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One

There was a hint of snow in the air as I drove back into the Ozark Mountains, headed for my remote eyrie. A leaden overcast obscured all but a few sunset shafts, and they arrowed across the cathedral pine stands. The twilight air was sharpening. By the time I had turned off the highway and gone winding upward on the graded dirt road to my private mountain, the cold wind was freshening through the tall trees, lashing their tops around. I drove into my hillside garage and got out of the car, carrying my mail.

I must be the only man in the United States who drives two hundred miles every week, out of state, to pick up his mail. What would render the trips even more interesting to a casual observer is that, although I collect a large armload from the postal box, not one of the items is addressed to me. I never appear personally to pay the rental on the box, do not know who does, and the formidable stream of foreign newspapers and magazines is subscribed to by a distinguished but deceased professor. (who is probably chortling with glee at being released from studying such unending tales of calamity and woe).

While I was locking the garage doors Hank Roach, the sheriff, drove up the narrow road and got out of his official car. He handed me the weekly half gallon of moon but seemed reluctant to leave. Took off his slouch hat and scratched at the part in his thinning hair with a thumb.

“What is it, Hank?” I asked. It was getting dark fast.

“Fact of the matter, Major,” he said slowly, “I’ve had a complaint about you.” That startled me; to the sheriff and the other inhabitants of the village several miles away I was presumably only a retired Marine officer.

“What about?”

“Bunch of rock hunters were working south of your place yesterday before the weather turned off bad. They came to my office and swore you had a tiger on your property. Didn’t claim actual eyeball witness but say they heard a tiger growlin’ and fightin’ something just inside your south fence.”

“If you’ve got a few minutes, Hank,” I said, “you’d better come up to the house with me. You see, I’ve got three tigers here. A male and two females.”

Roach looked pained. “You have?” he asked. As if I had betrayed him in some way.

“That’s right. Very rare animals, too. White tigers with blue eyes. Come on up and I’ll tell you about them …”

You could not see the house from the front gate. I used my key to unlock it and we went up the path toward the pines. The electrified gate also operated on the sound of my voice, but I thought it just as well that Roach not hear the code words. The pines were shedding slush ice as we walked through them and onto the veranda of the dark house.


Inside, I started flipping switches and motioned Roach into the living room. It was the first time he had been inside the house and while he cased the high ceilings I touched off the kerosined shavings under the logs in the walk-in fireplace. The shavings went with a whooshing roar and flames began to curl around the logs.

When Roach was settled in one of the big leather chairs, with ice, glasses, spring water, and a fifth of Cutty Sark at his elbow, I went into the study and got the tiger papers. Had a dollop of moon and went back to sit across from him before the fire. Then, while offering one letter, license, and sheet of certification after another, I told him the story.

Three years ago, I said, I had thought about putting some kind of mystery into my ninety-five remote acres’. I had never cultivated anything on the place and it had remained in a wild state except for the immediate surroundings of the house: garden, terrace, and the hilltop pasture to the east of the house. Which I kept mowed and intended to turn into a light-plane strip someday.

Having seen one of the rare white tigers in the Washington, D.C., Zoo, I began wondering if they could become acclimated to my place. It was, after all, far south of Washington and the weather was no more severe than that of the hill stations in India. I had written to the Maharaja of Rewa about the possibility, describing my altitude, vegetation, water supplies, and space available on the Ozark Mountain. (The maharaja had been responsible for developing the white tigers with the ice-blue eyes, after nearly twenty years of selective breeding.)

He had answered promptly, saying that he saw no reason why the animals would not do well in the surroundings I had described. That if I could provide the necessary bona fides and secure the proper licenses and clearances from the U.S. and Indian governments, he would sell me either a pair or three white tigers. Young animals of breeding age. He further stipulated that the animais must be accompanied to their final destination by one of his shikaris.

All this seemed eminently sensible, but the maharaja made a suggestion that was even more to the point. Since I wished to keep the tigers as nearly as possible in their wild state and not for exhibition, why did I not first spend a couple of years improving the whole ecology of my acreage, as a tiger preserve, and incorporate as a nonprofit, private zoo?

That same week I went to St. Louis and talked to Marlin Perkins and his big-cat man. They helped me decide which animals native to the Ozark area would provide the best game for tigers and directed me to the experts who could advise me on what extra planting to do. Further, the St. Louis officials agreed to lend me, on a temporary basis, a man from their big-cat staff whenever I had to be out of the country. I would have to assume his salary and expenses, of course.

When they intimated that they would, in turn, appreciate first option on any litters that might result, I clinched their cooperation by offering to donate any such litters to the Forest Park Zoo.

For the next two and a half years, I told Sheriff Roach, I had stocked the estate with Malayan pig and tiny Indian sambur deer. In addition, I had put in West Texas jackrabbits. All of these species seemed to have caught on, the rabbits perhaps too much so, and seven months ago I had gone to New Orleans to meet the white tigers on the dock. Had ridden back home on the truck that held the animals and their shikari.

Since then the tigers had been roaming my acreage without hindrance or extra feeding. Several caves on the far side of the mountain were kept electrically heated whenever the weather grew cold, and the tigers had apparently laired in them. I had glimpsed them only a few times because they made good use of the high cane grasses I had planted around the springs and rivulets.

I stressed all these facts to Roach because I didn’t want the peckerwoods down in the valley hamlet to get overheated about “man-eating” tigers roaming at large. He examined my license to operate a private zoo, issued by the State Game & Fish Commission, my correspondence with the maharaja and Perkins, and the various export-import licenses. When he was satisfied, he got up and sighed.

“You’ve gone to a lot of expense, Major,” he said mildly. “Ain’t you even gonna let people come in and see them? Be quite a tourist attraction.”

“No, Hank, I’m not. If any tourists or local people crowd my fences, they’ll get their asses shocked off. And if any of the silly bastards get inside, I’ll put them in cages and let the tigers examine them from the outside.”

The sheriff laughed. “Okay. Thanks for the explanation and the hospitality.” He started for the front door and I said I would appreciate it if he’d keep the complaint quiet as long as he could.

Roach nodded, settling his hat into place. “Do my best. But we ain’t had tigers around here for a long time. They make a lot of noise and sooner or later people. will start talking about them. Good night.”

He walked off the wide veranda, down the steps, and through the grove of spotlighted pines. I closed the door and waited until the gate clicked behind him; the red light on my pantry panel went out. I was stretching before the roaring logs when the front gate buzzer sounded again.

The sheriff returns, I thought wearily. Wants another belt of Scotch, has thought of another question, in the public interest …

I went into the pantry, flipped a switch, and said, “Yes?”

“Official business,” announced a voice I did not recognize.

I flipped another switch that floodlighted the front gate for twenty seconds. “Come in, latch the gate behind you, and follow the lighted path through the trees. Understand?”

“Right,” answered the voice, and in a few minutes the front door chimes sounded. The visitor was not a courier, however; he was a tall, lean man who looked like an aging golf professional. His name was Burt Holroyd and he was Tokyo station chief for the agency. A long time ago we had both flown the Himalayan route during World War II.

We shook hands and I told him it was a treat, because it was. Holroyd was one of the few really good pilots I ever knew who went on to an important administrative job. He had two fair things going for him—dignity and integrity. When he was settled in a leather chair beside the fireplace, I hustled up a tray with potables, ice, and chasers and we skoaled each other.

Then we had another drink and surveyed each other in reflective silence. Marking what the years had done and remembering those incredible days when the wind whipped snow-plumes off the high peaks … Holroyd didn’t ask to see the house or garden, and if he cared about my health, he kept it to himself. I can stand a lot of that.

When I asked if he could spend the night, Burt said no. He had a rented car down at my gate and after we got through our business, he was driving on to catch a coast flight in Tulsa. He had been on a ten-day emergency leave in Washington to get an impacted wisdom tooth yanked out by the ankles, and would fly straight on through to Japan after we had talked.

“Dinner, though?”

“That I’d like,” he said, and I left him to commune with the Black Daniels and the flickering log while I went to the kitchen and got two Chateaubriand prime steaks ready for the broiler. Then I returned to the living room, had another shot neat, and asked if he wanted to start, or should I?

“Guess I should, since I brought you into it.” Holroyd was staring at the beamed ceilings, fourteen feet high. “Nice little lean-to you got here. Have you turned all the way queer or just animist?”

Laughing, I choked on my chaser and had a coughing fit.

“Don’t misunderstand,” Holroyd said with great sincerity. “It’s just that I keep waiting for Mussolini to walk in.”

“You miserable sod, the last time I saw Mussolini was when you were wearing that solar topi at midnight, in the Calcutta whorehouse. Giving away buckets of hard-boiled eggs, hollering that they were reverse lend-lease.”

“As, indeed, they were,” said Holroyd. “I had paid American cash for the goddamned things …”

After our remembrance of those bawdy times had gone up the wide chimney like dying sparks, he told me about his end of the curious assignment I had been considering for nearly a week.

Slouching back in the big leather chair, long fingers steepled at his chin, Holroyd said that his Tokyo headquarters office had begun getting feelers eight months ago. All indirect. Some through the Japanese seaports, the underworld, and even one through the German Embassy. An American bully-boy was wanted in Djakarta. Somebody willing to take a big chance for the right price.

Burt added that his office got such second-hand feelers all the time. They were processed routinely, if perfunctorily, to see if they might be linked to something important. This particular attempt at recruitment was interesting only because an American had been specified. Indirectly, his office had put up a barfly Yankee scrounger who was about to be deported from Japan anyway, and this candidate made the necessary contact in Kobe and promptly vanished. Period. Had not been heard of since.

In three weeks, however, the recruiting effort was on again. This time, however, the price was up to $50,000, and the shadowy recruiters had gone to the center of the Tokyo underground, to the vice lords and pachinko kings.

“It still had to be a glorified smash-and-grab deal,” said Holroyd, leaning forward to pour a drink. “A smuggling effort. But we couldn’t just ignore it, not when we didn’t know what had happened to the first candidate. So we gave them Lad MacBride. Remember him?”

I did. Lad had been a general’s aide during the Korean War, more truculent than talented, and afterward had hung around Hong Kong too long. He never understood, even after the transition was obvious, that a white man was no longer important in the Orient just by standing there and showing off his Caucasian characteristics. MacBride had kept sinking in the scale, taking one off-color job after the other, and the last I had heard of him he was doing a six-year jolt on Formosa for smuggling narcotics.

Holroyd said he had put MacBride in the line of inquiry, and Lad had grabbed at a fee that size. They must have paid him a sizable advance because he moved out of his Hong Kong burrow into a suite in the Peninsula Hotel and, after a series of roaring parties, flew to Djakarta.

He didn’t last for the handshake. Three days after arriving in Indonesia he had been gunned down on the busy street running in front of the USIA Library building in Djakarta. From a truck. No truck can race away very fast in the traffic along that street, but this one had not been apprehended.

Holroyd shook his head, thin mouth working with distaste. “The dumb bastard was wearing his expensive custom-tailored sharkskin silk shorts and jacket, as usual. I know, because I flew over to have a look at him in the morgue. Still had that supercilious smile, too—you remember? Like he couldn’t stop to talk to you because he had a tea-date, right now, with Jesus Christ Almighty.”

I nodded.


“Besides his wounds, which were numerous, all he had on him were a wallet with nearly $12,000 in assorted currencies and one of those squeeze-bottle sinus remedies. We put everything through the lab. Turned out to be not quite routine. The three-odd ounces of fluid left in the squeeze-bottle weren’t put in it by the manufacturer; they tested out as puromycin, an experimental antibiotic.”

Holroyd had immediately sent everything, all of Lad MacBride’s remains and artifacts, to the Washington laboratory of the agency. And forgotten the affair.

Until, three months later, like an exposed nerve end that would not stop twitching, the attempts at recruitment began again. This time at even higher levels, with the price raised again. This time it was up to $80,000, one half promised in advance. That bothered Holroyd. A delegation from the World Bank was expected to visit Djakarta soon.

He cabled Washington that it might be a good idea to check this persistent effort out, and recommended that a professional contract agent be put on the job. He suggested that I was the logical man because I had worked in the area before, etc. End of the first part of the story. Later, when his aching jaw had driven him to Washington for relief, Neal Pearsall had told him that I was partially briefed, and would he fly to St. Louis and then drive down to contact me before returning to Tokyo?

