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CHAPTER ONE

This death threat made him think.

It had that re al qual ity about it, as if it weren’t so much a threat as a promise.

The caller had sounded so much like an authentic busi ness man that Ernest Wal green’s sec re tary had
put him right through.

“It’s a Mr. Jones.”

“What does he want?” asked Wal green. As pres ident of Dat aCom putronics in Minneapolis,
Minnesota, he had learned to re ly on his sec re tary, so much so that when he met people at busi ness
func tions he would instinc tive ly look for her to tell him which per son he should warm up to and which
he shouldn’t. It was a sim ple ques tion of not bother ing to use his own judgment be cause his
sec re tary’s had proved so much bet ter over the years.

“I don’t know, Mr. Wal green. He sounded like you were expect ing his call. He says it’s a some what
pri vate mat ter.”

“Put him on,” Wal green said. He could work while he talked, reading propos als, checking out
contracts, signing doc uments. It was an exec utive’s at tribute, a mind that could be in two places at
once. His fa ther had had it; his own son did not.

Wal green’s grandfa ther had been a farmer and his fa ther had owned a drugstore. Wal green had
thought there was a nat ural progres sion, from farm to phar ma cy to exec utive suite, and on to pos si bly
pres ident of a uni ver si ty or per haps the cler gy. But, no, his own son had bought a small farm and had
re turned to growing wheat and wor rying about the fre quency of the rains and the price of crops.

Ernest Wal green had thought the progress of the Wal green fam ily was a ladder, not a cir cle. There
were worse things than farm ing, but few that were harder, he thought. But he knew it would be of no
avail to ar gue with his son. The Wal greens were stubborn and made up their own minds. Grandpa
Wal green had once said, “The pur pose of trying is trying. It ain’t so damned im por tant to get
some where as it is to be on your way.”

Young Ernest had asked his fa ther what that meant. His fa ther said, “Grandpa means it isn’t how you
put it in the bot tle, but what you put in.”

Years lat er Wal green re al ized that that was just a sim ple contra dic tion of what Grandpa had said, but
by then he didn’t have too much time to think about it. He was too busy, and be fore Grandpa died he
com mended Ernest Wal green for us ing his very modest skills, “to be come one of the richest lit tle
pis sers in the whole damned state. I didn’t think you had it in you.” Grandpa Wal green talked like
that. All the Wal greens made up their own minds.

“Mr. Wal green, we’re going to kill you,” came the voice over the tele phone. It was a man. A steady
voice. It was not the usual sort of threat.

Wal green knew threats. His first ten years out of the uni ver si ty were spent guarding Pres ident



 
Truman in the Se cret Ser vice, a ca reer which, de spite its promised promotions for one as bright and
thor ough as Wal green, did not go as far up the ladder as Wal green had intended to take him self and
his fam ily. But be cause of that he knew threats and he knew most of them were made by people who
couldn’t car ry out re al phys ical harm on their tar gets. The threat it self was the at tack.

Most of the re al dangers came from people who never sent any threat at all. The Se cret Ser vice still
checked out the threat eners and had them watched, but it was not so much to protect the Pres ident as
to protect the de part ment in the unlike ly event that a threat ener ac tual ly went out and tried to do
some thing about his ha tred. Eighty- seven per cent of all recorded death threats made in Amer ica over a
year were made by drunks. Less than three- hundredth’s of one per cent of those threats ever re sult ed in
anything.

“You just threat ened my life, didn’t you?” said Wal green. He put aside the pile of contracts and his
desk, wrote down the time of the call, and buzzed his sec re tary to lis ten in.

“Yes, I did.”

“May I ask why?”

“Don’t you want to know when?” said the voice. It had a twang, but it was not midwest. Wal green
placed it some where east of Ohio and south. Vir ginia in the west, pos si bly. The voice sounded in the
late for ties. It was raspy. Wal green wrote down on a small white pad: 11:03 a.m., twangy voice, South.
Vir ginia? Male. Raspy. Probably a smoker. Late for ties.

“Cer tainly I want to know when, but more than that I want to know why.”

“You wouldn’t under stand.”

“Try me,” said Wal green.

“In due time. What are you going to do about this?”

“I’m going to re port it to the police.”

“Good. And what else?”

“I’ll do what ever the police tell me.”

“Not enough, Mr. Wal green. Now you’re a rich man. You should be able to do more than just phone
the police.”

“Do you want money?”

“Mr. Wal green, I know you want to keep me talking. But I al so know that even if the police were
sit ting in your lap, you would not be able to trace this call in less than three minutes . . . and
consider ing they are not, the re al talking time is clos er to eighteen minutes be fore you could trace this
call.”

“I don’t get death threats every day.”



 
“You used to. You dealt with them all the time. For money, re mem ber ?”

“What do you mean?” asked Wal green, knowing exact ly what the caller meant. The caller knew
Wal green had worked for the Se cret Ser vice, but even more im por tant knew exact ly what Wal green’s
job had been. Even his wife didn’t know that.

“You know what I mean, Mr. Wal green.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Where you used to work. Now, don’t you think you could provide your self some good protec tion with
all your friends at the Se cret Ser vice and with all your money?”

“All right. If you insist, I’ll protect myself. Then what?”

“Then we’ll kill your ass anyway, Ernie. Ha ha ha.”

The caller hung up. Ernest Wal green wrote down the last note on the sheet. 11:07- The caller had
spoken for four minutes.

“Wow,” said Wal green’s sec re tary, burst ing into the of fice. “I got down every word he said. Do you
think he’s for re al?”

“Very,” said Ernest Wal green. He was fifty- four years old and he felt drained that day. It was as if
some thing in him were crying about the injus tice of it. As if there were bet ter times for death threats,
not when his son’s wife was about to give birth, not when he had bought the ski lodge in Sun Val ley,
Utah, not when the com pa ny he had founded was about to have a record year, not when Mil dred, his
wife, had just found a consum ing hobby of pot tery that made her even more cheer ful. These were the
best years of his life and he found him self telling him self that he was sor ry this threat didn’t come
when he was young and poor. He found him self thinking, I’m too rich to die now. Why didn’t the
bas tards do it when I had trouble with the mort gage payments ?

