier. Re­mo blend­ed him in­to the bulk­head.




    “We’re tak­ing over this ship,” he said to the marines watch­ing.




    “These guys are tough,” said the ma­rine.




    “So are you,” said Re­mo.




    “Damned right,” said the ma­rine.




    Re­mo freed the sailors the same way and then the pi­lots. The bat­tle start­ed in the main

    hangars and spread up to the con­trol tow­er. Bod­ies lit­tered the pas­sage­ways. Gun­fire

    ric­ocheted off the met­al walls, spin­ning sparks and death at ev­ery lev­el. The two sides

    fought from mid­day un­til mid­night, when the last Idran, with his last bul­let, charged at a

    ma­rine with a hand grenade. The hand grenade won.




    From the loud­speak­er sys­tem came a voice:




    “I love it. I love all you won­der­ful guys. You’re my kind of men. Here’s to you, valiant

    war­riors.”




    It was Arieson. Mov­ing along the deck was like skat­ing on oil, so thick was the blood.

    Most of the liv­ing could hard­ly stand. Re­mo squished up a gory stair­well. It had been

    car­nage. This is what Chi­un had meant when he re­ferred to the butch­ery of war. None of the

    men were re­al­ly in con­trol of them­selves, rather fight­ing their own ter­ror and forc­ing

    them­selves to func­tion as sol­diers. It was like a butch­er shop.




    Arieson was laugh­ing. Re­mo found him in the cap­tain’s con­trol room.




    “Now, this is war,” he said with a grin as wide as a pa­rade.




    “And this is good-​bye,” said Re­mo.




    He didn’t wait for Arieson to com­mit, he didn’t ex­plore, he got Arieson with the steel

    cab­in wall be­hind him and put two clean blows right in­to his mid­sec­tion, the sec­ond to

    catch what­ev­er light­ning move Arieson had made to es­cape in the dust back at Lit­tle Big

    Horn.




    Both blows struck.




    They met iron. But not the steel of the cap­tain’s con­trol room. Re­mo found him­self with

    his hands pierc­ing a hel­met with a red plume on top and a bur­nished steel chest

    pro­tec­tor.




    In Jerusalem, an ar­chae­ol­ogist iden­ti­fied them for him as a hel­met and cuirass

    preva­lent in the Mediter­ranean for cen­turies be­fore Christ. What puz­zled the

    ar­chae­ol­ogist was why any­one would make them new to­day.




    “These are brand new. Look at the forge marks. Look, some of the wax from the lost wax

    method is still in some of the fin­er scroll­work.”




    “I saw that.”




    “I would say these are fakes. But they use a method of man­ufac­ture that has been lost for

    cen­turies. How did you make them?”




    “I didn’t,” said Re­mo.




    “Where did you get them?”




    “A friend gave them to me.”




    “What could have made these holes in them?” asked the ar­chae­ol­ogist, ex­am­in­ing the

    im­plo­sions in the bur­nished steel.




    “That was done by hand,” said Re­mo.




    Back at the Ho­tel David, pre­cious Poo had learned two more words in En­glish.




    “Con­do­mini­um, Bloom­ing­dale’s,” said Poo. She had just met some love­ly New York wom­en

    who felt sor­ry for her that she had no West­ern clothes. They had bought a few rags in

    Jerusalem. There was a small bill for Re­mo. Eigh­teen thou­sand dol­lars.




    “How do you spend eigh­teen thou­sand dol­lars on clothes in a coun­try whose main prod­uct

    is a sub­ma­chine gun?” asked Re­mo.




    “I had noth­ing,” said Poo. “I didn’t even have my hus­band for the blessed bridal

    night.”




    “Spend,” said Re­mo.




    “Mon­ey can’t make up for love,” said Poo.




    “Since when?” said Re­mo.




    “Since I don’t have a con­do­mini­um and a charge ac­count at Bloom­ing­dale’s,” said

    Poo.




    Down­stairs there was a mes­sage at the desk for Re­mo. It had come from Ire­land.




    The mes­sage was:




    “I’m wait­ing for you, boyo.”




    Re­mo got the Amer­ican em­bassy to use a spe­cial line to reach Sinan­ju through

    sub­marines in the West Ko­rea Bay. This with the help of Smith of course.




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo. “Did you leave a mes­sage for me at the King David

    Ho­tel?”




    “King David was a ter­ri­ble ruler. The Jews are well rid of him. Fought wars. When he could

    have used an as­sas­sin in the Bat­tr­she­ba af­fair, he chose war in­stead. Got her hus­band

    killed in bat­tle. And what hap­pened? End­ed up in the Bible. That’s what hap­pens when you

    use war in­stead of an as­sas­sin.”




    “I take it you didn’t leave the mes­sage.”




    “Ev­ery mo­ment you are not search­ing for the lost trea­sure, you’re wast­ing your time.

    Why should I waste time with you?”




    “That’s all I want­ed to know. Thanks,” said Re­mo.




    “Has Poo con­ceived yet?”




    “Not un­less she’s made it with a Hasid.”




    “You’re not liv­ing up to your end of the bar­gain,” said Chi­un.




    “I didn’t say when I would con­sum­mate the mar­riage. I just said I would.”




    In Belfast, as the British ar­mored cars rolled by, keep­ing Catholics and Protes­tants from

    killing them­selves, and as some of the heav­ier par­tic­ipants wait­ed in jail for the British

    to leave so that they could get on with the mur­der­ous re­li­gious strife that had boiled

    along for cen­turies, a man in a loose gray jack­et and a worn steve­dore’s cap saun­tered

    in­to a pub, bought ev­ery­one a round of drinks, and said:




    “Here’s to Hazel Thurston, long may the beloved Prime Min­is­ter of Eng­land rule over all.

    To your health, boys.”




    Glass­es flew across the bar. Some men cursed. Oth­ers drew re­volvers. But the stranger

    just smiled. He downed his stout in a gulp and boomed a belch that could ex­tin­guish a

    thou­sand war fires on a thou­sand murky heaths.




    “Boyos,” he said. “Would you be cursin’ our beloved Prime Min­is­ter what’s been hat­ed here

    by both Protes­tant and Catholic alive to these many years? Is that what I’m hear­ing?”




    There was a gun­shot in the Pig’s Harp pub. It missed the tar­get.




    The stranger raised a hand.




    “What are you shoot­ing at me for if you hate her so much? Why don’t you shoot her?”




    “Yer daft, man. The bitch is bet­ter pro­tect­ed than the bloody crown jew­els, I’m

    sayin’.”




    “So what do you do? Fire a ran­dom shot at some bob­by in a sol­dier’s uni­form?”




    “We do what we want, jocko,” said one of the larg­er men at the bar.




    “No. You don’t,” said the stranger. “Beg­gin’ your par­don, me lad. You don’t. Not a whit.

    Not a hair. Not a fol­li­cle on that pale British puss do you do harm to.”




    “Do you want to step out­side and say that?” the stranger was asked.




    “What for? I’m sayin’ it in here.”




    “Then maybe, jocko, you’ll just end up with a big hole in your head right here.”




    “Why not, boyo? Cer­tain­ly keep you from doin’ harm to Her Ex­cel­len­cy the Prime

    Min­is­ter, Hazel Thurston. You can add an­oth­er num­ber to the deaths in North­ern Ire­land,

    and then go to the Maze Prison and con­duct the lat­est in great Irish tac­tics. Starvin’

    your­self to death. Now ain’t that a thing for a brave Irish­man to be doin’ with his body,

    peel­in’ his own flesh down to the bone so’s all that’s left is gaunt­ness lookin’ back at that

    En­glish bitch who couldn’t care less if ev­ery boy­een in Belfast gave up the ghost the same

    way.”




    “Who are you, stranger?”




    “I’m some­one who re­mem­bers the great Irish wars, when you fought with ax and sword and

    shield like the hon­or­able men you al­ways were. I’m talkin’ of the blessed bat­tle of the

    Boyne, where En­glish and Irish­men fought like men. What do you do to­day? You in­vade a

    neigh­bor’s liv­ing room and shoot up his din­ner, along with his guests and fam­ily. What’s

    wrong with you, boyo? Are you an Irish­man or a Swede?”




    “Why are you talk­ing about Swedes?”




    “You can’t get a war out of them to­day if you stand on your head.”




    “We don’t want a war with them. We got enough war al­ready in Belfast.”




    “No. That’s just the trou­ble, boyo. You don’t,” said the stranger. “If you had a war, a

    re­al war, an old-​fash­ioned war, you’d march out to the grand­est mu­sic you ev­er heard, and

    face your en­emy square on one day, not three hun­dred and six­ty-​five in­clud­ing Christ­mas

    and the Feast of the Im­mac­ulate Con­cep­tion. You’d have it out. Over and done with. Win­ner

    take all and bless­ings to the los­er. But what do you have now?”




    “We got un­em­ploy­ment,” said one.




    “We got streets filled with glass,” said an­oth­er.




    “We got all the garbage of war and none of its fruits. We’re left out again,” said a

    third.




    “Right,” said the stranger. “What you got to do now is get Britain out of North­ern Ire­land

    so both sides can kill each oth­er in peace.”




    “Nev­er hap­pen,” said one.




    “We been tryin’ for four hun­dred years.”




    “You been doin’ it wrong,” said the stranger. “You been shootin’ here and shootin’ there,

    when you on­ly need to get one la­dy.”




    “Miss Hazel Thurston,” yelled one of the men at the end of the bar.




    “Ex­act­ly,” said the stranger.




    “You can’t get near her.”




    “Who’d want to?” said an­oth­er.




    “I not on­ly know how you can get to her, but where you could put her un­til the bloody

    British get their bloody ar­ses off true Irish soil.”




    “You make a lot of talk, stranger. Let’s see you do it.”




    “Well, come with me and I will,” said the stranger.




    “One last drink.”




    “You’ve had your last drink. Now you’re go­ing to have your­selves a British prime

    min­is­ter,” said the stranger. “Al­low me to in­tro­duce my­self. My name’s Arieson.”




    “That’s hard­ly a McGillicud­dy or an O’Dowd.”




    “It’s a fine old name,” said the stranger. “You’ll learn to love me. Most men do, but they

    won’t ad­mit it nowa­days.”




    Pro­tect­ing the Prime Min­is­ter of Eng­land were not on­ly Scot­land Yard and sev­er­al

    branch­es of British in­tel­li­gence, but a group of ter­ror­ist ex­perts who sur­round­ed this

    great la­dy with a shield that had nev­er been bro­ken. It was they who, in the last minute,

    moved her from a ho­tel room down­stairs to the din­ing room just be­fore her bed­room blew up.

    What they had, and what the ter­ror­ists did not know, was a sim­ple lit­tle code that three

    times out of five could pick up a ter­ror­ist tar­get.




    It had come from the same great minds that had cracked the Ger­man codes in the first days

    of the Sec­ond World War.




    It had come from the sim­ple and bril­liant British log­ic that had pro­duced so much good

    rea­son in the world. While the ter­ror­ist acts might ap­pear ran­dom, most were bru­tal­ly

    log­ical and planned from a cen­tral source: a KGB of­fice in Moscow.




    De­spite all the var­ious grievances on dif­fer­ent con­ti­nents in dif­fer­ent

    civ­iliza­tions, if one sim­ply stepped back from the lo­cal com­plaints and looked at the

    broad pic­ture, ev­ery in­ter­na­tion­al ter­ror­ist or­ga­ni­za­tion was di­rect­ed against

    West­ern in­ter­ests. None was di­rect­ed against Com­mu­nist-​bloc coun­tries, where

    grievances were of­ten greater.




    It was a war di­rect­ed against the pop­ula­tions of the West.




    Giv­en that one of­fice in the KGB di­rect­ed this world­wide net­work, or at least trained

    its lead­ers, then cer­tain tech­niques had to be stan­dard. There had to be an op­er­ational

    fin­ger­print. What would ap­pear to be ran­dom acts were not.




    Know­ing there had to be a pat­tern, the men of British spe­cial in­tel­li­gence formed a

    broad pic­ture of ev­ery in­ci­dent and put it on a graph, and al­most like a pro­duc­tion

    chart did they see a pat­tern emerge, es­pe­cial­ly for the IRA, since it was tak­en over by

    os­ten­si­bly rad­ical Marx­ists not aligned with Rus­sia.




    While they could not pro­tect ev­ery tar­get with­out giv­ing their knowl­edge away, this

    spe­cial group could most cer­tain­ly pro­tect the roy­al fam­ily and the Prime Min­is­ter.




    Thus, when Prime Min­is­ter Hazel Thurston’s bed­room was about to be blown up, they could

    move her out of it.




    Thus, this day while the Prime Min­is­ter was tak­ing a short va­ca­tion near Bath and its

    sup­pos­ed­ly cu­ra­tive wa­ters, they de­toured her par­ty off a main road.




    “An­oth­er at­tack?” asked Prime Min­is­ter Thurston. She was pale, with a proud, al­most

    aris­to­crat­ic face, de­spite the fact she had been born of mid­dle-​class mer­chants in the

    shires.




    Her spe­cial aide looked at his watch.




    “I would es­ti­mate with­in two min­utes on the nor­mal route,” he said.




    “You have it down that well?” she asked.




    “Some­times,” he said with clas­sic British calm. Two min­utes and fif­teen sec­onds lat­er,

    while the Prime Min­is­ter’s lit­tle pro­tect­ed car­avan cruised a nar­row back road be­tween

    gold­en fields, un­der a rare and blessed British sun, a muf­fled boom was heard far off on the

    main high­way.




    “I sup­pose that’s them,” she said.




    “Should be,” said her in­tel­li­gence aide.




    “I do hope no one was hurt,” she said, and went back to her pa­pers. This was sheep

    coun­try, and on the back roads, as they had for cen­turies, the British herders moved their

    flocks and slowed traf­fic. The sheep took pri­or­ity over Rolls-​Royces-​even gov­ern­ment

    Rolls-​Royces.




    A herder, his tweed cap weath­ered by sun and rain, saw who was be­ing de­layed, and with

    his crook in hand came over to the large black car to apol­ogize.




    Hazel Thurston smiled. This was the salt of Eng­land. The good farmer stock. Did their work.

    Kept their peace, and when called on, al­ways filled the ranks of Britain’s armies. She had

    known this sort of men from her fa­ther’s store. Not a one of them was not good for what he

    owed.




    She knew her peo­ple and they knew her. The Prime Min­is­ter low­ered her win­dow. As the

    herder bent down, so did his staff. It had an open­ing in the top, rather cu­ri­ous when one

    looked at it, be­cause this staff hap­pened to have ri­fling. The herder cleared up the puz­zle

    by ex­plain­ing that if the British bitch didn’t do ex­act­ly as he said, a more than wee

    lit­tle bul­let was go­ing to come out of the bar­rel of that staff and blow her bloody British

    brains all over her in­tel­li­gence chaps and her of­fi­cial Rolls-​Royce.


  




  

    Chapter 7




    “You’ll nev­er get away with it,” said the Prime Min­is­ter. “You sim­ply can’t hide a

    British prime min­is­ter on En­glish soil. There aren’t places to hide. Now, if you sur­ren­der

    this mo­ment, I will be le­nient.”




    Hazel Thurston looked around the spa­cious room. It was forty feet by forty feet, with clean

    stone walls on ev­ery side. It had once had win­dows, but these were sealed by some­thing dark.

    In fact, the on­ly light came from a sin­gle light bulb pow­ered by a gen­er­ator. It was dank,

    but the whole coun­try was dank at this time of year. She knew gen­er­al­ly where they were,

    just out­side Bath. She had clocked it. They hadn’t trav­eled more than fif­teen min­utes. And

    peo­ple at the old stone Ro­man aque­duct near­by had waved to her just be­fore the herder had

    stuck that gun in her face and blind­fold­ed her.




    There was ab­so­lute­ly no way they could hide her with­in fif­teen min­utes of a British

    city. It could not be done.




    Al­ready, she and her in­tel­li­gence aide knew, all traf­fic in the area was be­ing stopped

    and searched. Any­one who was not cer­tain to be­long in the area was be­ing brought in for

    ques­tion­ing.




    The in­tel­li­gence peo­ple would search ev­ery room, clos­et, al­ley, ash can, cel­lar,

    at­tic, bel­fry, and pew with­in fifty miles.




    “It’s prob­ably on­ly min­utes be­fore our chaps get here,” said the Prime Min­is­ter. “So I

    am giv­ing you a last chance to be easy on your­self.”




    “Bug­ger off, we’re get­tin’ what’s due us, and this time you got­ta give in,” said the man

    who had been dis­guised as a herder.




    There were four oth­ers in this large room. The in­tel­li­gence chap had been tied up and

    placed in a cor­ner.




    “Young man, you’re filled with your suc­cess. But it’s go­ing to be short-​lived. There is

    ab­so­lute­ly no way you can hide a British prime min­is­ter so close to where she was

    kid­napped on British soil. It can­not be done.”




    “We don’t need your lip. We’ve ‘ad enough of that in Belfast, I’ll be tellin’ you.”




    “Then let me ex­press my­self in a man­ner you might find more un­der­stand­able. If you

    sur­ren­der now, there will be a short jail term and you can go back to writ­ing your

    dis­ser­ta­tions on how the world should be turned up­side down with us at the bot­tom and you

    at the top and run­ning things. lf you don’t, sir, we will hang you by your pri­vates un­til

    you wish you had been run over by an ar­mored car at birth.”




    “Pipe down or I’ll shoot your brains out.”




    “Well then, shoot, you pig-​faced un­em­ploy­able drunk.”




    “If you don’t shut up, we’ll do to you what we did to Lord Mount­bat­ten,” said the

    ter­ror­ist, re­fer­ring to how they had killed the British war hero by plant­ing a bomb on his

    boat.




    “You mean you will do to me what you do to in­no­cent passers­by, British reg­ulars try­ing

    to keep the peace, and Lord Mount­bat­ten?”




    “Bet your ass, Brit.”




    “What splen­did com­pa­ny to die among,” said the British Prime Min­is­ter.




    Sud­den­ly there was a laugh, a loud roar of a laugh that seemed to re­ver­ber­ate among the

    stones. The Prime Min­is­ter looked be­hind her. There was an en­trance there, a clean stone

    door­way. But be­hind it seemed to be a dirt tun­nel. And yet this was not a cel­lar. There was

    noth­ing about this large stone room that was cel­lar­like. There were many win­dows. Cel­lars

    did not have win­dows. That the win­dows were blocked by some­thing did not mat­ter. No one

    built a cel­lar with large win­dows.




    “Spo­ken like a man,” said the man with the beard and thick neck and blaz­ing eyes. He wore

    a tweed suit and car­ried a brief­case and his face seemed alight with joy.




    “And who are you?” asked the Prime Min­is­ter.




    “Some­one who ad­mired your Falk­lands war. Good to see you peo­ple at it again. It’s been a

    long time for you, eh?”




    “Who are you? What do you want?”




    “We want you out of North­ern Ire­land. Let ev­ery­one be free to do what they want.”




    “They want to kill each oth­er, you know.”




    “You could call it that.”




    “What do you call it?”




    “I call it the na­tion­al ex­pres­sion of will.”




    “Their will is to kill each oth­er.”




    “Then what do you care?”




    “We have an obli­ga­tion to see that this is set­tled peace­ful­ly. We have cit­izens there.

    We have a tra­di­tion of hun­dreds of years there. We do not in­tend to leave a tra­di­tion of

    mas­sacre in that poor rav­aged land.”




    “Busy­body,” said the man with the beard. “You al­lowed your­selves the Falk­lands. Why do

    you de­ny the same joy to your cit­izens of North­ern Ire­land?”




    “I don’t know who you are, but may I re­mind you we were at­tacked by Ar­genti­na.”




    “Some­one’s al­ways at­tacked by some­one, and that some­one al­ways has some in­alien­able

    and le­git­imate grievance. Let the Protes­tants and Catholics there, in their own good way,

    kill them­selves like Chris­tians.”




    “Are you a jew or Moslem?”




    “Can be both at times, al­though they would be the first to de­ny me. I re­al­ly don’t get

    the prop­er re­spect I de­serve, the way I de­serve.”




    “Per­haps we can change that. May I first ask that you un­tie my in­tel­li­gence aide. His

    wrists seem bound a bit too tight.”




    The man with the mus­cled neck waved to the herder. The Prime Min­is­ter saw her

    in­tel­li­gence aide watch the quick way the herder re­spond­ed.




    Prime Min­is­ter Hazel Thurston saw him rub his wrists and then am­ble to one of the walls

    with a win­dow and wait there, ap­par­ent­ly in­no­cent­ly. But the Prime Min­is­ter knew

    bet­ter. Her aide nev­er did any­thing in­no­cent­ly or ca­su­al­ly. Ev­ery­thing had a

    pur­pose.




    What­ev­er he was do­ing by that win­dow had to be pro­tect­ed, so she dis­tract­ed her

    cap­tors by say­ing she might make a com­pro­mise.




    “You dis­ap­point me, Hazel,” said the man. “I thought you were made of stern­er stuff than

    that.”




    “The world of re­al­ity re­quires rea­son­able peo­ple to ne­go­ti­ate,” she said. “Just

    what can we do for you?”




    “Pull out of North­ern Ire­land. Just get your troops out and let the peo­ple de­cide.”




    “I’m afraid I can’t do that. But what I will do is form an­oth­er com­mis­sion-“




    “We’ll get you out. You see, you are the on­ly per­son of pow­er in your gov­ern­ment, and

    with­out you there as a strong lead­er, they’ll strike a deal. It al­ways hap­pens when a

    coun­try los­es a strong lead­er. It’s ab­so­lute­ly pre­dictable. Any na­tion with a strong

    lead­er like your­self is weak with­out that lead­er. Strong peo­ple make oth­ers around them

    weak. True, and you have to know it.”




    “Where did you get that the­ory?” she asked. She saw her man had his hand be­hind him now,

    as he stood di­rect­ly in front of the win­dow. He was do­ing some­thing with that hand.




    “It is as eter­nal a fact as grav­ity.”




    The Prime Min­is­ter saw her man nod. She knew they could not talk be­cause this strange

    room might be bugged. She al­so knew this stranger might just be right. With­out her in the

    cab­inet, her na­tion just might strike a deal to with­draw all troops from North­ern

    Ire­land.




    The on­ly re­deem­ing event came when she was left alone with her in­tel­li­gence aide. He

    opened up his hand with­out say­ing a word and then both of them smiled at each oth­er. A dark

    crum­bling sub­stance filled his palm. From the open win­dow he had tak­en earth. Some­one had

    just cov­ered this stone room with earth. It would have to show in the coun­tryaide. It would

    be one of the first places Scot­land Yard would look. A stone house that had sud­den­ly

    dis­ap­peared un­der a pile of earth could not pos­si­bly be over­looked, least of all in the

    com­mu­ni­ties around Bath.




    They wait­ed for the res­cue which they ex­pect­ed any minute. And wait­ed.




    The prob­lem was sim­ple. Find one prime min­is­ter and her in­tel­li­gence aide seized

    out­side Bath, Eng­land, that morn­ing. The so­lu­tion was just as sim­ple. All roads were

    cor­doned off. Ev­ery house in ev­ery vil­lage was searched. Ev­ery hayloft, garage and al­ley,

    can, dump­ster, ditch was ac­count­ed for on a big grid map by teatime, and by sup­per there

    was not a hint of a whis­per of what had been done with the Prime Min­is­ter.




    “She has to be here,” said an in­spec­tor, who had tak­en time out to en­joy the

    re­fresh­ing springs and the baths the Ro­mans had built here al­most two thou­sand years

    be­fore, when they had oc­cu­pied the is­land as far north as Hadri­an’s wall.




    The town of Bath was named af­ter these baths. Be­fore the Ro­mans, the Celts, Picts, and

    Sax­ons-​the gen­er­al pop­ulace of the area-​had not con­sid­ered bathing healthy, and they

    had the aro­ma to prove it. The Ro­mans, as clean a peo­ple as the Japanese, in­tro­duced

    wash­ing to the then bar­bar­ic coun­try­side. And specif­ical­ly at Bath the wa­ters were said

    to be cu­ra­tive. Now Scot­land Yard need­ed the cure.




    “How in bloody blue blazes do you lose a prime min­is­ter amidst a ho­mo­ge­neous, friend­ly

    pop­ula­tion? We have searched ev­ery base­ment, board­ing­house, and hangar, and by damn,

    she’s gone,” said the in­spec­tor. “I’m sure they’re go­ing to kill her.”




    “Why is that?” asked the Min­is­ter of De­fense. “The de­mands are ridicu­lous. They say

    un­less we pull out of North­ern Ire­land right now, she dies.”




    “Might not be that ridicu­lous,” said the Min­is­ter of De­fense, let­ting the wa­ters soak

    through his pores. “The strangest de­vel­op­ment has oc­curred there. Add in the kid­nap, and

    we just might make the deal.”