Neal Pearsall was the director of the agency’s action division, so when he suggested something, we did it as a matter of course. We didn’t have to, of course, because we were all free men, working for a democratic, if subterranean, organization. Those who didn’t follow Neal’s suggestions soon found themselves still free men but unattached to that particular part of our democracy.



Two

It was my turn. I said that most of what Holroyd had told me had been forwarded by courier, together with several ounces of the puromycin and some blurred but legible photocopied notes recovered from Lad MacBride’s room in the Hotel Indonesia. (Burt’s men, in theory, should have been working closely enough with the Djakarta station chief to have known about these notes, but I did not linger on that angle. )

The notes had obviously been part of a laboratory evaluation on widespread human tests in Japanese prisons, using puromycin. They were startling and, when coupled with the notes on American laboratory findings, astonishing. Pearsall had sent me these American notes after having his own central lab reidentify the substance and checking it out with Dr. Carlo Ravich in Berkeley. Dr. Ravich was the agency’s principal consultant in this field.

He, in turn, had referred Neal to the leading American investigators of puromycin, Drs. Samuel Barondes and Harry Cohen. Both these researchers worked in the MacLean Hospital Laboratory, Belmont, Massachusetts, and were affiliated with the Department of Psychiatry, Harvard Medical School. Explaining to Holroyd that their notes were mostly too deep for me but that I had tried to capsule them to the layman’s level, I went to the desk and got my cards.

“Male Swiss albino mice (thirty to forty grams, Charles River Breeding Company) were used. Both puromycin and cyclohexamide are inhibitors of protein synthesis. However cyclohexamide-injected mice gave hippocampal region recordings of electrical activity not distinguishable from mice injected with saline solution alone. The puromycin-injected subjects gave strikingly abnormal recordings.

“Mice injected with puromycin five hours before training learned to escape, or avoid, shock. Injections of puromycin into both temporal regions of the brain inhibited more than eighty percent of protein synthesis, for from several hours to more than half a day after medication.

“Possibly puromycin has a direct effect on the electrical activity of the brain. It certainly has an amnesiac effect when administered to mice, either before or after training …”

I tossed the note cards on the teakwood coffee table and looked at Holroyd. Sprawled on his shoulder blades, he shrugged.

“Beats the hell out of me, pappy,” he commented. “I got about a third of it.”

“Okay.” I nodded. “Something new and very powerful. Something that induces short-term, or ‘labile,’ phases of memory-storing.”

“Sure,” he said.

“The notes found in MacBride’s room indicated that large-scale human testing had gone on. I called Dr. Barondes, in Massachusetts, and discussed it with him. He agreed that a number of Japanese scientists were working on the same subject and might have progressed to human tests. But he had not read any literature on it.”

Holroyd nodded and we continued to discuss the experimental drug while I put the steaks on. After we had eaten them, we settled back with a brandy and two of my twisted cheroots.

“The rest of it is in here,” Burt said, pulling a thick envelope from the inside pocket of his jacket. Leaning forward, he dropped the envelope on the edge of the coffee table. “Except that I found out last night, before I flew to St. Louis, who is floating all the bait, from inside Indonesia.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. A Lieutenant Colonel Abdul Hatta.” He heaved up, a lean man with his hands spread in inquiry, and I showed him out to the hall and flipped on the toilet lights. Going back to the living room, I took the littered plates out to the pantry.

When Holroyd returned from the toilet, I was reading through the dossier on Colonel Hatta for the second time. He was thirty-seven and bore a famous name; his uncle had been, with Sukarno, one of the great Indonesian leaders and patriots. The nephew, however, seemed a much paler carbon copy. He seemed never to have had an important command or staff job, although he had once been detached to serve as operations manager of Garuda Airways. It was not stated, but this indicated that he was a pilot. He had been posted to Sukarnopurna once but seemed a minor figure getting by on the strength of a famous name.

His latest, and by far most important, duty was to act as liaison officer between the UNESCO restoration mission at Borobodur and the Indonesian Government. Borobodur was the tremendous Hindu ruin, a terraced shrine that was collapsing because of water-weakened foundations. The work on its restoration was estimated to require at least three years, and UNESCO had allotted $4,000,000 and an international staff to the project.

The photographs of Colonel Hatta were not impressive and I marked him fop. He was a slender man with a slight moustache and in the candid shots he sported an impressive array of teeth. I looked over at Holroyd.

“No earthshaker, on the strength of this,” I commented, and Holroyd shook his head.

“No, but we can’t find where he fits. A pretty good swordsman, works his way through one legong dancing group after another, but his allegiance is obscure. We can’t tell who is moving him.”

“And Borobodur, the restoration?”

“Your cover. You’ve got a supporting passport in the report there, as chief PRO officer of the project.”

“That’s nice,” I said. “Would you like to capsule Indonesian politics for me, as of now, in a few minutes?”

“Why not? Bung Karno, the handsome little man in the black velvet cap, is still riding high. But he operates by whim, playing us off against Peking. He has tapped every available foreign till, by threats and charm, but charisma alone won’t pay the bills. The Soviets sold him a fleet of overaged naval vessels and stung his ass good on the price. Then they repented and built him a big sports stadium and complex, including barracks and an adjoining airport, for nothing.

“So then he switched to Tokyo. He’s just juggling, to try to induce more offers, but seems to be sliding to the left. Eight months ago he denounced the United States as leader of the NEOCOLIM group, which translates to neocolonialism and imperialism. Doesn’t really favor either side, of course, because he is a classic example of megalomania. But between Nasution, his chief general, and Aidit, leader of PKI, the Indonesian Communist Party, the left is winning.”

“Okay.” I poured him another brandy. “About his private life.”

“Gaudy, man!” Holroyd shook his head. “As the disgruntled old uncle said, if you split his head with an ax, all you’d find would be pubic hairs. He tours the world on chartered jets, and host nations throw willing girls at him like you’d slop a hog. In spite of serious kidney trouble, he keeps grunting and humping. There was a story from Vienna last year that he raped a fourteen-year-old girl.

“Jusuf Muda Dalam is Governor of the Indonesian State Bank, and Sukarno pays the women through him. Tens of them, hundreds of them, sluts and ladies of high rank. The formula is fairly simple and completely criminal, of course. Bung Karno follows what must be a permanent erection: when he has finished with one of his important mistresses, he sends her along to Banker Dalam, where she acquires credits and import permits worth tens, even hundreds of thousands of dollars. These official favors can either be discounted for cash or used to bring in scarce goods. On one deal we know about, Sukarno himself issued a special deferred-payment license to import ten million dollars’ worth of yarn. The man who bought it paid him six hundred thousand in cash.”

“How long can he keep that up?” I asked.

“I don’t know, Joe,” said Holroyd wearily. He got up and reached for his raincoat. “With all his gutter affairs and all his contradictions, the handsome little man still controls the fifth most populous nation in the world. And great states can forget a lot when they are contending for the support of a stake that big. Thanks for the steak and the booze.”

I switched on the indirect spotlights framing the path to the front gate and walked him to his car. As he ducked into it he said that he would not contact me after I reached Tokyo but that I had his unlisted telephone number. He would help when he could. I nodded, thanked him, and watched his scarlet taillights recede down the narrow dirt road.



Three

In the envelope Holroyd had brought me there was more literature on puromycin and a new United Nations passport with my picture in it. The passport stated that my name was Herbert Peavy Broderick and that I was a public relations officer attached to the Paris office of UNESCO. Also included were inoculation records and several packets of currency, U.S. and Asian.

I read the medical reports twice, but there was little new in them. An appended note from Pearsall said that no literature on human tests with puromycin had appeared in Japan. That didn’t fit the notes found in MacBride’s room in Djakarta, but I reflected that such wide-scale tests, in prison, might be classified by the Japanese Government. The zaibatsu swung a pretty big stick in national policy, and the new antibiotic might have industrial or military applications.


For the next hour I sat in my study writing routine notes, transferring bank accounts, getting my affairs in order. It was the same for every trip, and I had reduced it to a minimum. Fearing that the cold rain might have kept the tigers from hunting, I went down to the basement walk-in cold room and got as much chopped horse meat as I could carry in a burlap bag.

By the light of the concealed spots I humped the meat across the arched bridge and dumped it on the frozen ground before the black limestone figures. Went back to the house and stood waiting on the terrace.

An hour later I heard a low snarling across the pool and saw an incredible frieze.

Three white tigers. Standing motionless in a flood of moonlight, framed by the black bamboos. The male was poised in front, one snowy paw lifted, big head up. The tigresses were at his flanks, their narrower heads lowered. They were looking across the dark water at me, and I stared back.

The male tiger rumbled again, lowered his paw, and the snowy trio paced on across the garden. Unhurriedly, moving with cushioned ease through the moonlight, up toward the waterfall.

I didn’t view the new contract with much relish. When you are young and boisterous, you can stride the world in all weathers, breaking noses and swaggering like a bravo. Considering my past, I reflected that I had been a lot like the experienced whore; she didn’t need to go get a thing, it was always right there with her…

But that was a good many wounds and dubious victories ago, when I had never even checked the weather. Now I wanted to know about the storm ahead; I had been out in too many ill winds.

In the Canary Islands I had sweated through the dusty leviche blowing off the North African deserts, and in France been chilled by the mistral. In Mexico, diamond-eyed on heroin, I had watched a hurricane level miles of towering palms like toothpicks, and adrift on the open sea beyond Tahiti had turned my back on the man-made blast from the French hydrogen-bomb test. In the Andes it had been the cloud-shrouded buffeting of the zonda.

In Burma, driving a renegade Chinese Nationalist division into Communist China, I had reentered the damp realm of the monsoon, where fungus growths crept across everything. Five months later I was still sweating, but in a Caribbean island republic where drought caused other types of fungi to attack.

The worst weather of all had come during my last contract, in South-West Africa. There, off the grim Skeleton Coast, I had seen tornados and waterspouts breeding in clusters, whistling fury through the darkened air.

Each of these ill winds had cost me something. Something more enervating than the actual violence of clashing with real or supposed enemies—It was the relentless attrition of always being where the ill winds blew.

Before noon I was in St. Louis and took the keys of my estate to the Forest Park Zoo office. Perkins was off somewhere filming a television show, and the man who would watch my tigers was not available, so I left the keys and instructions with a nice secretary and drove to Lambert Airport.

I had been told that I was traveling commercial, but when I applied at the airline counter, there was a flurry of discussion. A car took me around the field to a hangar that belonged to an air-freight line. Parked on its apron was a huge Air Force jet tanker, and I was hustled aboard. We went nonstop to Oakland, were refueled, and took off immediately for Tokyo.


I was the only passenger, and as the plane rustled high over the Pacific I reflected that somebody was in a hellacious hurry to get me in trouble. Where I was going this time they had an ill wind called a typhoon.



Four

The big tanker plane landed at Haneda Airport in a driving rain that turned the vivid lights of Tokyo into streaming slicks. As we taxied back I wondered again why the plane was using commercial fields. Going down the ramp, nodding to the Air Force sergeant, I reflected how curious it was that he and I, and the pilots and other crewmen, had flown a tremendous ocean nonstop together but were still total strangers. And whether my assignment could possibly warrant the expense of such a flight.

The tanker had stopped, with its left jets cut off, before a darkened hangar a long way from the passenger terminal, blazing with lights. Immediately after I had stepped off the ramp carrying my single bag, those leftside jets coughed, began streaming dark smoke, and roared back to life. The big plane swung right sharply and taxied away down the strip.


A man was waiting for me, huddled in a raincoat, just beyond the water streaming from the hangar roof. He pointed toward a tiny Toyopet sedan just around the corner and we dashed for it. When we were squeezed together on the front seat, I lighted a cheroot and looked him over by the lighter flame. He was nice-looking and undoubtedly Ivy League in origin.

“Good trip?” he asked, striving to keep us on the proper level of banality. I marveled. I had just crossed the Pacific as the sole passenger on a military aircraft, one that did not ordinarily carry passengers at all, and he knew it because he had seen the plane arrive and depart. I wondered if the agency would ever run out of his decent, inadequate type, and decided that it had better be soon.

“There were no problems,” I answered. “What about customs?”

“No problem there, either.” He was cheerful; he started the little car and drove away from the hangar.