“What should I do ?” asked his sec re tary.

“Well, for the time be ing, we’ll move you down the hall. Who knows what these lunatics will do and
there’s no point get ting anyone killed who doesn’t have to be.”

“You think they’re lunatics?”

“No,” said Wal green. “That’s why I want you to move sever al of fices away.”

To his sor row, the police al so thought it was a call by a lunatic. The police gave him a lec ture that
came right out of a Se cret Ser vice manual on ter ror ists. Worse, it was a dat ed manual.

The police captain was named La pointe. He was roughly Wal green’s age. But where Wal green was
lean and tanned and neat, La pointe’s fleshy expanse seemed held together only by his uni form. He had
conde scended to see Wal green be cause Wal green was an im por tant busi ness man. He spoke to
Wal green as if address ing a ladies’ tea on the hor rors of crime.



 
“What you’ve got is your lunatic ter ror ist, unafraid to die,” he said.

“That’s wrong,” Wal green said. “They all say they’re will ing to die, but that’s not the case.”

“The manual says it is.”

“You are re fer ring to an old Se cret Ser vice manual which was ac knowl edged as incor rect al most as
soon as it came out.”

“I hear it all the time. Just on tele vi sion, a com menta tor said ter ror ists aren’t afraid to die. I heard it.”

“It’s still wrong. And I don’t think I am deal ing with a ter ror ist.”

“The ter ror ist mind is cunning.”

“Captain La pointe, what I want to know is what are you going to do for the protec tion of my life?”

“We’re going to give you thor ough police protec tion, weave a de fense web around you on one hand
and try to identi fy and im mobi lize the ter ror ist in his lair on the other hand.”

“You still haven’t said what you are going to do.”

“I most .cer tainly have,” said La pointe, har- umphing indignant ly.

“Be spe cif ic,” said Wal green.

“You wouldn’t under stand.”

“Try me,” said Wal green.

“It’s very techni cal,” warned Captain La pointe.

“Go ahead.”

“First we pull files looking for an MO, which is…”

“Which is modus operand! and you’re going to find out all the people in this area who have phoned
other people threat ening to kill them, and you’re going to ask them where they were at 11:03 today
and when you find a few who give funny or contra dic tory stories, you will annoy them until they tell
you some thing that the city at tor ney is will ing to pros ecute on. Meanwhile, the people who are going
to kill me will have killed me.”

“That’s very negative.”

“Captain La pointe, I don’t think these people are in your files. What I would like is a team
surveil lance and some ac cess to people who know how to use weapons. With luck, we might foil the
first at tempt on my life and be able to find out pos si bly who the killers are. I think it’s more than one
which gives them more power but al so makes them more li able to exposure, es pe cial ly at their
linkages.”



 
“Sec ondly,” said La pointe, “we’re going to send out an all points bul letin . . . that’s an APE . . .”

Wal green was out of La pointe’s of fice be fore the sentence was finished. No help there, he thought. At
home he told his wife he was going to Washington. Mil dred was at her small Shim- oo pot tery wheel.
She was center ing a reddish mound of clay and the spring heat had given her skin a healthy flush.

“You’ve never looked so beauti ful, dear.”

“Oh, c’mon. I’m a mess,” she said. But she laughed.

“There isn’t a day that goes by that I don’t think more and more how right I was to mar ry you. How
lucky I was.”

And she smiled again and in that smile there was so much life that the great death he knew he was
fac ing, made no less great by its com monness to all men, was, in that smile of life, made less fear ful
for a moment.

“I mar ried a beauti ful per son too, Ernie.”

“Not as beauti ful as I did.”

“I think so, dear. I think so.”

“You know,” he said, trying to be ca sual but not so ca sual that Mil dred would see the ef fort and
sus pect some thing, “I can finish up a Washington project in three weeks, if . ..”

“If I got away on a trip,” she said.

“Yes,” said Wal green. “Maybe to your brother’s in New Hampshire.”

“I was thinking of Japan.”

“Maybe we’ll both go, but af ter your brother’s.”

She left without finishing the pot. It would be two days be fore he found she had spoken with his
sec re tary and knew how se ri ous ly he had taken that tele phone threat. He would re al ize lat er she knew
why she was be ing sent away and did not let on so he would not car ry the extra bur den of wor ry. When
he did re al ize it would be too late. She took an af ter noon flight to New Hampshire and the last pic ture
Ernest Wal green would re mem ber of his wife was how she fum bled with her purse for her ticket, as
she had fum bled with her purs es since he had met her so very long ago when they were young
together, as they had re mained until that air port, young together, al ways.

At Se cret Ser vice headquar ters in Washington, when Ernest Wal green got through the lower
func tionar ies to fi nal ly speak with a dis trict man, he was greet ed by:

“Well, here comes the big rich busi ness man. How ya’ doing Ernie? Sor ry you left us, huh?”

“Not when I buy a new car,” Wal green said and added soft ly, “I’m in trouble.”



 
“Yeah. We know.”

“How?”

“We keep track of our old people. We do guard the Pres ident, you know, and we like to know what our
old friends do all the time.”

“I didn’t think it was still that tight.”

“Since Kennedy, it stays that tight.”

“That was a hel luva shot that guy got from the window,” Wal green said. “Nobody can stop that kind of
stuff.”

“You know bet ter than I do. When you’re bodyguard to the Pres ident, nobody mea sures your suc cess
by how many as sas si na tion at tempts fail.”

“How much do you know about me?”

“We know you think you’re in trouble. We know that if you stayed with us, you would have gone to
the top. We know some local police are making nois es and moves on your be half that you’re
supposed to be unaware of. How good are your locals, Ernie?”

“Locals,” said Wal green.

“Oh,” said the dis trict man. It was a gray- fur- ni tured of fice with the anti septic cubic ity of those who
have very spe cif ic jobs and need not be expansive to the public. Wal green sat down. It was not the
kind of of fice that even old friends of fered each other a drink in. It was more a file cabinet drawer
than an of fice as Wal green knew it, and he was very glad he had left the Se cret Ser vice for car pets and
drinks and golf dates and all the cozy ameni ties of Amer ican busi ness.