    “Give in to kid­nap­pers?”




    “Do you know what’s hap­pen­ing in Belfast now, In­spec­tor?”




    “It cer­tain­ly can’t mean we would have to pull out.”




    “Com­bined with the fact that there’s hard­ly any­one left to say no with the force of our

    iron Prime Min­is­ter, yes. Belfast has be­come not an ur­ban guer­ril­la bat­tle­ground but a

    war zone. Some­one has formed a pro­vi­sion­al wing of the pro­vi­sion­al wing of the IRA and

    is ac­tu­al­ly en­gag­ing British forces in open com­bat and win­ning.”




    “The IRA? Can’t be. They can’t get fifty peo­ple to­geth­er with­out fight­ing amongst

    them­selves,” said the in­spec­tor.




    “A splin­ter group of a splin­ter group. And I sus­pect they’re be­hind this Thurston

    kid­nap­ping al­so. They’re out­fight­ing us in Belfast and out­think­ing us in Bath,” said the

    Min­is­ter of De­fense.




    “Are we go­ing to lose?”




    “We may have al­ready lost un­less we can find our Prime Min­is­ter.”




    “They couldn’t have hid­den her around here. We’ve looked ev­ery­where,” said the

    in­spec­tor.




    “Well, ob­vi­ous­ly there’s some place you haven’t looked. There’s on­ly one oth­er choice.

    Call for help from the Amer­icans.”




    “I’d rather lose,” said the in­spec­tor.




    “So would I, but we can’t.”




    “Why not?”




    “State pol­icy. This is my ul­ti­ma­tum. If we don’t get our prime min­is­ter by mid­night,

    you’ll have Amer­ican help by morn­ing.”




    Poo and Re­mo had re­turned to Sinan­ju from the hon­ey­moon. Poo had brought dress­es from

    Jerusalem, a West­ern city with a good ruler, more of­ten than not.




    She told her friends about ho­tel suites and clothes.




    She told her friends about new and ex­ot­ic foods. Bread made of wheat that had a

    snow-​white cen­ter and a dark crust.




    Sweet drinks like Co­ca-​Co­la.




    There was even a bread with a hole in it that was very hard, and should not be eat­en when

    it came out of the oven, but baked again af­ter it was split open. It was a del­ica­cy spread

    with a white milk-​fat sub­stance called cream cheese and then topped with fish that had been

    held over a burn­ing log. All her friends made a face when Poo told them she had eat­en this

    dish called bagels and lox.




    Raw grass­es called sal­ads were al­so served.




    There was cloth on bed­ding called sheets and if one rang a buzzer one could or­der

    any­thing one want­ed to eat at any time of the day.




    There were rings and neck­laces. There were rooms for din­ing where ev­ery­one from all over

    the globe ate.




    The roads were not as nice as the ones built com­ing in­to Sinan­ju from Py­ongyang, but

    there were more cars.




    “One car would be more cars,” a friend said.




    And when they asked her about the wed­ding night, she on­ly smiled know­ing­ly and said

    noth­ing, let­ting their imag­ina­tions play over the de­lights the white Mas­ter of Sinan­ju

    had giv­en her. But to her moth­er, she told the truth. She had to. There wasn’t go­ing to be a

    ba­by.




    “He didn’t touch me,” cried Poo. “He didn’t kiss me or touch me or any­thing.”




    “Noth­ing?” asked the moth­er.




    “I said ‘or any­thing,’” cried Poo.




    “Did you en­tice him with the tricks I taught you?”




    “I did ev­ery­thing but length­en it in a steel vise.”




    “Try the steel vise,” said her moth­er.




    “He’s a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. You can’t get close to him if he doesn’t want you to. And,

    Mom­ma, he doesn’t want to. He doesn’t want me.”




    “He’s got to want you. He’s your hus­band. I’ll speak to your fa­ther.”




    And so the bak­er’s wife told the bak­er what the daugh­ter had told the moth­er, and the

    bak­er, with his wife’s hec­tor­ing voice telling him ex­act­ly what he should say and do,

    fear­ful­ly went up to the great wood­en house on the hill where the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju had

    lived for mil­len­nia.




    “And don’t let him squirm away,” called the bak­er’s wife.




    Squirm away? thought the bak­er. Mas­ter Chi­un could split a man’s skull like a dried leaf

    since he was twelve. He’s go­ing to kill me. At least there is one good thing about be­ing

    killed by a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. He can make it faster and less painful than any­thing

    else.




    The bak­er crushed his own hat in his hands, and bow­ing, mount­ed the old wood steps to the

    en­trance of the House of Sinan­ju. Emis­saries through­out his­to­ry had mount­ed these steps.

    Rarely did a vil­lager come ex­cept to ask for help with a prob­lem that could be solved by

    mon­ey or swift and dead­ly jus­tice.




    At the door the bak­er took off his shoes, as was the cus­tom be­fore en­ter­ing the house.

    He kissed the thresh­old, and with his face pressed firm­ly to the floor, called out:




    “O great Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, I, the fa­ther of Poo, Baya Cayang, humbly be­seech your

    awe­some mag­nif­icence to deign to con­verse with me.”




    “En­ter, Baya Cayang, fa­ther of Poo, wife of my son, Re­mo,” came the voice of Chi­un,

    Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. “And rise, for you will be the grand­fa­ther of the is­sue of the

    mar­riage.”




    Back in the streets of the vil­lage it had all been clear. The bak­er’s wife had told him to

    tell Chi­un in no un­cer­tain terms that Re­mo had not per­formed as a hus­band. They had

    agreed to the mar­riage with a white be­cause they were sure that any­one who was a Mas­ter,

    even though he was white, could per­form well. In brief, the bak­er’s fam­ily had been

    cheat­ed. And Chi­un should be told that clear­ly. Ei­ther Chi­un’s son must de­liv­er on all

    the mar­riage vows, or Poo would re­turn to the bak­er’s home, and the bak­er would keep the

    Mas­ter’s bridal purse.




    It sound­ed so much more rea­son­able in the mud­dy streets of Sinan­ju than in the great

    house of many rooms. How was one go­ing to tell Chi­un that the white he loved more dear­ly

    than a son, the white of whom no one could dare speak even a hint of ill to Chi­un’s face, was

    not a man?




    It was death, if the speak­er was lucky.




    But Baya Cayang knew he could not re­turn to his home ei­ther, with Poo cry­ing and his wife

    bad­ger­ing him. So it was ei­ther death or liv­ing death, and Baya Cayang, af­ter he had been

    giv­en rice wine by Chi­un; and had talked about the weath­er, and how the day was go­ing with

    Chi­un, brought up the sub­ject most ten­der­ly.




    “We are hon­ored to be the par­ents of Poo, who has been wed to a Mas­ter.”




    “The hon­or is ours,” said Chi­un. He did not par­tic­ular­ly like the Cayangs. They were a

    greedy fam­ily and some­what sloth­ful. But at least they were from Sinan­ju, and when one

    con­sid­ered all the whites Re­mo had run around with, Poo was a bless­ing.




    “Like you, we ea­ger­ly await a grand­son,” said Cayang. He dared to of­fer his cup for more

    wine. Chi­un poured it. He was gra­cious about giv­ing all guests as much wine as he could

    foist up­on them, but con­sid­ered any who would take it drunk­ards. He him­self, like Re­mo,

    could not drink. Their ner­vous sys­tems would dis­in­te­grate un­der the in­flu­ence of

    al­co­hol, such was the fine­ness to which they had tuned their bod­ies.




    “No one awaits a grand­son more ea­ger­ly than I,” said Chi­un.




    What did this dolt Cayang want? They al­ready had enough gold to buy pigs for a life­time of

    feasts. He wouldn’t even have to bake any­more if Chi­un did not de­mand the fine rice cakes of

    the vil­lage.




    “There are things that must hap­pen for Poo to be­come preg­nant.”




    “Oh, those things,” said Chi­un. “She could do those ly­ing on her back.”




    “She can. Not that I know she can. Not that she has. She hasn’t.”




    “Of course she hasn’t. I can­not tell you how glad I am, Baya, that Re­mo has stopped

    run­ning around with white sluts, es­pe­cial­ly a Rus­sian. Amer­icans are bad enough, but the

    Rus­sians are worse.”




    “Whites go crazy over Ko­re­an men, I hear. They do strange things with their bod­ies.”




    Move­ment would be strange, thought Chi­un, re­mem­ber­ing his own wife. Still, what did one

    want from a wom­an but to bear chil­dren and cook the meals, and hec­tor as lit­tle as

    pos­si­ble? Re­mo, on the oth­er hand, was im­mersed in white ways. This wom­an he might have

    even fall­en in love with, this Rus­sian, worked in their gov­ern­ment and com­mand­ed men like

    a sol­dier. He thought Re­mo might have even mar­ried An­na Chutesov, un­til Poo Cayang changed

    things. So if the bak­er beat around the bush, nev­er­the­less he had to be re­spect­ed for

    help­ing save Re­mo from his own kind.




    “Be­cause of your love­ly daugh­ter, Baya, Re­mo will nev­er have to en­dure those evil

    on­slaughts of white wom­en.”




    “I hear they wear spe­cial clothes and do spe­cial things, with oint­ments and the like,”

    said Ba­va.




    “Let us not talk of the evils of white wom­en, but the virtues of your daugh­ter.”




    “O Great Chi­un,” wailed Ba­va Ca­vang. “She re­mains as un­touched to­day as the day she

    and Re­mo left on their hon­ey­moon.”




    “What are you sav­ing?”




    “I am say­ing, Great Chi­un, nei­ther of us will be grand­fa­thers.”




    “What is wrong with Poo?”




    “Noth­ing. Re­mo has not per­formed as a hus­band,” said Baya, shut­ting his eyes, wait­ing

    for the blow. Slow­ly he opened them. Per­haps Chinn did not wish to kill him with his eyes

    closed. But all he saw when he opened his eves was a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, his wisps of hair

    bob­bing with his head, nod­ding agree­ment with Baya Cayang, fa­ther of Poo, bak­er of the

    vil­lage, who now knew he had an ex­cel­lent chance of see­ing the morn­ing.




    “Re­mo,” called out Chi­un.




    “What do you want?” came the voice from the large house, echo­ing loud­ly be­cause there was

    no longer the great trea­sure to ab­sorb and muf­fle the sound.




    “I want you to come out here,” called Chi­un.




    “I’m busy.”




    “He still has Amer­ican ways of dis­re­spect,” con­fid­ed Chi­un. “But we will keep it in

    the fam­ily.” And then loud­er Chi­un yelled:




    “It will on­ly take a mo­ment.” And to Cayang he whis­pered:




    “You would think it would break him to give us a minute. I don’t know what to do with the

    boy. Nev­er have. Giv­en him the best years of my life, and now this. Well, we’ll straight­en

    it out like Ko­re­ans. We’ll have a lit­tle one in­to Poo in no time.”




    “All right,” said Re­mo, en­ter­ing the room, read­ing a scroll. Cayang rec­og­nized

    Ko­re­an, but there was oth­er writ­ing on it al­so, strange writ­ing like that in the West.

    But none that he had ev­er seen be­fore, and he had seen an oc­ca­sion­al Amer­ican news­pa­per

    sent back to Sinan­ju by the Mas­ter him­self for the archives of the house of as­sas­sins.




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo, “I have reread this scroll ten times, and I see noth­ing of

    Mr. Arieson. There are Greeks fight­ing Per­sians and Greeks fight­ing each oth­er, there are

    re­li­gious rites, Olympic games, po­ems, a de­scrip­tion of a drunk­en feast in hon­or of the

    god Bac­chus, and the pay­ment of stat­uary along with gold. What am I sup­posed to be

    see­ing?”




    “You wouldn’t see your nose in front of your face, even your big white one,” said

    Chi­un.




    “All right. I have a big white nose. Now tell me what’s go­ing on.”




    “What didn’t go on is the ques­tion,” said Chi­un. Re­mo saw Poo’s fa­ther. He nod­ded

    hel­lo.




    “Poo’s fa­ther says she is un­touched,” said Chi­un. Baya Cayang nod­ded deeply.




    Re­mo shrugged.




    “Poo’s fa­ther says there will nev­er be a son.” Re­mo shrugged.




    “Poo’s fa­ther has been nice enough to keep this hor­ri­ble fact from the vil­lage. The fact

    is, Re­mo, you have let us all down.”




    Re­mo rus­tled the scroll.




    “What am I look­ing for?” he asked.




    “I am look­ing for a grand­son.”




    “And I’m look­ing for Mr. Arieson. The next time I see him I want to be able to de­feat him.

    Or is this your way of just trick­ing me in­to read­ing the scrolls?”




    “What you want is all there. Find the trea­sure of Sinan­ju and we will be able to han­dle

    Mr. Arieson.”




    “Now I know you’re pulling my leg. You’ve been try­ing to get that trea­sure back for

    years.”




    “With­out it, you will nev­er be able to han­dle Mr. Arieson.”




    “I don’t want to han­dle him. I want to de­feat him.”




    “On­ly the dead have seen the last of him,” said Chi­un.




    “Now what does that mean?” asked Re­mo.




    “Why have you not treat­ed Poo prop­er­ly?” asked Chi­un.




    “I’ll get to it. I’ll get to it. I’m good for it. What about this non­sense with the Greeks,

    and the ser­vant to the Tyrant of Thebes?”




    “Read it,” said Chi­un.




    “I’ve read it. I’ve read it. The trib­ute goes on for pages.”




    “And?”




    “And I don’t un­der­stand.”




    “Look around you at the emp­ty rooms. If they were not emp­ty you would un­der­stand.”




    “If they were not emp­ty this whole place would be gath­er­ing dust now with lots of

    junk.”




    “It is that junk we need now.”




    “I don’t need it at all,” said Re­mo.




    “You need some­thing,” said Chi­un. “That pre­cious blos­som awaits un­touched, los­ing the

    blush of her youth while you refuse your du­ty to house and home, and shame us be­fore my good

    friend Baya, a good and de­cent man who has done noth­ing to us but give us his trea­sure of a

    daugh­ter.”




    “I’ll do it. I’ll do what I have to, but I don’t have to do it right away. It would help if

    I didn’t get a runaround with these scrolls, and got some clear an­swers.”




    “You got clear an­swers. You were just too dim to see them,” said Chi­un. “There’s noth­ing

    we can do about Mr. Arieson with­out the trea­sures any­how. So en­joy the de­lights Poo has to

    of­fer.”




    “I’m not giv­ing up,” said Re­mo, and re­turned to the room Chi­un had set aside for him. It

    was not a room for liv­ing, but one of the trea­sure rooms. The scrolls had been neat­ly laid

    out on a pale square piece of floor­ing. Some­thing had sat on it for cen­turies, and the wood

    had be­come in­dent­ed even though it was rare and valu­able African ma­hogany, one of the

    hard­est woods known to man.




    The place­ment of the scrolls on this in­den­ta­tion in the floor ob­vi­ous­ly was some kind

    of mes­sage. But how could a place be a mes­sage? Re­mo rubbed his hand along the

    in­den­ta­tion in the wood. He could feel the crushed cells ev­er so slow­ly ex­pand back from

    their com­pres­sion, and he felt some­thing else on his fin­ger­pads. Dust. There was dust here

    in the four-​foot-​by-​four-​foot in­den­ta­tion.




    He cap­tured the par­ti­cles in the oils of the ridges of his fin­ger and held the dust up

    to the light. It was pale white. A fine white pow­der. No. Not pow­der. Mar­ble. Some­thing

    made of mar­ble had been where the scrolls of Sinan­ju had been set for him.




    He read the ac­count again. It was a fair­ly typ­ical ser­vice of Sinan­ju. A great and

    renowned philoso­pher had joined with a hero to de­mand an end to cor­rup­tion and op­pres­sion

    in Thebes. The peo­ple were be­hind them, be­cause the tyrant, like all ba­si­cal­ly weak

    peo­ple, was afraid to let any­one speak. The peo­ple had want­ed to be more demo­crat­ic, like

    Athens. They had even sent an emis­sary to Athens to learn their sys­tem of democ­ra­cy.




    No one in Thebes was on the side of the tyrant. He could not speak well, think well, or

    gov­ern well, and to boot he was a cow­ard in bat­tle, some­thing that of­fend­ed the Greek

    idea of hero­ism. How­ev­er, he did have one thing. Knowl­edge of the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju and

    a will­ing­ness to pay well.




    Nat­ural­ly he won, and the philoso­pher and hero were found dead in a ravine out­side the

    city one morn­ing. It was said that they had du­eled and the hero had des­ecrat­ed the

    philoso­pher’s body in a de­spi­ca­ble way be­fore at­tempt­ing to re­turn to Thebes, when he

    fell and cracked his head against a rock. Out­raged, the peo­ple swarmed in­to the street,

    aban­don­ing their loy­al­ty to the two who were no bet­ter than mur­der­ers. Nat­ural­ly it

    was a Sinan­ju ser­vice that had made the deaths seem like that.




    Re­mo read the sto­ry again. It was fol­lowed by the usu­al list of trib­utes, and the form

    was the same as the rest of the House of Sinan­ju his­to­ries. What was strange about this

    sto­ry was that it was not an in­tro­duc­tion of a new tech­nique. The sac­ri­lege mur­der had

    oc­curred first many cen­turies be­fore, in the East. It was just an adap­ta­tion. But there

    was not even a hint of Mr. Arieson or any­one op­er­at­ing like him.




    An old ser­vice not even new in 500 B.C., and an in­den­ta­tion from some­thing mar­ble on

    the floor of an emp­ty trea­sure house in Sinan­ju.




    So what?




    So there was some­one out there Re­mo couldn’t get a han­dle on, and this wasn’t telling him

    how. “Mas­ter Re­mo. Mas­ter Re­mo. It’s for you,” came the voice. It was a young boy who had

    run up from the vil­lage. “The tele­phone in the bak­er’s house has rung for you. Gra­cious

    Chi­un has giv­en me a piece of gold to run up here and ask you down to the house.”




    “He’s there now?” asked Re­mo.




    “Yes, he left the great House of Sinan­ju and with the bak­er went to see your beloved wife,

    Poo. They are all there with the moth­er. They are wait­ing for you, too,” said the boy.




    “Any­way, I can take the phone call up here.”




    “Mas­ter Chi­un had it trans­ferred to the bak­er’s house so you would not be dis­turbed on

    your wed­ding night. No one would dare change an or­der from the Great Chi­un.”




    “All right,” said Re­mo. “I’ll take it.”




    The call was a re­lay from Smith. He was all but sure Arieson was at work again in North­ern

    Ire­land. Had Re­mo found any­thing that could stop him yet?




    “No,” said Re­mo, star­ing at the tear-​soaked moon face of Poo, the dag­gers of her

    moth­er’s eyes, the dis­taste of her fa­ther, and Chi­un to­tal­ly, sid­ing with that

    fam­ily.




    “Can you talk now?”




    “No,” said Re­mo.




    “I think the man who calls him­self Arieson is be­hind the kid­nap­ping of the Prime

    Min­is­ter of Eng­land.”




    “Arieson? Where in Eng­land?”




    “In Bath, ob­vi­ous­ly,” said Chi­un.




    “Ask him how he knows it’s in Bath,” said Smith.




    “If you take the scroll of the years of the horse, pig, and drag­on, rough­ly your years for

    A.D. 112, you will not on­ly find out why Arieson is in Bath but you will find out where in

    Bath.”




    “He’s kid­napped the Prime Min­is­ter there, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “And they can’t find her, is that cor­rect?”




    “Yes. That’s what they’re say­ing. They don’t know how they could have lost her,” said

    Re­mo, re­peat­ing what Smith was telling him.




    “They can’t find her be­cause they don’t know where to look,” said Chi­un. “Take the scrolls

    with you. You’ll find her. But you won’t be able to stop Mr. Arieson, so don’t even both­er.

    This is where you should be both­er­ing, with this poor, beau­ti­ful, love­ly crea­ture who

    wants on­ly for you to de­liv­er what you vowed here in your cer­emo­ny.”




    “I’ll be right over to Eng­land, Smit­ty,” said Re­ma. Poo, he found out, had just learned

    an­oth­er word. It was “Har­rods.”


  




  

    Chapter 8




    Re­mo parked Poo in the Bri­tan­nia Ho­tel in a suite of rooms over­look­ing one of the many

    lit­tle parks in Lon­don.




    Be­fore he left, she asked:




    “Will you de­flow­er me tonight?”




    “If you got a petu­nia, I’ll take it from you. But if you mean cop­ula­tion, no. Not

    tonight.”




    “Why not tonight? I’m alone again on my hon­ey­moon.”




    “Tonight is not the right night.”




    “There will nev­er be a right night,” said Poo. Some­how she had dis­cov­ered, with the aid

    on­ly of a phone book in a lan­guage she did not un­der­stand, that seam­stress­es would come

    up to one’s ho­tel room and make dress­es for one while one wait­ed.




    She could al­so or­der jew­el­ers that way, too. And, of course, food. She was go­ing to try

    that great En­glish del­ica­cy of bangers and mash.




    If Poo had to be left alone again this hon­ey­moon night, she did not know what she would

    tell her moth­er.




    “Five thou­sand pounds,” said Re­mo.




    “I should tell my moth­er five thou­sand pounds?”




    “No, you get five thou­sand pounds not to tell your moth­er a thing about what goes on and

    what does not go on in our mar­riage.”




    “The first night that would be a good sum. It is not un­usu­al for cou­ples not to

    con­sum­mate the first night. It does hap­pen. But we are in­to many, many nights now. Now we

    are be­gin­ning a dis­grace.” Poo’s moon face quiv­ered. A tear came down one eye. She cov­ered

    her face in shame.




    “How much?”




    The hands low­ered. “We have to be talk­ing ten thou­sand pounds at least. And what is the

    trib­ute you’re get­ting for this ser­vice?”




    “I don’t get the trib­ute. It all goes to Sinan­ju.”




    “It all goes to Chi­un.”




    “It goes to the House of Sinan­ju. I am a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju. It goes to Chi­un and me, I

    guess.”




    “I am mar­ried to a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju who does not even know whether he gets trib­ute or

    not. Is that what I mar­ried?”




    “Di­vorce is pos­si­ble. You can have that for a so­lu­tion, Poo,” said Re­mo, reach­ing the

    door.




    “Di­vorce is im­pos­si­ble in the Sinan­ju cer­emo­ny. No Sinan­ju Mas­ter has ev­er got­ten

    di­vorced. It isn’t done. It is,” said Poo, paus­ing be­fore that in­vi­olate supreme word of

    Sinan­ju, “tra­di­tion.”




    “There must have been one Mas­ter who got di­vorced. I’m sure there was,” said Re­mo,

    feel­ing the out­er edges of pan­ic kiss his ner­vous sys­tem.




    “You should know,” cooed Poo. “You had to read all the scrolls to be­come a Mas­ter. If you

    can find a di­vorce in the his­to­ry of Sinan­ju, let me know. Un­til then, think about how you

    want to di­vide the trib­ute with Chi­un. It is my im­pres­sion you do most of the work in the

    cur­rent ser­vice to Amer­ica.”




    “How do you know that?”




    “Ev­ery­one in Sinan­ju knows what goes on in the House of Sinan­ju. It’s a ma­jor top­ic of

    dis­cus­sion. Am I right? Do you do most of the work?”




    “We nev­er fig­ured out who did what, Poo. It works. There is noth­ing bet­ter than

    some­thing that works. So long.”




    “But for whom does it work?” asked Poo as Re­mo shut the door be­hind him. He had to re­mind

    him­self this girl was on­ly twen­ty years old. What would she be like at twen­ty-​one? What

    would she be like at forty, if he ev­er want­ed to live that long?




    No di­vorce, he thought. Be­cause I am a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, I am mar­ried to this wom­an

    for­ev­er. And yet he was sure there had to be a di­vorce some­where in four thou­sand years.

    It was prob­ably cov­ered up. That’s how those things worked.




    But he had been por­ing over the scrolls more now than ev­er be­fore, and ev­ery time a

    Sinan­ju Mas­ter was mar­ried, it was du­ly record­ed. And ev­ery time a Sinan­ju wife died it

    was du­ly record­ed, as was the de­par­ture of a Mas­ter. No Mas­ter ev­er record­ed a

    sep­ara­tion. Ev­ery wife died mar­ried to a Sinan­ju Mas­ter, from the Great Wang to the

    Less­er Gi. Even Chi­un’s wife had died.




    Poo was Re­mo’s for­ev­er. And vice ver­sa.




    Re­mo ar­rived in Bath, in the south­west part of Eng­land, and ran in­to more En­glish

    plain­clothes­men than at­tend­ed a roy­al wed­ding. It was a strange sight to see cars backed

    up at road­blocks for miles. Men with walkie-​talkies oc­cu­pied vir­tu­al­ly ev­ery

    build­ing.




    Re­mo was spot­ted as some­one who didn’t be­long there as soon as he en­tered Avon coun­ty,

    home of the town of Bath.