“Okay. And who are you?” I asked.

“My assignment name is Frank. I am the briefing officer.”

“With no delusions of being case officer?”

“I was specifically instructed that you do not use case officers.”

“You were specifically instructed correctly,” I said.

Japan’s culture is hidden, turned inward. As the car moved past huddled tenements and cheap-john construction, I thought of the lovely things I had seen in these islands. Long strips of freshly dyed silks, drying on the river banks outside Kyoto, the geometry of the Ryosnji Garden, its raked white sands and rooted rocks, the temple at Ise, of bleached cypress, and the little ice huts Japanese children build in Tokomachi, to play games in January …

We joined the honking bedlam of traffic sluicing into downtown Tokyo. Past the garishly lighted bars, pachinko arcades, and sex parlors; past the high Toshiba sign, the rounded front of the Nechigeki Theater, and the flaunting, flickering, and streaming neon legends of the largest city in the world. The rain had stopped, the air stank of carbon-monoxide taints, and the tires in the heavy cavalcade of traffic made sucking sounds against the asphalt.

“I am to drive you to Shinjuku suburb,” said Frank. “There I will put you into a cab. The driver, whom we do not know, will take you on.”

“That’s nice,” I said, and my straight-arrow type escort glanced at me.

“What-what?” he burbled.

“Exactly.” I said, amused. “What-what? Now, Frank, it is my ass you are easing into this bind. You are going to take me to this suburb and let me out, right?”

“Not as rough as that,” he protested. “Tomorrow afternoon at two, you are to meet me in the Emerald Grill of the Hotel Okura.”

“If I’m still extant…”

He handed me a card and said I had a room reserved at that address. It was a safe house.

We went rolling on. At a juncture of several streets I got out of the Toyopet, pulling my bag from the tiny back seat. Slamming the door, I took the few steps to the waiting cab and ducked into it. There was only one waiting, under the bleak corner light. After another ten minutes of touring through warren streets the driver stopped before a door set in a high wooden wall.

When I knocked, the inset door opened and a small kimono-clad maid bowed me in. I could see the part in her sleek black hair as I went by her and removed my shoes in the darkened hallway. She pattered past me and we walked by several side doors. Those on my left were open; beyond them I could see rain angling into a garden. The fall grew stronger, hammering on the wooden roof, and the little maid motioned me into the last door on the right.

I stepped into the doorway, astonished, because I was walking into a heya, a training gym for sumo wrestiers. There was a ring, several mats outside the ring, and a darkened niche on the far side that I knew must be a Shinto shrine. It was unlighted; the only illumination in the room was a bare bulb hanging over the ring. While I was moving toward it the door to the right opened and a black sumo wrestler stepped out.

This man would have been huge anywhere. He had to duck to enter the gym, and I made him at least 6-foot-6 and 300 pounds. He was black and he was Japanese, high cheekbones and all. His enormous belly was barely contained by the flowing robe he wore, and on top of his head the thick black hair was twisted into a large knot.

The slight bow he gave me was perfunctory, almost contemptuous, the sort given to a gaijin interloper. I didn’t return it and he stared at me impassively, flexing both hands.

“You are Herbert Broderick?” he asked, singsonging a little but in remarkably clear English.

“That’s right.”

He opened both hands and flipped them; wet sand flew to the floor. “I am Nogi, a sumo champion. Within two years I will undoubtedly become a yokozuna.”

“Glad to hear it,” I said. “I came here to discuss a matter with a man.”

“Nogi is that man,” the black giant answered. “You are to talk to me.”

“Fine.” I walked to the ring and sat down on the edge of it, on the sanded surface. A canopied frame hung overhead, with the bulb in the center, and at the corners of the frame were four tassels: green, red, white, and blue. Nogi had followed me and was taking off his robe. He was barefooted and naked except for a dark breechclout.

The enormous belly had no fat on it. Sumo wrestlers are alternately stuffed and exercised from birth; they are a sporting freak, working in a ritual encounter that is nearly two thousand years old.

“We are a backward people in Japan,” said Nogi, putting his big hands on his knees and lifting first one, then the other, meaty leg up high. With the knees unbent. “But we hear that you are a tough boy, Broderick-san.”

“That’s right, Nogi-san. I’m a mean bastard.”

To my surprise the ebony giant stopped his ritual cavorting and began laughing as if he really meant it. “So am I,” he said. “I am both sino-ko, a half-caste, and konkelsuiji, a half-Negro bastard. My father was a black U.S. Army sergeant stationed in Hokkaido.”

“Well, well,” I said, but without my heart in it. It was obvious that even if we were bastards-well-met, Nogi had some plans for me. Like an ordeal by sumo, a discipline about which I knew nothing except that it was an ancient forerunner of catch-as-catch-can wrestling.

“Will you get into the ring with me, Broderick-san?” asked Nogi. “No hurting, only to see if you are really tough boy.”

I stared at his huge black bulk dispassionately. While flying across the Pacific in the tanker jet, I had catnapped fitfully and eaten a succession of cardboard-flavored meals washed down with cardboard-flavored milk. It could not be said that I was really bright-eyed and bushy-tailed.

In addition, someone else was watching me. Someone I could not see … I had been aware of this extra surveillance since shortly after entering the heya, and felt that it was coming from the shadowed niche of the shrine.

“I will not do that, Nogi-san,” I answered politely. “However, we can try judo. I qualified as a black-belt shodan here in Tokyo, at the Kodokan.”

The towering wrestler froze when I said the famous name. He started to glance at the darkened shrine, then checked himself. Straightened and bowed to me.

“I do not practice that discipline, Broderick-san,” he announced formally. “We are pleased that you have arrived safely in Japan.”

“Thank you.” I returned his bow.


“You will be instructed,” he added, and I bowed to him again and then to the shadowed niche. Nogi stood watching in silence as I turned out of the heya and walked down the hall. The rain was still falling and before I found another cab, I was drenched.

I got out of that cab in front of a Ginza bar, had one drink, and caught several more cabs. The safe house was as nondescript as all the others behind its walled facade, but a pleasant old man who spoke fragmentary English showed me to my room in the back.

Its far side, all glass, was open to a garden, dripping and gurgling now that the rain had stopped. Everything smelled clean and fresh. While the old man got my bedding from behind a shoji screen, I sat on the tatami mat in the lotus position and felt rather than saw the neat elegance of the room. The wooden ceiling was bare pine; its grain was polished.

When the old man turned and saw how I was sitting, he hissed in commendation and smiled. I told him I would like a bath and he bowed out. I noticed the small television receiver in the left-hand corner of the room but did not turn it on. It seemed the only blemish to the decor, but you can’t fight progress.

In twenty minutes I was soaking in the huge wooden tub, and remembering.

I missed the girls. The lovely, laughing little Japanese girls with the incredible honey-colored skin. At the Takimoto Inn in Hokkaido, for example, where they sported around completely nude. As did men, women, and children of all ages, in communal bathing.

Bathing with naked and laughing Nipponese maidens doesn’t make a sex idiot out of you. By cultivating control, you can reach the point where a single act of intercourse a day will be sufficient…

Smiling, still missing the sportive nymphs of Takimoto, I dried off and returned to my room.

The white phone in the corner rang and I snatched up the receiver.

“Calling for Colonel Hatta,” said a brisk voice. “A cab will pick you up there at five o’clock tomorrow afternoon. Please be ready.”

“Absolutely,” I answered. “I don’t smoke and I don’t chew, and I don’t go with the girls who do. In fact, my class won the Prize Bible.”

There was a short silence and the receiver clicked dead in my ear. Humming, I switched off the hanging, oval globe, slipped under the warmth of the futon, and fell asleep immediately.



Five

When I walked into the elegant Emerald grill of the Hotel Okura, I could hear more American voices than Japanese. That made it an ideal meeting place. Eleven million people in this city, largest in the world, and my old friend Frank has to arrange a clandestine meet next door to the U.S. Embassy.

I stood looking at the moon-shaped wall of golden bricks, listening to the corps diplomatique gabble, and was turning to leave when a waiter, better costumed than any daimyo, bowed at my elbow.

I followed him to the booth, and my horse-faced young friend from Harvard whinnied in delight. I damned near whinnied an answer, because sitting across from him was a tiny, haughty-looking blonde in a see-through blouse. Ruffled at the neck for propriety.

I sat down next to Frank. When he introduced us, the martini-lag was evident.


“Miss Katja Arnkloo,” he announced, “may I present Mr. Broderick.”

“I suppose I’m charmed,” the petite Venus said, with a marked British accent. The bright imp of nonsobriety was in her tone.

“You don’t have to decide right now,” I replied, unsmiling and irritated. “Just keep turning the proposition over in your tiny mind. And after you have struggled to a conclusion, put the message in a bottle and toss it into the nearest sewer. Because I don’t plan to be in your venue long enough for the answer.”

Frank laughed, not very convincingly, and murmured “Christ’s sake, old man—”

“My word!” exclaimed the startled, shapely little girl. “You are dour. Is that your bag, stalking around being dour? Or perhaps it is only hemorrhoid distress?”

I stared across the table at Harvard Frank. My most important contact! The canny fellow who had not only gotten zinged with this opulently endowed little tramp when he was supposed to brief me but had managed to do it in a blindingly public place, next door to the U.S. Embassy. He was tittering apologetic, as if he could read my thoughts, and spread both manicured hands in admission of guilt.

“Couldn’t the fun-and-games wait?” I asked wearily.

“You misjudge me,” he said with drunken dignity. “I don’t even own a pornograph.”

Miss Arnkloo tinkled with laughter, slugged off the rest of her double martini, and waved for the waiter to set them up again. He turned toward the bar.

“What’s it all in aid of?” inquired the little blonde sadly. She was holding her head with both hands, elbows on the table. This action bunched the perfectly formed breasts under the transparent blouse. “I mean, this business of being not only dour but a poltroon as well.”

“Sorry,” I said. “Didn’t mean to be those things.” This did not satisfy her, however; she continued to shake her head. The waiter returned, set three huge martinis on the table, and withdrew again.

“Or is it just,” continued Katja Arnkloo, “that you were lonely as a child and had to play with yourself? So that you came here expecting someone more like Twiggy … or even wanted to be alone with my date?”

I smiled at her then; what had been a nuisance was now watered by acrimony into controlled rage. Patting her elbows, I asked Katja to forgive my surliness. That I had only seemed that way because I was thunderstruck on meeting her.

“Truth is,” I amplified, “I’m an udder man. I was lonely when young, but we lived in the country and I spent the happiest of my puberty years with the teat of a Guernsey milk cow in my mouth. Then, when I was detached from it by main force and ordered to concentrate on girls, I found most of them horrendously meager.

“In high school my comrades and I defined surplus as that part of the female tit you could not get entirely into your mouth. Most of my formative years were spent in a bitter and disappointing search. Then, without warning, here … I met you, and my old Guernsey dream was reborn.”

Katja Arnkloo reflected for three seconds and threw her untouched drink into my face. I closed my eyes and the chilled martini drained down from my hairline and ran around my nose. Patting at the juniper-perfumed dampness with a napkin, I stood up.

“I’ll say good-bye now,” I promised.

“No, no!” Frank was struggling up. “Katja’s staying here in the hotel. Half a moment, eh? I’ll just see her upstairs and be right with you.”

He herded the diminutive beauty by me and she stuck out her tongue as she passed.

I looked at the Japanese waiter, and he looked at me. I won’t say he was smiling, but he looked agreeably quizzical. “Would you like another drink, sir,” he asked. “Or some food?”


“No. Did they owe you anything?”

“No, sir. The gentleman had just paid before you arrived. They had been here some time.”

He stooped and retrieved a lady’s jacket from beneath the table. “The lady was wearing this when she entered.”

I took the jacket and handed him a tip.

“Where did you go to school in the United States?” I asked.

“Southern Cal, sir. A sociology major.”

I could believe it. “Your name?”

“Kita, sir.”

“Thank you, Kita. Would you call me a cab?”

The young waiter bowed. “I have already done so, sir. The doorman informed me that you came by cab, so I have had one waiting since you came to my station. I hope you have a nice evening, sir.”

I was bending to enter the cab when Harvard Frank came rushing up. He asked me to come back inside, but I shook my head and walked him out of earshot, along the golden wall.

“There is something you can do,” I said, “if you’re sober enough to remember it.”