“I’m in trouble, but I can’t dot the ‘i’ on it. It was just a phone call, but the voice … it was the voice. I
don’t know how much you know about busi ness, but there are people you know who are just for re al.
It’s a calm ness in their voic es, a pre ci sion. I don’t know. This one had it.”

“Ernie, I re spect you. You know that.”

“What are you driving at?” asked Wal green.

“A phone call isn’t enough.”

“What do I have to do to get you guys in on it? Be killed?”

“All right. Why does this per son want to kill you?”

“I don’t know. He just said I should get all the protec tion I could.”

“Were you drinking?”



 
“No, I was not drinking. I was working.”

“Ernie, that’s a standard crank call you got. That’s a standard. They tell you to get a gun, to put on
extra men, ‘be cause, buddy, I’m gonna blow your brains out.’ Ernie. Please.”

“It was for re al. I know standard crank calls. You’re lucky you’ve got com put ers nowa days to keep
track of them. I know crank calls. More over, I think you know I can tell the dif fer ence. This voice was
not a crank. I don’t know the why of it but, be tween you and me, this one’s for re al.”

“You know I’m helpless, Ernie.”

“Why?”

“Be cause in a re port, it doesn’t have Ernie Wal green looking me in the eye like you’re looking now
and me knowing, right where you know it, that these people are for re al. Knowing it in the gut.”

“Got any sugges tions ? I’ve had a lot of prac tice making money.”

“Use it, Ernie.”

“With whom?”

“Af ter Kennedy got shot out from under neath us, there was a big shake up here. Pret ty qui et but pret ty
big.”

“I know. I had some thing to do with it,” Wal green said. The dis trict man looked at him with mild
sur prise.

“Anyway,” the dis trict man said, “it didn’t do anything be cause there was no way we could have
stopped a guy get ting in a shot like Os wald did, but we had to look like we made some changes so we
could tell Johnson that the Se cret Ser vice that lost Kennedy isn’t the same as the one guarding you
now. In the shake up, some good men, re al ly good men, quit. They were very bit ter. And I can’t blame
them. They have their own se curi ty agency now . . .”

“I don’t need some re tired police man in a blue uni form to dis cour age shoplift ing.”

“No, they’re not your nor mal cor porate se curi ty. They do super stuff for super people and I’m talking
about protect ing for eign heads of state too, de signing their palaces and everything. They’re even
bet ter on protec tion than we are be cause their clients don’t have to go running around to every air port
crowd shaking hands. God, that ter ri fies me. Why couldn’t a Howard Hughes her mit be ‘ Pres ident
instead of some damned politi cian? It’s al ways a politi cian.” He paused. “What’d you mean, you had
some thing to do with the shake up?” he asked.

Wal green shrugged. “I did some work for the Pres ident,” he said, “in the se curi ty area.”

“Which Pres ident?”

“All of them. Until this one.”



 
The firm name of re tired Se cret Ser vice people was Pal dor. He said the Se cret Ser vice had sent him
and he was ushered into the kind of of fices he was used to, a touch of strong el egance with a good
view.

Cher ry blos soms and the Potomac. A friendly Scotch on the rocks. A sym pa thet ic ear. The man’s
name was Lester Pruel and Wal green knew some thing about him. He was six feet one, tanned and
healthy, with sharp, dis cerning blue eyes. He had a com fort able smoothness about him that
government em ployees, in contrast, seemed to lack, the sort of manner that indi cat ed he made
de ci sions. The de ci sion he made for Ernest Wal green was ‘no.’

“I’d like to help you,” said Pruel. His gray- blond hair was mar celled in a very dry look. “And we do go
out of our way for old friends from the Ser vice. But fel la, it’s one frigging phone call.”

“I’ve got money.”

“We charge a hundred thousand for just a look. Now that’s for sending some people out to figure out
what we’d re al ly charge you when we get down to work. We’re not sending a bunch of cadoodles in
blue uni forms and tin badges, two steps off the wel fare rolls. This is re al se curi ty.”

“That’s a lot of money.”

“Fel la, we’d do it for nothing, if we thought it was re al. We like our contacts with our kind of people.
We’d even like you, Wal green, to come to work for us. Except you look like you’re doing pret ty well
for an old ser vice man.”

“I’m going to die,” said Wal green.

“Have you been sort of light on sex late ly? I mean, some times at your age we lose a sense of
propor tion about things. Now both you and I know from training that one phone call . . .”

The next night, Ernest Wal green of Minneapolis, Minnesota, was flying to Manchester Air port in New
Hampshire to identi fy the body of his wife.

A syringe had been pressed thor oughly into her tem ple, as if some body had at tempt ed to inject
some thing into her brain. Except this was a vet eri nar ian’s syringe and it had been empty. What had
been inject ed into the brain was the large nee dle to make the brain stop working.

And, as an added mea sure, a good dose of air. Air in the bloodstream killed. The body was found in
the back seat of her brother’s car, with no tell tale finger prints on the car, none on the syringe. It was as
if some one or some thing had come into this lit tle northern com muni ty, done its job, and left. There
was no known motive.

The cas ket with her body was al ready at the Manchester Air port when Wal green ar rived. Lester Pruel
was standing next to the cas ket. His face was grim.

“We’re all sor ry. We didn’t know. We’ll give you everything. Again. I’m sor ry, I’m sor ry. We
thought, well, it was just a phone call. On the face of it, you’ve got to admit . . . look, we can’t bring
her back but we can keep you alive. If you want us to.”



 
“Yes, I do,” said Ernest Wal green. Mil dred would have want ed that, he thought. She loved life. Death
was no excuse for the living to give up on it.

She was buried at Ar ca di an Angels ceme tery, out side Olivia, county seat of Renville, amid the rich
farm lands where Wal green’s fa ther had been born and where his own son now plowed with trac tor the
ground that Wal green had once plowed with hors es.