    He brought with him on­ly a bam­boo satchel con­tain­ing a Sinan­ju parch­ment.




    A bob­by stepped in and cour­te­ous­ly asked him what he was do­ing in these parts, and what

    was in the satchel.




    “Some­thing to read,” said Re­mo. The bob­by ex­am­ined Re­mo’s pass­port.




    “You say you’re vis­it­ing the min­er­al baths. May I ask why now?”




    “Keeps me young.”




    “You’re about twen­ty-​eight, aren’t you?”




    “Would you be­lieve you’re off by at least twen­ty years?”




    “Re­al­ly?”




    “Yeah. I’m eight,” said Re­mo.




    The bob­by was not amused. Plain­clothes­men des­per­at­ly look­ing for some­thing,

    any­thing, closed in on Re­mo. Re­mo had stepped out of his taxi at the road­block and the

    driv­er was now in­di­cat­ing he nev­er saw Re­mo be­fore, did not know the man, and Re­mo was

    just an­oth­er fare who hadn’t paid yet.




    “This isn’t a laugh­ing mat­ter, Mr. Williams. Our prime min­is­ter has been kid­napped in

    this area, and we re­gret that cer­tain pre­cau­tions must be tak­en. These pre­cau­tions may

    lim­it your free­dom.”




    “Fine, just tell me where not to go and I won’t go.”




    “I’m afraid, Mr. Williams, we can­not let you in this area.”




    “And I’m afraid, old boy, I’m just go­ing to have to go in.”




    “Then I will keep your pass­port.”




    “Frame it if you will,” said Re­mo.




    “We’re go­ing to have to stop you phys­ical­ly.”




    ” ‘Fraid I can’t let you,” said Re­mo, and whistling, walked past the bob­by in the high

    blue hat. Apol­ogiz­ing, sev­er­al plain­clothes­men warned they would have to stop Mr.

    Williams. Apol­ogiz­ing, Re­mo said he couldn’t let them do that.




    He whipped out the scroll and tried to get his bear­ings. From the cen­ter of the lit­tle

    re­sort city, he knew where he should go to look. But he had to get to the baths them­selves

    first.




    Sev­er­al arms reached out for him, and he let his body re­spond to the air pres­sure ahead

    of the hands so he could dodge the hands while think­ing about some­thing else. It was more an

    ab­sent­mind­ed ges­ture than a cal­cu­lat­ed move, let­ting the body it­self do the dodg­ing

    as he walked down the road read­ing the scroll of Mas­ter Wa, who had been hired by Em­per­or

    Claudius of Rome to make sure a plot against him did not de­vel­op with­in the le­gions

    oc­cu­py­ing Ro­man Britain.




    It was al­ways a threat, Re­mo had learned from the scrolls, that some prae­tor would march

    his le­gions back from the fron­tiers and take over Rome. Cae­sar had done it. Oth­ers tried to

    do it, and this pe­ri­od of tur­moil with­in the West­ern world, of plots and coun­ter­plots

    re­volv­ing around a cor­rupt and de­bauched cen­ter of au­thor­ity, had proved to be what

    would be lat­er called “one of the gold­en ages of Sinan­ju.”




    For as Mas­ter Wa wrote:




    “No em­per­or slept nor sen­ator spoke with­out fear of death in the night from the hand of

    an as­sas­sin. Sinan­ju, nat­ural­ly, was the most in de­mand.”




    Re­mo felt an of­fi­cer whiz by him as his body curved out of the way of the of­fi­cer’s

    lunge. The of­fi­cer went for­ward on the dark coun­try road, skin­ning his hands

    painful­ly.




    Chi­un had se­lect­ed this scroll. He knew Mr. Arieson would be in Bath. Why?




    Was Mr. Arieson seek­ing out Re­mo? And if so, why? Ob­vi­ous­ly Arieson and the House of

    Sinan­ju went way back. But how?




    And what were the mys­te­ri­ous tech­niques Mr. Arieson used to avoid blows? Two more

    British po­lice­men swung out at thin air. Did Mr. Arieson use tech­niques like Re­mo’s, on­ly

    more ad­vanced?




    No. Mr. Arieson would have been dodg­ing the air cur­rents Re­mo had cre­at­ed back at

    Lit­tle Big Horn if that were the case. And what about the hel­met and chest pro­tec­tor the

    Is­raeli ar­chae­ol­ogist said were per­fect­ly new, punc­tured us­ing a tech­nique more than

    two thou­sand years old?




    Re­mo hadn’t even seen the hel­met and chest pro­tec­tor. But there they were when his blows

    land­ed on met­al aboard the USS Polk.




    “Stop that man. Stop him,” came a voice from be­hind.




    “We’re try­ing. He’s made of air,” an­swered one of the po­lice­men.




    “Then bloody well fol­low him,” came the voice. Re­mo nod­ded. That would be all right. They

    could fol­low him right up un­til he de­cid­ed they might be in the way. And so Re­mo walked

    in­to the old Ro­man town of Bath, read­ing his scroll, cer­tain now that Arieson was in some

    way taunt­ing him. Arieson was try­ing to tell him some­thing by com­ing to a city where

    Sinan­ju had worked. Af­ter all, hadn’t Arieson phoned him, call­ing him “boyo”?




    The an­swer was here in a part of Eng­land that had once be­longed to Rome.




    The town of Bath was pleas­ant, with old Tu­dor dwellings and mod­ern dwellings, and what

    was left of Rome had been re­con­struct­ed in the min­er­al­wa­ter baths them­selves.

    Bac­te­ria had formed down at the base of the springs in the old Ro­man pip­ing, which had to

    be re­moved. In the pro­cess, many coins and ar­ti­facts were found.




    The baths were housed in a build­ing, and in that build­ing Re­mo went to a sec­tion where

    he was sup­posed to get dressed, and laid out the scroll in full. The Prae­tor Max­imus

    Grani­cus had set up his head­quar­ters here be­cause he had aching bones. He had want­ed to be

    near the springs as long as pos­si­ble, un­til he and his le­gions left the Bri­tan­nic shores

    for Gaul and Rome.




    Grani­cus, like most am­bi­tious men, loved lux­ury, and along the mil­itary road two

    sta­dia north, he built him­self a palace which was sup­posed to be im­pen­etra­ble to en­try

    by any­one but friends.




    “This Grani­cus domi­cile,” the scroll went on, “had walls col­laps­ing with­in walls, so

    that port­holes were re­al­ly traps. Se­cret en­trances be­neath the domi­cile were re­al­ly

    mazes, and the beau­ty of this de­fen­sive struc­ture was that the on­ly way to en­ter it was

    to know how it worked.




    “While I as a Mas­ter would love to record a new de­fense over­come by me, Wa, I re­gret

    that it was not a chal­lenge at all, al­though lat­er I would tell the Di­vine Claudius how

    dan­ger­ous it was, de­scrib­ing the gi­gan­tic trap as the worst ob­sta­cle of all. This, of

    course, was in keep­ing with the rule of the Great Wang, that no as­sas­si­na­tion should ev­er

    be made to look easy. A client does not think you are more won­der­ful be­cause the work was

    easy, rather he thinks you de­serve less.




    “The great Grani­cus’ de­fen­sive net­work was re­al­ly on­ly a weak im­ita­tion of Pharaoh

    Ka’s low­er cataract home, which was a bril­liant in­ter­pre­ta­tion of ear­ly Su-​dy­nasty

    im­pe­ri­al res­idences. It was pen­etrat­ed eas­ily by an open con­fronta­tion in the main,

    not the aux­il­iary en­trances, which could prove prob­lem­at­ic. Grani­cus was com­plet­ed

    with a sim­ple death dur­ing sleep, a smoth­er­ing with his own pil­low. His le­gions were

    giv­en to a more loy­al Clau­di­an ser­vant, and the civ­il war was avert­ed. Trib­ute: pearls,

    three salu­dia in weight, eigh­teen in num­ber; gold in the sum of forty-​two Hi­ber­ni­an

    pharongs; twelve mi­nor ru­bies, sev­en obols apiece; and a lengthy lau­da­tion from Claudius

    with an of­fer of games in the hon­or of Sinan­ju, of­fer de­clined.”




    Re­mo fold­ed up the scroll. Since there was on­ly one place men­tioned in the scrolls

    Chi­un had giv­en him, and since Chi­un knew be­fore be­ing told that the area where the Prime

    Min­is­ter had dis­ap­peared had to be Bath, there­fore Re­mo con­clud­ed the place of ac­tion

    had to be the old de­fen­sive home of Grani­cus Max­imus, two sta­dia north on the mil­itary

    road.




    Since Grani­cus, even if he had not left the world ear­ly with the help of a Sinan­ju

    Mas­ter, would have been gone for al­most two thou­sand years now, and since ev­ery­one who

    ev­er knew him would have been gone that long, and since any­one who knew the peo­ple who knew

    him would have been gone by cen­turies al­so, Re­mo Williams didn’t both­er to ask for

    di­rec­tions but sim­ply head­ed north.




    In a British con­trol base, the stranger in the gray slacks and black T-​shirt was be­ing

    du­ly record­ed. It was record­ed that he en­tered the house con­tain­ing the springs, read a

    scroll, and then asked the near­est per­son, who hap­pened to be a plain­clothes­man like most

    ev­ery­one now in this area, where the old mil­itary road was.




    Con­sta­ble Blake an­swered.




    “There was a road here used to store arms for D-​Day, if that’s what you mean, sir.”




    The stranger, named Re­mo Williams if his pass­port was cor­rect, an­swered:




    “No. Not that one. An old­er one.”




    ” ‘Twas built on an old Nor­man road, sir,” said Con­sta­ble Blake.




    “Bit old­er. How many roads north do you have?”




    “Quite a few.”




    “What’s the old­est?”




    “I wouldn’t right­ly know, sir.”




    The sub­ject, Re­mo, was fol­lowed to the roads north. He looked at ev­ery one of them and

    walked around, a bit con­fused. He asked sev­er­al passers­by how long a sta­di­um was, and was

    told by a young school­girl the ex­act dis­tance.




    The school­girl al­so knew which was the old Ro­man road. She point­ed out lit­tle white

    posts about a foot high along the side of the road. She told Re­mo:




    “These are Ro­man mile­posts. They left them all over their em­pire. Any id­iot knows

    that.”




    “I’m an Amer­ican,” Re­mo said as Scot­land Yard pre­pared to re­move the girl from

    dan­ger-​if that were pos­si­ble, con­sid­er­ing the strange pow­ers of this in­trud­er.




    “Oh, I’m sor­ry. Just fol­low the white posts. Can you count?”




    “I can count. I just didn’t know which was the old Ro­man road, that’s all.”




    “Yes, of course. That’s all right. You re­al­ly can’t be ex­pect­ed to know all these

    things. Just fol­low the white posts.”




    “Lots of peo­ple don’t know Ro­man mile­posts.”




    “Yes. Many don’t. If you get lost, ask for help from a bob­by,” said the lit­tle girl, age

    nine.




    “I can find it,” said Re­mo, who could count the num­ber of men watch­ing him in

    surveil­lance, who could even sense the mon­itors on him send­ing sig­nals back to their

    head­quar­ters.




    “I’m sure you can,” said the sweet lit­tle girl with the sep­arate teeth, school­books,

    freck­les, braids, and all the oth­er usu­al ac­cou­trements of an En­glish schoolchild. “Just

    don’t walk in the mid­dle of the road, sir. Cars are dan­ger­ous.”




    Re­mo cleared his throat. “Cars are not dan­ger­ous. I’m dan­ger­ous.”




    “Well of course you’re dan­ger­ous. You’re a very dan­ger­ous man,” she said, hu­mor­ing him

    the way chil­dren some­times do with adults. “But please do stay on the side of the road.”




    Re­mo saw a po­lice van parked along the side of the road. It was the one con­tain­ing the

    cam­eras watch­ing him.




    He saun­tered over to one head­light and un­screwed it. Along with the tires, the man at the

    wheel, the wheel, and fi­nal­ly with a great roar­ing rip, the roof. “Dan­ger­ous,” said

    Re­mo.




    “De­struc­tive,” said the British school­girl.




    The Scot­land Yard de­tec­tives poured out of the van with­out a roof.




    “Stay where you are. I’m go­ing to get you your prime min­is­ter. Just don’t crowd me.”




    “Do stay near him,” said the girl. “He can be vi­olent, of course, but he does seem like a

    dear sort, don’t you think?”




    “I’m not a dear sort,” said Re­mo. “I’m an as­sas­sin. I kill peo­ple. I kill lots of

    peo­ple.”




    “Well then, they must be nasty peo­ple, but do please stay on the side of the road, and do

    be care­ful whom you let of­fer you a ride.”




    Re­mo shot the on­look­ing po­lice a dirty glance. He could hear one of them say in­to a

    tel­phone: “Sub­ject iden­ti­fied self as dan­ger­ous as­sas­sin.” Re­mo blew a rasp­ber­ry at

    the po­lice, and one at the lit­tle girl, and count­ed his way up the old Ro­man road for as

    many white posts as the girl said.




    He knew the road had to be un­der­neath him.




    That was how roads worked- They built new roads on top of old roads, and they just lay­ered

    the path­ways. Or wore them down as the case might be. It was the same thing they did with

    cities. They just kept pil­ing the new city on top of the old one.




    Re­mo reached the cor­rect mile­post and looked around. To his right was a field of grain.

    To his left was a flock of sheep. Stone walls sur­round­ed the road, and far off was a lit­tle

    cot­tage bil­low­ing smoke.




    There was no ru­in of a man­sion. Not a hint of an old Ro­man build­ing. Noth­ing. British

    coun­try­side and noth­ing.




    “He’s stopped just where they left the Prime Min­is­ter’s car. He’s look­ing around,” came a

    voice that was sup­posed not to car­ry as far as Re­mo could hear.




    “He’s turn­ing around now, look­ing back here, putting a fin­ger over his mouth. By Jove,

    the man can hear me a half-​mile away down the road.”




    If Re­mo could not get qui­et, he would have to make it around him. A thrush called at a

    dis­tance, idling mo­tors chugged far off, wind blew through the grain, and Re­mo in­haled,

    tast­ing first the odors of the earth, mois­ture, rich soil, old gaso­line fumes, and then from

    skin to bone he be­came qui­et in him­self, se­lect­ing the sounds and nois­es and scents and

    clos­ing them off one by one un­til he was in a si­lence of his body.




    He could taste the harsh macadam road through his shoes. There was stone un­der that road,

    deep and heavy stone. The earth was in­ter­rupt­ed by it. A half-​mile off was a lit­tle grassy

    hillock.




    Re­mo re­mem­bered Chi­un point­ing out an old build­ing in Judea once. He said when

    build­ings were in coun­try­sides, if the site was not main­tained, it would grow over. And if

    it grew over for more than a few cen­turies, the plants and earth would build a small hill

    around it. On­ly re­cent­ly in mod­ern times had ar­chae­olol­gists learned to rec­og­nize

    these hills as tels, good dig­ging sites for old cities and such.




    Re­mo walked over the stone wall and through the field of gold­en grain to the green

    hillock. He stood there and knew there was lots of stone un­der­neath. He walked wher­ev­er he

    felt stone un­til he saw where the earth had been cut. Usu­al­ly grass was hacked away, but

    this cut was done with some­thing as smooth as a scalpel cut­ting a line the length of a

    cof­fin low in the hill. It was a patch, a patch of earth cut and re­placed and now be­gin­ning

    to grow back.




    Re­mo dug in­to it with his hands and peeled it back. He heard the con­sta­bles back at the

    road say he had found some­thing. He saw loose dirt un­der­neath. Some­one had re­cent­ly dug

    here, and it was easy to fol­low. It took him on­ly a few min­utes to reach the first mi­nor

    stone baf­fle in the out­er wall of the old home of Max­imus Grani­cus, sent ear­ly to his

    re­ward by the hand of Sinan­ju.




    Hazel Thurston was tired of threat­en­ing that her cap­tors would nev­er get away with this.

    Be­sides, she didn’t be­lieve it any­more her­self.




    They were go­ing to get away with it. They had kid­napped her just out­side Bath in the

    quintessen­tial­ly British coun­ty of Avon, and they had got­ten clean away with it. They

    hadn’t left the coun­try, and yet she was in a strange stoite room with earth piled up out­side

    the win­dows.




    They had been here three days now, and the wa­ter was tepid, the food old, and as she

    sus­pect­ed, the air was get­ting stale.




    “Do you think they buried us with­out air?” asked the in­tel­li­gence aide.




    “Must be a big place if we could last un­til now.”




    “Looks like we’re lost, yes?” said the aide.




    “I’m afraid so.”




    “What do you say we over­pow­er the guard?”




    “Cer­tain­ly. But what for? Where are we go­ing to run?”




    “We can start dig­ging.”




    “We don’t know, how much earth they piled up out­side.”




    “I can hear you,” said the guard. He held a sub­ma­chine gun loose­ly at his side.




    “Then you should know you’re go­ing to get noth­ing from me.”




    “I wouldn’t want any­thing from you, Hazel Thurston,” said the guard. “You’re an ug­ly old

    Brit bitch to be­gin with.”




    “In vic­to­ry or de­feat, you peo­ple are just as dis­gust­ing as the day your moth­ers

    foaled you,” said the British Prime Min­is­ter. The aide shot her a look of cau­tion.




    “What are you afraid of?” she asked. “That he won’t like us?”




    “If I didn’t like you, bitch, you’d have your eyes shot out.”




    “I am sure that is the new form of gov­ern­ment you wish to bring to Ire­land. I don’t know

    why peo­ple are sur­prised that when ter­ror­ist move­ments take over a coun­try, they just use

    the po­lice force the way they use you louts.”




    The coura­geous wom­an’s chest heaved. The air was get­ting very thin. The guard had a

    lit­tle plas­tic tube he sucked on ev­ery few min­utes. He was get­ting fresh oxy­gen.




    “If I am go­ing to pass out,” said Hazel Thurston, “I do have a last word. Please get your

    lead­er here.”




    “You can tell it to me.”




    “I wouldn’t leave my used tis­sues with you. Get your lead­er.”




    Mr. Arieson ar­rived with­out one of those tubes that ap­par­ent­ly sup­plied oxy­gen. He

    didn’t seem to need air. He was fresh as sun­shine.




    “You want to see me? You have a last word?”




    “Yes, I do. I feel my­self on the verge of pass­ing out. And I want you to be aware of my

    last sen­ti­ments.”




    “I love last sen­ti­ments,” said Mr. Arieson. “I love mon­uments to last sen­ti­ments. I

    love ban­ners with last sen­ti­ments, and stan­dards with last sen­ti­ments, and a stat­ue with

    a last hero­ic sen­ti­ment ab­so­lute­ly makes me swoon.”




    “God save the Queen, and God save Eng­land,” said the Prime Min­is­ter, and was feel­ing a

    dark­ness en­vel­op her when one of the walls caved in, send­ing a large block of stone

    smash­ing in­to the room as though it had been shot from a can­non.




    A man fol­lowed it in­side. Blessed air filled the room. It be­came light. The ter­ror­ist

    with the sub­ma­chine gun brought it to bear. He was a large man with thick fore­arms. The

    in­trud­er, small­er and thin­ner, seemed to just slap at the fore­arms. But it sound­ed like

    thun­der. The arms looked like jel­ly in the sleeves, and the sub­ma­chine gun fell

    harm­less­ly to the ground.




    The man caved in the ter­ror­ist’s head like an in­flat­ed pa­per bag.




    The in­tel­li­gence man gasped. “I’ve nev­er seen moves that fast or ef­fec­tive. Ev­er.

    That’s not a man. I don’t know what it is.”




    “He’s from an old house I know,” said Arieson, who didn’t both­er to hide or duck.




    “You. I want you,” said Re­mo.




    “Here I am,’ said Arieson. “I ob­vi­ous­ly want­ed you. And here you are. Don’t you get the

    mes­sage yet.”




    “I’m wait­ing.”




    “Stay out of my way. “




    “You set things up for me to be here and you say I’m in your way.”




    “You peo­ple are al­ways in my way. I try to have a lit­tle fun, do my thing, and you

    al­ways cause trou­ble. Sinan­ju are the biggest trou­ble­mak­ers of all time. Look here at

    this old un­used house of Grani­cus Max­imus, who by the way knew how to treat me, if you

    don’t. You killed him be­fore he had his civ­il war.”




    “Who are you?” asked Hazel Thurston.




    “I’m some­one who doesn’t like to be in­ter­fered with,” said Mr. Arieson.




    “I’m your res­cuer,” said Re­mo to the Prime Min­is­ter. “Or didn’t you mean me?”




    “I meant both of you. Get out of my way, please.”




    “Just a sec­ond,” said Re­mo. “I’m go­ing to try to kill this guy.”




    “Be our guest, but please do let me out first.” said the Prime Min­is­ter. She saw Scot­land

    Yard types at the en­trance to the room the thin stranger had made. She told them to wait.




    The thin stranger picked up a block of stone from the floor that must have weighed a ton. He

    did it in a gen­tle mo­tion, and then the stone was chest-​high and then it was fly­ing through

    the air at Arieson. But the stranger was mov­ing along­side it, as though wait­ing for Arieson

    to duck. He did not duck. He walked through the stone, and through the wall, call­ing out:




    “Salve glad­iati.”




    The stone shat­tered like shrap­nel, wound­ing the Prime Min­is­ter light­ly on her fore­arm

    and cut­ting a small gash in her aide’s head. The thin stranger left a lit­tle less

    mys­te­ri­ous­ly. Where­as Arieson ap­peared to move through sol­id stone, the thin stranger

    moved through sol­id pha­lanx of Scot­land Yard.




    He was lost by the po­lice on the road back to Bath, but lat­er the Prime Min­is­ter found

    out in a con­fi­den­tial phone call from Amer­ica’s Pres­ident that the stranger was Amer­ican

    and had been sent to res­cue Prime Min­is­ter Thurston.




    “He seems to have amaz­ing moves,” said the Prime Min­is­ter. “But who is this Arieson and

    what ter­ror group does he rep­re­sent?”




    “We don’t know yet.”




    “Well, it cer­tain­ly can func­tion bet­ter than any of the hos­tiles be­fore it.”




    “That’s what wor­ries us,” said the Pres­ident. He did not tell his al­ly, but Harold W.

    Smith of CURE had set up a strat­egy room just for this phe­nomenon. It tracked all the

    meth­ods of the new war­fare and found that pre­vi­ous­ly in­ef­fec­tive groups had sud­den­ly

    de­vel­oped not on­ly a skill for war­fare but al­so a de­sire for it, some­thing that the

    mil­itary academies could on­ly hope to in­still. Some­thing was mak­ing men want to go to war

    more than had ev­er been record­ed in the in­sane his­to­ry of the plan­et.




    Re­mo ar­rived back in Sinan­ju with Poo, and his puz­zle. While he could do noth­ing with

    Arieson, he had a plan for Poo. He brought her to live in the big house on the hill, as was

    be­fit­ting the wife of a Mas­ter of Sinan­ju.




    There he asked Chi­un to speak with her.




    “As an Amer­ican I want my wife to be part of our busi­ness,” said Re­mo.




    “Most fool­ish, like most things Amer­ican.”




    “Poo’s got some good ideas about how to run the House of Sinan­ju.”




    “Re­al­ly?” said Chi­un. He fold­ed his long fin­ger­nails in his lap and his face was

    calm.




    “Yeah, she thinks we ought to for­mal­ize our re­la­tion­ship. You know, who gets what for

    what. Right now it goes in­to one big kit­ty. I don’t keep track of it. But I’d like you to

    talk to her.”




    Re­mo said this with a straight face. And with just as straight a face, Chi­un said he would

    be de­light­ed. He al­lowed Poo to make a place for her­self on a mat be­fore him. She served

    them tea. Chi­un’s was lit­tle more than warm wa­ter. Hers was harsh and black. Re­mo sat down

    be­tween them with the coun­te­nance of an in­no­cent.




    Poo be­gan with prais­es for the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju, and then be­gan re­count­ing tales of

    their wives. Re­mo had nev­er heard these sto­ries be­fore.




    Poo seemed to know just from sto­ries hand­ed down what each wife got, and how she was

    treat­ed. Chi­un on­ly nod­ded. He did not dis­agree with any­thing she said. When she was

    fin­ished it was past mid­night and the dank West Ko­rea Bay was dark as a buried slate. “Are

    you done with your de­mands?” asked Chi­un. “I am, dear fa­ther-​in-​law.”




    “Then may I wish you luck with Re­mo, be­cause he is the on­ly one to ne­go­ti­ate, for it

    is his share that is yours, not mine. And as be­tween Re­mo and me, we’ve al­ready ar­ranged

    things.”




    “But what share does Re­mo get?”




    “What­ev­er share I say he gets. That is the tra­di­tion of Sinan­ju.”




    Re­mo saw blood drain from the round face of Poo.