He nodded vigorously.

“All right. At five o’clock a car will pick me up. I suspect it will be the same cab you hooked me up with last night. The driver wouldn’t talk, wouldn’t take a tip, so I want him tailed and his number taken.”

“Then what?” Frank asked.

“Then nothing,” I said, “Just wait.” I got into the cab and gave its driver the address of the safe house.



Six

Exactly at five o’clock the old man came back to my room and said, “Friend come.” I nodded and walked down the hall and out the front door. The same cab that had picked me up the night before was waiting, the same nondescript driver. I got in and we rolled away down the darkening street. The sky was overcast with low clouds, stained by the gaudy lights of downtown Tokyo.

When we were several blocks from the Kokugikan Sports Arena, the driver handed me four tickets. “Sit by yourself,” he said.

The cab inched along through heavy traffic to the main entrance, and when we were up to it, I stepped out and offered the driver a tip. He shook his head, drove off, and I turned to battle my way through the crowd sluicing inside. The harassed ticket-taker in my lane glanced up when I presented the four fanned tickets. Looked behind me, but I shook my head and he handed me all the stubs.

The location of the seats was good. After taking off my shoes and putting them on the ledge before the small box with the low rim, I relaxed and cased the place. The tremendous hall must have held twenty thousand seats, rising in gentle tiers, and every one of them had an unobstructed view of the ring. There were no columns anywhere.

The big hall was nearly filled, and had been since morning, because sumo tournaments run all day and into the night for several days. Usually it is late afternoon before the expensive seats are filled, because it is not until then that the wrestling stars, the ones “in the tent,” appear. There was no bout going on, and I sat listening to the anticipatory hum that is common to sports arenas all over the world. Trying to remember what I knew or had heard about sumo.

Its competitors are not created by accidents, or special aptitudes. For two thousand years, except in brief periods of suppression, the sons and daughters of wrestlers in the sumo guilds have intermarried, and their male children are force-fed on incredible amounts of chanko ryori, which is mixed chicken, beef, and pork with fattening vegetables added. As they grow up, the children deliberately get as fat as they can while exercising as hard as they can. Because of this regimen—gorge and rest, exercise hard—the giants with the distended bellies are not really fat.

The applause and shouting grew louder, because the top-flight boys were coming on now. They all had vociferous cliques, including groups of geishas and bar girls sitting together, but to my Western eyes the bouts were flat. They only lasted a few minutes. The two nimble giants with the glistening topknots and skimpy loincloths would waddle around, hoisting one stiffened leg and then the other, and salt would be sprinkled to purify the ring.

This ritual is part of the Shinto origins of the sport, as is the shrinelike roof holding the spotlights. When the two big-bellies were ready to go, the referee, resplendent in his kimono and flat-sided hat, would motion with his fan and the bout would be on. Champions wore a huge rope belt and elaborate loincloth over the breechclout while being introduced.

The black giant, Nogi, seemed to have a considerable following. The hall shook with applause as he stepped up to the ring and I wondered again how he had managed to get into one of the sumo guilds. His Negro father must have been big. At any rate, his civil rights had not been denied, and he moved in ebony contrast to his equally large opponent.

An overcome Japanese gentleman with spectacles and a white goatee leaned over from the next box and slammed me on the shoulder. That felt more like home, so I nodded at him, punched out my left hand vigorously, and shouted, “Way to go, Nogi!”

The old gentleman looked saddened, so I knew I had picked the wrong wrestler. He frowned at me, erupted in rapid-fire Japanese, and, clutching the toes of his velvet socks, began to rock back and forth.

I turned to have another look at the old gentleman.

He was Colonel Hatta, and he made an admirable elderly Japanese if you didn’t examine his graying hair or wispy white beard too closely.

“Don’t watch me, please,” Hatta instructed. “Look at the ring.”

I looked at the ring.

He began talking rapidly, leaning toward me. The price was $80,000, half payable beforehand, if I would agree to enter Indonesia and remove something to Japan. Get it past customs.

“I don’t touch armaments or dope,” I said.

“Neither one. What you have to move is a load weighing ten thousand pounds, plus the tare weight of their containers. It must be done within the next month.”


“Why?”

“Because the load is precious metals, stored in the vaults of Borobodur.”

I grunted. “Why the rush?”

“An international commission from the United Nations’ UNESCO Section is moving in immediately to restore Borobodur. Once they begin work on its foundations, the four tons of gold and one of silver will be discovered.”

Nogi had Won his bout, and applause erupted over the huge arena as the black giant shrugged into his robe and came down the aisle below us.

I applauded with the rest. “What is this?” I asked irritably. “Some ancient treasure with nine bad maps leading to it?”

“No,” he said, behind my ear. “The metals are in mint bars and ingots, placed there less than three years ago.”

I watched two more ponderous wrestlers begin cavorting in the brilliantly lighted ring. It seemed to me that Hatta was asking me to help him steal from his own government. “Two crimes, then. A major theft and smuggling of the loot. Or three, if you add smuggling the bullion into Japan.”

“No, only two,” said Hatta, still not looking at me. “The bars and ingots have already been stolen. You are not concerned in that, only with removing them from Java to Japan.”

I didn’t answer and he went on hesitantly. “It may sound strange to you, but the theft was not made to realize the intrinsic value of the metals. It was done to preserve them, to keep them out of the wrong hands.”

“A trifle confusing,” I murmured. “You steal a sizable chunk of the Indonesian Treasury’s bullion, which it must need very badly, in order to keep it safe?”

“Yes,” said Hatta.

After a pause I said, “It’s a deal, if you deliver forty thousand in gold to the place I am staying by three o’clock tomorrow afternoon.”


“No problem,” murmured Colonel Hatta behind my head. I reached over the low railing of the box for my shoes, slipped into them, and walked out of the sports palace. When I got back to the safe house, Frank was waiting and he looked terrible.



Seven

When I came in, Frank gave me a big, world-inclusive smile and steepled his hands under his chin in the Indian namaste gesture.

“You hate me, don’tcha?” he inquired. He was nearly, but not quite, sober.

“No.” I put on the heavy socks I had bought for tatami wearing. “I don’t know whether the contract I’m on is important or not, but it is supposed to be clandestine. I never saw you before yesterday, yet in one of the best hotels in Tokyo you made asses out of both of us. And I haven’t been briefed yet because you had to get loaded, in public, with your Scandinavian doxy.”

Frank looked gloomy. And then asked, “My what?”

“The little blonde with the transparent blouse,” I said irritably, and he began to laugh.

“Katja Arnkloo is not my doxy. I never saw her until this afternoon, several hours before we met you at the Okura. The fact of the matter is, the young lady is to be a principal part of your cover in Indonesia.”

“Come on now!” I said sharply. “Nobody in the agency would set a kicky little idiot like that to work with me.”

“Nevertheless, somebody did. She is the private secretary of Dr. Groslier, head of the Borobodur Mission.”

He broke it down further. Katja Arnkloo was from the Paris office of UNESCO. She had come to Japan with Groslier to work on the reconstruction of Borobodur Temple, in Java.

The Indonesian Government had appealed to the United Nations for help, saying that “a monument to all mankind” might be lost. The temple’s plight had been surveyed by UNESCO’s Bernard Groslier, who had handled the same kind of job on Angkor Wat, and the Dutch Hydrologist Caesar Vouté. They were in agreement, and the United Nations, through UNESCO, had allotted four million dollars for a restoration that could take several years.

Miss Arnkloo, said Frank, knew nothing of my agency connection.

I shook my head doubtfully, because I could not figure out whether I was ahead of, or behind, events. I told Frank about my heya visit and my conversation in the sports arena. He was delighted and said he would report that while no personal contact had been made, a deal had been closed. That the reason for the whole business, now revealed, was removal of five tons of precious metals from the vaults of Borobodur.

“You’ll report nothing,” I said sharply. “If the advance payment is delivered tomorrow afternoon, we’ll talk about the next step then.”

“Right.” Frank was being boyishly ingratiating. “Hope you’ll be around a few more days. I’ll be taking delivery soon on an oceangoing Chinese junk. A monster, all the staterooms designed to my specifications. Built in Hong Kong, launched three weeks ago, and now en route to Yokohama. If you’re still here when she arrives, we might latch onto some go-go geishas and run libidinous sea trials on her.”

And he gave me a toothy, Saltonstall-type leer.

My thought processes, which had been elsewhere, accelerated and fixed on his lanky figure like a radar needle locking onto a signal.

“You mean that you own a really seaworthy vessel, which will be arriving in Japan soon?”

“Aye, sir. Beauty, too. Nearly two-hundred feet overall, big diesels down below, and fully rigged for sail. Custom-designed, every inch.”

“What did that cost you?”

“Oh …” He calculated. “Little over four hundred thousand but worth a million in the States. I got a lot of breaks buying stuff for her in Hong Kong and here in Japan. I plan to sail her home in the spring, when my home leave is due.”

“Why are you working at this two-bit job if you can afford a ship that expensive?”

The question seemed to embarrass him. “Oh, family always has worked, you know. Insist on it, really.”

“Admirable,” I said.

“Not really an extravagance, either. Already had two offers to buy her, at a whopping profit, when she arrives in a U. S. port.”

“Why not send her down to Java on her sea trials,” I suggested. “Can she carry freight?”

“Sure,” said Frank. “All those big junks are work boats. They can call, as the fellow says, wherever cargo offers.”

“Then why not send her down there on this Borobodur restoration project? To Semarang, which is a good commercial harbor north of the temple. I’ll bet you could pick up enough loot on coastwise hauling to reduce her cost sharply. Matter of fact, I’ll help arrange the contracts.”

Harvard Frank was delighted. “Sounds fabulous! And I could unload her at twice the profit after the cruise to San Francisco. Let me pry into the details of it, eh?”

I nodded. Frank hoisted himself to his feet, and I got Katja’s jacket and asked him to return it to her.

He refused to accept the jacket. “She’s in your territory now, dad,” he said. And ambled off in sections, out of the room and down the hall. I heard him jollytiming the old Japanese at the front door, and the door closed.

I had finished my beer, brushed my teeth, and was meditating on the assignment, sitting cross-legged, when the old man came padding back to my door. “Another friend come,” he said. I was staring at him by the faint illumination of the hanging globe light when Katja Arnkloo swished in, her stiletto-heeled pumps dangling from one hand.

“I came to apologize,” she said, “if you’ll let me.”

“No need for it. I thought Frank and I were going to have a private meeting and discuss some business, that’s all. You are, and mean to be, a distraction.”

“Why do you call him Frank?” she asked. “That is not his name.”

“I know. But he looks like a Frank to me.”

Puzzled, she walked over to stand before me. From my seated position I had a direct view of her legs, framed below the short skirt. They were well-shaped and muscular, as if she might be able to really romp on them. No garters or garter belt impeded my scrutiny, so I knew she must be wearing panty hose.

“May I sit down?” she asked. When I nodded, she dropped effortlessly into a sitting position directly in front of me. Crossing her feet into the lotus position easily. The blond hair was upswept still, but Katja Arnkloo was slightly disheveled. A tiny girl with a perfect body and oversized breasts. The aureoles around the nipples were not large, and I wondered if she had gone silicone.

She was in those fleeting years between youthful flamboyance and such aids. Her sexuality was a flaunted thing, and from the size of the generous mouth I thought she would be generously endowed in her other apertures. She had been used often; it showed in the satin perfection of the fair skin, like an erotic athlete’s bloom. There was a smell, too.

Not an aroma or a fragrance. A frank womanly smell that announces that the wafter has been engaged by many men, in much mutual delight. Most women foolishly try to mask this essential with Arpège or good-tasting douche powders. They shouldn’t; it lessens the musk of their attractiveness.

Sitting before me, waiting, Katja Amkloo was silent. I looked over her head into the darkened formal garden, and something generated in my head rushed down my spine unbidden.

I knew about Katja and her sisterhood. I knew that women like her were something you couldn’t do with, or without. They were a type charged with sexual electricity. One vagrant glance across a room and you had crotch fever. Fully-clothed, one chance swaying of their skirt could spin you around on a busy street.

I had collided with three such women in the last few years, and I was determined that Katja would not be the fourth. Any woman can be a bitch-in-heat at the right time of the cycle, but women of this special type were spoilers and flipped reason out the window.