It was. the strangest funer al Olivia, Minnesota, had ever seen. Well- dressed men stopped mourners
com ing to the grave side to ask them what the met al object was in their pockets. They would not let
them go near the grave unless they first showed what the met al was. An Olivia busi ness man, an old
friend of the Wal green fam ily, said the strangers must have de vices some where like air ports had that
de tect ed met al on people.

A near by hill top was scoured and a hunter was told to move on. When he re fused his gun was taken.
He said he was going to the police. The men told him, “Fine, but af ter the funer al.”

The car Ernest Wal green drove up in was al so strange. While other tires left the pat tern of their
rubber- gripping tread in the fresh spring earth, these dug in a good four inches. The car was a heavy
one. A youngster who got through the men al ways sur rounding the limousine said the met al “didn’t
make no hol low sound, like usual.”

It wasn’t a car. It was a tank with wheels de signed to look like a car. And there were guns. Hidden
under suit cas es, be hind news pa pers, inside hats, but guns to be sure.

Ees idents wondered whether Ernest Wal green had gone into crime.

“The Mafia,” they whis pered. But some one point ed out that the men didn’t look like Mafia types.

“Shoot,” said some one else in a rare bit of wis dom, “the Mafia’s probably as Amer ican as you and
me.”

Some one else re mem bered that Ernest Wal green had once worked for the government. At least that
was the rumor.

“It’s easy. Ernie must have be come a spy for the CIA. He must be one of those fel las what has to be
protect ed ’cause he shot up so many of them Rus sians.”

Wal green watched Mil dred’s white ash cof fin be ing lowered into the nar row hole and thought, as he
al ways did at funer als, how nar row the holes were and how small the last space was. And thinking of
Mil dred going down into that hole, he broke. There was nothing left but tears. And he had to tell
him self it was not his wife dis appear ing, but the body. She had gone when the life went out of her.
And he re mem bered her one last time, fum bling with her purse at the air port, and he thought: All
right, let them end it now. Whoever it is. Let them finish me now.

So deep was his grief, it de mol ished hate and any de sire for re venge. The Pal dor se curi ty team
de cided his home was too exposed to risk. Too many blind entrances and exits.

“It’s an as sas sin’s de light,” said Pruel, who had per sonal ly taken over Wal green’s protec tion.



 
For Wal green, it was a re lief to leave that house be cause Mil dred was still there, in every part of it,
from her pot ter’s wheel to the mir ror she had cracked.

“I have a va ca tion cabin in Sun Val ley,” said Wal green. “But I need some thing to do. I don’t want to
think. It hurts too much.”

“We’ll have plenty of work for you,” said Pruel.

The Sun Val ley house proved to be an ide al fort, with what Pruel called a few modifi ca tions. Pal dor
re fused to take any payment. To keep Wal green’s mind oc cupied, Les Pruel explained the lat est
techniques in top se curi ty.

“For all his tory, you’ve had im pos ing stone forts and moats and men standing around with weapons.
That is until a new technique came about. Maybe it was stum bled on, I don’t know, but it changed
everything. And what it was is sort of magic.”

“Mys tery.”

“No, no. Magic like Houdi ni. Like ma gi cians. Il lusion. In other words what you do is present
some thing that isn’t there. It sounds risky but it’s the safest damned thing that ever was. It’s
absolute ly one hundred per cent fool proof. If Kennedy had it, he never would have been as sas si nat ed in
Dal las. Never. Os wald wouldn’t have known where to shoot.”

Wal green fol lowed every step and as each new de vice was installed, he re al ized the ge nius of the new
technique of il lusion. It was not to stop an as sas sin from trying. Rather you want ed him to try be cause
that was the great est trap.

First the windows in the house that appeared to be nor mal see- through glass were changed so that what
you saw inside was re al ly three or four feet off. You re al ly saw re flec tions from the polar ized glass.

And there were two ac cess roads that were opened wide. Or so it seemed. But the roads were wired and
if cars didn’t stop when or dered to by some one who appeared to be a for est ranger but was re al ly a
Pal dor agent, the road would suddenly open up at a spec ified point, leaving two ditches in front and in
back of any car which re fused to stop.

The slope of the hill housed another elec tri cal sys tem that picked up urine odors of any human body. It
had been de vel oped in Viet nam. And all the sur rounding hills were cabined by people who appeared to
be just va ca tioners when in re al ity they were Pal dor agents.

The il lusion was that Ernest Wal green’s country cabin was a country cabin, instead of an elec tronic
trap. It worked on the as sas sin’s mind so that when he saw Wal green put ter ing around in his gar den
from a near by hill, he would think: I can kill that man just by driving up and putting a bul let in him. I
can kill that man anytime I want. And I’d bet ter do it now be cause he’ll never be so open again.

Now if some as sas sin had a ri fle on that near by hill, a wom an fixing her fence would tap an elec tronic
signal and the as sas sin would not only fail to get off a shot but would in all like li hood end up with a
bul let him self.

There was no way, Wal green re al ized, that anyone could reach him and he was sor ry he had not had



 
this ear li er so Mil dred could share this safe ty with him. The pine cabin was protect ed from every
angle of approach. And on August fifth, as the heat crossed the great Amer ican plains backing the
midwest, the founda tion of the cabin rose. And when the tem per ature hit 92 de grees, a very volatile
explosive, wait ing in the founda tion since spring, spread the house in one very loud bang across the
Sun Val ley recre ation area.

Along with its sole oc cupant, Ernest Wal green.

In Washington, this mat ter was called to the at tention of the Pres ident of the Unit ed States. An
Annapolis graduate and a physi cist, he was not about to be panicked.

“Mur der seems like a local crime,” he said.

“It’s not just mur der, sir,” said his aide in a thick Southern drawl, so syrupy most Northerners
drummed their fingers wait ing for the man to get through the vowels and on to those rare consonants
Southerners oc ca sional ly al lowed to enter their speech.

“What is it then?” asked the Pres ident.

“It was an as sas si na tion that might be a warning for us. We be lieve it is.”