    “Look, sweet­heart,” he said, “if you feel tricked in­to this mar­riage, you can back out

    now.”




    “No,” she wailed. “No Mas­ter of Sinan­ju ev­er gets di­vorced.”




    Chi­un smiled, leav­ing Re­mo with Poo, who now want­ed a bet­ter ac­count­ing of Re­mo’s

    prop­er­ty than an Amer­ican CPA. Just be­fore he was out of sight, Chi­un said:




    “The next time Mr. Arieson calls, and he will. I will go with you. And I’ll show you how to

    han­dle him.”


  




  

    Chapter 9




    “Does Chi­un know him?”




    “I think so,” said Re­mo. He was on the line with Smith in the bak­er’s house. The bak­er’s

    wife had a new dress from Har­rods. As she pre­pared the evening din­ner, she passed by Re­mo,

    mak­ing ges­tures. There would be a fin­ger turned limply down­ward, and a con­temp­tu­ous

    smile. There would be a noo­dle draped over a bowl and then a point­ing to Re­mo. An old man

    would walk out­side, stooped over, and she would nod to the old man while smil­ing to Re­mo,

    in­di­cat­ing the same per­for­mance could be ex­pect­ed from Re­mo.




    Re­mo ig­nored her. In all the world, he had nev­er got­ten so much dis­re­spect as in

    Sinan­ju it­self. Es­pe­cial­ly from Poo’s fam­ily. He could prob­ably change it, but that

    would re­quire mak­ing love to Poo. He would soon­er dip his body in braised chick­en liv­er

    with raw onions. He would rather swim nude through warm as­pic. He would mount a vat of frozen

    mar­malade first.




    These were the things he thought of pre­cious Poo, and the more he thought them, the more he

    did not wish to make love to this wom­an, not once. Not quick­ly like a chip­munk. Not

    ev­er.




    It was not that Poo was fat. Weight on a nice wom­an could be at­trac­tive. Poo was at the

    core, if one could wade through to the core, a very un-​nice per­son. She was like a mag­net

    for ev­ery per­son­al­ity flaw of wom­ankind.




    Three min­utes in the King David Ho­tel and Poo had adopt­ed the spend­ing habits of a Great

    Neck, Long Is­land, ma­tron.




    She came back from Lon­don like the worst of British roy­al­ty, think­ing ev­ery­one around

    her had to be ei­ther con­de­scend­ed to or ig­nored.




    She want­ed to be­come his busi­ness part­ner.




    And she used her moth­er like her own per­son­al whip. Re­mo could feel for the bak­er, a

    tru­ly har­ried man. In a so­ci­ety where wom­en were sup­posed to be sub­servient, he was like

    a slave.




    The fact was, for some rea­son the at­ti­tude of even the nicer Sinan­ju wom­en was that a

    man was on­ly good for what he could do for her. Re­mo had nev­er heard re­al­ly kind words

    from Chi­un about his wife, oth­er than that he had man­aged to live with her. But then the

    Mas­ters of Sinan­ju had some­thing else. They had Sinan­ju. That was more than a wife or a

    mis­tress: it was the one per­ma­nent re­la­tion­ship a Mas­ter would have. Ev­ery­thing else

    passed.




    There was a close­ness Re­mo, born in Newark in Amer­ica, had with Chi­un and ev­ery oth­er

    Mas­ter for mil­len­nia that tran­scend­ed any­thing hu­mans shared with each oth­er. It was a

    know­ing. It was a be­ing. Even if he and Chi­un were at di­amet­ri­cal­ly op­po­site

    po­si­tions on any mat­ter, they were, af­ter all, the same. More the same than twins. So as

    Re­mo tried to ex­plain to Smith what the sit­ua­tion was, in a way he couldn’t.




    “He rec­og­nized Arieson. From the be­gin­ning. At Lit­tle Big Horn.”




    “Who is he?”




    “It’s not some­thing he can tell me,” said Re­mo.




    “Why not? Look, I don’t know if you re­al­ize what we’re up against. But here is a per­son,

    a move­ment, a thing if you will, that can­not be stopped.”




    “I stopped him.”




    “No you didn’t, Re­mo,” said Smith. They had gone over all three in­ci­dents in de­tail,

    with Smith ask­ing his usu­al cal­cu­lat­ed ques­tions. And they had gone over them again and

    again. And each time, Smith be­came more wor­ried.




    “What we have here, Re­mo, and I have an­alyzed this thor­ough­ly, is a per­son or sys­tem

    or some­thing that can­not be stopped. The ev­idence so far in­di­cates he has stopped of his

    own free will, not be­cause you did any­thing.”




    “Phys­ical­ly, I can’t stop him yet. The an­swer may be in the Sinan­ju scrolls.”




    “I’m not sure what an­swer you’ll find. Are you aware of what tru­ly wor­ries your

    pres­ident and me?” Re­mo turned away from the bak­er’s wife and faced out in­to the street. It

    was noon and the sun baked the cold slate wa­ters of the West Ko­rea Bay. Gulls dipped and

    winged, and land­ed on rocks and fish­ing boats, caw­ing in­so­lent­ly to the mud­dy lit­tle

    vil­lage.




    “There seems to be no ra­tio­nal mo­tive be­hind what he is do­ing. It’s like a rock­et

    go­ing ev­ery which way. The man has no pur­pose any­one can di­vine. First he helps the

    In­di­ans in a war, then he turns the Idrans in­to sol­diers at­tack­ing a U.S. air­craft

    car­ri­er. Then he takes ran­dom units of the Irish Re­pub­li­can Army and turns them in­to one

    of the flnest fight­ing units ev­er to wage war in Eu­rope. Then he leaves, and ev­ery­thing he

    has built falls apart and he starts again. What is this per­son or thing up to?”




    “He seems to have an old feud with the House of Sinan­ju. At least Chinn rec­og­nized

    him.”




    “All right. You know Sinan­ju, Re­mo. How many feuds has Sinan­ju had?”




    “We don’t. That’s just it. Nowhere in the scrolls does it say we have a feud any­where. But

    look, don’t wor­ry.”




    “Why not?”




    “Chi­un told me he’ll show me how to deal with him.”




    “I hope he’s right, Re­mo. This morn­ing some­one kid­napped the pope. The Ital­ian po­lice,

    who can­not en­ter the Vat­ican, re­port that for the first time in cen­turies the Swiss Guards

    are ready to fight a war.”




    “Good. Sounds like Mr. Arieson. Now we’ll let Chi­un show me how to han­dle this.”




    For Rome, Chi­un packed a black ki­mono with sil­ver em­broi­dery, a gift from the finest

    Ital­ian fam­ily to the House of Sinan­ju sev­er­al cen­turies be­fore.




    There was a florid parch­ment in the folds which read:




    “To a house we have learned to ap­pre­ci­ate-​your good and faith­ful friends the

    Bor­gias.”




    “We haven’t used this ki­mono since we worked in Italy,” said Chi­un on the small

    hov­er­craft tak­ing them to the wait­ing air­craft car­ri­er where they would pick up their

    mil­itary flight to Rome. “A good fam­ily, the Bor­gias. Ex­cept they suf­fered from a

    do-​it-​your­self com­plex. They couldn’t leave well enough alone. Lu­cre­tia Bor­gia used

    poi­son, and be­cause she thought that the good­ness of an as­sas­si­na­tion lay on­ly in

    killing some­one, the whole fam­ily end­ed up with a bad rep­uta­tion in his­to­ry. How many

    times have we seen a suc­cess­ful rul­ing fam­ily fall be­cause they can’t leave well enough

    alone? So many think they can do it them­selves just be­cause we make it look easy.”




    “What are you go­ing to do with Arieson?” asked Re­mo.




    “You’ll see,” said Chi­un.




    “I’d feel a lot bet­ter if I knew.”




    “I’d feel a lot bet­ter if you knew, too. But you don’t, do you?”




    Be­fore they went to the Vat­ican, Chi­un in­sist­ed on walk­ing the streets of Rome. Some

    of the an­cient mar­ble­work had been pre­served, the old Fo­rum look­ing like a par­tial

    skele­ton of mar­ble, with­ered in the ad­ja­cent mod­ern street. They passed the old home of

    the Vestal Vir­gins, pa­gan priestess­es, on whose ex­am­ple mod­ern con­vent life in the

    Catholic Church was mod­eled. And then, of course, the bit­ter lit­tle rem­nants of the old

    tem­ples to the old gods that were no more.




    Be­fore Chris­tian­ity there were on­ly these gods in what was called the civ­ilized world.

    For ev­ery at­tribute-​love, drink­ing, war, the sea-​there was a spe­cial god. From Venus to

    Nep­tune these gods ruled the dai­ly lives of the peo­ple and re­ceived their of­fer­ings.




    But with the ad­vent of Chris­tian­ity, with the promise of eter­nal life, with a god who

    had died for his peo­ple, an un­seen God from the He­brews, the great tem­ples be­came emp­ty,

    and the last priests lived alone with­out fol­low­ers, with­out of­fer­ings, tend­ing the

    stat­ues of their cults.




    And when the priests were gone, when the cof­fers built up over hun­dreds and hun­dreds of

    years were fi­nal­ly emp­ty, ei­ther Chris­tians set up their church­es in these pa­gan

    tem­ples, or as Re­mo saw now, the build­ings just de­cayed. Stand­ing be­fore the site of the

    Great Tem­ple of jupiter, where once thou­sands would crowd in for feasts, Re­mo saw just a

    worn sim­ple mar­ble slab in the dirt of Rome with a bronze in­scrip­tion say­ing there had

    been a huge tem­ple here.




    “They were good cults,” said Chi­un. “You knew where they stood. It was clean. You gave a

    god some­thing, he gave you some­thing back. None of this suf­fer­ing for love, and an

    af­flic­tion as some kind of re­ward. We nev­er thought Chris­tian­ity would catch on, but see,

    here we are, and it has.”




    “I was raised by nuns in an or­phan­age. I’m go­ing to feel fun­ny in the Vat­ican.”




    “Don’t. Re­mem­ber, the Bor­gias were once popes and we have worked there. Ah, Rome, who

    would have thought you would last so long,” said Chi­un, wav­ing a hand at the city on the

    Tiber which had once ruled the world, and now was on­ly bad traf­fic and pic­turesque mar­ble

    rem­nants. And of course, the Vat­ican, the great Vat­ican, where once a fight­ing are­na had

    stood.




    Out­side the large columns, Ital­ian po­lice and sol­diers had sealed off the en­tire

    state-​with­in-​a-​state. From St. Pe­ter’s, lit­tle groups of men could be seen hack­ing away

    at each oth­er. Some wore striped pan­taloons and vel­vet hats. They were the Swiss Guards, who

    pro­tect­ed the post. Once they had ac­tu­al­ly fought oth­er lit­tle armies, but now they were

    on­ly cer­emo­ni­al.




    Un­til, as Re­mo found out, the morn­ing when they threw over their pa­pal ban­ners,

    shout­ed to hell with peace, and en­gaged in hand-​to-​hand com­bat with a group of Turks

    brought in by a strange man with a mus­cled neck whose eves seemed to glow.




    This they learned from the cara­binieri, who warned Re­mo and Chi­un not to en­ter.




    “It’s ter­ri­ble, ter­ri­ble what’s hap­pen­ing in that holy site,” said the cara­binieri.

    “But we can­not en­ter.”




    “Why not?” asked Re­mo.




    “The Vat­ican is an­oth­er state. Some­one has to in­vite us in. We have not been in­vit­ed.

    And no one will do any­thing in there un­til the pope is free.”




    “Is he a pris­on­er?”




    “We think so,” said the cara­binieri.




    A head went rolling along St. Pe­ter’s court­yard, lopped off by a Turk­ish scim­itar.




    “Hor­ri­ble,” said Chi­un.




    The cara­binieri cov­ered his eyes. “Hor­ri­ble,” he agreed.




    “Yes, am­ateurs mak­ing a mess of things. Well, that’s to be ex­pect­ed with what’s let

    loose. Come, Re­mo. This is not the way to en­ter the Vat­ican. You can just tell Mr. Arieson

    is in­side. Look at that en­thu­si­asm for a bad stroke.”




    The way to en­ter the Vat­ican was the way Au­gus­tus Cae­sar would en­ter the are­na.

    “Through tun­nels, pro­tect­ed from his cit­izens in case they ri­ot­ed. These tun­nels lat­er

    be­came part of the cat­acombs of Rome.




    The cat­acomb Re­mo and Chi­un want­ed was un­der­neath a restau­rant. Chum cal­cu­lat­ed

    where the en­trance used to be ac­cord­ing to his old lessons, to which, he stressed, he

    de­vot­ed him­self as a child, un­like Re­mo, and sent a fin­ger­nail in­to old plas­ter.

    Vi­brat­ing it with­in the rhythms of the molecules, he col­lapsed the en­tire wall, to the

    de­spair­ing shouts of the restau­rant own­er, who had stored olives and gar­lic and fresh

    toma­toes down there in the base­ment. They were all ru­ined now.




    “We’re in ser­vice of the pope,” said Chi­un. “Send your bill to the Vat­ican.”




    Be­fore them ris­ing out of the rub­ble was a high en­trance, larg­er than most mod­ern

    doors. On ei­ther side of this en­trance were fres­coes of gods and god­dess­es mak­ing love,

    play­ing, and danc­ing. Re­mo no­ticed the clothes on the gods were quite skimpy. Chi­un led

    the way, ex­plain­ing the tale of the artist who paint­ed these fres­coes. In the palace of

    Au­gus­tus Cae­sar near­by, peo­ple were be­ing killed. Ev­ery­one thought it was Au­gus­tus’

    wife, Livia, again with that great Ital­ian at­trac­tion to poi­son. Ac­tu­al­ly, it was a

    mi­nor as­sas­sin em­ploy­ing the artist as a con­duit to the cooks.




    The as­sas­sin knew the artist could buy his free­dom, and was in love with an­oth­er slave

    whose free­dom he wished to buy al­so. So he used the artist for ac­cess to the palace. The

    House of Sinan­ju came along in the em­ploy of Au­gus­tus, dis­cov­ered the plot, elim­inat­ed

    the com­pe­ti­tion with ease, and brought the artist be­fore Au­gus­tus.




    Au­gus­tus, a wise ruler, un­der­stood the artist was on­ly a slave, ex­pect­ed to be weak,

    and let him live. But the cook, a free man, he had cru­ci­fied be­cause more was ex­pect­ed of

    a free man than a slave.




    “It is a beau­ti­ful lit­tle sto­ry,” said Chi­un.




    “What’s beau­ti­ful about a cru­ci­fix­ion?” asked Re­mo. The tun­nels had a strange glaze

    from the un­der­earth about them. It made Re­mo’s skin crawl.




    Re­mo saw an old-​style fres­co with fine col­or tones but crude lines. It re­mind­ed him of

    one room of the trea­sures of Sinan­ju. He had seen that room on his first vis­it to Sinan­ju.

    There were stat­ues and jew­els and gold, and then Re­mo re­mem­bered, it was the room that had

    the in­den­ta­tion in the ma­hogany floor. He tried to re­mem­ber what had made that

    in­den­ta­tion. But he couldn’t. When one has tak­en on four thou­sand years of ac­cu­mu­lat­ed

    trea­sure in one af­ter­noon, ev­ery­thing tends to blur. Be­sides, nev­er hav­ing re­ceived

    trib­ute, he didn’t care about it too much.




    They walked three miles un­der the Vat­ican and then Chi­un turned in­to a door­way with

    stone steps lead­ing steeply up­ward. Above them they could hear laugh­ter, and screams and

    cries and the clash­ing of swords.




    “Dis­grace­ful,” said Chi­un. “But you have to ex­pect this now.”




    They pushed through a wood-​and-​steel door at the top of the steps open­ing in­to a vast

    room where tapestries hung from the walls. Or­nate fur­ni­ture was placed a few feet from the

    walls and noth­ing stood in the cen­ter of the room where the in­laid pink and gold mar­ble

    floor was cov­ered now by the slime of blood.




    Swiss Guards swung their hal­berds in wide, dead­ly arcs against a group of Turks fight­ing

    with scim­itars. Some­times a big-​blad­ed hal­berd would strike clean and a head would go

    rolling, or an arm would be neat­ly sev­ered. More of­ten than not it missed, strik­ing on­ly a

    glanc­ing blow, spilling more blood. The scim­itar, less use­ful for arm-​length fight­ing than

    the long-​poled hal­berd, was very ef­fec­tive at close range. It could dis­em­bow­el the

    guards right through their vel­vet blous­es.




    In the mid­dle of this butch­ery Mr. Arieson sat, a big smile on his face, rub­bing his

    hands.




    “I love it. I love it,” he said. And see­ing Re­mo and Chi­un, added: “Wel­come to the

    self­ish bas­tards of Sinan­ju. See what you’d like to de­prive your fel­low­man of? I hate you

    bas­tards, al­ways have.”




    “Okay, deal with him,” said Re­mo.




    “Not now. We’ve got to save the pope,” said Chi­un.




    “Since when are you a Catholic?”




    “We have a sa­cred and bind­ing obli­ga­tion to the chair of St. Pe­ter,” said Chi­un. “We

    have promised the Bor­gias.”




    “Good folks, the Bor­gias,” said Mr. Arieson.




    “Some­times,” said Chi­un. “And nev­er when you liked them,” and point­ing to Arieson Chi­un

    told Re­mo: “That is a killer. Now you know the dif­fer­ence be­tween a killer and a true

    as­sas­sin.”




    Re­mo want­ed to take one last try at Arieson’s stom­ach, just on the chance that a blow

    would work this time, but Chi­un pulled him along.




    “Is he from some oth­er house of as­sas­sins, Lit­tle Fa­ther?”




    “Him? From an­oth­er house? He has no re­spect for as­sas­sins.”




    “Could you just tell me who he is, in­stead of beat­ing around the bush?”




    “No. You don’t de­serve to know.”




    “Well, I don’t care who he is. Just show me how to deal with him when this is done.”




    His Ho­li­ness was be­ing held by a group of dark young men wear­ing fezzes with bright

    cres­cents on them. They called them­selves the new Janis­saries of Turkey.




    There were twen­ty of them around the pope, parad­ing their new pow­er. His Ho­li­ness sat

    qui­et­ly in dig­ni­ty made more awe­some by the fact of the noise and threats from the

    Turks.




    “We are the new Janis­saries, and we are here to re­venge the in­sult to our glo­ri­ous

    fight­ers from bat­tles past. We are here to re­venge Mehmet Ali Agha, who stood his hand for

    us and our glo­ry. In oth­er words, pon­tiff, we will not miss this time.”




    The words were spo­ken by the lead­er of the group as Re­mo and Chi­un en­tered the small

    au­di­ence room where the pope now sat chained to a lit­tle dark wood­en throne.




    “We nev­er had much use for the old Janis­saries,” said Chi­un. “Your Ho­li­ness, we are

    here. Glo­ry to the Bor­gias, glo­ry to their pa­pa­cy, the House of Sinan­ju is here to hon­or

    its pledge.”




    The pope, who had suf­fered through the night­mare of see­ing his own nor­mal­ly docile

    Swiss Guards be­come rav­ing ma­ni­acs, de­light­ed at the prospect of bat­tle with the

    at­tack­ing Turks, now saw an aged Ori­en­tal in a black ki­mono with sil­ver em­broi­dery and

    a thin white man in black T-​shirt and gray trousers be­gin play­ing with the Turks.




    It was like a for­mal dance. A Turk would swing a scim­itar and fol­low it in­to a wall, yet

    the el­der­ly Ori­en­tal hard­ly moved. The white would skew­er three men on their own swords

    and neat­ly lay them in a cor­ner.




    It did not look like a bat­tle so much as two cham­ber­maids clean­ing up a room, pick­ing

    up bod­ies, lay­ing them down. The younger one seemed to do more of the stack­ing,

    com­plain­ing in En­glish that he was al­ways the one who had to do this chore. The old­er one

    seemed to make flour­ish­es of his ki­mono for the pope’s plea­sure.




    Fi­nal­ly the old­er one sev­ered the steel chain on the pope’s wrist as though it were

    tis­sue pa­per and bowed low. The younger one looked shocked at this.




    In a great and court­ly bow, Chi­un, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, kissed the pope’s ring.




    Re­mo, the Catholic or­phan from Newark raised by nuns, stood with his mouth open.




    “Your Ho­li­ness, we are here,” said Chi­un. His wisps of hair touched the floor as he

    reached the nadir of his bow, and then, us­ing his ki­mono like wings, flour­ished it

    glo­ri­ous­ly and stood up.




    “Who are you?” asked His Ho­li­ness in En­glish.




    “A ful­filler of the wis­est ar­range­ment ev­er made by the throne of St. Pe­ter.”




    “Would you tell me the ar­range­ment? This has been a most try­ing day.” The white still

    stood with his mouth open, look­ing at the pope’s ring.




    To Re­mo, an ex-​Catholic who had nev­er heard a Chris­tian word from Chi­un, this or­nate

    sign of per­fect obe­di­ence seemed to him as strange as a talk­ing floun­der. He couldn’t

    be­lieve it. But he had seen it. It was bet­ter than in St. Mon­ica’s back in Newark. The nuns

    could not have im­proved one whit on the way Chi­un, the Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, had greet­ed His

    Ho­li­ness. It wasn’t that Chi­un even kissed the ring. It was the hearty way he went at it.

    Re­mo would have thought Chi­un had just en­tered the priest­hood.




    “Your Ho­li­ness, the ac­cords be­tween the Vat­ican and the House of Sinan­ju were

    es­tab­lished dur­ing the mag­nif­icent pon­tif­icate of the Bor­gia popes.”




    The pope tilt­ed his strong and kind­ly face.




    “Sir,” he said. “One of the proofs of the di­vine in­spi­ra­tion of the Catholic Church is

    that we sur­vived the likes of the Bor­gia popes. We sur­vived and tri­umphed over that

    deca­dence and mur­der. We have been reaf­firmed by His hand against our sins.”




    “We have on­ly fond mem­ories of the Bor­gia popes.”




    “I do not un­der­stand who you are.”




    “We are the House of Sinan­ju, as­sas­sins to the finest of the world.”




    The pope shook his head. “I want no ac­cords with as­sas­sins,” he said, and asked the date

    the sup­posed doc­ument had been drawn. Once giv­en the date, he sent for an aide, and the aide

    sent for an­oth­er aide, and that aide sent for a nun who found the parch­ment, sealed with the

    three-​tiered crown of St. Pe­ter.




    The pon­tiff read the doc­ument with wide eyes. The Bor­gias, that dis­grace to the Catholic

    Church, had pur­chased the ser­vices of these Ori­en­tal as­sas­sins in per­pe­tu­ity; for a

    set fee the House of Sinan­ju agreed nev­er to serve an en­emy of the pope.




    “No,” said His Ho­li­ness. “We will not have this. You are free of your pledge.”




    “Your Ho­li­ness, we have adopt­ed some most Chris­tian cus­toms in hon­or of your

    saint­li­ness. Like mar­riage,” said Chi­un. “We Mas­ters do not be­lieve in di­vorce.

    Mar­riage is a bond not to be bro­ken. Re­mo, my son, raised a Catholic, seems not to

    un­der­stand this.”




    The pope looked at his at­tack­ers, now stacked against the wall. In truth, these two had

    saved him. He asked the white man what should be so com­pli­cat­ed about the mar­riage vow.




    “Ful­fill­ing it,” said Re­mo. He did not bow down to kiss the ring, any more than he would

    talk in flow­ery non­sense to Harold W. Smith.




    “One owes cer­tain du­ties to one’s spouse.”




    “I know. But I didn’t want to mar­ry her in the first place. Not re­al­ly. I on­ly did it to

    get my fa­ther, Chi­un, to help me fig­ure some­thing out, some­thing that had to do with that

    ma­ni­ac Arieson.”




    “Then you did not en­ter this union of your own free will, my son?”




    “No, Holy Fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    “And Sinan­ju’s cus­toms re­gard­ing mar­riage are the same as those of the Holy Ro­man

    Catholic Church?”




    “They are, Holy Fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    “Then the mar­riage nev­er took place. On­ly when some­one en­ters a mar­riage freely and

    then con­sum­mates it is it a true mar­riage.”




    “I cer­tain­ly haven’t con­sum­mat­ed that thing,” said Re­mo.




    “Then your mar­riage def­inite­ly does not ex­ist, for two rea­sons.”




    Re­mo jumped al­most to the ceil­ing, then fell on his knees and with awe­some grat­itude

    kissed the ring of the pope even though he didn’t be­lieve any­more. He would have kissed the

    hem of this man’s gar­ment. He was free of Pre­cious Poo. The mar­riage did not ex­ist.




    “I’m free, Lit­tle Fa­ther, isn’t that won­der­ful?” said Re­mo.




    Chi­un, kiss­ing the pope’s ring with just as grand a flour­ish, mut­tered in Ko­re­an about

    the per­fidy of Rome.