Baroness Tamvelius, on Tenerife Island … Jannina, the tall black Venus who had worked and died for me in Mexico … The aloof Irish beauty in Peru … I didn’t want any more of that blowtorch intensity.

“Perhaps we can start over,” said Katja quietly. “If we do that, perhaps you will like me more.” Her hands were spread, palms up, between her thighs.

“Possible,” I answered.

“I did not mean to dispute you or interrupt your business appointment. I did not know that you were his superior.”


“I’m not. We just had some work to do and it needed privacy.”

“I did not know that. I had just met him, and you came like a storm cloud into what I thought was a social occasion. Putting me down.”

I smiled. “Wasn’t it a put-down after a put-on?”

Katja shrugged and I was again conscious of her full breasts.

“What difference? The cri-cri people, they use both.”

“I’m not much on the cri-cri people,” I said.

The shapely little girl nodded. “I know. I think you are a man who has landed at too many strange airports, late at night, with nobody to meet him.”

My smile slipped. That comment was very near to the story of my life. Slow rain was grieving into the garden.

“May I make love to you?” she asked.

It was the best offer I had had in some time. But even my enemies have never ranked me as a sybarite. I didn’t answer, and she took my silence to mean consent. Broke her pose and began to work me over.

Trailing fingers, wide mouth inciting, tongue darting … all the erogenous centers …

And I sat in my Buddha isolation and got progressively less interested. My entire attention was fixed on some simple Zen rules, removing me from that place, and the muscles in my shoulders and belly never quivered.

Katja was not used to defeat; she had not earned her honest and exciting smell in the Little Leagues. She withdrew, frowning and shaking the destroyed blond hive of her hair, and I watched her settle back into the sitting position.

“I’m sorry,” she said, flushed and trying to fix her hair. “I shouldn’t have come here, but I thought I might find a man behind those stormy eyes …”

She began to weep and completed her ruin. Her legs were akimbo, wrinkling the panty hose, and her mascara was running. One of her false eyelashes had become unmoored, and it gave her a woebegone, cockeyed look.

“Don’t be sorry,” I said, and her streaked face lifted.

“Who do you think you are?” she sobbed. “I only did what many men have taught me to do.”

Rain was still hammering on the roof. Her hair was around her face untidily, and the mascara was trailing black streaks down her face and across the wonderful breasts.

“That’s the whole point, kid,” I said gently. “You were trying to do something to me. Which makes you a whore. An exciting one, perhaps, but still a lousy supplicant. A nothing.”

This observation accelerated her grief, and the breasts shook.

“To make this game work, the man must pursue. You’d better understand that.”

She raised her tear-streaked face. “That makes me just your bitch-dog, doesn’t it?”

“Could be. Or could be just the natural order. But if the velvet-headed serpent is going to glide tonight, I’ll tell him where to go.”

Katja sat up straight, staring at me defiantly. Leaning out of my Buddha position, I ripped the filmy blouse off and tore the panty hose garment loose. The latter movement took three jerks, and moved her around considerably. She was in her natural position, on her back, when I took her first.

Then I flipped her over expertly, because a lot of those lonely journeys of mine had been to seaport towns.

An appreciable time later Katja slipped into my robe and went pattering down the hall in her bare feet. I heard her chattering away to the old attendant, in Japanese, and she came back in twirling with ballerina grace and shoving the sleeves of the robe above her elbows. While I watched, lounging on the futon, she poured two thin teacups full of Scotch and delivered mine kneeling. Whispering something in Japanese.

“Watch your mouth!” I warned her sternly, and tossed off my teacupful. Katja giggled and sipped at hers.

“‘Stay me with flagons,’” she answered in English, “‘comfort me with apples …’” And, holding her cup steady in both hands, put her head down to touch the tatami mat. I laughed, leaned over, and cupped a firm breast in my right hand. It had a wonderful live weight.

“If your Shogunate Lordship permits,” she whispered, “the old one is drawing me a bath, which I need sorely.”

“Set the jug here by me,” I instructed, “and go soak your sorely.”

She bowed, backing out, and soon I heard her splashing and singing in the big wooden tub. Going to the far wall, I moved back the panel and got another futon, spread it beside my own. Then I had another cup of Heather Dew and hummed an impromptu medley. Things like “In the Cool, Cool, Cool of the Evening, When the Frigging Begins, I’ll be There,” and “I Wish I Was a Ring upon My Lulu’s Hand …”

I was wonderfully relaxed. The little Swedish girl was an erotic marvel, alternately limpet and elusive as quicksilver. The “flagons and apples” quote she had slipped in was from the Song of Solomon, and Katja was entitled to be both sick, and sore, of love.

Considering the finely grained texture of the unpainted pine ceiling boards, I reflected that she might appeal to me because I had a penchant for ladies near to spoiling. The ravishment of virgins had never interested me; that is a plumbing problem, and no sport. I wanted women when they were at full bloom and not coming on coy and clumsy.

Or, perhaps, even a trifle overripe, trying to ignore the slide on the down side. That makes them most generous.

When Katja came back, toweling vigorously and still damp from her bath, her face was scrubbed clean and she looked about seventeen years old.

Even with the sleeves rolled up, my robe engulfed her. After she had dried her honey-colored hair, she deftly made a white turban of the towel, stepped out of the robe, and went sliding under the futon.

“Good night, Grumpy,” she said, peering at me like a mocking dryad.

I nodded, switched off the globe light, and said “Good night to you, Dopey!”

She laughed, and soon her breathing had deepened into sleep.



Eight

I awaked suddenly but did not move or open my eyes, because I knew somebody was watching me. It was Katja AmkJoo, the swinging bird from UNESCO’s Paris office. Through nearly closed eyelids I could see her hugging her drawn-up knees, smoking a long cigarette in a Tar-Guard holder. The tiny blonde wore nothing, and had already been at her ablutions.

When she coughed, I growled “Hack, hack! Do you think that filter is going to help you?”

“Matter of fact, it will,” Katja said grandly, flourishing the cigarette and holder. “This device removes virtually all the odious tar.”

“Unhunh …” I shoved up, pushed my unruly hair back, and arose. Popped my spinal vertebrae and cracked my neck on both sides like castanets. Katja was astonished, so I stood her up, made her clasp both hands behind her neck, and popped her vertebrae.

“That was nice,” she said. “More, please.”

I dropped my hands, lifted the girl by her narrow waist, and swung her aloft. Then I dropped her on her butt with a solid thud.

She curled into a ball and did a neat backflip. Landing on her feet and facing me, with her tongue stuck out, still holding the cigarette holder in her mouth.

“Put that damned cigarette out,” I suggested. “I wish you could see a cancerous lung at autopsy.”

She stubbed out the cigarette and, as I was turning down the hall, asked if I would take her to her hotel. I asked where she was staying. She shouted “Otani,” and I told her I would after I had bathed and shaved. That I wouldn’t be long and why didn’t she order tea and crumpets or something while I was at it? As I turned into the bathroom I heard her talking to the old man attendant and wondered again at the fluency of her Japanese. It was something to check.

As I shaved my lean visage, with the bloodshot blue eyes staring out of it, I thought grimly that everything that happened to me was something to check. Later, over the little black-lacquered table, sipping at the steaming tea, Katja asked why all my eyebrows were plucked out. I explained briefly that I had so much scar tissue there, across the brows, that the hairs grew in crookedly and sometimes got infected in the follicle.

She leaned forward to stare at my corrugated forehead and traced over my scarred brows with a cool forefinger. When we were ready to leave, she was wearing the jacket over the see-through blouse and looked quite decorous. Outside, the morning was sunny and bright, and when she begged for a walk before we cabbed to her hotel, I nodded. We went down the narrow street to a larger one and passed two small moon-faced boys flying kites shaped and painted like carp. The kites rustled as their rice-paper tails whipped back and forth behind them, and Katja clapped her hands in delight.

So I had to tell her about the Japanese fishing town where the inhabitants used to fly kites that weighed more than a Cadillac. Some of them were fifty feet long, and two hundred men were required to control the lines. She was properly awed by this thought, as I always had been. I would have given anything to see one of those gay monsters in a spanking breeze.

After we had made a few more blocks, we spotted a cab and were walking toward it when we passed a door ajar, leading into a courtyard. From inside came a lilting sound of laughter and giggling, and we peered around the door to see seven Buddhist nuns skipping rope.

They were all wearing dark robes, with some kind of cloth stock at the neck, and the usual clogged geta sandals. What made the scene odd was that all the nuns were plump, big-headed, and absolutely bald. Yet they were going at the rope-skipping like a rite of spring, two whirling the long rope, and the others dancing in and out of its range. Lifting their clogged feet high and showing rows of perfect teeth as they surrendered themselves to this small abandon in the sunlit courtyard of the nunnery.

I laughed out loud, because their joy was infectious. And turned to Katja just in time to get her fashionable pumps thrust into my hands. She ran into the courtyard and with perfect timing ducked under the whirling rope. Her legs came up in perfect rhythm.

Katja was obviously a trained gymnast. After the first shock of her sudden entry the bald nuns began to titter behind their hands and bow and applaud. Blond hair streaming, Katja jumped rhythmically as the rope whipped around; she motioned it to greater speed. When its passage was almost blurred, she slipped nimbly in and out, motioning for the Buddhist sisters to join her.

Several of them did, and I never saw a better second-act curtain for a musical in my life. The tiny, fair girl with the streaming hair and her leaping and whirling Asian companions in an impromptu celebration. The other nuns with clean-shaven heads could not stay aloof, and I watched the whole courtyard explode with leaping ladies. The Mother Superior of the order, attracted by their shrieking laughter, came out on a balcony and, shriveled and ancient, peered over her spectacles and smiled.

Katja whirled out from under the rope and, running backward toward me, bowed and blew kisses at the nuns still skipping. They waved good-bye to her, crying out in Japanese, and I handed the little blonde her shoes. We walked to the corner and got in the cab. She was trying to catch her breath and her hands fumbled. I put the shoes on for her.

“What fun!” she exclaimed. “I haven’t done that since I was a child.” I nodded and gave the cabdriver the name of her hotel.

At ten o’clock that morning I was waiting in the lobby of the Marunouchi Hotel, and when the Pigeon Bus tour of Tokyo began, I was among its members. Listening to the artful, pert spiel of the pretty Japanese girl in the green uniform and cap. At the Palace Hotel an American in an expensive sports jacket, a lean man with thinning hair, boarded the bus and claimed the seat beside me. Burt Holroyd, Tokyo station chief for the Agency. He studied his map of attractions intently until the pretty Japanese girl again began deliberately butchering the English language over her microphone.

“Okay,” murmured Holroyd irritably. “You pulled me out of my office. I thought you didn’t like working stiffs like me.”

“Not that at all,” I answered. “Just that important fellows like you, who stay in one place for years and years, get to be better known than the local bank robbers.”


“Oh, horseshit, Joe!” he snapped. “What do you want?”

After I had reported on my hectic life since arriving in Japan, in detail, I told him I wanted a dossier on Frank, my briefing officer, and he snorted again. I could see the pale patches on his tanned neck, where he had been machine-gunned while swimming in the Yangtse River after the Japanese had shot his airliner down.

I told him that I also wanted a full report on Nogi, the black sumo wrestler. His origins, standing, relatives, the whole works. He nodded and went on studying his tourist map. Next, I said, was a dossier in depth on Katja Arnkloo, the UNESCO employee who was supposed to accompany the mission into Java.

“Okay,” Holroyd nodded.

“Use cables if you have to. This Arnkloo bird comes on wild and might cause trouble after we get there.”

He nodded again.

I pushed then, because it was my ass that was going on the line in Java. “If Sukarno twitches again, toward Peking, would the agency set up a coup? Or the threat of one, to keep him in line?”

Holroyd smiled grimly and folded up his map. “You’ve started gossiping now, Joe. I don’t make policy. I just carry it out when I can.”

The sightseeing bus was slowing down for another shrine; he was about to leave. “All right,” I said hurriedly. “Has Bung Karno got enough money to mount anything?”

Holroyd shook his head. “I don’t think so. He’s supposed to have several millions in Swiss banks, but he has never used any of it for political purposes.”

“What about his holdings inside Indonesia?”

“He doesn’t have any. The Bogor Palace is only one of his perks, as the undisputed leader to freedom. He owns nothing in his own name.”