“Then give it to the Se cret Ser vice. They’re re sponsi ble for my protec tion. I’m fair ly cer tain this man
didn’t have as good protec tion as I do and be sides, as sas si na tion is al ways with a Pres ident of this
country. It’s part of the job.”

“Well, sir, this isn’t just any old as sas si na tion, You see, sir, it wasn’t that he had worse protec tion that
you. The Se cret Ser vice tells us he had bet ter. And the people who killed him . . . well, they say you’re
next, sir.”



 CHAPTER TWO

His name was Re mo and he was exer cis ing. Not the way a high school coach would exer cise a team
did this man exer cise. He did not push mus cles or strain ligaments or drive his wind to the breaking
point so that the breaking point would be far ther back next time. Straining and pushing were things
long past, only dim re mem brances of how other men used their bodies incor rect ly.

Nothing fight ing it self ever worked to its ut most. But that which did what was at tuned to it self was the
most ef fec tive it could be. A blade of grass growing and reaching for light could crack concrete. A
mother, not re minding her self she was a wom an and there fore inca pable of strength, could- to save her
ba by- lift the rear end of an automobile off the ground. Wa ter falling with gravity cut through rock.

To be most power ful ly human re quired di vest ing one self of that which was most human, a pure
undi lut ed thought. And Ke mo was one with him self as he moved out smoothly and his body, with the
snap of his toes extended out and rest ful with the gravity, let the forty- five feet of air between him and
the side walk be low take him down from the building ledge.

There were forces that act ed on the body in free- falling flight, that if one al lowed fear- triggered
adrenalin to dom inate, could crush the bones of the body as it col lided with the pave ment.

What one had to do was to be able to coor di nate the meet ing with the pave ment … to make the fall
slower at the bot tom.

It would not be re al ly slower, any more than base balls pitched to the great hit ter Ted Williams were
slower than those pitched to anyone else. But Ted Williams could see the stitches on the pitched
base balls and there fore could hit the ball with his bat more eas ily.

Re mo, whose last name had al so been Williams a long time ago but was no re la tion to the ballplayer,
al so slowed things down by be com ing faster with his mind, the most power ful human or gan but the
one used least by most people. Less than eight per cent of the human brain was ever used. It had
be come al most a ves ti gial or gan.

If men ever learned to use that mind, they would, like Re mo- his hands extended now be fore him- catch
the world on the side walk, com press it back up so that there was no sudden push on the body, but only
a minute ly ac curate di vi sion of stress, until … no more. No stress and back up on feet and look
around. Sala mander Street, Los Ange les. Empty side walk, just daybreak in Watts.

Re mo picked up the two twenty- five cent pieces that had fall en out of his pocket and looked around
for more change. Ear ly morning was al ways qui et in black neighbor hoods, a spe cial nothing- doing
time of day, where if you want ed you could do com pres sion dives off buildings and no one would go
running around saying:

“Hey, did you see that guy do that? Did you see what I saw?”

Re mo was six feet tall with high cheekbones and dark eyes that had an elec tric cool about them. He
was thin and only his extraor di nar ily thick wrists might indi cate that here was some thing other than
the nor mal de caying flesh most men al low their bodies to be come.



 
There had been high dives by people without full body control, but they used foam and inflat ed gi ant
pil lows to absorb the smack crack of forty- eight feet so that the ma te ri al, not the diver, controlled the
im pact.

They al so lacked control of their or gans, as sum ing the intestines and liver act ed like inde pendent
planets. Consider ing what foul ness they consumed for ener gy and how they breathed, they were
for tunate that cells were al lowed to control them selves. If the people had done it, they would hardly
have lived to reach puber ty.

Re mo looked back at the building.

Exer cise now had be come a re- re al iza tion of what his body was and what he did and thought and
breathed. The flat slap of a soft rubber tire hobbled through a pot hole two blocks down. A yel low car
with a light on top indi cat ing a cab for hire slowly came up the street.

Re mo waved at him. He had to get back to the hotel. He could run it but he did not need the running,
and if he should be for tunate enough to luck into a cab at this hour and this place, why not?

Re mo wait ed as the cab came close. There were im por tant things to do that morning. Upstairs had
come up with a new wrinkle. Re mo could never fol low the code words and al ways ended up snarling at
middle- aged Dr. Harold W. Smith:

“If you can say it, say it. If not, don’t. I’m not going to piddle around with let ters and num bers and
dates. If you want to play with your self, feel free. But this code nickypoo is the pits.”

Smith, who to the out side world ran a sanitar ium called Fol croft on Long Is land Sound, was in the
west to de liver per sonal ly some thing he had been unable to say in code on the tele phone. The few
words Re mo had under stood meant that it had to do with the new Pres ident and some safe ty mea sure.
Smith was to be at the hotel for exact ly ten minutes and out again, under the rather workable and
usual ly suc cess ful the ory that if there is some thing that is danger ous, one should do it as quickly as
pos si ble. Don’t give dis as ter a lot of oper at ing time.

And there was al ways a danger in Smith meet ing Re mo, be cause to be seen with the killer arm of
CURE would be a crucial link to admit ting that there even was a CURE, the government’s extra- le gal
or ga ni za tion, set up in a des per ate at tempt to stave off the im pending chaos of a government
weakened by its own laws but still re solved to adminis ter them publicly.

Re mo watched the cab slow down, then take off by him. The driver had seen him. Re mo knew that.
The driver had looked right at him, slowed, then stepped on the gas.

So Re mo kicked off the loose loafers, so that the soles of his feet could skim bet ter along the
pave ment.

He wore a tight black tee shirt over loose gray pants that snapped as the wind pres sure whipped on the
skim ming, dart ing legs. He was moving on the cab, out into the cool morning as phalt of the gut ter.
Stench- burning smell of slum and slam. Bang onto the rear of the cab. Re mo heard all four doors lock.

Cabs had be come lit tle fortress es nowa days be cause sticking a gun in the back of the head of a driver



 
had be come a very easy way to col lect money. So the Amer ican taxi in large cities had evolved into a
rolling bunker, with bul let proof windshields be hind the driver’s head and doors that locked
si mul ta ne ous ly with a switch near the driver’s ra dio and a spe cial beep in his dis patcher to indi cate
that a robbery was in progress. This driver did not have a chance to use the beeper.