    Arieson was still in the large room with the tapestries, wait­ing for Re­mo and Chi­un.




    “I hear you res­cued your client, Chi­un,” said Arieson.




    “I have come to deal with you, Arieson,” said Chi­un, fold­ing his arms and set­ting one

    foot for­ward in a pos­ture of supreme ar­ro­gant bear­ing.




    “Sure, Chi­un. What’s the deal?” said Arieson, lean­ing back in the chair and send­ing

    en­cour­age­ment to the last Turk to fight to the death.




    “We will stay out of West­ern Eu­rope if you stay out of Asia,” said Chi­un.




    “I’m not giv­ing up Chi­na and Japan. I’ve en­joyed those places im­mense­ly,” said

    Arieson.




    “Japan is worth­less now. It man­ufac­tures toys. What do you want with Japan?”




    “That’s on­ly in the last fifty years. You don’t think they’ve changed to­tal­ly in the last

    fifty years? I can’t let you have Japan.”




    “How many good mar­kets are there?” asked Chi­un. “Look at what I’m walk­ing away from.

    Amer­ica. Now, that’s an ac­tive coun­try for you. South Amer­ica. It’s com­ing in­to its age,

    and all of Eu­rope, and the Mid­dle East. Do you wish to deal or not?”




    “You’re not in a po­si­tion to bar­gain. You can’t give me what I want or de­serve. You just

    don’t have the goods any­more. You can cause me a lit­tle trou­ble here and there, but your boy

    Re­mo is just a di­ver­sion. I will let you have Japan.”




    “And In­dochi­na.”




    “No. Too much.”




    “You have all Chi­na. You have Rus­sia. Are we bar­gain­ing or are you dic­tat­ing?” asked

    Chi­un.




    “Done,” said Arieson. He of­fered a hand that Chi­un re­fused to shake.




    “Done,” said Chi­un.




    Arieson of­fered the same hand to Re­mo.




    “No,” said Re­mo. “No deals. And you, Lit­tle Fa­ther, you said you’d show me how to deal

    with Arieson.”




    “I just did. We just did. You don’t want to live with it, that’s all.”




    “Walk­ing away from most of the world, Lit­tle Fa­ther, is not deal­ing with Mr.

    Arieson.”




    “It’s the best I can do un­til you get back the trea­sure of Sinan­ju.”




    “That’s still lost, is it?” laughed Arieson.




    “How do you know so much?” asked Re­mo.




    “I just watch you guys hack around and laugh my in­sides out,” said Arei­son. “Let me tell

    you about this city. It’s good to be home again. I hat­ed Hi­ber­nia, and your new coun­try,

    Re­mo.”




    “What the hell do you want?” asked Re­mo.




    “To do what I do. I’ll get what I want un­less you fel­las give me what I de­serve.”




    “And what does that mean?” asked Re­mo.




    “Chi­un will tell you. Don’t wor­ry, on­ly the dead have seen the last of me.”




    “Well, you haven’t seen the last of me,” said Re­mo.




    “Wan­ta fight, big boy?” laughed Arieson.




    This time Re­mo tried some­thing en­tire­ly strange. If all the blows of Sinan­ju had not

    worked, then per­haps a straight punch to the stom­ach, fair­ly slow, not much faster than a

    pro­fes­sion­al box­er, would work. Re­mo let it go and shat­tered the fine wood­en chair on

    which Mr. Arieson had sat.




    The room was filled with the dead and the qui­et. But not with Mr. Arieson.




    “I can be­lieve this trou­ble­mak­er has some strange pow­ers. But I can’t be­lieve, Lit­tle

    Fa­ther, that pile of junk you call the trea­sure of Sinan­ju has any bear­ing on this. You

    just want it back.”




    “Un­til we re­gain the trea­sure of Sinan­ju, Re­mo, we will be help­less against Mr.

    Arieson. I am sor­ry you do not be­lieve me. But you can be­lieve this. Un­til we re­gain that

    trea­sure, I will con­sid­er you obliged to con­sum­mate your mar­riage with Poo.”




    “But you heard the pope. I’m not mar­ried. I’ve nev­er been mar­ried.”




    “That’s for Ro­man Catholics, Re­mo. You’re Sinan­ju.”




    “But you said you fol­lowed the Catholic laws.”




    “And since when, Re­mo, do you be­lieve any­thing I tell an em­per­or?” said Chi­un.




    They left the Vat­ican the way they came. Out on the street in front of the restau­rant,

    where the own­er was try­ing to have the two ar­rest­ed for ru­in­ing his base­ment, Chi­un

    said:




    “We have missed the glo­ri­ous ages of Sinan­ju, Re­mo. Make a son for us, so that he might

    see an age of as­sas­sin­ry, where the cor­rupt and despot­ic do not take their peo­ple to war,

    but hire pro­fes­sion­als like our­selves to do the prop­er work.”




    “I’m hap­py with the time I’m in,” said Re­mo.




    “You’re nev­er hap­py,” said Chi­un.




    “Nei­ther are you,” said Re­mo.




    “No,” said Chi­un, “I al­ways say I am un­hap­py but I en­joy it. You al­ways say you are

    hap­py but you nev­er en­joy it.”




    “I’m not go­ing back to Sinan­ju, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “And I am not leav­ing Sinan­ju un­til you re­cov­er the trea­sure.”




    “Then good-​bye, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    “Good-​bye,” said Chi­un, re­fus­ing to look at him.




    “Would you want to mar­ry Poo if you were me?” asked Re­mo. But Chi­un did not an­swer. He

    chose to walk around one of his fa­vorite cities as Re­mo hailed a cab to take him to the

    air­port.




    Back in Amer­ica, Smith made the rare ges­ture of al­low­ing Re­mo to re­turn to Fol­croft,

    an area he was sup­posed to avoid to help sus­tain the cov­er of the san­itar­ium. Re­mo as

    well as Chi­un had been seen at ran­dom points around the coun­try, but no one had yet

    con­nect­ed them to the or­ga­ni­za­tion housed on Long Is­land Sound. No one, that is, who was

    al­lowed to live.




    Smith was even more se­ri­ous as he brought Re­mo in­to a spe­cial sit­ua­tion room, with

    maps on the wall and grids on a ta­ble. They were alone here, and Re­mo could see that Smith

    was fig­ur­ing out pat­terns of Mr. Arieson.




    “So far, Mr. Arieson has been ran­dom, like a ball in a roulette wheel. He would bounce

    in­to a ma­jor area of con­flict and bounce to a mi­nor one.”




    Re­mo nod­ded this was true.




    “Now, he is back to the most ma­jor of all. I think we’re go­ing to have a war with So­vi­et

    Rus­sia, and you may be the on­ly one who can stop it,” said Smith.




    “Stop it?” asked Re­mo. “I can’t even lay a hand on the guy.” But even now, he was hav­ing

    an es­pe­cial­ly good thought about Rus­sia, and her name was An­na.


  




  

    Chapter 10




    An­na Chutesov once again saw the pan­ic. It al­ways came with field mar­shal’s braid on its

    shoul­ders, and the tra­di­tion­al rank­ing of­fi­cer’s field cap.




    Pan­ic came in stone faces talk­ing with ap­par­ent calm about op­por­tu­ni­ties and risks.

    It al­ways came cloaked in that all-​en­com­pass­ing garbage bag called: “Na­tion­al

    Se­cu­ri­ty.”




    In Rus­sia those words were more holy and cen­tral to life than Je­sus was to

    Chris­tian­ity. And they were al­ways in­voked when the mil­itary lead­er­ship was be­ing

    pres­sured to act ra­tio­nal­ly in a time of cri­sis.




    “Com­rade Sis­ter Chutesov, you can­not call in the Amer­icans. You are en­dan­ger­ing

    na­tion­al se­cu­ri­ty,” said a field mar­shal who had sur­vived the Sec­ond World War and

    Stal­in and had enough big shiny medals on his chest to fill a checker­board. He was in­deed a

    hero of the So­vi­et Union, known for his im­pla­ca­ble calm in the face of dan­ger.




    All heads nod­ded around the lit­tle clear­ing in the woods just south of Moscow. There were

    fif­teen gen­er­als and Polit­buro mem­bers. Their most loy­al aides, some colonels, some

    ma­jors, stood just be­yond the clear­ing with AK-47’s at the ready. Some of the men stamped

    their feet to keep out the ear­ly-​au­tumn cold. Some­one passed around a lone hot cup of tea.

    An­na ig­nored the cold. She al­ways wore the lat­est ther­mal un­der­clothes from the West as

    soon as Septem­ber came and switched to lighter clothes on­ly in the mid­dle of April.




    Her head was bun­dled in a fur hat and her fine beau­ti­ful high-​cheek­boned fea­tures were

    framed by a band of sil­very fur. If any­thing, this strate­gic ad­vis­er to the Pre­mier

    looked like a Kew­pie doll. She spoke in a low whis­per that forced the taller men to lean down

    to hear her.




    “And you think na­tion­al se­cu­ri­ty has not been breached? What, then, is the top

    mil­itary com­mand do­ing meet­ing here like fright­ened rab­bits in a hole?”




    “But to will­ful­ly in­vite an Amer­ican op­er­ative in­to the in­ner reach­es of our

    com­mand struc­ture. To in­vite a for­eign­er here to at­tack Rus­sians. It is trea­son.” This

    from the com­man­der of the KGB, a field mar­shal in a stiff’green uni­form.




    “Tell me, field mar­shal, what would you pro­pose in­stead? The fact is, you are sup­posed

    to run the finest se­cu­ri­ty net­work in the world. The fact is, com­rade field mar­shal, you

    are help­less.”




    “If the Pre­mier-“




    “The Pre­mier is not here. Most of your ju­nior of­fi­cers are not here. We do not know

    which units of the KGB are with the gov­ern­ment and which are not. We do not know which units

    of the great Red Army are with us or not. We do not know which units of the air force and the

    navy are with us or not. We know one thing: ma­jor el­ements of our de­fen­sive struc­ture have

    sud­den­ly gone berserk. We can­not con­trol them and the gov­ern­ment is ter­ri­fied that we

    are def­inite­ly head­ing in­to a ma­jor war with Amer­ica.”




    “Well, that’s our prob­lem,” said the KGB com­man­der. His name was Nevsky. He had a face

    like a bea­gle’s. It looked kind. But the man wasn’t. He made a mo­tion with his hands

    in­di­cat­ing the case was closed.




    “It’s our prob­lem,” said An­na. “And there is noth­ing any­one of us here can do about it.

    We are meet­ing here in these woods in­stead of the Krem­lin pre­cise­ly be­cause none of us

    knows which of his own units will kid­nap him the way our pre­mier has been kid­napped. We are

    here be­cause we can­not solve the prob­lem.”




    “But they are our units,” said the army field mar­shal. “They are Rus­sian. They have, like

    many of us, be­come frus­trat­ed by this long twi­light war or­ches­trat­ed by the KGB as the

    way to de­feat the West. They are tired of get­ting new tanks and see­ing them rust as they

    be­come out­mod­ed be­fore be­ing used in com­bat. The sol­diers of the brave Red Army are

    bet­ter than watch­dogs on our bor­der. They are war­riors.”




    “I see you too have been in­fect­ed by that mys­te­ri­ous­ly sud­den dis­ease that has

    spread through­out the de­fense forces.”




    “Hon­or and courage are not a dis­ease,” said the army field mar­shal. His name was

    Rosso­cov. When he spoke, his pan­theon of medals jin­gled.




    “When the army de­cides it is go­ing to de­clare war on Amer­ica it­self, and kid­naps the

    Pre­mier to do so, I would say that is a bit of a trau­ma in the body of the de­fense sys­tem,”

    said An­na. “The arms and legs have gone off with­out the head. And the head stands around here

    in these woods, ter­ri­fied of get­ting its body back.”




    “The army might win. You don’t know it will lose,” said Field Mar­shal Rosso­cov.




    KGB Field Mar­shal Nevsky nod­ded agree­ment. A few of the Polit­buro al­so nod­ded. Even if

    this was a Rus­sian re­bel­lion, it was still be­ing run by Rus­sian Com­mu­nists.




    It was then that An­na Chutesov stepped in­to the cen­ter of the lit­tle cir­cle in the

    cleared sec­tion of the woods. She in­haled the cold Rus­sian au­tumn air and said more loud­ly

    than she had be­fore, loud­ly but not quite a scream:




    “Win what?”




    Then she turned and looked ev­ery one of them in the eye.




    Fi­nal­ly Field Mar­shal Rosso­cov said blunt­ly: “The war.”




    “And what does the war win us?” she asked.




    “Vic­to­ry,” said Rosso­cov.




    “What is the gain of that vic­to­ry, which, by the way, could well re­sult in the

    an­ni­hi­la­tion of mul­ti­mil­lions and a plan­et much less in­hab­it­able than be­fore?”




    “The gain is that we have de­stroyed the cen­ter of cap­ital­ism. We have de­feat­ed our

    ma­jor foe. We have tri­umphed against the strongest na­tion in the world.”




    “You still didn’t an­swer the ques­tion,” said An­na. Rosso­cov want­ed to slap the wom­an

    across her pret­ty face. Wom­en could nev­er un­der­stand war like men, even the bril­liant

    An­na Chutesov.




    “De­feat­ing cap­ital­ism is not win­ning some­thing.”




    “It most cer­tain­ly is. It is the tri­umph of com­mu­nism. It is the end of the strug­gle.

    No more war.”




    “Ex­cuse me, but this flies in the face of re­al­ity. We have un­til re­cent­ly been clos­er

    to war with Chi­na, a com­mu­nist coun­try, than with Amer­ica. So the tri­umph of

    in­ter­na­tion­al com­mu­nism as we know it will not mean an end to war any more than the

    ad­vent of Chris­tian­ity among na­tions meant an end to war.”




    “Is the tri­umph of com­mu­nism noth­ing, then?” asked Field Mar­shal Rosso­cov.




    An­na could see the sym­pa­thy for this ar­gu­ment in the faces around her, sup­port­ed by

    the pa­tri­ot­ic and so­cial­ist fer­vor they had lived with all their lives.




    Men she thought. What id­iots. She want­ed to say, “Prob­ably noth­ing,” but that would have

    re­quired in these men a so­phis­ti­ca­tion to un­der­stand that ev­ery so­cial sys­tem tend­ed

    to func­tion by its own hu­man rules rather than the ones laid down from the top, like

    com­mu­nism.




    In­stead, she stressed again that the de­feat of cap­ital­ism would not mean an end to

    strug­gle, that there would al­ways be more en­emies and that they would face those en­emies on

    a plan­et far less in­hab­it­able than it was be­fore.




    “Giv­en that there is no prospect of win­ning any­thing worth­while, and giv­en that we

    can­not do any­thing about this men­tal dis­ease in­fect­ing vast seg­ments of the Rus­sian

    de­fense forces, I must rec­om­mend we go out­side for help.”




    No one spoke in agree­ment. They were silent, too pan­icked to move. But as men they had

    de­vel­oped the calm ex­te­ri­or of those who are in con­trol. The rea­son they had got­ten

    away with it for so long was that most wom­en want­ed to be­lieve that men could re­al­ly

    de­fend them with their su­pe­ri­or sta­bil­ity. Most men were in fact as sta­ble as daisies in

    a wind­storm, and at the first sign of dan­ger, they stopped think­ing and be­gan mouthing

    plat­itudes about na­tion­al se­cu­ri­ty and win­ning wars.




    “In Amer­ica there is one man of spe­cial and awe­some abil­ities, whom I have had the

    dis­tinct plea­sure of work­ing with. He be­longs to their high­est se­cret or­ga­ni­za­tion,

    used on­ly for the most vi­tal sit­ua­tions, and I be­lieve we can get his ser­vices again

    pre­cise­ly be­cause it is in Amer­ica’s in­ter­est al­so not to have a war with us.”




    “This man you wish to see,” said KGB Field Mar­shal Nevsky, “would he hap­pen to be

    some­what hand­some, with dark hair and dark eyes and high cheek­bones, and be named

    Re­mo?”




    “He would,” said An­na.




    “And would this Re­mo be the same one you were seen with on sev­er­al dif­fer­ent

    oc­ca­sions, once dur­ing a pen­etra­tion of Rus­sia and twice in Amer­ica while you were on

    as­sign­ment there?”




    “He would.”




    “And did this for­eign­er Amer­ican se­duce you, Com­rade Chutesov?”




    “No,” said An­na, “I se­duced him.” She did not want to get en­tan­gled in men’s ro­man­tic

    myths, so she cleared up the ques­tions she knew were com­ing. “No, I am not in love with him,

    and yes, the sex was won­der­ful, and no, I am not so des­per­ate to cop­ulate with this man

    that I would de­stroy the plan­et in a nu­cle­ar holo­caust.”




    And then KGB Field Mar­shal Nevsky said with ab­so­lute­ly typ­ical male stu­pid­ity, “How

    do we know that?” She saw a few heads nod.




    She would have to lie. If there was one man among them who could ac­cept the bald-​faced

    re­al­is­tic truth, he would be a lot.




    “If I want sex, who is bet­ter than a Rus­sian man?” she said.




    It was a suit­able fib so that now these male lead­ers, all in their six­ties and

    sev­en­ties, could al­low An­na to go on with sav­ing them from pos­si­ble nu­cle­ar

    an­ni­hi­la­tion.




    “Do what you have to do, Com­rade An­na,” said Nevsky.




    “Thank you,” she said. She was even able to keep a straight face.




    She had al­ready con­tact­ed Re­mo’s su­pe­ri­or, a Mr. Harold W. Smith, who for a man was

    ex­treme­ly ra­tio­nal. He had ex­plained that this phe­nomenon of men lust­ing for war was not

    new to Rus­sia and had been oc­cur­ring ran­dom­ly around the globe.




    “I must tell you, Ms. Chutesov, Re­mo has had no luck so far in stop­ping the force be­hind

    this. The man’s name is Arieson. Does that ring a bell with you?”




    “No,” An­na had said. “But names mean noth­ing.”




    “Some­times,” said Smith. “But I don’t know how help­ful Re­mo can be.”




    “It is tru­ly sad to hear that Re­mo has met this man and failed. How­ev­er, Re­mo can do

    things that none of our peo­ple can, and he has suc­ceed­ed at some­thing no oth­er man has

    man­aged to do.”




    “What’s that?”




    “From ev­ery­thing you have told me, Re­mo is the one man who has not been se­duced in­to

    go­ing to war un­der the spell of Mr. Arieson.”




    “That’s right,” Smith said.




    “With my cal­cu­lat­ing abil­ity and Re­mo’s ex­traor­di­nary pow­ers, I think that’s the

    best chance to get back our Rus­sian armies.”




    “You may be right. But you could be wrong.”




    “We have noth­ing else avail­able un­less the Ori­en­tal, his sur­ro­gate fa­ther, wish­es

    to help.”




    “No. He doesn’t. He cut a deal with Arieson.” This had in­ter­est­ed An­na, and since Re­mo

    had been present at the bar­gain­ing, An­na de­cid­ed to wait un­til Re­mo ar­rived. He had

    al­ready tak­en off from the U.S. when the meet­ing in the woods start­ed, and An­na wait­ed

    un­til just be­fore his Amer­ican air­craft land­ed just out­side Moscow to show up to greet

    him. She nev­er knew which troops were loy­al to whom now.




    Re­mo in his light and smooth way al­most danced down the ramp. She saw him smile when he

    spot­ted her. The KGB was un­doubt­ed­ly watch­ing her in some way. That was their cus­tom. But

    she didn’t care now. With Re­mo here, they didn’t mat­ter.




    “Hel­lo, dar­ling,” she said.




    “Hel­lo, dar­ling,” he said, and she was in his arms for a long warm kiss be­fore she even

    saw his hands move.




    “Not here on the tar­mac,” she whis­pered.




    “Tar­mac is bet­ter than a bed,” he whis­pered.




    “Where did you hear that?”




    “I Just made it up.”




    “I like it, but we are prob­ably be­ing pho­tographed by the KGB.”




    “Good, I’ll give them lessons.”




    “Stop that,” she said, mov­ing his arm away from one of the many points he could use to send

    her body in­to writhing plea­sure. “I want you, not just fin­gers play­ing on the key­board of

    my ner­vous sys­tem.”




    “I can live with that,” said Re­mo.




    “I could live for that,” said An­na.




    “It’s good to be back with you,” said Re­mo. He did not tell her about Poo.




    “The whole coun­try may have turned against us. It is a night­mare. We don’t know which

    units have been in­fect­ed and which have not. To make mat­ters worse, the de­fect­ing units

    have seized the Pre­mier so that they can de­clare war on Amer­ica. They want a dec­la­ra­tion

    of war. They want to give Amer­ica time to get its best army in­to the field. They even want a

    place des­ig­nat­ed to fight it.”




    “Let’s go to a ho­tel,” said Re­mo. He could sense An­na’s charms, and he want­ed them. Her

    cool sparkling smile. Her de­light­ful blue eyes. Her body that had been his in many

    de­light­ful mo­ments, and of course that great mind.




    “Did you come here to save your coun­try and mine from a dis­as­trous war, or did you come

    here to make love?”




    “I came here to screw,” said Re­mo ca­su­al­ly.




    “Yes, well, let’s do that af­ter we do busi­ness.”




    “You wom­en are all busi­ness,” said Re­mo.




    The facts were sim­ilar to the Vat­ican, the Bath, the USS Polk, and the Lit­tle Big Horn

    in­ci­dents.




    A Mr. Arieson had trans­formed or­di­nary men in­to war­riors whose on­ly de­sire was to get

    in­to a bat­tle. As with his pre­vi­ous ap­pear­ances, there seemed to be no pur­pose for the

    war but the war it­self.




    “We have got to get con­trol of our armies back in­to the hands of the Com­mu­nist par­ty,”

    said An­na as her pass got her by the guards in the air­port. Her Zil limou­sine was wait­ing

    for her for their ride back to Moscow.




    “Wait a minute. I’m not putting an army in­to the hands of the Com­mu­nist par­ty,” said

    Re­mo, the ex-​ma­rine.




    “Well, where would you put it, Re­mo?” asked An­na. Re­mo was dar­ling, Re­mo was

    ex­cep­tion­al, but Re­mo, An­na had to ad­mit, thought like a man.




    “Maybe some demo­crat­ic form of gov­ern­ment.”




    “Do you wish to in­vent one this af­ter­noon, dar­ling? Or did you bring one with you from

    Amer­ica?”




    “Let the peo­ple vote for the kind of gov­ern­ment they want.”




    “They have. It’s com­mu­nist.”




    “Those elec­tions are rigged.”




    “No, dar­ling, it’s that there is no oth­er par­ty run­ning against them. The com­mu­nists

    are the on­ly peo­ple they can vote for or against. That’s the on­ly struc­ture in this

    coun­try. There is the Com­mu­nist par­ty or war.”




    “It just makes my bones rat­tle to give an army to com­mu­nists. Com­mu­nists are the

    biggest trou­ble­mak­ers in the world. In fact, and I don’t care whether you like to hear this

    or not, An­na, they are the main trou­ble­mak­ers in the world.”




    “You’re think­ing of the coun­tries which don’t have pow­er, dar­ling. In Rus­sia, we are

    just like any oth­er cor­rupt po­lit­ical ma­chine. The last rev­olu­tion­ary was shot by

    Stal­in. The Polit­buro is the safest group to run any army. They don’t want to lose what they

    have.”




    “I still don’t like it,” said Re­mo.




    An­na crossed her legs and gave Re­mo a friend­ly pat on the wrist, care­ful not to let his

    di­vine hands get her go­ing again.




    At An­na’s spe­cial apart­ment, one with the best perks in Moscow, rough­ly equal to an

    up­per-​mid­dle-​class con­do­mini­um in Amer­ica, Re­mo told An­na ev­ery­thing he knew about

    Mr. Arieson.




    Why, she want­ed to know, did Mr. Arieson have some form of an­tag­onism against

    Sinan­ju?




    “I don’t know, but Chi­un seems to know. He made a deal with Arieson.”




    An­na nod­ded for Re­mo to go on. She poured her­self a brandy in a Wa­ter­ford crys­tal

    snifter and sat down on her im­port­ed French couch a cush­ion away from him. The night lights

    of Moscow glit­tered through her win­dow. She had once had a fire­place but it was so bad­ly

    con­struct­ed, like most build­ings in Rus­sia, that ev­ery time she tried to use it she would

    set fire to the build­ing.




    And on­ly in Rus­sia would the con­crete catch fire. She knew her coun­try bet­ter per­haps

    than any of the old­er men and wom­en in high po­si­tions. But none loved it bet­ter. She loved

    it more than she loved this mar­velous man Re­mo, so she forced her­self on this warm evening

    to keep her hands off him and get on with busi­ness.




    Re­mo did not know pre­cise­ly what the feud was be­tween Sinan­ju and Arieson. But it went

    back a long way.