“Has any unexplained treasure been turned up in Indonesia in the past year?”


Holroyd glanced at me. “Yes. Three tons of silver bars were discovered in the basement of Merdeka Palace, in Djakarta, two months ago. They weren’t exactly hidden, just stored in canvas bags.”

“Ownership?” I asked.

“Unknown,” said Holroyd. The bus had stopped and the other tourists were filing off. “I’ll get the reports to you as soon as possible.”

He got off. I followed him and turned right to admire the arching vermillion torn before the shrine. When Holroyd had had time to clear the area, I left the tourist party and caught a cab. The old man bowed me in and brought tea.

I sipped it and sat waiting for the “earnest money” to arrive.



Nine

At four in the afternoon I was still waiting. Half an hour later a messenger delivered a sealed envelope to the house. It contained the dossiers I had requested from Holroyd.

I spent another hour memorizing the dossiers. After burning the reports over the embers in the porcelain brazier, I lay back on the tatami and went through them again in my head.

The record on Nogj, the black sumo wrestler, was the shortest. His father had been a Negro sergeant, stationed at the U. S. Air Force Base outside Chitose, Hokkaido, northernmost of the Japanese Islands. His mother had been the sister of a well-known sumo wrestler and was large for a Nipponese woman. She had met the sergeant while taking the hot baths near Chitose, with her family, but no one had ever made a positive identification of the father. It seems he was traveling, as an armed tourist abroad, under the civilian name of Booker Washington. No middle initial.

After abusing the girl, when the eminent sergeant decamped, the family finally simmered down and eventually became enchanted with their large black pearl of a baby. He was admitted to sumo training as an infant. There was nothing unusual in his record, except that he had been a good scholar and had finished two years of university training in Tokyo, general studies, with good grades. Now, because of the islandwide television coverage of sumo, he was becoming a national favorite and had a large following.

This report closed by recording that Nogi, while an undergraduate, had belonged to both the Zengakuren, a far-left student’s group, and Soka Gakkai, a militant Buddhist-political party. He had no record of recent activity with either organization.

The background of my erratic pockct-Venus, Katja Arnkloo, was surprising. She was an international swinger of note, and the abbreviated costume and see-through blouse she had been wearing were St. Laurent originals. Born into a wealthy Stockholm family (her father had automobile agencies in six principal Swedish cities), she had been educated in England, France, and Italy, and had a house in San Sebastian, Spain.

The well-endowed little girl had come by that figure naturally. She was a championship swimmer, diver, and had been a member of the Corps de Ballet in the Royal Stockholm Company. Not exclusively devoted to Paris fashions, she often bought off the rack and had driven her own Lotus in international competition. From her record at that, she seemed second only to Stirling Moss’s sister. For nearly two years, earlier, she had been an airline stewardess with SAS.

Katja had been busted three times in England for possession of pot but had gotten off with fines. I suspected that was the long arm of Direktor Arnkloo reaching over from Stockholm, but she had done thirty days in a Spanish prison for unnamed political offenses. “Public intemperance,” whatever that was. A quantity of LSD had been found by gendarmes in her Nice hotel suite in May of 1965.

Katja was obviously not only with it but slightly ahead of it. That was what made her academic and employment records unusual. She had been an honors student from the University of Lund, in science, and had scored high in political philosophy at the Sorbonne. For several months over three years she had held a responsible position with UNESCO headquarters in Paris, and their file on her was laudatory.

I frowned. If all of it was true, Katja Arnkloo was a classic schizoid case. I was prejudiced, of course, because I had only three points of reference on the shapely little girl: the uninhibited contretemps in the Okura’s Emerald Grill, her gleeful usurpation of my bedroom, and her abandoned rope-skipping with the bald Buddhist nuns.

That left my old Harvard type, code name Frank. Groton and Harvard Law. His square handle was Kenneth Bellamy Everett, 29, born in Brookline, Massachusetts. Father was Everard Lytton Everett, corporation lawyer working in quiet-money trusts and bequests, full of good deeds, and his mother was Alicia Thurbridge. The bleak genealogy described Frank with frozen precision. For a long time both sides of his family had spoken, but not loudly, to that classic triumvirate: the Cabots, the Lowells, and God. On his mother, the interesting comment was that she had played excellent tennis while young but, when she threatened to become international class, promptly tucked it in. Can’t have plebians staring at one’s legs, you know, and that’s what the important saves mean …

I felt immensely cheered after reflecting on Frank’s dossier. He was a pure type and I respected that. Of course that pure type had damned near gotten me killed a few times in the field, but what’s the use of developing an aristocracy if you don’t venerate them? Frank was in mint condition, with an impeccable background. Unfortunately these specimens usually come up empty when the pressure goes on. That’s why impetuous oafs like me whose heraldry reflects only blotted cadet branches, often limp home with near-fatal wounds.

I awakened with a start. Heaved up on one elbow and watched twilight darkening the garden beyond the glass wall. When I called the old man attendant, he came down the hall in a flurry of cotton-socked feet and turned the globular light on. No one had come? He shook his head and I heaved up, got my wallet from the coat hanging behind the shoji screen. Scribbled a note listing the magazines and newspapers I wanted and gave him several thousand yen. He nodded, went rustling down the hall, and I heard the front door close behind him.

I lighted a small cigar, but it tasted like hell, so I crushed it out. The operation seemed to have fallen through. That meant I had to wait to see if it was really off the rails. That is what you do mostly in a stupid business like mine. Wait. For every redeeming second of action, you sit waiting like a lump. And most of the time, if you weren’t sitting there waiting, it wouldn’t make the slightest goddamned bit of difference. I wondered if my white tigers were all right.



Ten

When the telephone exploded in the shadowed room behind the screen, I let it ring twice and then answered it.

“Yes?”

“We are sorry the payment has been delayed,” said a voice. “Please go out in your garden and wait. And do not leave; we will call you again in an hour.”

The line clicked dead. I cradled the instrument and pulled the sliding glass door open. It was cooler in the garden; the climbing vines and small trees were jeweled by raindrops. The meticulously tended plot was only a few yards across, and I went to sit on the stone bench on the far side.

A car passed along the road behind the wall. Then another, and a group of people went walking by. Talking and laughing. The carbine was across my lap; my fingers were around the trigger guard and the weapon was off safety. Another car came racketing down the narrow road, slowed slightly in passing, and a parcel was tossed over the wall into the garden.

It hit with a soft thud, and I kicked it toward the faint light coming from the room. Knelt with my lighter and looked it over without touching it. A parcel wrapped in oilcloth, sealed with tape, as neat a job as any bank clerk could have done. I put the carbine on safety and tested the little package with its butt. Soft. That doesn’t mean anything, either, because the mold-able explosives are just as yielding. I backed off as far as I could get, put a single shot through the edge of it, and the garden didn’t go up.

Inside the room, under the pale globe light, I unwrapped the parcel and found $40,000, U.S. currency. My bullet had drilled through the outer edge of half of the bank notes, but they were still negotiable. I rewrapped them as well as I could and shoved the package into my case.

That was the beginning of my packing. It did not take long because I had only one case and I was stowing away my toilet articles when the phone exploded again.

“You received the payment?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” The voice grunted and went on. “You will proceed to Djakarta tomorrow with the rest of the UNESCO group, sailing from Yokohama at five in the afternoon on the Osaka Maru, OSK Line.”

“You’ll have to excuse me on the cruise part of the trip,” I said. “I quit using surface vessels years ago; I will be flying to Java.”

I was half-turned away when the telephone rang again. I snatched it up and the same voice said, “Get out of that house quickly! You haven’t much time—”

Cradling the phone, I hoisted my case and called the old man. He came padding down the shadowed hall and listened as I asked if there was a back way out of the house. When he nodded, I went to the front door, pulled my flight boots on, and followed him through the kitchen and out the small rear door. As I closed it I could hear the insistence of the telephone slamming through the empty house.

When we approached the gate in the back fence, the old man muttered something I could not understand, wheeled, and went rushing into the back door. That was when the door frame shivered with a roar, and the whole lovely, flimsy house was blown apart. Before I lunged to the ground behind the fence, I saw his thin figure fly back toward me, ripped by the blast.

I rode aimlessly in taxis for half an hour, clutching my bag and map case, and finally stepped out in front of the Hotel Dai-Ichi. From a booth off the lobby I called the U.S. Embassy and asked for Holroyd. I had his private number somewhere but had not been able to find it. The Japanese girl on the switchboard sing-songed that “Mr. Hawroy” was not there, not available, so I had to cajole my way to the duty officer. I got Burt’s home number and called it. From the blaring background noise, when he answered, it sounded like he was promoting quite a blast.

When I commented on this, Holroyd snorted and said the idea was ridiculous. That he was strictly an “old-folks-at-home” type; the random noises I heard were only his daughter practicing on the samisen. This levity faded quickly, however, when I told him about the explosion in the safe house.

After I explained the rest of it, telling about my two calls from the contact, I added that I needed his help because I really did intend to sail with the Osaka Maru. But did not want to board her with the others in the UNESCO party. Instead, I wanted the ship to clear Yokohama harbor without me, and then I would join her by way of the launch that went out to take off her pilot. Could that be done?

“Yes,” said Holroyd. “Do you want to go down tonight? To Yokohama, I mean?”


“Yes.”

“Where are you?”

“The Dai-Ichi lobby. Baggage with me.”

“Don’t move,” said Holroyd. “I’m on my way.”

I hung the receiver up and relaxed, because that’s what all the good ones say.

Holroyd picked me up in half an hour and we drove down to Yokohama. That gave us a chance to talk, and I explained that I was hoping my contact would waste some time checking Kemayoren Airport in Djakarta when he found out, or supposed he had, that I had not sailed on the Osaka Maru. The station chief nodded and said he was sorry that young Everett had jammed me up.

I laughed. Answered that Frank had only taken the big-difference drink and made an ass out of himself too near his own chicken coop. Hadn’t we both done infinitely worse? Holroyd smiled. What’s more, I added, that little Arnkloo girl was a swinger and a provocation. Burt nodded.

“I understand that’s true,” he said.

“What’s more,” I added irritably, “I don’t like the smell of this thing. Too much money. Who believes that crap about the wonderful mind-changing chemical? Not old Joe. Too much force. Why try to blow up a house under me when all I’ve got is a smuggling assignment? Maybe a kill would be justified after I had the bullion, but why now?”

“I don’t know,” said Burt.

When we got to Yokohama, it was raining again. Holroyd delivered me to a native inn and said that a car would pick me up to meet the pilot’s launch late in the afternoon. He would arrange things with the proper officials so that I would not be challenged or delayed when I stepped on the cruise ship at sea. We shook hands and he was gone, swinging the car around to make the drive back to Tokyo.

Shortly after ten o’clock the next night the launch went pitching through choppy waves, under a moonless sky, to work her way against the towering bulk of the outbound Japanese cruise ship. It was blazing with lights: from the decks and from the long rows of portholes. With the dexterity born of long practice, the launch’s crewmen maneuvered her alongside the Jacob’s ladder, which looked very frail against the white ship’s side. The Osaka Maru was not very old and was about 12,000 gross tons, but she appeared immense from my view in the pitching launch.

My bag went snaking up toward the deck on a light line and, pinpointed in the spotlights pointed downward, I began climbing the swaying steps of the Jacob’s ladder. The salt-sprayed side ropes rasped at my palms, and when I got to the lower deck, little white-clad seamen helped me aboard. The pilot being dropped was in full fig—starched whites with a gold-encrusted cap and shoulderboards. After I was aboard, he bowed to me and I to him. Then he went down the ladder like a cat, toward the launch bobbing far below.

I followed my bag down a companionway, up three flights of stairs with swinging music getting louder, and was met by a steward and two assistants. All in spotless white uniforms. The hallway underfoot was covered by vermillion carpeting, and I was ushered into an elaborate stateroom, which was an exact replica of a Japanese room. Except that it was air-conditioned and the toilet throne was in the bathroom. In their own houses the civilized Japanese never allow such things.

I showered everybody with yen, instructed the steward not to tell anyone, inclusive, that I had come aboard. He nodded and all three of them withdrew. When the door was secured, I prowled around the stateroom, found a small refrigerator under the bar, and broke a bottle of Black Jack Daniels out of my case. Had a drink, cut off the air conditioning, and opened all four portholes in the stateroom proper and the other two in the bathroom. The sea air, whipped off the heaving troughs of black waves below, smelled fine.