The unfor ti fied weakness of the cab was the top. Re mo felt it as his body pressed against it. He
crushed his straight ened fingers down into the thin met al sheet of roof ing and, clos ing his hand on
vinyl inte ri or uphol stery com pressed with insula tion be tween and bright yel low paint ed met al on top,
and he yanked, ripping off a slab of the roof like some one separat ing Swiss cheese slices. One, two,
three rips and he could wedge him self down next to the driver who, by now, was ac cel er at ing,
twist ing, slam ming on brakes, and scream ing all sorts of incipient mayhem to his dis patchers.

“Mind if I ride in the front?” asked Re mo. “No. Go right ahead. Want a cigarette?” said the driver. He
laughed light ly. He wet his pants. The wet went down his leg to the ac cel er ator. Every once in a while,
he looked up over him where the roof had suddenly opened to great met al- chomping rips. He had
thought he was be ing at tacked by a di nosaur that ate met al. The thin man with the thick wrists told
him where he want ed to go. It was a hotel.

“You re al ly know how to hail a cab, fel la,” the driver said.

“You didn’t stop,” said Re mo.

“I’ll stop next time. I got nothin’ against anybody but you stop in the col ored neighbor hoods and it’s
your life.”

“What col or?” Re mo asked.

“Whaddya mean, what col or? Black col or. You think I’m talkin’ or ange al ready? Col ored col ored.”

“There’s yel low, there’s red, there’s brown, there’s pale white. There’s off white, there’s pink.
Some times,” Re mo said, “there’s even a burnt um ber per am bulat ing around.”

“Spook,” said the driver.

But Re mo was contem plat ing the rainbow of people. The di vi sions by sim ple col or of black and white
or red and yel low were not re al ly the col ors of people but racial des igna tions. Yet races were not the
big dif fer ence. The big dif fer ence was how people used them selves, raised them selves clos er to what
they could be. There were undoubt edly dif fer ences be tween groups but they were inor di nate ly small
com pared to the dif fer ence be tween what all people were and what all people could be.

It was like a car. One car might have eight cylinders and another six and another four. If none of the
cars used more than one cylinder, then there was no re al dif fer ence among them. Such it was with
man. Any man who used two of his cylinders was considered a great athlete.

And of course, there were one or two who used all eight cylinders.

“Forty- two Ze bra, you still be ing eat en?”

“No. Nothing is wrong,” said the driver.



 
“Is that your code for trouble?” Re mo asked. “That nothing is wrong?”

“Nah,” said the driver.

“That is inor di nate ly sil ly,” Re mo said. “Here I am sit ting in the front seat with you and that police car
sever al blocks back there is going to chase us. Now if there’s a fight, look who’s right in the middle.”

“What police car?”

“Back there.”

“Oh, Je sus,” said the driver, fi nal ly see ing police markings back down the broad street.

Up ahead, another police cruis er stuck its nose out into the street.

“I guess we’d bet ter stop and give our selves up,” said the driver.

“Let’s run for it,” Re mo said. He winked at the driver who felt the wheel move on its own ac cord, and
then that lunatic, the guy who had ripped the roof and climbed in the torn hole, that guy who didn’t
know how to get into a cab de cent ly, was leaning into him. He was steer ing. Then the cab was going
crazy, throat ing out full throt tle, whip, zip, al most hit ting the squad car that was in front. Now it was
in back, pur suing the cab, then up onto the side walk and taking a pha lanx of morning garbage cans like
bowl ing pins.

The cabdriver glanced into the rearview mir ror. Strike. There wasn’t a garbage can left standing.

Sirens screamed. Tires squealed. The driver moaned. He couldn’t even budge the wheel from the
lunatic. He tried punching. He had been middleweight cham pi on of his high school, so he punched.
Right and left and the lunatic had his hands on the wheel and was leaning into him and he missed. The
lunatic was anchored to the wheel. But both punches missed. Right and left missed.

How did the lunatic move his body that way? It was as if the lunatic could move his chest, at tached to
two arms at tached to the steer ing wheel, faster than the driver could throw punches. Eight and left
punches. Punches from the for mer middleweight cham pi on of Paci fi ca High.

Guy was good. Great maybe. Rips out car roofs with his hands. Wasn’t that good a roof, maybe.
Lunatic could dodge punches while going eighty- five miles an hour. Eighty- five miles an hour?

The driver moaned. They were going to be killed. At eighty- five miles an hour, you weren’t driving in
Los Ange les, you were aim ing.

The driver tried to kick the lunatic’s foot off the pedal. It didn’t kick. The lunatic could hold his foot
out with more sta bil ity than the car it self. It was like kicking a lamp post.

“I’ll sit back and enjoy it,” said the driver. Lunatics, he knew, had abnor mal strength.

“Your cab insured ?”

“Insur ance never covers,” said the driver.



 
“Some times it covers more,” said Re mo. “I know a lawyer.”

“Look. You want to do me a fa vor? Leave me alone.”

“All right. Bye,” said Re mo and kicked open the door to his right and let the cab ca reen across an
empty lot as he float ed free and out, the side walk moving quickly be neath him, his legs running- which
was the key, to keep on moving quickly and not to stop- out onto the street, be hind the hotel and in
through the al ley. He entered through a back kitchen, asking who bought the fresh meat for the hotel.
Workers didn’t notice sales men com ing into a kitchen area, looking to sell some thing. For a guest to
enter, however, would have at tract ed at tention. The kitchen reeked of eggs bubbling in cow grease
called but ter.

At Re mo’s suite of rooms, a shaken Smith wait ed at the door, face gaunt, hands knuckle- white over
his brief case, his middle- aged body taut with anger.

“What in God’s name was that downstairs ?”

“What downstairs?”

“The police. The chase. I saw from the window. The taxi cab you came flying out of.”