    “How long? Ten years? Twen­ty years? Sev­en­ty years? I am a com­mu­nist, Re­mo, and I think

    in long pe­ri­ods of time,” said An­na.




    “Three, four thou­sand years, I don’t know.” An­na dropped the brandy snifter. It fell to

    the deep pile rug. Since the rug was man­ufac­tured in Rus­sia, the crys­tal cracked.




    “I don’t un­der­stand. How can a feud go on for thou­sands of years?”




    “The House of Sinan­ju has been go­ing on since be­fore any mod­ern coun­try ex­ist­ed,

    ex­cept maybe Egypt, and I do be­lieve we’ve got them by a few cen­turies, but I don’t know.

    Chi­un knows him or knows of him, or some­thing. He told me from the be­gin­ning that I

    wouldn’t be able to han­dle him.”




    “You did, but that’s some­thing else.”




    “I didn’t de­stroy him, though.”




    “No. You didn’t. But you didn’t join some army ei­ther.”




    Re­mo shrugged. How could he join an army know­ing what he knew, be­ing Sinan­ju? He could

    no more join an army than he could stop Sinan­ju work­ing with­in him. He was once a ma­rine.

    He un­der­stood marines. He could nev­er be a ma­rine again. An­na seemed in­ter­est­ed in

    this. He told her about the trib­utes to Sinan­ju and the scrolls and the in­den­ta­tion made

    by a large mar­ble thing in the ma­hogany floor of the trea­sure house of Sinan­ju.




    He told her of his sense of con­nec­tion with the fres­coes in the old tun­nels un­der Rome

    to that one room of the trea­sure house. He told her about the trip through Rome with Chi­un

    and the paus­ing at the old tem­ples.




    An­na dis­missed that point.




    “New gods or old gods are just a waste of time. What is this thing be­tween Sinan­ju and Mr.

    Arieson?”




    “I don’t know,” said Re­mo. “And Chi­un won’t tell me. He’s mad about the loss of the

    trea­sure, and he says know­ing who Mr. Arieson is won’t do any good un­til we get the

    trea­sure back.”




    “I know a bit about your sur­ro­gate fa­ther. He is quite a ma­nip­ula­tor and the whole

    thing may have noth­ing to do with the trea­sure. He just wants it back. Be­ing the

    stan­dard-​bear­er of the world’s great­est anachro­nism, I am sure the trap­pings of the past

    are of great im­por­tance to him.”




    “If it’s an anachro­nism, why can we do things no one else can? If it’s an anachro­nism, why

    don’t I go run­ning off like some id­iot for war? If we’re an anachro­nism-“




    “I’m sor­ry, Re­mo, if I of­fend­ed you.”




    “You didn’t of­fend me. You just sound­ed like some com­mu­nist twit. You know, just

    be­cause it wasn’t in­vent­ed yes­ter­day doesn’t make it in­valid. It’s more valid be­cause it

    sur­vived the test of time.”




    “You in­di­cat­ed your­self that you were sus­pi­cious about the trea­sure play­ing any

    part.”




    “Yeah, well. That’s some­thing else,” said Re­mo.




    “The some­thing else,” said An­na wise­ly, “is that I am talk­ing about your fam­ily, and

    you may think the worst about Chi­un, but God help any­one else who thinks the same way.”




    “Let’s get on with busi­ness. Where are these spe­cial troops?”




    “We’re not sure. They seem to be all over.”




    “Chi­un usu­al­ly has an idea of where he might ap­pear. If you can get to Smit­ty, I can

    get to Sinan­ju. We have a spe­cial se­cure line,” said Re­mo. He did not tell An­na about

    over­lap­ping the Amer­ican sys­tem with the Rus­sian one in Cu­ba. Re­mo didn’t un­der­stand

    the elec­tron­ic the­ory ex­act­ly, on­ly that he had over­come his lit­tle por­tion of it, and

    was proud of it.




    Af­ter all, for some­one who does bat­tle with a toast­er with on­ly fifty-​fifty odds of

    suc­cess, get­ting the right plug in­to the right sock­et is an ac­com­plish­ment.




    “All our wires are tapped by the KGB, so keep that in mind.”




    “Why are you warn­ing me?”




    “Be­cause de­spite your ma­rine con­cept of So­vi­et Rus­sia, the KGB and the army and my

    spe­cial se­cu­ri­ty ser­vice serv­ing the Pre­mier are not all one mono­lith­ic block out to

    fry your pre­cious lit­tle buns, dear,” said An­na.




    “You have a sharp tongue, la­dy,” said Re­mo.




    “So have you when you want to,” said An­na. Re­mo lift­ed the tele­phone re­ceiv­er off the

    hook. It was an old-​style phone made of plas­tic that still had the aro­ma of the fac­to­ry.

    As he got through to Smith, he pol­ished the phone to make it look as though it were

    man­ufac­tured in a mod­ern coun­try.




    Smith got the call and made the trans­fer to Sinan­ju, ex­plain­ing that the sig­nals

    re­quired a lot of elec­tron­ic brush­ing to clean them up.




    Since the line was in the bak­er’s house, Poo’s moth­er an­swered the phone.




    “Let me speak to Chi­un, please.”




    “Poo is right here,” said the moth­er.




    “I want to speak to Chi­un. This is busi­ness.”




    “Your law­ful­ly wed­ded wife waits here ev­ery mo­ment for the sound of her hus­band’s

    voice. Her eyes are filled with tears. The rest of her has been filled with noth­ing.”




    “Yeah, well, let me speak to Chi­un,” said Re­mo. He was burn­ing. He smiled at An­na. An­na

    smiled back.




    “I will give you Poo.”




    “Poo, let me speak to Chi­un,” said Re­mo.




    “There’s an­oth­er wom­an in the room with you,” di­vined Poo.




    “This is a busi­ness phone and I want to speak to Chi­un.”




    “You haven’t even con­sum­mat­ed our mar­riage and you’re cheat­ing al­ready,” she

    wailed.




    An­na did not un­der­stand the Ori­en­tal lan­guage Re­mo was us­ing in the lat­ter part of

    his call to Sinan­ju. But there were some things she did un­der­stand.




    When Re­mo fi­nal­ly had a respite while wait­ing for Chi­un, she asked:




    “Re­mo, do you have a girl­friend in Sinan­ju?”




    “No,” said Re­mo hon­est­ly.




    “Then who was that wom­an you were talk­ing to?”




    “What makes you think it was a wom­an?”




    “Re­mo, I know how men speak to wom­en. Who is she?”




    “Not my girl­friend. Noth­ing to do with ro­mance.”




    “Who is she, Ret­no?”




    “My wife,” said Re­mo. He went back to the phone. Chi­un was there.




    “Arieson’s in Rus­sia. He could start World War III. Where can I find him?”




    “World War III is his busi­ness. Not ours. So long as he has left us South­east Asia, I

    don’t care.”




    “It’s my con­cern. Where is he?”




    “Un­til you get the trea­sure, why both­er?”




    “Where is he?”




    “That is no way to speak to your fa­ther.”




    “Lit­tle Fa­ther, please tell me where he is. I am in Rus­sia and I don’t want to hang

    around this place look­ing for him.”




    “Well, if he were in the mod­ern coun­try called Rus­sia, that must in­clude Siberia. There

    is a Tar­tar en­camp­ment be­tween Vladi­vos­tok and Kub­sk. I would say he would prob­ably be

    there. He would prob­ably be wel­come there for all the dam­age those lit­tle van­dals are

    like­ly to do.”




    “Thanks, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo.




    “Poo has a word for you.”




    “I’ll speak with her,” said Re­mo, still in Ko­re­an, “on­ly be­cause I owe you a

    fa­vor.”




    “Owe me a fa­vor, Re­mo? You owe me ev­ery­thing. You just chose to pay back this one small

    thing. Here she is. Here, dear, don’t cry. Re­mo does not mean to dis­hon­or you and his own

    fa­ther by his fail­ure as a man. Speak freely, Poo.”




    “Re­mo, I miss you. Come home soon.”




    “Thank you,” said Re­mo, and turn­ing to An­na, he asked her about a Tar­tar en­camp­ment

    be­tween Vladi­vos­tok and Kub­sk.




    She un­fold­ed a map on her im­port­ed glass cof­fee ta­ble and drew a cir­cle

    en­com­pass­ing thou­sands of miles.




    “These are what we call trib­al lands. It is amaz­ing that Chi­un knows of them. From the

    czars to us, ev­ery Rus­sian gov­ern­ment has al­lowed these peo­ple to live alone the way they

    want­ed in to­tal au­ton­omy. We don’t both­er them and they don’t both­er us.




    Ev­ery year, what­ev­er gov­ern­ment is in pow­er de­liv­ers mas­sive amounts of grain and

    feed for their hors­es. Even if we are starv­ing, we de­liv­er them grain.”




    “Why?” asked Re­mo.




    “Be­cause we want to be left alone.”




    “But if they use hors­es, why are you afraid of them?”




    “Be­cause they, Re­mo, are the de­scen­dants of Genghis Khan’s horde.”




    Re­mo turned up his face. Sinan­ju knew Genghis Khan. An­oth­er mil­itary lead­er. An­oth­er

    blood­soak-​sack-​a-​city-​de­stroy-​a-​cul­ture-​go-​on-​with-​the-​blood­fest mil­itary

    butch­er.




    “You have some re­vul­sion for Genghis Khan?” asked An­na.




    “Not that much. That was some­one else’s prob­lem, and that prob­lem was tak­en care

    of.”




    As they ar­ranged a flight in­to the re­strict­ed trib­al ter­ri­to­ries, An­na said:




    “You might not know this, but Genghis Khan was nev­er de­feat­ed in bat­tle. The horde

    stretched west, over­run­ning all the Moslem East and driv­ing in­to Eu­rope be­fore it sim­ply

    turned back.”




    “Yeah,” said Re­mo as they board­ed a Rus­sian Fox three-​seat fight­er plane for the great

    east­ern ex­pans­es of Rus­sia. “I know. He over­ran Bagh­dad against Sinan­ju’s warn­ings, and

    we took care of him.”




    “Genghis Khan died of a heart at­tack,” said An­na.




    “I’ll show you what I mean when we get there.” The pi­lot was afraid to land his plane on

    the frozen wastes. He knew the trib­al ar­eas of Rus­sia and knew that no pi­lot ev­er came

    back alive. Once, one had bailed out and cer­tain del­icate and pri­vate por­tions of his

    anato­my were left with his uni­form at the trib­ute sta­tion.




    Re­mo made the pi­lot think oth­er­wise by get­ting hold of the nerves in the pi­lot’s neck

    and show­ing him that there were worse things than death.




    The pi­lot made a very bumpy land­ing. When An­na and Re­mo climbed out, jump­ing down to

    the frozen tun­dra, he took off im­me­di­ate­ly, al­most crash­ing be­cause he want­ed to get

    out so quick­ly. Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, hun­dreds of horse­men in fur hats on small ponies

    ap­peared in the dis­tance from all di­rec­tions.




    An­na grabbed Re­mo’s hand.




    “I’ll show you the Genghis Khan heart dis­ease,” he said.




    As the horse­men got clos­er, they seemed to drive them­selves hard­er, as though the first

    to get to the in­trud­ers would be able to claim them.




    The first horse­man ex­tend­ed his hands dur­ing the ride, reach­ing for Re­mo’s head. There

    was a Mon­gol game where they would fight for the head of a vic­tim as sport. This sport was

    lat­er trans­ferred to In­dia, where the British learned it and named it po­lo.




    Re­mo caught the horse­man, light­ly pluck­ing the small dead­ly war­rior from the sad­dle

    like a ring on a carousel.




    He slipped his right hand in­to the man’s chest and through the ster­num, feel­ing his heart

    col­lapse, his hand around the up­per rib cage, block­ing ex­ter­nal move­ments of the heart.

    The man’s eyes popped wide. His mouth opened in des­per­ation, he let out a groan, and then

    slumped back­ward, his face con­tort­ed, his lips blue.




    “Heart at­tack,” said Re­mo to An­na, drop­ping the first one. He had to han­dle the next

    two si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly be­cause they had ar­rived that way.




    On one he scratched mark­ings in­to the face and crushed the spleen.




    “Pox,” he said.




    On the oth­er, he ma­nip­ulat­ed the blood ves­sels in the neck un­til the war­rior was

    un­con­scious. “Stroke,” he said.




    He caught the next, and with deft move­ment around the rib cage, in a man­ner An­na could

    not un­der­stand, made the joints swell sud­den­ly.




    “My rheuma­toid arthri­tis,” said Re­mo pleas­ant­ly. “Good, but not great. Chi­un’s is

    ab­so­lute­ly per­fect. We can do lots of oth­er dis­eases but we need time for the

    heavy­weight loss in­volved.”




    And time was what they did not have. The in­vin­ci­ble horde was just about to close on them

    from all di­rec­tions and An­na could not see how Re­mo could get them out of this one.


  




  

    Chapter 11




    Huak the greater war­rior, son of Bar, grand­son of Huak Bar, great-​grand­son of Kar, all

    of whom traced their lin­eage to Sar Wa, who him­self car­ried the sev­en-​yak-​tail ban­ner of

    the Great Khan, Genghis him­self, had lost none of his horse skills. He had not lost one

    flick­er­ing fin­ger of ac­cu­ra­cy with the short bow.




    Nor did he fail to un­der­stand the gun, which his great-​great-​grand­fa­ther had been the

    first to cap­ture from the whites.




    Huak had the first flint­lock tak­en from a Rus­sian no­ble­man, whose head was strapped in

    a bag with a dozen scor­pi­on bee­tles. He had the En­field tak­en from the British troops who

    tried to help one of the Rus­sian armies dur­ing its re­bel­lion. He had the short­nosed

    sub­ma­chine guns tak­en from Rus­sian troops who got lost on their way to the bor­der with

    Ko­rea.




    But his fa­vorite weapon was the short ra­zor-​sharp sword that could take the ears off a

    man be­fore he could hear the words of chal­lenge, lie face­down, and sub­mit.




    This sword did the chunky five-​foot-​two-​inch Huak, war­rior, bran­dish be­fore him,

    lath­er­ing his horse to reach the two whites be­fore there was noth­ing left to at­tack.




    Be­cause Huak had tak­en the time to com­mand ev­ery­one to at­tack the whites, be­cause he

    had called out the an­cient bat­tle cry, “Let blood hon­or your swords,” be­cause he had been

    in his own mind too much of a gen­tle­man, there would now be noth­ing left.




    They would al­ready be dis­em­bow­eled. The ears would be gone. Some­one would

    un­doubt­ed­ly have plucked the eyes with a dag­ger, and as for the sex­ual or­gans of the two,

    those would be the first to go. There might not even be a bone left.




    That was what Huak would get for be­ing a gen­tle­man, and as he raced his lit­tle pony,

    al­so a de­scen­dant of the hors­es of the horde, the on­ly army in the world nev­er to lose a

    bat­tle, Huak the Greater thought: No more Mr. Nice Guy.




    But when he was less than a spear’s throw away from where the rem­nants should be, he saw

    the white man whole, the wom­an whole, and at least eigh­teen of his broth­ers ly­ing

    peace­ful­ly in re­pose, num­bers nine­teen and twen­ty rapid­ly fol­low­ing suit, and with the

    great horse skills undi­min­ished since the horde left the Go­bi desert to de­vour ev­ery­thing

    and ev­ery­one in its path, Huak pulled his steed up short, al­most break­ing its neck.




    “Ski­rah,” he screamed, and that meant “spir­it.” Huak was not afraid of death. He be­lieved

    that a man killed hon­or­ably in bat­tle would live to fight again. On­ly those who fled from

    bat­tle died like tow an­imals. But the spir­it that came from the winds, that could snuff his

    soul and put him in the sleep from which his spir­it would nev­er awake-​that would tor­ment

    him for eter­ni­ty, leave him with­out a horse for­ev­er, with­out a sword for­ev­er, and steal

    his name so Huak would not even know who he was but be like some grain of sand, noth­ing,

    un­dif­fer­ent from any oth­er, un­be­ing.




    A few were not in time to hear his warn­ing about the evil wind spir­it, and went to sleep

    at the spir­it’s hands. He had brought his pale wom­an with him, prob­ably al­so to feast on

    the souls of those to be made like dust, like sand, like noth­ing.




    Of those gone be­fore the oth­er hors­es were able to rein in, the num­ber was twen­ty-​two,

    not dead so much as lost for­ev­er.




    A young war­rior, hear­ing Huak’s com­mand, but think­ing there were so many of them that

    the white man could not pos­si­bly dodge a hun­dred ar­rows, pulled back his bow in the quick

    short draw of the bow­string made fa­mous at the gates of Bagh­dad and at the fringes of

    Eu­rope.




    Huak’s knife cut that short with a snap jab in­to the jugu­lar. The boy fell in­stant­ly

    like an old wine­skin spilling its red con­tents on the tun­dra.




    The boy’s fa­ther, rid­ing ad­ja­cent to the son, saw what Huak had done, and said:




    “Thank you, broth­er Huak.” And no more was said. The fa­ther un­der­stood that if the son

    had died at the spir­it’s hands, his soul would be gone for­ev­er. Now they could take the body

    back with them and bury it know­ing it was still part of them, pos­si­bly re­turn­ing even in

    the next birth, a boy of course.




    Male spir­its nev­er came back as wom­en. Thus was the be­lief of the horde un­changed in

    its cen­turies of un­bro­ken tri­umph.




    A thou­sand hors­es came to snort­ing, stamp­ing rest around the two whites. Clouds of warm

    air from their nos­trils puffed out in­to the cold Siberi­an air. “Oh Ski­rah spir­it, what

    have you come for, what can we give you to ap­pease you, to hon­or you so that you will leave

    our souls in peace and seek oth­ers?”




    “Get your hors­es back, they smell. The whole horde smells like a shit farm,” said the white

    man in the old­er tongue used at the time of Genghis Khan him­self.




    “How many lan­guages do you speak?” whis­pered An­na. She had seen Re­mo kill be­fore, and

    all of it looked so smooth, it could have been some­one stack­ing crates at an hourly wage.




    “I dun­no,” an­swered Re­mo in En­glish. “You read the scrolls, you pick up dozens of

    lan­guages. Sinan­ju need­ed them for work.”




    “I pre­sume, dar­ling, that’s Mon­go­lian,” said An­na.




    “No. The horde spoke a di­alect pe­cu­liar to Genghis Khan’s tribe.”




    “How many words do you know?”




    “If you know to tell them to move their smelly hors­es back, you’ve got fifty per­cent of

    ev­ery­thing you ev­er need to tell a Mon­gol,” said Re­mo, and in the lan­guage Chi­un had

    taught him dur­ing a train­ing ses­sion out­side Day­ton, Ohio, while Re­mo was still learn­ing

    ba­sic breath, he said:




    “Hors­es, move back­ward. Back. And you there. Clean up the drop­pings. Don’t lit­ter the

    tun­dra. Bunch of dirty dogs. Back.”




    A war­rior dis­mount­ed, and quick­ly gath­ered a loose plop of goo in a skin.




    “You didn’t have to use your hands. We may be eat­ing sup­per with you. On sec­ond thought,

    if you’ve on­ly got yak meat, we’ll do with­out. I’m look­ing for some­one.”




    “Whom, Ski­rah, do you seek?”




    “He calls him­self Mr. Arieson and I think he should be around here.”




    “Arieson?”




    “Thick neck. Beard. Blaz­ing eyes. Hard to put a spear through. Prob­ably

    im­pos­si­ble.”




    “Oh, you mean our friend Kakak.”




    “White?” asked Re­mo.




    “What else is the col­or of ug­ly dead flesh?” asked Huak.




    “Do you want to stay on that horse or would you like to blend in with the tun­dra?” said

    Re­mo.




    “I did not mean to dis­hon­or your col­or, Ski­rah. Come with us and take your glo­ri­ous

    bride spir­it with you. Our en­camp­ment is not far away.”




    “Ride ahead and clear the hors­es out. I don’t want to be down­wind from you guys.”




    “As you say, Ski­rah,” said Huak to Re­mo.




    “Who is Ski­rah?” asked An­na.




    “One of their spir­its. Maybe the way they pro­nounce Sinan­ju.”




    “I think I un­der­stand. Re­li­gion, spir­its, and gods are the way peo­ple ex­plain to

    them­selves what they don’t un­der­stand. So when Genghis Khan died at the hands of Sinan­ju,

    they ex­plained it away as a bad spir­it. And it had to be a great bad spir­it be­cause Genghis

    Khan was great. It’s all log­ical. Ev­ery­thing in the world is log­ical, ex­cept we don’t

    al­ways un­der­stand the log­ic right away. Don’t you think?”




    “We’re walk­ing be­hind eight hun­dred hors­es, and you’re think­ing about ra­tio­nal

    ex­pla­na­tions for myths?” asked Re­mo.




    “What should I be think­ing about?”




    “Where you’re step­ping,” said Re­mo.




    An­na felt a sud­den warm moist­ness up around the calf of her boot. She re­al­ized Re­mo

    could be bril­liant at times.




    But there was some­thing far more sin­is­ter on the tun­dra. As they ap­proached the

    en­camp­ment, great gap­ing cracks ap­peared around them, par­al­lel paths chew­ing up the

    frost-​white earth, churn­ing up frozen black­ness un­der­neath. Some­thing had passed here

    very re­cent­ly, and it used treads. Tanks.




    But the Mon­gols of the horde did not use tanks, at least not to An­na’s knowl­edge. With

    mod­ern equip­ment like that, these horse­men-​in­vin­ci­ble in the frozen wastes of

    Siberia-​could the­oret­ical­ly over­run Eu­rope, some­thing they could not do with Genghis

    Khan.




    Then again, the fam­ily that had stopped him was back again. He might stop them be­fore they

    broke out.




    Un­less, thought An­na, the treads were not made by Mon­gol-​driv­en tanks at all. Maybe it

    is some­thing worse.




    And as soon as they saw the en­camp­ment, An­na knew the worst had hap­pened. Walk­ing

    freely among the Mon­gols were Rus­sian sol­diers and of­fi­cers. Thou­sands of them. She saw

    them with their arms around the shoul­ders of the Mon­gols, and vice ver­sa.




    That meant the pro­hi­bi­tion against whites was not uni­ver­sal. The Rus­sian sol­diers had

    some­how earned the friend­ship of the Mon­gols, and con­sid­er­ing the Mon­gol men­tal­ity and

    the mil­itary men­tal­ity, she was fair­ly cer­tain how it hap­pened.




    “Re­mo, ask the lead­er why they are friend­ly with Rus­sians now.”




    She heard Re­mo call out to the backs of the hun­dreds of horse­men and one of them turned

    around and gal­loped back. She heard Re­mo ask ques­tions in that strange tongue and saw many

    hand mo­tions on the part of the Mon­gol.




    Re­mo trans­lat­ed as the Mon­gol spoke.




    “There was a great bat­tle, not in num­bers but in spir­it. The whites showed they did not

    fear death. They on­ly feared dis­hon­or. They showed a love of bat­tle and a love of war.”




    An­na nod­ded. It was all com­ing to­geth­er now. Re­mo con­tin­ued:




    “They did not fight as whites or­di­nar­ily do, to steal some­thing, to pro­tect some­thing,

    or just to save their mis­er­able lives. They fought for the hon­or of fight­ing. These are the

    first whites who un­der­stood war.”




    “He men­tioned that name for Arieson. Kakak.”




    “No,” said Re­mo. “That is their name for war. Mr. Arieson, I guess quite log­ical­ly, means

    war.”




    “That’s the on­ly thing he seems to mean,” said An­na. So el­ements of the Rus­sian army had

    joined the Mon­gol horde. And she was fair­ly cer­tain how they would pull off this war with

    Amer­ica. And they just might win it, even with­out the use of nu­cle­ar weapons.




    They could pour over the Bering Strait sup­port­ed by ships from the Vladi­vos­tok naval

    sta­tion that had sailed north. It would not be easy, but since Amer­ica al­ways sus­pect­ed an

    at­tack against Eu­rope and not its own bor­ders, then they could be tak­en by sur­prise. What

    forces did Amer­ica have to op­pose the Rus­sians? Noth­ing but what was in Alas­ka, and the

    trek up through Cana­da would be al­most as long as Rus­sia’s trek to its bor­ders. They could

    bat­tle down through Cana­da, and with the spir­it of these sol­diers, they could just as well

    win.




    What was she think­ing? Was she in­sane? Was she so mar­row-​deep a Rus­sian that she

    thought they would win some­thing by con­quer­ing Amer­ica?