Kicking off my flight boots, I settled down at the small bar. From its stool, after all but the bathroom lights were cut off, I could see Pacific waves tilting to the edge of the night. There was no land horizon anywhere.

At two in the morning the band in the grand salon had stopped playing and at three I put on a raincoat and walked out of the stateroom. Went down the cushioned aisle and stepped out onto the deck. Took a deep breath of air. I had lied to that unknown fellow on the phone. I know of no joy greater, here below, than to prowl the deck of a ship when she is out of sight of land, with no horizons visible.

For the duration of the voyage, I stayed in my stateroom by day and prowled the ship only after midnight. By judicious application of dollars to the steward and his helpers I learned that Harvard Frank was on board and a constant companion of Katja Arnkloo. He was a certified member of the UNESCO group and was to be my assistant in Public Relations. This information angered me further, but I did not contact any members of the UNESCO team.

When we anchored in Tanjung Priok, port for Djakarta, I let the official party disembark. The steward told me that they were to be escorted by an honor guard to the Hotel Duta Indonesia, with a big banquet that night. All the highest officials of Indonesia would be there, he announced proudly, perhaps even Bung Karno.

I waited until the ship was cleared of passengers, caught a cab to Kemayoren Airport, and in two hours was on a Garuda flight to Djokjakarta. Lieutenant Colonel Abdul Hatta met me in a black Mercedes sedan, and I was soon installed inside a suite inside the eight-foot-thick walls of the rajah’s kraton. From my deep-set masonry windows, I could see the immense courtyard and as I drifted into sleep under the mosquito net I could smell the fragrance of night-blooming jasmine.
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The next afternoon Colonel Hatta and I had a short audience with the owner of the huge palace, the hereditary Sultan of Djokjakarta, Hameng-kubuono the Ninth. He was a slender and urbane man, dressed in English country-type clothes of tropic weight, and expressed his delight that we had come to restore the grandeur of Borobodur. As we lounged around the tea table spread under the tremendous waringin tree in the courtyard I listened to his comments on the ancient shrine and decided that he was neither as lissome as he seemed nor as polite as his speech indicated.

He looked like rawhide to me; nothing stirred behind his dark eyes. He told us that Borobodur was the most impressive remaining monument of the Shailendra Dynasty. That it was a mountain enclosed within a terraced building that was a thousand years old. In arrangement it was a portrait in stone of the Mahayana Buddhist cosmic system. The ruin had four galleries and thirty-six corners, all covered by stupas, or inverted chalices, which contained statues of the Buddha. The walls were covered by intricately carved bas-reliefs, but unfortunately the foundations were of a porous volcanic stone that was crumbling rapidly.

The great shrine had been restored once before, added the Rajah. In 1907 by an engineer named Van Erp.

In late afternoon Hatta and I toured the shrine, escorted by four officials of the rajah’s court. All the buildup had not prepared me for the incredibly detailed battlements of the place. It arose from the rice plains of central Java like some incredible apparition from a child’s dream. As we toured its slopes and galleries we soon saw how advanced its decay was. The northern half had already been fenced off and seemed ready to collapse.

Later that night Hatta and I toured Borobodur again. This time by moonlight and without official escort. We did not go up on the terraces but went immediately to a vaulted basement crypt that smelled of dampness and was beginning to sag. At Hatta’s direction, and by the light of a powerful hand torch he was holding, I probed at the soft earth floor with a shovel and located and unearthed seven long aluminum cylinders.

The cylinders were stamped with Indonesian figures, and Hatta crouched to examine them. Pointed at one and rolled it aside from the others. I broke open the welded cap with my shovel and found the cylinder filled with gold bars, all holding the proprietary hallmark of the Djakarta mint. I did not realize, until I started counting and stacking the bars, how heavy they were.

I selected one at random and sawed it in two, using an instrument from the kit I had bought in Japan. The saw took bright flakes out of the bar, and their brightness lasted all the way through. Putting one of the flakes on a rock, I dropped acid on it. The gold tested 24-karat fineness. Motioning Hatta’s torch beam closer, I weighed one of the uncut bars on my manual scales.

Then another. They seemed to be standard: four inches wide, two inches high, and all weighed very close to thirty-five pounds. On the official world market the bars were worth about $20,000 apiece. On the speculative market, nearly twice that. I opened another cylinder pointed out by Hatta and found it filled with silver ingots. A specimen of this also checked out pure fine.

It took Colonel Hatta and me nearly two hours to carry the five aluminum cylinders and the other loose bars and ingots back to the Mercedes sedan parked on the road. When we had dumped the last of the bullion into its back seat, I borrowed his torch to inspect the tires and found them dangerously flattened; the springing was bowed.

There was no help for it, and when I motioned with the torch, Colonel Hatta started around the car to get behind the wheel. He had just opened the door when there was a sharp cracking sound from the terrace above us. Hatta groaned and slumped to the ground. Almost on all fours, I ran around the car, switching off the light, and lifted him.

Two more spaced shots sounded and slugs chinked into the hood of the dark sedan. Somebody above, with a nightscope, was zeroing in on the car. I threw Hatta into it and scrambled in. Started it and went careening away down the dirt road. Two more shots chinked through the rear window and buried themselves in the seat behind me. I blessed the engineering integrity of the Mercedes-Benz factory and kept the car floorboarded. At speed, on the dirt surface, it had a tendency to fishtail, because we had not balanced the heavy load.

After we had roared on for several miles and I had not been able to spot any pursuit in the rearview mirror, I tamped on the brake and stopped. Lifting Hatta to a sitting position, I found that he had taken a shot in the abdomen.

When I ripped his shirt and switched on the hand torch, he gasped, “No light!”

“Man, you’re hurt.”

The thin Indonesian officer nodded, holding both hands across his belly, and told me to drive on. Several miles later, eyes fever-bright, he directed me off the dirt road into a muddy side track. I sent the Mercedes roaring down it, braking when he warned me of a bad bump or curve. We pounded on for another two hours, along the narrow track overhung by tropic vegetation and arching palms that blotted out the moonlight.

I kept praying for the suspension system and tires of the Mercedes to hold out under the punishment they were taking, and they did. We passed through a bright, open glade finally, with Hatta cautioning me, and without warning came on a walled village fringed by towering bamboo groves.

With Hatta directing, I entered it and turned into a shaded drive that led to a large house. When he pointed, I drove the car into a dark outbuilding, switched off the ignition, and got out to help him. Hatta refused help. Came out of the car stiffly, still holding his abdomen, and then put his hands down.

“This is my ancestral home,” he announced. “You are welcome in it.”

“Thank you,” I said. And walked behind him as he went unsteadily toward the dark back door of the big house. He rapped sharply on the door; lights bloomed inside, in two wings, and three sleepy women came to let us in. They all had fine aquiline features and looked like Colonel Hatta. After embracing him, they saw his midriff clothes stained with blood, and their sleepy composure was wrecked.

They cried out in concern, but he spoke to them quietly and went striding on down the dark corridor. I followed and he switched on lights in a book-lined study. Sighing, he sank down in a big molded leather chair and motioned me to a seat across from him. The three aged, handsome women, wearing night-robes, came in bearing a tray of soda siphons, ice in buckets, and two bottles of Cutty Sark.

After the three dark Furies, with faces so like his own, had put the tray down, Hatta beckoned them to him with slender fingers. Dutifully they came forward, kissed him on the up-raised cheek, and backed away down the darkened hall. Only when they were gone and the massive teak door closed, did Hatta allow himself the luxury of lowering his hands.

Watching him, thin head held high as he poured me a large drink, I felt something icy rush down my spine. I had dealt with pigs and malcontents so long that it was upsetting to see a man with style.

I put my drink down whole. The hard driving had left me jumpy. “Colonel,” I suggested, “you must get medical help. Is there no doctor in the village?”

“In a minute,” he said, smiling. “I must tell you what to do. Then my aunts will treat me. Two of them are nurses. They studied in Leyden, and we have all the necessary medication here in the house.”

He leaned forward, filled my glass again with straight Scotch, and fell out of the battered leather chair on his face. I lifted him, balanced him in one arm while I opened the massive door with the other, and was carrying him down the hallway when his three kinswomen removed him from my grasp. As I sat in the study working on the Cutty Sark I could hear their murmurings and the rustling of their gowns.



Twelve

I awoke at dawn the next morning, in a huge four-columned teak bed. Bad-tempered birds were cawing outside the unscreened windows in the lightening gloom of the bamboo grove, and the taste in my mouth was hideous. No wonder. One of the bottles of Cutty Sark was empty on the circular table beside my bed, and beside it was a tray holding a full curry dinner. Which I had not touched.

Lifting the mosquito netting, I swung my bare shanks over the edge of the bed and reached for the water carafe on the side table. It was glistening with sweat beads, still very cold, and I knew that it had been put down there not long ago. Gulping at its contents, I wandered into the adjoining bathroom, where the toilet was only a hole in the tiled floor, and used it.

Shaved myself, which was a chore because the water was cold and every finger had a separate motor in it. When I had hacked away most of the stubble, I turned back into the bedroom and was met by a young and lissome dark girl, no more than fifteen, who smiled at me shyly and set down her tray on the larger table by the windows. I bowed to her.

Giggling, she retreated, and I lifted the beaded cloth that covered the tray. A large goblet of papaya juice, two red-ripe mangoes, dark bread toasted slightly, and a mushroom omelet that turned out to be light as meringue but not so sweet. A silver urn of coffee and another of tea. A silver pitcher of thick cream and what seemed to be an Indonesian version of brioches.

Although I had no way of detecting it, the people in the house must have had some way of observing me. Precisely after I had finished the sumptuous breakfast and was patting at my mouth with the damask serviette, one of the dark-clad aunts entered and said that Colonel Hatta would like to see me.

I followed her down the hall to another bedroom, even more magnificent than the one I had slept in, and found Hatta sitting up with a huge bolster pillow at his back. He was pale but seemed improved and grumbled that the aunts had dosed, irrigated, and flooded him with so much penicillin that he could not see straight. There was another elaborate silver coffee-service on the table beside his bed, and he waved at it. I poured a cup and he refused one, saying that it could not possibly help his belly punctures.

While I listened, Hatta told me about the village, his possessive aunts, and a strange enclave in history. He was a member of the Djajadiningrat family, which was a fourteen-mile square offshoot of an ancient Hindu community called Badoej. To the world outside, in Indonesia, he was a Hatta, and that name was honorable, but he was really just a Djajadiningrat.

For hundreds of years before any Dutchman came to Indonesia, he said, the family had grown everything they needed within the confines of their territory. Except for one thing. Salt. For that they had gone outside their territory but had insisted always on paying twice the going market price. Because they felt that selling things for profit was immoral.

Nobody, said Hatta proudly, had ever interfered with ambitious males when they wanted to leave the family enclave. Those remaining behind had blessed them and let them go, but had continued to check on their health and prospects by means of forty large jars of water and forty trees. Daily the Djajadiningrats left behind studied these things and could tell when happiness or misfortune befell their wandering sons.

My skepticism must have shown as I glanced up over my coffee cup, because Hatta smiled.

“The bullion has been unloaded from the car. Please drive it back to Djokja. I will come there to join you as soon as my wound has healed.”

“Thanks for your hospitality,” I said, and stood up and bowed. Hatta’s lips quirked, and he bent his own head as well as a man can whose middle body is taped.

I sought out his Djajadiningrat aunts, and they all gave me a half-inch inclination of their heads. As if to say that if Abdul Hatta, that interloper in another world, liked me, I could not be all bad. When I went out the back door to the palm-thatched outbuilding, the Mercedes sedan was riding much higher on its tires.

I drove it back down the shaded track to the Borobodur road, and was parking it in the kraton courtyard when Katja Arnkloo came jiggling her assets toward me in a miniskirt and halter bra. She suggested that we go swimming. Right now, in the rajah’s gardenia-filled private pool.



Thirteen

Most of the foreign staff of the restoration mission was housed in the Merdeka Hotel in Djokjakarta, but Dr. Groslier and his principal aides had apartments in the rajah’s kraton. The palace, I was told, was being run on a reduced scale; if that was true, it must have been a whopping operation before. It was really an enclosed city with massive carved walls, and its gardens were bordered by covered walks that held cases of jeweled krisses, elaborate tea services, and other art objects presented by distinguished visitors.