“You want ed me to be on time, didn’t you ? You said this was im por tant enough for you to come out
here per sonal ly. That’s how im por tant it was. You said you could only stay ten minutes for the
meet ing, so that there would be no chance of us be ing seen together. You said this was touchy. What’s
touchy?”

“Pres idential as sas si na tion,” said Smith. He took a step toward the door.

Re mo stopped him.

“So?”

“I can’t be seen here with you. Not even in the same hotel. With the lunatic as sas si na tion the ories and
com mit tees running around, they could eas ily turn over a rock and find all of us.”

“What’s the problem, other than you’ve lost your sense of rea son ?”

“The problem is the Pres ident of the Unit ed States is going to be as sas si nat ed. I don’t have time to go
into how I am sure of it, but you know we have our sources and our cal cula tions.” Re mo knew. He
knew that the or ga ni za tion, for well over a decade now, had been se cret ly prompt ing law enforce ment
agencies to do their jobs proper ly, leaking infor ma tion to the press on great frauds and, as a last
re sort, unleashing Re mo him self dur ing a cri sis. He al so knew that since the advent of the
or ga ni za tion, the chaos had grown in the country. The streets were not safe; the police were no bet ter.
There was even a very well- paid police com mis sioner on a na tional tele vi sion show com plaining how
the police were only “a very ef fi cient army of oc cupa tion for the poor.”

The one thing that man’s police was not was “very ef fi cient.” Pregnant wom en were shoved alive into
inciner ators in that man’s city. His own police ri ot ed. Never be fore had so many people paid so much
money for so lit tle protec tion.



 
Re mo had be come hardened over the years but that was too hard to swal low. There had been a war
against crime and chaos and the first to sur render had been the police. It was as if an army had not
only let an invader through, they had de manded from their helpless country a higher tribute for their
worthless ness. Then again, maybe the cit izens had abandoned the de cent police men first. What ever it
was, the civiliza tion was slipping.

So another politi cian’s life did not send shivers of re spect through Re mo as it did through Dr. Harold
W. Smith.

“So the Pres ident’s going to be killed. So what?” Re mo said.

“Have you seen the Vice Pres ident?” Smith said.

“We’ve got to save the Pres ident,” Re mo said.

“We have to, but not for that rea son. This country is so weak we can’t af ford to lose another
Pres ident. We’re trying to convince the Pres ident that his life is in danger and he may need added
protec tion. But he says it’s up to God, Re mo. Re mo, we just can’t take another as sas si na tion. I can’t
stay. You brought the police here. When I saw them, I gave Chi un the de tails. I don’t know how you
two slip in and out of dragnets and things so eas ily, but for me this is a danger ous place. Convince the
Pres ident he’s in danger. Goodbye.”

Re mo let Smith leave, his body sweat ing the heavy meat odors, his face per sim monous ly acid. A
lemon bit ter pall coat ed his whole de meanor.

Smith al so left Re mo with an awe some problem. For Smith, a west erner, did not under stand what
words meant when he spoke to Chi un, a Mas ter of Sinanju, the age- old house that had provided
as sas sins throughout his tory.

Re mo knew he was in trouble when he saw the de light ed smile on the face of Chi un, a del icate
upris ing half moon on a yel low parchment face, wisps of white beard and hair like a touch of sil ver
cot ton candy. He stood in a re gal pose, his gold and crim son ki mono made by ancient hands, flowing
with the grace of an em per or’s gown.

“At last, a proper use of a Mas ter of Sinanju,” said Chi un, his eighty- year- old voice as high as dry
brakes in a desert. “Lo, these many years we have been de graded by working against the crim inals and
all manner of lowlife in your country but now, in his wis dom, your Em per or Smith has come to his
sens es.”

“Je sus, no,” said Re mo. “Don’t tell me.” The large lac quered steam er trunks were al ready packed in
Chi un’s room, sealed with wax, lest any be opened without Chi un’s knowl edge.

“First, Smith was wise enough to at last put the true mas ter in charge,” Chi un said.

“You’re not in charge, Lit tle Fa ther,” said Re mo.

“No back talk,” said Chi un. “You are not even standing in a re spect ful bow.”

“C’mon, get off it. What did Smith re al ly say?”



 
“He said, looking out at that dis gust ing, dis grace ful scene in the street, how you, while learning the
great ness of Sinanju in one re spect, had be come insane in the other.”

“And what did you say?”

“I said we had done wonders consider ing we had a white man to work with.”

“And what did he say?”

“He said he felt sor ry for some one as kind and under standing as your teacher who had endured your
shoddi ness of breathing and blood control.”

“He did not say that.”

“Your breathing has got ten so ir regular even a white meat- eater can hear the crude rasps.”

“I’ve cor rect ed that and the only thing some one like Smit ty knows about breathing is that it’s bad
when it stops for ever. He knows no more about breathing than you do about com put ers.”

“I know com put ers have to be plugged into sockets. I know that,” said Chi un. “I know when I hear
slander from an ingrate against the very House that found him as dirt and through la bor and dis ci pline
and with the expendi ture of awe some knowl edge, trans formed a sluggish half- dead body into a large
part of what he could be.”

“Lit tle”Fa ther,” said Re mo to the man who had indeed trans formed him, al though in of ten
very annoying ways, “Smith could not pos si bly under stand anything about breathing, any more than
you could under stand anything about the democrat ic process.”

“I know you lie to your self a lot. You tell your self you have friends you choose but you re al ly have
em per ors like everyone else.”

“What did Smit ty say?”

“He said your breathing was a dis grace.”

“What were the spe cif ic words?”

“He heard the noise and looked out the window and said, ‘what a dis grace.’ “

“That was ’cause the cops were fol lowing me. And he didn’t want com motion. He wasn’t talking
about my breathing.”

“Do not be a fool,” Chi un said. “You lum bered out of that ve hi cle, breathing like a stuck hippo, as if
you had to concentrate to keep your nos trils open. Smith sees this and then you think that he is
concerned not about your breathing but about the police who are no danger to anyone, es pe cial ly
some one who will give them coins?”

“Yes. Es pe cial ly since I worked out that breathing thing.”