    How could they oc­cu­py a coun­try of two hun­dred and forty mil­lion, mov­ing their forces

    not on­ly through Siberi­an tran­sit but down across Cana­da as well? They would al­so have to

    con­quer Cana­da. And should that even be pos­si­ble, should mov­ing the troops be as easy as

    mov­ing from Min­sk to Pin­sk, why on earth would they think that oc­cu­py­ing Amer­ica would

    do them any good? To be free of a com­peti­tor with nu­cle­ar weapons? There would sure­ly be

    an­oth­er, and if Rus­sia should at­tain its age-​old dream of con­quer­ing the world, any­one

    who knew how men tra­di­tion­al­ly ran things had to un­der­stand that the world would have to

    split up in­to two camps and there could just as eas­ily be a war be­tween Rus­sia East and

    Rus­sia West.




    No, this had to be stopped here. This had to be stopped now. And she was grate­ful that the

    man be­side her, this glo­ri­ous, hand­some, won­der­ful anachro­nism, was the on­ly man to do

    it.




    As for Mr. Arieson, she was sure there was a log­ical ex­pla­na­tion for this crea­ture that

    had not oc­curred to Re­mo or his rather in­tel­li­gent su­pe­ri­or, Harold W. Smith.




    Re­mo un­der­stood the world of the ex­tent of the hu­man body. Smith un­der­stood things

    most­ly in the great world of tech­nol­ogy, but no one yet had brought com­mon ra­tio­nal sense

    to Mr. Arieson.




    It was she who had been able to un­der­stand that for some rea­son, Re­mo and his

    sur­ro­gate fa­ther, Chi­un, were im­mune to Arieson’s blan­dish­ments. It was she who

    un­der­stood that the on­ly rea­son Re­mo felt he had failed was that he had not en­joyed the

    to­tal vic­to­ry Sinan­ju was used to.




    And it was go­ing to be An­na Chutesov who would fig­ure out what Mr. Arieson’s re­al

    weak­ness­es were. She had nev­er failed with any oth­er man. There was no rea­son to start

    fail­ing now.




    And yet, An­na was not pre­pared for what she saw.




    Rid­ing on a lit­tle pony was a man so ap­par­ent­ly pow­er­ful that pow­er be­came a

    hand­some­ness the like of which she had nev­er seen. His pres­ence al­most took her breath

    away. His beard seemed a per­fect ac­ces­so­ry for his strong jaw and mus­cled neck. His eyes

    had a glow of in­fin­ity to them. And he wore a sim­ple Rus­sian sol­dier’s hel­met, mak­ing it

    more glo­ri­ous by his pres­ence un­der­neath it than any hel­met on any sol­dier she had ev­er

    seen. She un­der­stood now why men could feel a glo­ri­ous call to bat­tle in his pres­ence,

    and she hadn’t even spo­ken to him vet.




    “Here comes the spoil­sport, men. Here he comes, saun­ter­ing af­ter the fine cav­al­ry.

    Come on, ru­in it all for ev­ery­one.”




    This from Mr. Arieson, the voice car­ry­ing over a thou­sand tents and fill­ing the slight

    val­ley in this waste­land.




    “Look, al­ready the hors­es are clear­ing out just be­cause he doesn’t want them. Glad to

    see you’re here, Re­mo. You’re not go­ing to get me, but here you come nev­er­the­less,

    emp­ty-​hand­ed, de­spite the deal your fa­ther made.”




    “I see you don’t mind the smell of hors­es,” Re­mo called out. The en­tire camp stopped to

    look at the two men fac­ing each oth­er, taunt­ing each oth­er.




    “Have you ev­er smelled a bat­tle­field two days af­ter? The rot­ting bod­ies would make you

    pass out.”




    “So why are you try­ing to start a war?” Re­mo called out. He made sure An­na was to the

    side as he walked steadi­ly to­ward Arieson.




    “Who said I didn’t like the smell? I love it. I said you’d pass out. I’d roll around in it

    and make sure peo­ple built stat­ues there so they wouldn’t re­mem­ber how hor­ri­ble it was,

    and think they re­al­ly ac­com­plished some­thing.”




    A tank com­man­der, hear­ing Mr. Arieson yell in­sults at the lone stranger, thought he

    would do a fa­vor for this man who had giv­en him the gift of hero­ism by run­ning over the

    skin­ny white man who seemed not to need heavy win­ter clothes. He turned his mas­sive

    ground-​chew­ing ma­chine to­ward the man and drove. He heard Mr. Arieson call out that it

    wouldn’t do any good, that it nev­er had, but the man now filled with the true spir­it of

    bat­tle was ready to die try­ing.




    He charged his be­he­moth down on the thin fig­ure and the man didn’t both­er to dodge, but

    like a bull­fight­er stepped to the side, cleaved off a tread bare­hand­ed, then cleaved off

    the oth­er tread as the tank spun help­less­ly around.




    The tank com­man­der, en­raged at los­ing his ar­mor­plat­ed char­iot, stormed out with his

    sidearm and a knife, and prompt­ly found out what they tast­ed like as the thin stranger

    stuffed them down his throat and kept walk­ing.




    “See, it won’t do any­one any good,” called out Arieson. “That is an as­sas­sin. No sol­dier

    there. A Sinan­ju as­sas­sin. No glo­ry there. Death in the night. High­est bid­der gets the

    ser­vice. No courage in that man. Doesn’t even fight fear. Us­es it. No courage there,

    as­sas­sin.”




    “Is that true, Re­mo? Is that what is dif­fer­ent?” said An­na.




    “I have fear. I just use it. He’s right.”




    “Look, let’s talk to Mr. Arieson.”




    “I don’t want to talk. I want to nail him.”




    “Have you tried talk­ing?”




    “You can’t talk with a man who loves the smell of rot­ting bod­ies.”




    “But you haven’t, have you?”




    “I’ll kill him, then I’ll talk to him,” said Re­mo, think­ing that since his body blows had

    proved in­ef­fec­tive he might try hurl­ing a sol­dier or two at Arieson’s head and see what

    that pro­duced.




    “Very bright, Re­mo. Are you good at talk­ing to the dead?”




    “I mean when he’s dead he won’t be a prob­lem any­more.”




    “You haven’t suc­ceed­ed yet. Just let me talk to him.”




    “Don’t make it too long,” said Re­mo.




    “Why don’t you fight some peo­ple while you’re wait­ing?” said An­na.




    “Are you be­ing sar­cas­tic?”




    “Part­ly, but I want to un­der­stand his re­ac­tions to you. They’re very

    in­ter­est­ing.”




    Close to Arieson, An­na sensed an in­ner laugh­ter at ev­ery­thing that went on, al­most as

    though he cared but didn’t care. Sev­er­al sol­diers is­sued a chal­lenge to Re­mo. Arieson

    called out that it wouldn’t do any good, that the sol­diers would die against Sinan­ju, that by

    the evening their com­man­ders would be dead, and they would no longer be an army.




    Sinan­ju had done this count­less times through­out his­to­ry.




    “Were you there?” asked An­na.




    “If you want to un­dress and dance for my glo­ry, fine. But ask me ques­tions?”




    “Why not?” asked An­na.




    “You just did it again.”




    “You made a deal with Re­mo’s sur­ro­gate fa­ther. Per­haps I can help you make a deal with

    Re­mo.”




    “How do you deal with some­one who is Sinan­ju and doesn’t re­spect what he’s deal­ing

    with?”




    Re­mo cleaved Rus­sian com­man­dos with a back hand so slow it looked as though the hand

    it­self was drawn out of his body. The sol­diers went in sep­arate di­rec­tions, heads go­ing

    one way, legs an­oth­er. An­na turned away from the slaugh­ter.




    “No fair fight from Sinan­ju,” called out Arieson. “Bunch of as­sas­sins.”




    “So Re­mo has some form of pow­er over you,” said An­na.




    “Not over me. Over what I want to do. He gets in the way. These Sinan­ju boys have been

    do­ing that for cen­turies.”




    “And you’ve been around for cen­turies,” said An­na. Arieson’s strong legs seemed to ca­ress

    the fat bel­ly of the lit­tle horse. She won­dered if the horse en­joyed it. She won­dered if

    she would en­joy it. What was it about this man that so stim­ulat­ed sex­ual de­sire in her?

    Re­mo did the same thing to her, but for a good rea­son. She had known the won­ders he could

    de­liv­er. All she knew about Arieson was that he could trans­form or­di­nary sol­diers in­to

    valiant war­riors.




    The Mon­gols were avoid­ing the fight with Re­mo. On­ly the Rus­sians kept com­ing on at

    him. She did not like to see this kind of killing. For the sol­diers it was some form of

    glo­ry. But she knew Re­mo might not even be think­ing about what was go­ing on ex­cept to be

    con­cen­trat­ing on the form of the blow to keep in good prac­tice.




    “What do you want, Mr. Arieson?”




    “What does Re­mo want?” asked Arieson.




    “The trea­sure of Sinan­ju,” said An­na. The words were out al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, but she

    knew she was right. Ev­ery­thing else had been a stale­mate.




    “Oh, that. The greedy re­wards for mur­der.”




    “You made a deal with Chi­un. Maybe I can bro­ker a deal with Re­mo. I know he wants the

    trea­sure.”




    An­na heard some­thing roll near­by. She hoped it wasn’t a head.




    She turned to Re­mo.




    “Will you stop that, Re­mo?” she yelled.




    “I didn’t start any­thing. They’re com­ing at me,” Re­mo called back.




    “Well, just stop it,” she said, and turned away so she wouldn’t see what would hap­pen to

    three burly tankers who had now grabbed large steel wrench­es and were go­ing to try to beat

    the slim stranger with the thick wrists.




    “I didn’t start it,” said Re­mo. “They were com­ing at me.”




    He was by her side now, look­ing up at Arieson. “Do you want the trea­sure of Sinan­ju?”

    asked Arieson.




    “I do.”




    “What will you give me for it? Will you make the same deal as Chi­un?”




    “No,” said Re­mo. “But I’m go­ing to get the Pre­mier and end this horde for­ev­er. We

    should have done it at the fringes of Eu­rope when we took care of your boy Genghis Khan.

    Should have done the job right.”




    “Leave my horde alone. I’ve felt at home here more than with any oth­er army.”




    “I don’t want my coun­try to be in a war with Rus­sia.”




    “All right. All right. I’ll go. There won’t be a war. Will that make you hap­py?”




    “Yeah.”




    “Okay, if that’s your hor­ri­ble price. You can have it this time. But I warn you, you can’t

    stop me for­ev­er, es­pe­cial­ly now that I know you want the trea­sure of Sinan­ju.”




    “Do you know where it is?” asked Re­mo.




    “Of course I do.”




    “How?” asked Re­mo.




    “Ah,” said Arieson, and it sound­ed like all the winds over all the deserts and all the

    bat­tle­fields that had ev­er been. And he sat no more on the Mon­gol pony be­fore them. The

    pony whin­nied and then scam­pered away, on­ly to be brought quick­ly to rein by a young

    Mon­gol horse­man in this for­bid­den en­camp­ment in the Siberi­an waste­land.




    There was a si­lence all around them. Some­thing im­por­tant was no longer there, and

    nei­ther Re­mo nor An­na knew what it was. Some­thing seemed to go out of the Rus­sian

    sol­diers. There was no more bounce or joy or com­rade­ship with the Mon­gols. They seemed like

    a bunch of men in uni­forms stuck in a cold in­hos­pitable place they would like to

    es­cape.




    On­ly the Mon­gols seemed to stay the same, as a priest called out that Mr. Arieson

    re­mained in their hearts al­ways.




    “An­na, An­na,” came the voice from a yak tent. A hand­some bald-​head­ed man wear­ing an

    ill-​fit­ting Rus­sian sol­dier’s uni­form was wav­ing to An­na and Re­mo.




    Re­mo rec­og­nized the face from the news­pa­pers. It was the Rus­sian Pre­mier. “An­na,

    what are you do­ing here?”




    “What are you do­ing here?” she an­swered.




    “We are about to launch the great­est cam­paign in Rus­sian his­to­ry. Read this,” he said.

    It was a piece of parch­ment with the Com­mu­nist-​par­ty in­signia on it.




    An­na knew what it was. These things had not been seen for cen­turies, not since the ad­vent

    of the sneak at­tack.




    It was a dec­la­ra­tion of war against Amer­ica and it bore the Pre­mier’s sig­na­ture.

    Arieson had got­ten to the head of the Com­mu­nist par­ty as well as the sol­diers. Here was a

    man who should have known bet­ter. He had lost his en­tire fam­ily in the great pa­tri­ot­ic

    war in which Rus­sia had de­feat­ed the lu­na­cy of Nazi Ger­many.




    An­na tore it up.




    “What are you do­ing?”




    “It’s all over.”




    “It can’t be. I was go­ing to con­quer Amer­ica,” said the Pre­mier.




    “Ex­cuse me,” said Re­mo. He stepped in be­tween An­na and the Pre­mier, and with lim­it­ed

    pow­er and max­imum palm ex­po­sure slapped the Pre­mier hard, like a gi­ant tow­el whack­ing

    wa­ter. The Pre­mier’s eyes teared mo­men­tar­ily, then a sil­ly smile ap­peared on his face.

    He snif­fled back the sud­den nose­bleed.




    “Friend­ship al­ways be­tween the glo­ri­ous free­dom-​lov­ing Amer­ican peo­ple and their

    al­lies, the glo­ri­ous Rus­sian peo­ple en­joy­ing the fruits and lux­uries of so­cial­ism,”

    said the Pre­mier.




    The Rus­sian sol­diers, get­ting back to nor­mal, now be­gan to fear the Mon­gols again, and

    the Mon­gols, sens­ing it, be­gan clos­ing in. But Re­mo called out that his pro­tec­tion was

    up­on them, and so he, An­na, and the Pre­mier, with the de­fect­ing army units, made their way

    that day out of the spe­cial trib­al en­camp­ments re­served for the no­to­ri­ous horde of

    Genghis Khan.




    Harold W. Smith re­ceived word from his Rus­sian con­tact, An­na Cli­utesov, that the

    dan­ger of im­mi­nent war was now over. But ac­cord­ing to the pat­tern of this new force, it

    would reap­pear again. This he had to stress.




    “Yes, but we’re learn­ing more about him, Mr. Smith. We are learn­ing Re­mo has some­thing

    he wants.”




    “And what’s that?”




    “Re­mo and Sinan­ju have been in his way for cen­turies.”




    “But he, what­ev­er he is, who­ev­er he is, is still around.”




    “Ah, but Mr. Smith, you are miss­ing the most salient point. So is Sinan­ju.”




    In An­na’s apart­ment they made love on a fur rug, with the apart­ment dark, with the qui­et

    lights of Moscow beam­ing in the near dis­tance, their bod­ies be­com­ing one, un­til An­na

    with deliri­ous joy shrieked the com­ple­tion of her ec­sta­sy.




    “You’re won­der­ful, Re­mo,”




    “Fair. My mind’s else­where,” said Re­mo.




    “You didn’t have to tell me that.”




    “I don’t mean to in­sult you, but love­mak­ing is part of my skills. Some­times they’re good

    and some­times they’re fair, just like oth­er strokes. It doesn’t mean I don’t care.”




    “Was it work for you, Re­mo?”




    “With you it’s nev­er work, An­na.”




    “I hope so,” she said. “But you know, I’ll nev­er know.”




    “You know,” he said, kiss­ing her gen­tly. But she was right. Some­times he didn’t know

    ei­ther. When you were Sinan­ju, when you be­came a Mas­ter, Sinan­ju was not some­thing you

    used or did not use; it was what you were.




    When he had seen Mr. Arieson, there was no choice about whether he would be en­thralled or

    not. He was dis­gust­ed, just as he would be dis­gust­ed by a bad smell. It was not a choice.

    His an­tag­onism to­ward that force was as cen­tral to him as his breath­ing. And Re­mo did not

    know why.




    The lit­tle half-​tin­kle of the sec­ond-​rate Rus­sian phone rang above them on a ta­ble.

    Re­mo reached back to get it with­out dis­turb­ing any­thing.




    “That was well done,” laughed An­na.




    It was Chi­un, who had been told that Mr. Arieson was about to give back the trea­sure of

    Sinan­ju to Re­mo, if Re­mo would meet him at a spe­cial place, a place dear to his heart.




    “All right. I’ll make it there in a while.”




    “What could be more im­por­tant than the trea­sure of Sinan­ju?”




    “Litte Fa­ther, I’ll get the trea­sure, but in a short while.”




    “I know what you’re do­ing and your white lust for a white body has over­come the good

    judg­ment and train­ing I have spent the best years of my life giv­ing you.”




    “I am talk­ing about less than a few min­utes,” said Re­mo.




    “You are talk­ing about un­con­trol­lable, dirty lust for that white Rus­sian hussy,

    in­stead of faith­ful­ness to your pre­cious wife, Poo.”




    “I’ll get the trea­sure, Lit­tle Fa­ther,” said Re­mo, hang­ing up.




    The place Arieson had picked was a com­plex of miles and miles of un­der­ground con­crete

    bunkers front­ed by miles and miles of rot­ting con­crete tank traps. It stretched along the

    bor­der of France and Ger­many, a mas­sive un­der­tak­ing equal in its time to the

    pyra­mids.




    It was, how­ev­er, per­haps the great­est fail­ure of all time.




    It was the Mag­inot Line, too ex­pen­sive now for France to even dis­man­tle, but in its

    time it had loomed as the great­est de­fen­sive net­work ev­er as­sem­bled. It stared Ger­many

    in the face. France made for­eign pol­icy con­fi­dent­ly be­hind its for­ti­fi­ca­tions. When

    Ger­many at­tacked Poland, France stood by its poor al­ly. It al­so stood be­hind its Mag­inot

    Line.




    Ger­many went around it.




    No one in France had thought of that. France fell.




    The Sec­ond World War was on, the Mag­inot Line was dead for­ev­er.




    In­side its coffin­like in­te­ri­or, Mr. Arieson now wait­ed, whistling joy­ful­ly. He

    glowed in the dark. He tossed in his hands a large vase em­bla­zoned with pink flamin­gos. Each

    flamin­go held a gold rod with a di­amond on top, the ar­cha­ic but dis­tinct sign of a mi­nor

    dy­nasty Re­mo rec­og­nized.




    He had seen it sit­ting on vel­vet amid thir­ty or so oth­er vas­es, all quite sim­ilar. He

    had nev­er seen it any­where else but in that one place, be­cause that mi­nor dy­nasty had been

    ab­sorbed en­tire­ly by the coun­try that would be­come Chi­na.




    The place he had seen this vase be­fore was in the trea­sure house of Sinan­ju. Arieson

    hand­ed Re­mo the vase.




    “You can have the rest, too. Just give me Chi­un’s deal,” said Arieson.




    Re­mo could see his out­lines in the dark even if a faint glow did not em­anate from him.

    An­na, how­ev­er, had dif­fi­cul­ty walk­ing in the dark be­cause she need­ed strong light to

    see. Re­mo held the pre­cious vase in one hand and stead­ied An­na with the oth­er.




    Arieson wait­ed, chuck­ling and whistling. Some­thing was shak­ing the con­crete

    un­der­ground bunker. It felt like there was traf­fic over­head. Lots of traf­fic. One truck

    af­ter an­oth­er, rolling along over their heads.




    “Your choice, Re­mo. Just clear out and I’ll tell you where the trea­sure was hid­den a few

    years ago. Bring it back to Chi­un, both of you en­joy the fruits of thou­sands of years of

    trou­ble­mak­ing, em­per­or-​killing, con­queror-​stop­ping, what­ev­er you wish. Yours. Feel

    it.”




    Re­mo could feel the old glaze in his hand. Chi­un ap­pre­ci­at­ed this pe­ri­od per­haps

    more than any oth­er. Did Arieson know that? There was some dirt at the base. There had nev­er

    been dirt at the base.




    The truck sounds were get­ting heav­ier. Arieson was get­ting hap­pi­er.




    “What’s go­ing on up there?”




    “If you take the trea­sure, it won’t mat­ter. Feels good, doesn’t it, son?”




    “You mean I have to clear out of Eu­rope?”




    “Now es­pe­cial­ly.”




    “What’s go­ing on up there?”




    “A gold­en oldie,” sighed Arieson. “One of my fa­vorites.”




    “A war?”




    “Not a dance,” sang Mr. Arieson. “Think about it. Here you will be re­turn­ing to Sinan­ju

    as the Mas­ter who re­cov­ered the trea­sure. You’ll be some­body. Think of Chi­un. Think of

    his grat­itude. Think of you hav­ing the up­per hand.”




    Re­mo was think­ing about get­ting out of the mar­riage to Poo, among oth­er things. He was

    too ex­pe­ri­enced to know that re­turn­ing the trea­sure would end Chi­un’s com­plain­ing.

    Chi­un was on­ly hap­py when com­plain­ing. The words “All right, a deal” were al­most out of

    his mouth when he said:




    “I think I’d bet­ter see what’s go­ing on up­stairs.”




    “Don’t both­er to look. A group of valiant French of­fi­cers has de­cid­ed to re­gain the

    hon­or of France hu­mil­iat­ed so many times by the das­tard­ly Hun. The das­tard­ly Hun is

    go­ing to be up there al­so. You don’t know how hard it’s been for me. We’re go­ing on al­most

    fifty years now with­out a Fran­co-​Ger­man war. A gen­er­ation with­out a Fran­co-​Ger­man war

    is like a night with­out stars.”




    “Re­mo,” said An­na, “you can’t let an­oth­er one of these dis­as­ters hap­pen. You can’t

    let mil­lions die just for your trea­sure. Re­mo?”




    “Hold on,” said Re­mo, whose mar­riage to Poo was still valid in Sinan­ju if nowhere else on

    earth. “I’m think­ing.”


  




  

    Chapter 12




    It was not an easy choice, and the short­age of time didn’t make it eas­ier. On one hand

    were the as­sured deaths of thou­sands of civ­ilized Eu­ro­peans, who af­ter years of

    reg­ular­ly killing each oth­er in war­fare had fi­nal­ly learned to live to­geth­er. On that

    side was death, the de­struc­tion of ma­jor cities, per­haps even this time an end to one of

    the na­tions, each of which when they were not war­ring had pro­duced so much for the ben­efit

    of mankind and would con­tin­ue to do so.




    On the oth­er was the trea­sure of Sinan­ju. Ac­tu­al­ly, when Re­mo thought about it, there

    re­al­ly wasn’t much choice. There were al­ways go­ing to be wars. If not the French and

    Ger­mans, then cer­tain­ly the Arabs and Ira­ni­ans, the Arabs and the Is­raelis, the Arabs and

    the Africans, the Arabs and the Arabs. And that was just one eth­nic group. Mov­ing on from the

    Semites, you couldn’t get out of the Asian sub­con­ti­nent with­out an­oth­er good twen­ty

    wars.




    So what was he stop­ping, re­al­ly?




    “Re­mo, why are you tak­ing so long?” asked An­na. “Are you go­ing to let the French and

    Ger­mans slaugh­ter each oth­er again?”




    “Eh,” said Re­mo.




    “Is that your an­swer to war­fare? A blase lit­tle ‘eh’? That’s it?”




    Re­mo shrugged.




    “Trust me, Re­mo. I think I have fig­ured out what Mr. Arieson must be. I don’t think he’s

    in­vin­ci­ble. Don’t make the deal with him. I’ll help you with the trea­sure. You’ve nev­er

    had the com­bined might of both Rus­sia and Amer­ica work­ing for you. I think Mr. Arieson has

    made a mis­take by re­turn­ing part of the trea­sure. Re­mo, stop this war.”




    Arieson, who had let An­na have her full say, fi­nal­ly in­ter­rupt­ed. His voice

    res­onat­ed through­out the bunker like a hymn, like trum­pets, like all the mu­sic men had

    ev­er used to raise their hearts to the bat­tle. An­na was not un­aware of this. She sensed

    Re­mo was. Mois­ture had col­lect­ed on the con­crete walls in the old Mag­inot Line and it was

    like breath­ing in a sew­er. In a war, men would fight in bunkers like these and worse. All the

    mar­tial mu­sic could not change that. She squeezed Re­mo’s arm as Arieson spoke.




    “Re­mo, have you ev­er re­al­ly seen an old-​fash­ioned war? I mean a good one. Not

    some­thing where the cities are bombed, and drably dressed men crawl through the mud, and no

    one even knows where the en­emy is half the time. I’m not talk­ing about that shod­dy new

    stuff. I’m talk­ing good old-​fash­ioned war, with ban­ners and trum­pets and men in glo­ri­ous

    uni­forms march­ing out to make his­to­ry and glo­ry.”




    “And to hack away at each oth­er like butch­ers and then have their po­ets cov­er it up,”

    said Re­mo. “I’ve read about those kinds.”




    “Once a Sinan­ju as­sas­sin, al­ways a Sinan­ju as­sas­sin. What about the deal? You don’t

    care about these armies. You’ve al­ways con­sid­ered war­riors as some kind of cheap

    com­pe­ti­tion for your ser­vices.”




    “You don’t mean to tell us you’ve been around for thou­sands of years,” said An­na.




    “I’m not talk­ing to you, girlie,” said Arieson. “What about it, Sinan­ju boy? Take the

    deal. You get the trea­sure. All you peo­ple ev­er cared about was get­ting paid. Don’t feel

    you have to show off for the girl.”




    “Re­mo!” cried An­na.




    “I was still raised by the nuns. I was still raised Amer­ican,” said Re­mo. “No deal.”




    It was not an at­tack so much as an eerie light and voic­es from nowhere that lunged to­ward

    Re­mo. But Re­mo held the vase. He held the vase against the strange sense of flesh that was

    not flesh, en­er­gy that was more thought than en­er­gy, against hands that were not hands

    try­ing to take back the vase that had once been giv­en in trib­ute to the Mas­ters of

    Sinan­ju.




    And then Arieson was gone and Re­mo had a war to stop.




    It was not hard. Ev­ery­thing seemed to fall apart when Arieson left any­how, and this time

    when Arieson was gone both France and Ger­many closed in on what they called their lu­natic

    com­man­ders, who in­stead of be­ing con­sid­ered sav­iors of the na­tions were both pub­licly

    called “lu­natic dis­as­ters who nev­er should have been giv­en com­mand of troops.”




    But Re­mo was left with one vase in the sun­light of a French field where ug­ly con­crete

    lay too vast to be re­moved.




    “I don’t think Chi­un’s go­ing to let me out of the mar­riage to Poo for one stink­ing vase,

    An­na,” said Re­mo. “And I don’t blame him. I had the trea­sure in my hands for a sin­gle deal

    for one more lousy war that these yo-​yos prob­ably would have loved to fight any­how, and I

    let it go. I may have let Chi­un down. I may have let down ev­ery Mas­ter in the line.”




    “Let me see the vase,” said An­na.




    Re­mo start­ed to brush off the dirt be­fore he hand­ed it to her, but An­na, hor­ri­fied,

    told him to leave the dirt.




    “That’s our chance. That’s what I’m count­ing on. Arieson left the earth. I’m sur­prised he

    did so.”




    “Dirt is some­thing you clean off,” said Re­mo. “Chi­un won’t be hap­py he’s get­ting on­ly

    one vase back, let alone a dirty one.”




    “Dirt is what things are buried in. Dirt is what is pe­cu­liar to each place, dirt is what

    the great­est tech­no­log­ical na­tion on the earth can read a speck of and tell you ex­act­ly

    where it came from.”




    “We have to go back to Rus­sia?”




    “Are you kid­ding? I’m talk­ing about mod­ern sci­ence. Your Harold Smith has at his

    dis­pos­al the great­est tech­no­log­ical ma­te­ri­als known to man. He’s your best

    chance.”




    None of them talked di­rect­ly to the sci­en­tist in the mass-​spec­trom­etry lab­ora­to­ry

    be­cause that would have giv­en him an inkling of whom he might be work­ing for. In­stead,

    through con­cealed cam­eras they watched as an­oth­er sci­en­tist who thought he was work­ing

    on a gov­ern­ment grant for ar­chae­olog­ical ex­pe­di­tions talked to the op­er­ator of the

    in­stru­ment. They could have got­ten a re­port, but they didn’t even want to wait that

    long.




    An­na was amazed how all this could be ac­com­plished in such se­cret open­ness. They did

    the watch­ing in the back of a limou­sine, which had mi­cro­scop­ic con­trols that gave this

    one bril­liant man ac­cess to more tech­no­log­ical pow­er than per­haps any hu­man be­ing

    oth­er than his pres­ident.




    An­na ap­pre­ci­at­ed how Amer­ica had cho­sen well in Harold W. Smith, the tac­iturn

    lemon-​faced head of Re­mo’s or­ga­ni­za­tion. Harold W. Smith was not one to be­lieve in the

    Red Men­ace. He un­der­stood her coun­try as an en­emy. He un­der­stood he had to use cau­tion

    and stamp out its thrusts to­ward his own coun­try, but he did not view Rus­sia as the de­mon

    of the world. He was not one to start a war, but this man was sure to fin­ish it.




    Re­mo was bored with the spec­trom­etry re­search and kept reach­ing a hand to her knee.

    An­na liked the hand on her knee but she did not want an or­gasm while dis­cussing earth

    sam­ples with some­one else in the back seat of an Amer­ican limou­sine.




    They were driv­ing down the Mer­ritt Park­way just out­side New York City. The driv­er was

    sealed off by a sol­id sound­proof glass shield. They could hear him but he could not hear them

    un­less they gave him an or­der through a mi­cro­phone. To the world it looked like a com­mon

    lux­ury au­to­mo­bile where the in­hab­itants were watch­ing tele­vi­sion.




    The im­pres­sive read­ing of par­ti­cles in the lab­ora­to­ry was not done through some

    lens, but rather by bom­bard­ing the earth with elec­trons and read­ing the emis­sions on a

    print­out.




    They heard the tech­nol­ogist read the struc­ture of the earth found on the vase.




    The ar­chae­ol­ogist-​ge­og­ra­pher punched the read­ings in­to a portable com­put­er he

    car­ried. Both men were dressed as though they were about to go out and throw a Fris­bee for a

    while. They looked so or­di­nary do­ing such an ex­traor­di­nary thing, thought An­na.




    She slapped Re­mo’s won­der­ful­ly skilled hand again. “Please,” she said.




    Harold W. Smith blushed.




    “Noth­ing,” said Re­mo. “I wasn’t do­ing any­thing. If I did some­thing, you would feel

    this-“




    “Re­mo!” shrieked An­na.




    “Re­mo, please,” said Smith, try­ing to avert his eyes.




    “Noth­ing,” said Re­mo, rais­ing his hands as an in­no­cent.




    And then the find­ings.




    The com­put­er an­nounced three places the earth could have come from, but Re­mo knew

    im­me­di­ate­ly that two were wrong. One was along the coast of Chile, and the oth­er was a

    fish­ing vil­lage in Africa.




    “I al­ways won­dered how they man­aged to move so much trea­sure and on­ly find wit­ness­es

    who saw it leave the vil­lage, while no one any­where saw it ar­rive. I al­ways won­dered how

    Chi­un could have sift­ed through North Ko­re­an in­tel­li­gence with­out find­ing the men who

    had lugged it away. I al­ways won­dered,” said Re­mo.




    An­na and Smith said the third place was not on­ly a bril­liant site but al­so log­ical.




    It was as bril­liant as it was sim­ple. Smith and An­na dis­cussed Arieson as they all three

    drove to a small mil­itary air­port out­side of New York City. They had the trea­sure. Now to

    end the pow­er of Mr. Arieson.




    Cym­bals of wel­come reached Re­mo and An­na as they ar­rived at the junc­tion of Sinan­ju

    One with Sinan­ju Two and Three, an area which looked like a large emp­ty park­ing lot. It

    stopped at a mud path, Sinan­ju prop­er.




    Chi­un was wait­ing, too, squint­ing dis­ap­proval: “You have brought her here. In­to your

    own vil­lage. A white. That white. The white you have con­sort­ed with,” said Chi­un, look­ing

    at An­na.




    “You’ll nev­er guess where the trea­sure is.”




    “Of course I’ll nev­er guess. If I could have guessed, I would have found it.”




    “Do you think that is a nice hillock you are stand­ing on, Lit­tle Fa­ther?” asked

    Re­mo.




    “It over­looks the high­way. Be­hind me, down the path in­to the vil­lage, I can see

    ev­ery­thing go­ing on there. It is a per­fect spot.”




    “And on the night the trea­sure was stolen, did not the North Ko­re­an in­tel­li­gence

    op­er­atives car­ry the trea­sure up this path?”




    “It is the on­ly way to get out of Sinan­ju. Why not? Don’t try to es­cape the fact that you

    have brought that,” said Chi­un, point­ing at An­na, “back to where you live, where your

    pre­cious wife lives.”




    “I know about that mar­riage. It’s not a re­al one,” said An­na with a cold smile.




    “And Re­mo said you were in­tel­li­gent,” laughed Chi­un. “They tell that to all you

    girls.”




    “I be­lieve Re­mo wouldn’t lie.”




    “Be­lieve what you want,” said Chi­un, “but you’ll nev­er know.”




    “Get­ting back to the trea­sure, Lit­tle Fa­ther, did it not seem strange to you that you

    could un­cov­er none of the many men who hauled it away?” asked Re­mo.




    “If they could have been found, I would have found them. As a pre­cau­tion, ob­vi­ous­ly

    they were killed so they would not tell.”




    “Ah, and when were they killed? Where were they killed?”




    “I don’t like these games.”




    “You played games with Mr. Arieson. You didn’t tell me.”




    “I’m al­lowed. I’m your fa­ther,” said Chum.




    “Isn’t it amaz­ing how that hill you are on seems to grow?” An­na said.




    “Of course it grows. It is the Sinan­ju garbage dump.”




    “And at the bot­tom, where the dump touch­es the once-​fresh earth, you will find the

    poi­soned bod­ies of the men who hauled away your trea­sure.”




    “Good. Let them rot,” said Chi­un.




    “Sir, if they are dead, who car­ried the trea­sure far­ther, and why do I think they were

    poi­soned?”




    “Be­cause you are a sex-​crazed white wom­an and nev­er had a log­ical thought in your

    head,” said Chi­un.




    “They were poi­soned, I am sure, be­cause that was the qui­etest way to get rid of them

    af­ter they did their work, and then one man with a shov­el could cov­er them with the loose

    garbage and drive back to Py­ongyang, where he could agree to come to your vil­lage as of­ten

    as you want to help you look for the trea­sure. Your trea­sure has been in the on­ly one safe

    place it could have been hid­den all along. Right here in Sinan­ju.”




    An­na thought Chi­un was so ex­cit­ed about the find that he did not re­mem­ber to thank

    her, but Re­mo ex­plained Chi­un had dif­fi­cul­ty with thanks. This of course did not mean

    that any­one could ev­er for­get to thank Chi­un. When it came to grat­itude, he was very

    care­ful to weigh and mea­sure.




    The en­tire vil­lage dug in­to the lit­tle garbage heap, some with shov­els, some with their

    bare hands. They sang as they worked, about the glo­ry of their House of Sinan­ju.




    But they al­ways sang as they worked while the Mas­ters of Sinan­ju were around. Chi­un did

    not for­get nor let them for­get that when he was gone earn­ing trib­ute for the en­tire

    vil­lage, they had not lift­ed a fin­ger when the trea­sure was stolen.




    They cov­ered their faces when they came down to the de­com­pos­ing bod­ies, but un­der the

    bod­ies was fresh, eas­ily dug earth, and on­ly the thinnest lay­er of earth cov­ered the first

    trunk of valu­ables. All night they cleaned and car­ried and hauled, while Chi­un di­rect­ed

    one group here and one there to lay the trea­sures be­fore the door­way of the House of

    Sinan­ju. He and Re­mo would put them where they be­longed. This for Re­mo and Chi­un would be

    a la­bor of love.




    “May I come in?” asked An­na. She had helped lo­cate the trea­sure. She had saved it for

    Re­mo and Chi­un. She was ac­tu­al­ly feel­ing good for the cranky old racist.




    “No,” said Chi­un.




    “I do be­lieve I was in­stru­men­tal in your re­gain­ing the his­tor­ical trea­sure that

    meant so much to your lines of as­sas­sins,” said An­na.




    “You had some deal with Re­mo. Prob­ably for sex,” said Chi­un.




    “No. I stopped a war,” said Re­mo, mak­ing sure the Mayan gold was not mixed with the

    lighter and shinier Thai gold.




    Chi­un was proud that Re­mo would re­mem­ber the dif­fer­ence be­tween the two.




    “Well, we can deal with Arieson now.”




    “I’ve heard about your deals, Chi­un. What are you go­ing to give him now?” asked An­na.




    “A pinch of some­thing or oth­er,” said Chi­un. He had spot­ted the casks of faience beads

    from the Third Dy­nasty of the up­per king­dom of the Nile. “To the left, along with the

    al­abaster cats, thank you,” he said to the Sinan­ju work­ers.




    “You don’t un­der­stand, Mas­ter of Sinan­ju, Arieson is not some mind­less mys­ti­cal thing

    that you could un­der­stand. Smith, an ex­treme­ly in­tel­li­gent and per­cep­tive man, and I

    have put our heads to­geth­er.”




    “Twin cab­bages,” said Chi­un, see­ing the great damask cloth, named for the city of its

    ori­gin, Dam­as­cus. “Ah, the beau­ti­ful Ab­basids,” said Chi­un, be­ing re­mind­ed of the

    treach­ery of that dy­nasty. And then of course there were the trea­sures from Bagh­dad, the

    pin­na­cle of civ­iliza­tion, which the war­rior Genghis Khan de­stroyed, and then of course

    died for that abom­ina­tion.




    “The old Bagh­dad,” said Chi­un, tak­ing a bolt of silk cen­turies old but still per­fect

    be­cause of the dense­ness of its weave and the spe­cial per­fec­tion of its silk­worms fed a

    se­cret di­et by the won­der­ful caliphs in that won­der­ful city.




    And of course, the gifts from the Greek tyrants, com­ing now over the hill, down the path

    to­ward the House of Sinan­ju. Chi­un’s hands were aflut­ter with joy. The Mas­ters of Sinan­ju

    al­ways had spe­cial af­fec­tion for the Greek tyrants. While the Greeks nev­er paid

    ex­ces­sive­ly, they al­ways un­der­stood ex­act­ly the work they want­ed. They were not ones

    to see imag­inary plots be­hind ev­ery mar­ble wall. They knew who had to be re­moved and got

    the best to do it, sav­ing them­selves much wealth in the long run.




    “Mr. Arieson,” said An­na, “in case you are in­ter­est­ed, is an elec­tron­ic force that

    feeds off its vic­tims them­selves. The vic­tims are hu­man be­ings who re­spond to neg­ative

    mil­itary im­puls­es. The rea­son you and Re­mo can­not be af­fect­ed is you are so per­fect­ly

    trained that all your ba­sic re­spons­es are har­nessed. Oth­er men fight their fear; your fear

    pow­ers you. You fight noth­ing be­cause you are one with ev­ery el­ement of your­selves. Do

    you un­der­stand?”




    “You slept with a wom­an who is go­ing to ex­plain Sinan­ju to you?” asked Chi­un.




    Re­mo made a mo­tion of the in­ex­pli­ca­bil­ity of wom­en, and stopped the Mali iron

    stat­ues be­fore they were brought too far for­ward.




    “Those go back a bit,” said Re­mo.




    “Are you com­ing?” asked An­na.




    “No, he’s not,” said Chi­un.




    “Let him an­swer,” said An­na.




    “I’ve got to put stuff away here first.”




    “Don’t you want to see Mr. Arieson col­lapse in an elec­tron­ic coun­ter­force?”




    “Sure, but I’ve got to straight­en up the rooms first,” said Re­mo. Chi­un smiled. Re­mo

    could be a good boy at times. And Re­mo was his.




    “He knows your lit­tle tricks can­not stop some­one like Arieson,” Chi­un said.




    “But he’s not a some­one. That’s what Smith and I fig­ured out, from all the ev­idence.”




    Chi­un laughed. “You will nev­er stop him. I will make you a bar­gain. If you in your ways

    stop Arieson, you may have Re­mo. If not, nev­er set foot here again.”




    “You won’t in­ter­fere with us be­cause I’m white?” asked An­na.




    “I promise,” said Chi­un.




    “Hey, you can’t promise me to any­one,” said Re­mo.




    “I can promise not to in­ter­fere,” said Chi­un.




    “Done,” said An­na.




    “Done,” said Chi­un.




    “I’ll phone for you, Re­mo.”




    “Say good-​bye to her, Re­mo.”




    But Re­mo ig­nored them both. An­na did not see it as she walked up the mud path to­ward the

    now low­er hill at the en­trance, but Re­mo did and he knew where it went. He had seen

    pic­tures like it in the tun­nels un­der Rome. He watched three men la­bo­ri­ous­ly car­ry it

    on their shoul­ders, but he ran out to help them. Hold­ing the mar­ble base light­ly in his

    fin­gers, he alone walked the path back to the house, and wip­ing his feet free of mud he

    car­ried it in­to the house and in­to the room where its square mar­ble base fit ex­act­ly

    in­to the in­den­ta­tion in the dark ma­hogany.




    It was a mar­ble bust. And the face had a beard and a fat neck, and ob­vi­ous­ly, four

    hun­dred years be­fore the birth of Christ, Mr. Arieson had posed for it.




    It took three days for Re­mo and Chi­un to re­place the trea­sure. Dur­ing that time, word

    reached Poo that Re­mo, in pay­ment for re­turn­ing the trea­sure of Sinan­ju, was re­leased

    from his mar­riage vows.




    She came up to the house. She wept at the door­way. She wept loud­er when oth­er vil­lagers

    were about. She tore her hair. She screamed in­sults and curs­es. She said there would not be a

    soul in Sinan­ju who would not know how Re­mo had failed in his man­hood in re­gard to her.




    This was not much of a threat be­cause ev­ery­one knew that on the wed­ding night any­how.

    Poo had al­ways been a big­mouth.




    Poo stretched her great bulk over the steps of the door­way to the House of Sinan­ju, known

    in Sinan­ju as the House of the Mas­ters, and de­clared to one and all she was an aban­doned

    wom­an.




    “When does this stop, Lit­tle Fa­ther?” asked Re­mo.




    “On the fifth day,” said Chi­un.




    “Why the fifth day?” asked Re­mo.




    “By the fifth day she will be tired and ready,” said Chi­un, with­out ex­plain­ing ready for

    what.




    On the fifth day, Chi­un went down to where Poo lay ex­haust­ed and whis­pered in her ear.

    She al­lowed him to help her up and walk her back down to her home in the vil­lage.




    “Done,” said Chi­un on his re­turn to the house.




    “What did you say to her?” asked Re­mo.




    “Forty-​two thou­sand dol­lars cash,” said Chi­un. “What did you think I said to her? That

    ev­ery­thing would be all right? That the mar­riage was over? That she was bet­ter off with­out

    you?”




    “That’s a lot of mon­ey,” said Re­mo.




    “She earned it,” said Chi­un. “It was tru­ly a no­ble per­for­mance she did on our

    steps.”




    “How sure are you we won’t hear from An­na Chutesov?” asked Re­mo.




    “Did the stat­ue fit the room ex­act­ly, and was not the like­ness per­fect?”




    “Yes,” said Re­mo.




    “Be con­fi­dent, she will nev­er come here again,” said Chi­un.




    “That’s not what I want­ed, Lit­tle Fa­ther.”




    “You want­ed to eat red meat at one time al­so,” said Chi­un.




    “But An­na’s dif­fer­ent. She’s spe­cial.”




    “You on­ly feel she’s spe­cial.”




    “That’s the on­ly feel I care about, Chi­un,” said Re­mo.




    “Right,” said Chi­un. “You don’t care what I think. You don’t care what is good for the

    House of Sinan­ju, but what does the great Re­mo Williams feel? The feel­ings that count here

    are mine,” said Chi­un. And walk­ing through the rooms of the house, he kept re­peat­ing the

    word “mine,” al­though each time he said it the word be­came soft­er, and hap­pi­er, as he

    viewed the re­turned trea­sure of Sinan­ju.




    An­na’s call came on the sev­enth day, but there was no re­joic­ing. Re­mo was go­ing to

    have to re­turn to Amer­ica and stop Harold W. Smith. He had gone in­sane.




    “He’s scream­ing ‘Forty-​four-​forty or fight,’ and he’s start­ing a war with Cana­da.”




    “Smit­ty?” asked Re­mo, un­be­liev­ing.




    “Right from Fol­croft.”




    “How did you find out about Fol­croft?”




    “I told you he’s gone in­sane. He’s not both­er­ing with pre­cau­tions any­more. He’s

    got­ten him­self a ban­ner and he’s scream­ing that he wants recog­ni­tion and that he

    de­serves a medal for what he’s done and he doesn’t care who knows about him. The more, the

    bet­ter. You’d bet­ter get back here and save your or­ga­ni­za­tion, Re­mo.”




    “Arieson?” asked Re­mo.




    “Who the hell else?” snapped An­na.




    “I’m com­ing over,” said Re­mo, who even now saw the great bust of Mr. Arieson be­ing

    car­ried on a lit­ter down to the pier with Chi­un di­rect­ing ev­ery­one. Chi­un him­self

    fol­lowed with an al­abaster jar. “What’s that?” asked Re­mo.




    “A lit­tle pinch of some­thing,” said Chi­un.




    Fol­croft was a mess, but for­tu­nate­ly, since it was a san­itar­ium for the men­tal­ly

    de­ranged, few both­ered to even no­tice ban­ners fly­ing from its walls. Since it was close to

    Long Is­land Sound, many peo­ple thought of them as boat sig­nals.




    Some of the doc­tors were ques­tion­ing why the nor­mal­ly re­served and al­most

    un­reach­able Mr. Smith was now say­ing hel­lo to ev­ery­one and try­ing to en­list them in a

    fight against Cana­da. They would have com­mit­ted him to an in­sti­tu­tion, ex­cept he was in

    one al­ready and run­ning it, and if the truth be known, what made some­one a pa­tient at a

    men­tal in­sti­tu­tion in­stead of an ad­min­is­tra­tor was pure­ly a mat­ter of chance.




    Ac­cord­ing to Smith, Cana­da had thumbed its nose at Amer­ica ev­er since the Amer­ican

    Rev­olu­tion, and the re­al hon­est and sa­cred bound­ary be­tween the two coun­tries was

    lat­itude forty-​four-​forty, but the cow­ard­ly and prob­ably traitorous peo­ple run­ning the

    coun­try, all Cana­da-​simps as he called them, had set­tled for this trag­ic in­jus­tice.




    All it need­ed was for a few brave and hon­est men who could not be bought off or

    in­tim­idat­ed by the Cana­da lob­by.




    Re­mo gen­tly cor­nered him with an arm and guid­ed him back to his of­fice, as Smith very

    in­tent­ly asked Re­mo if he was one of those who was will­ing to for­get that dur­ing the

    Viet­nam war Cana­da played host to Amer­ican draft dodgers.




    “They get away with ev­ery­thing and they con­trol ev­ery­thing and when you point out these

    ob­vi­ous facts, you’re called a big­ot. Do you un­der­stand?”




    “I do, Smit­ty,” said Re­mo.




    “That’s why on­ly a pu­ri­fy­ing war can rid us of this can­cer in our midst.”




    “Right. We’ll join your war, Smit­ty.”




    Smith’s gray hair was di­sheveled and his eyes were wide with the vi­sion he alone saw. He

    found An­na in his of­fice. Re­mo glanced at the draw­ers to the com­put­er con­soles out of

    in­stinct. She was not, af­ter all, part of the or­ga­ni­za­tion.




    Chi­un ar­rived bring­ing the bust of Mr. Arieson. It looked like a ki­mono as a stand for a

    ton-​size mar­ble bust. When he put it down on the floor the room trem­bled a bit.




    From un­der his gray ki­mono Chi­un took the al­abaster jar and opened it. He reached in­to

    the jar and took out a pinch of brown­ish pow­der and lit it. Its pur­plish fumes tick­led the

    nos­trils and made the far reach­es of the room smell pleas­ant even as it burned a bright

    or­ange at its core. In­cense. He had lit in­cense be­fore the bust of Mr. Arieson.




    “O Aries, God of War, called Mars by the Ro­mans, and oth­er names by oth­er tribes, please

    do al­low mankind to have his own stupid wars in­stead of ar­rang­ing them.”




    With a whoosh like a storm, the in­cense clouds were sucked up in­to the stone nos­trils,

    leav­ing on­ly a great si­lence in the of­fice of Harold W. Smith.




    “What are you do­ing here?” he asked An­na. “And you, Re­mo? And Chi­un?”




    “We have made the prop­er sac­ri­fice to the god of war the In­di­ans re­leased on the

    Oju­pa reser­va­tion. He’s re­turned to his ob­serv­er sta­tus,” said Re­mo.




    Smith straight­ened his tie and made sure all of the draw­ers were shut. Ms. Chutesov was,

    af­ter all, a Rus­sian high op­er­ative.




    “I don’t be­lieve it,” said Smith.




    “That stat­ue must have some his­tor­ical sig­nif­icance which ac­ti­vat­ed the elec­tron­ic

    waves you talked about, when you tried that ma­chine you had your sci­en­tists cre­ate to

    coun­ter­bal­ance any wave com­ing at it,” said An­na.




    “Sinan­ju does have ac­cess to elec­tron­ic forces,” said Smith. “In its prim­itive

    way.”




    “His­tor­ical forces,” said An­na, who had been ed­ucat­ed in com­mu­nist schools.




    “The white men­tal­ity,” said Chi­un of both An­na and Smith, as he got Re­mo to car­ry the

    prop­er­ty of Sinan­ju out of Fol­croft. Af­ter all, he had per­son­al­ly car­ried it in. But

    was he com­plain­ing?
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