 
“You went high?” Chi un asked.

“How else?”

“I thought you looked al most adequate down there,” said Chi un. And then with a modicum of joy, he
out lined the instruc tions that Smith had hur riedly given to him.

He and Re mo would enter the pres idential palace.

“The White House,” Re mo said.

“Cor rect,” said Chi un. “Em per or Smith wants us to let this other man who thinks he is the emper or
know where the re al power is. That he who has Sinanju as his sword is em per or in any land, and that
any man may call him self em per or but only one is. That is what Smith wants.”

“I don’t under stand,” Re mo said.

“We call it the leaf. It is an old thing but I let Em per or Smith think he had thought of it, al though for
gener ations the House has done this thing hundreds of times. It is quite com mon.”

“What is ‘the leaf?” Re mo asked. “I never heard of it be fore.”

“When you look at a for est in the springtime from a dis tance, you see green. And you say the green is
the for est be cause that is what you see. But this is not true. And when you get clos er you see the green
is made up of leaves and you say, aha, the leaves are the for est. But this is not true. You must be
re al ly close be fore you re al ize that the leaves are but lit tle things made by trees and that the trees are
the re al for est.

“Thus, the re al power in a land is of ten not he whom the people think is em per or, but some one far
wis er, such as he who has grasped the House of Sinanju to his heart.

“And then it is the duty of the re al em per or’s as sas sin to show the false em per or who the re al
em per or is, show the leaf that it is only a part of the tree. It is a com mon thing. We have done it many
times.”

And by the “we” Chi un meant the House of Sinanju, the Mas ters who had rent ed them selves out to
kings and pharaohs and em per ors throughout the ages to support the poor vil lage of Sinanju on the
coast of the West Korea Bay. Years be fore, Chi un, the last Mas ter, had taken the job of training
Re mo, and every year the se cret or ga ni za tion CURE sent tribute to Chi un’s North Kore an vil lage.

“And we are supposed to do what specif ical ly?” Re mo asked.

“Put fear into the Pres ident’s heart. Expose his vul ner abil ity. Make him cower and plead for the
mer cy of Em per or Smith. It is good to be working among proper folk again.”

“You must have got ten some thing wrong, Lit tle Fa ther,” said Re mo. “I don’t think Smith wants that
done to the Pres ident.”

“Per haps,” Chi un said, “we will take the Pres ident at night and bring him to a pit of hye nas and hold



 
him over it until he swears eter nal loyal ty to Smith.”

“I’m pret ty sure that’s not what Smith wants. You see, Smith serves the country; he doesn’t rule it.”

“They all say that but they re al ly want to rule. Per haps, instead of the hye nas, we can cripple the
Pres ident’s finest gener al. Who is Amer ica’s finest gener al?”

“We don’t have fine gener als anymore, Lit tle Fa ther. We have ac countants who know how to spend
money.”

“Who is the most fear some fight er in the land?”

“We don’t have any.”

“No mat ter. It is time that Amer ica saw what a true as sas sin is like instead of all the am ateurs that
have plagued this land.”

“Lit tle Fa ther, I am sure Smit ty doesn’t want the Pres ident harmed,” Re mo said.

“Qui et. I am in charge now. I am not just a teacher anymore. Per haps we can re move the Pres ident’s
ears as a les son.”

“Lit tle Fa ther, let me explain a few things. Hope ful ly,” Re mo said. With lit tle hope.



 CHAPTER THREE

The Pres ident was hear ing from some “good ole boys” how “this here White House, it got more
protec tion than a twenty- year- old coonhound with bad breath and a kerosene ass.”

“My advis ers tell me I don’t have enough protec tion,” said the Pres ident soft ly. He worked at a ta ble
stacked with re ports. He could read as fast as some men could think and liked to work four
uninter rupt ed hours at a stretch. Dur ing those times he could ingest a week’s infor ma tion and still
there would be more. He had dis covered ear ly in his pres idency that a man without pri or ities in that
of fice was a man who swamped helpless im me di ate ly. You and your staff culled what you absolute ly
had to do and then added what you should do and then cut that in half to make a work week only two
weeks’ full.

In that manner did men age in this of fice. No one ever left the pres idency of the Unit ed States young.

“Y’all got ta re mem ber, sir, these boys up heah in Washington, they sure ‘nough know how to wor ry.”

“They say I’m a dead man unless I lis ten to them. They say we’ve had se ri ous threats.”

“Shoot. These boys’ll sell you the smoke from a horse’s nos trils. Everybody heah looking to protect
you from some thing. For a lot of money.”

“You don’t think I’m in danger? A man was killed in Sun Val ley, just as an exam ple to me, they said.”

“Sure you in danger, sir. Everybody’s al ways in danger.”

“I’ve told the Se cret Ser vice people who guard me that I think I’ve got enough protec tion and I don’t
want to be bothered anymore. There are other things more press ing. But I wonder some times. It’s not
just my life. This country can’t take another pres idential as sas si na tion. The air is al ready so poi soned
with rumors and doubts and stories about conspir acies and plots and counter plots.”

“To say nothin’ of us los ing our first Pres ident since James K. Polk. There was a long while there we
didn’t have nobody from the South. Long while. Don’ wor ry. We ain’ gonna lose you.”

The Pres ident smiled gra cious ly. His old friend from back home who had been a state trooper showed
him what his own Se cret Ser vice had shown him, how the White House it self was im pregnable and
that the only time anyone ever re al ly got through the gates was when the Pres ident was on a trip
some where.

“You al ready got the best heah. Cain’t do no bet ter, sir,” said the old friend from Geor gia. “Why,
cain’t even get a gnat through these people. They got guards guarding guards guarding guards and
more radar and stuff like that than any place on earth.”

“I don’t know,” said the Pres ident. He knew without saying that too many people had come too close
to too many Pres idents re cent ly. Lunatics had got ten a loaded re volver to within a handshake of the
pre vi ous Pres ident. Some one had even got ten off a shot. A man had crashed a truck through the White
House gate just the year be fore and a wom an with a stick of dyna mite on her body had been
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