The palace still retained its dancing troupe and private army, and classes of the University of Djokjakarta were held in its squares. It was a pleasant place to live and work. I put in several hours a day writing press releases and progress bulletins on the work, and they were forwarded to the Paris headquarters of UNESCO, which released them to the world press. The ubiquitous Harvard Frank, my assistant, spent his time charming important visitors and Indonesian dignitaries, taking them on safaris to “the diggings,” as he called the ancient shrine. These trips usually lasted half a day, and famine was beaten back by frequent stops for caviar and chilled champagne.

Harvard Frank was a cute bastard, or perhaps I should say an acute bastard. Beneath his airy persiflage there was hidden a streak of New England shrewdness. One day he drove me up to see his newly arrived ship in Semarang, the harbor north of Djokjakarta.

She was a beauty. At pierside, docked among the shabby freighters and dilapidated coasters, the huge junk screamed for attention. Even furled, her tiers of vermillion sails set her apart. Down below she had huge diesels. As we prowled the luxurious staterooms in her high-sheered bow Frank explained briskly that he had already had her sold to a stateside customer for a huge profit.

It is always an inspiring thing to see the true entrepreneur, or con artist, at work, and young Harvard Frank was in the great tradition. Through Colonel Hatta and friends in New York, Washington, and Djakarta, he had lined up enough profitable coastwise shipping contracts to pay for his gaudy Leviathan in less than a year. What he was hauling was connected with our restoration work, of course, and he was being paid through UNESCO. In dollars put into a New York bank. I had also helped in these negotiations.

“My boy,” I said, when we were driving back to Djokja, “I expect you will be a financial titan one of these days.”

Frank was lolled beside me in the front seat, eating a mango. “Don’t grump, Joseph,” he admonished me. “Nobody loves a grump. And besides, we only live once or twice—”

“Not grumping,” I assured him. “Just plain jealous. What are you paying that crew?” I hadn’t counted them, but he had a large crew on the junk, captained by a one-eyed pirate named Ling.

“Peanuts, dad. But to them it’s a fortune.” He flung the emptied mango skin out the window and wiped his fingers on a white silk handkerchief. “All depends on how you look at it, isn’t that right? And there are damned few places left in the world where you can grind the faces of the poor. Mustn’t miss the remaining opportunities, must we?”

It was late afternoon when we returned to Djokjakarta, and in my kraton office I found a telegram from Colonel Hatta. Asking me to come pick him up as soon as possible. In half an hour, after showering and shaving, I was back in the Mercedes sedan, driving north. I passed Borobodur’s sculptured ramparts, gilded by the setting sun, with a funereal plume of smoke ascending from Merapi’s volcanic crest.

On this trip, I drove the dirt track to Hatta’s Village more slowly than I had before. In the fading light I could see the lush vegetation: towering banyan trees with small figs on them, the smaller trees bearing tiny oranges. Mangosteens, guava, and vaulting coconut palms. As I drove into Hatta’s walled ancestral village I noticed that its buildings and homes were all overshadowed by clusters of bamboos over a hundred feet tall. None of the houses or outbuildings were built of bamboo, however, because that was against the law. Plague-carrying rats could infest the prolific plant’s conical sections.

This time I was bowed in the front door by two of the raven-clad Djajadiningrat aunts and led back to the book-lined study with the massive teak furniture. Hatta was sitting up and taking nourishment; he looked much better. I crossed to shake hands with him, bowing before his battered leather throne-chair, and straightened to meet his visitors.

Both of them were Japanese. Nogi, the black sumo wrestler, looked huger than ever in occidental clothes; he held up both hands in mock terror and retreated. I laughed, and we shook hands. The other man was introduced as Professor Hitachi, and when I heard the title, I assumed that he was the man who had been doing the large-scale tests on puromycin. He was also in western clothes but declined to shake hands. We bowed to each other perfunctorily.

When we were all seated, Colonel Hatta crooked a finger and one of the funereal aunts brought in a tray. Hatta and I had Black Daniels highballs, and the two Japanese, warmed saki. We talked awhile about nothing. When pressed for a comment, after some particularly inane remark, I said idly that the mangosteens I had passed on my drive looked lovely. But that they could not compare with the blooming of the ham trees in Iowa. That the ham trees were really Hormel this year, and that might explain why the cows were so readily eating the cabbage.

“Ah, soo …” aspirated Professor Hitachi, who obviously hated my guts.

“Fact,” I assured him, and returned his slight bow. Colonel Hatta was seized with a coughing fit, and three of the aunts came rushing in with medications. He waved them away and out of the room. Then he turned to me and said gravely that Professor Hitachi had inspected the bullion, was satisfied as to the quality of fineness of both the gold and the silver, and that he and his associates were ready to conclude their part of the agreement.

When the bullion was made available to them in Yokohama, beyond customs, the professor and his group would turn over to a representative of our choosing the five hundred pounds of puromycin. And, added Hatta, lifting a square, sealed laboratory jar from the table beside his chair, their people were giving us a 1,200-gram sample of the new drug for further testing, together with a complete set of notes on its use in human populations.

The square jar looked larger than a quart to me, and it was filled with white powder. Hatta asked me if the terms seemed satisfactory to me. I shrugged.

“I’ll get the bullion into Yokohama,” I said. “You’re the man who calls the shots. If it sounds right to you, go ahead.”

Hatta nodded. “That’s it, then,” he said, and the two Japanese got up and bowed, ostentatiously to him and slightly to me. Professor Hitachi walked out, followed by Nogi, who had to duck to get through the study door. Hatta poured me another drink, murmured, “Ham trees!”, and we listened to the car drive away from the house.

Within an hour, we were driving back to Djokja carrying the bulky bottle. Hatta had assured me that the bullion would be moved to a guarded warehouse not far from Borobodur and that I would have free access to it at any hour.

I needed that access, because in the next ten days I led a dual life. By day, I was PRO officer Broderick, continuing my press work, meeting with Harvard Frank and Restoration Director Groslier, but for several hours each night I was just hard-ass Joe Gall. Supervising shipments between the bullion warehouse and the modern foundry built to aid the restoration work on Borobodur.

This literal moonlighting involved casting all the bullion into a drop keel for Harvard Frank’s big junk. On these clandestine shifts, I was supervising the construction of molds for the shaping of the five tons of precious metals as outside ballast. Captain Ling, the one-eyed bandit who commanded the junk, was working with me, together with ten carefully chosen members of his Chinese crew, and Colonel Hatta had recruited the foundry foreman and several of his best workmen. In addition, he had arranged a midnight-till-dawn military guard around the foundry.

I pushed everybody, including myself, hard, and before we got the gold and silver bars and ingots melted and cooled in forms to fit the junk’s keel, we were all hollow-eyed and jumpy. Finally it was ready and we took it north under darkness. The truck carrying the precious burden was flanked fore and aft by armored cars.

The delivery of the bullion went without incident, but that was only part of the problem. Colonel Hatta had the guards shifted to the dockside berth, and chain hoists had to be rigged in the junk to clamp the precious burden onto the huge keel that ran through the center of the vessel. Fortunately, keel of this type can be windlassed up into the belly of the ship, so that not much underwater work was required and the activity of placing the drop keel could not be spotted easily from the dock.

One loss I incurred because of this hectic double shift—and it was a loss that disturbed me—was an interruption of Katja Arnkloo’s nocturnal visits to my apartment in the kraton. The shapely and exuberant little Swedish girl had been joining me almost every night for a session of snatch, grab, and tickle, and for the first few nights of my foundry work she had left scribbled notes of reproach, pinned to orchids, on my pillow.

When I tried to make up for my unexplained absences by swimming in the late afternoon with her, I sometimes glanced up to see her regarding me with unspoken question. That couldn’t be helped, however.

On the eleventh night we cleared Semarang harbor and ran sea tests on the expensive drop keel. Fortunately there was a spanking breeze and Captain Ling maneuvered the big junk vigorously. Into and away from the wind and under full diesel power. His verdict was that she answered the helm more readily than before and under sail seemed more stable in light air. That meant the vessel could depart for Yokohama whenever we were ready.

When I walked back into my kraton apartment just before dawn, I was bone-tired and not really glad to see someone in my bed. Only the night-light in the bathroom was on and I walked over and lifted the shroud of mosquito netting.

My visitor was Katja Arnkloo, and she was sound asleep. As I stood gazing down on her my irritation vanished because the little blond girl looked young and defenseless. She was wearing a shortie nightgown, her face was scrubbed clean, and the light, shining hair was fanned across the bolster. One slender hand was on her cheek; she was smiling in her sleep.

Dropping the netting back down noiselessly, I went into the bathroom and closed the door. After I had showered and brushed my teeth, I put on my pajama pants and tried to edge into the bed on the other side. It was so wide that I thought I could do it without waking her, but no. The long lashes flickered and the sleepy blue eyes surveyed me.

“Min alskade,” she murmured, and stretched languorously. “I waited a long time—”

I slapped her bare flank. “For what purpose, please?”

Katja squealed and threw both arms around my neck. “You’re a bad neighbor! I only came to visit and make love.”

“A lost cause, princess,” I informed her. “I couldn’t crush a grape with either hand.”

She sat straight up and began to scold me. “You didn’t eat; you are a bad person! You do not take care!”

“That’s right,” I admitted, flopping back on the bolster wearily. Katja swung her legs out of bed, still scolding, put on her slippers and my robe, and deftly twisted her long hair into a bun.

“I go to get you some sandwiches, some saté, skewered chicken. Will you have coffee with it or whiskey?”

“Where in the name of Beelzebub are you going to promote all that at this hour?”

“Pouf!” said Katja. “You know nothing. The cooks are already in the kitchens. And we have a great rapport, those cooks and I. They tell me about their children and other troubles.”

“In that case,” I said, “bring me two bottles of ginger beer, lots of ice.”

“I hasten to obey, Tuan besar,” said the little girl briskly, and I listened to her light footsteps echoing down the long hall. In a few minutes she was back, followed by two sleepy servants bearing trays. She had the trays put on the serving table, ordered the servants out, and, whipping the beaded cloths aside, began to arrange the repast.

While I wolfed away at the saté, which was hot and spicy, she had coffee and brought me up to date on the palace gossip. Emphasizing that the salacious and horrendous details I was getting were the gossip and not the facts. I grunted at appropriate intervals and tucked away an enormous amount of food.

Then, after I had belched with such ringing clarity that she clapped both hands to her ears in mock-shock, I brushed my teeth again and crawled back into bed. Katja kissed me good night thoroughly, and it was a pleasant warmth. As I fell asleep I could see her tucking the netting around the bed.

It was not my morning for sleeping, however. In what seemed only a few minutes the netting was jerked up again. I groaned and opened my eyes to see Colonel Hatta leaning over me. He was pale, agitated, and shaking.
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I groaned and got out of bed. Switched on the lights and told him to take it easy. But he could not take it easy. He paced the apartment and took two compulsive drinks from the bourbon bottle on my sideboard. I had a short one myself—he was making me nervous—and put on my dressing gown.

“Give it to me from the top, quietly, Abdul,” I told him, “or I will deck you and go back to sleep.”

He nodded vigorously and halted. Something big was happening in Djakarta, he said; perhaps a coup attempt. A warrant for his arrest, on treason charges, was being flown to Djokjakarta by a special Air Force flight. Serving of the warrant could mean his quick execution by a firing squad, with no trial or legal process.

“Tough,” I said. “Are you a traitor?”

He ignored the question, stammering on that his was not the only warrant that had been sworn out. I was named in another, as were Katja Arnkloo and Harvard Frank. We were indicted as foreign agents, “enemies of the State of Indonesia.” We were charged with working for a right-wing “Council of Generals,” trying to remove President Sukarno. By a revolution favorable to the West. We, too, could expect summary execution, when the warrants arrived.

I smoked this palatable information over, staring down at unstrung Colonel Hatta. I was bone-tired, but my choler content began to rise. I jerked the Belgian machine pistol from his holster, put the front sight of it into his nostril, and tipped his nose up. He stared at me along the barrel.

“You lying bastard,” I said, “you’ve put me in the switch, haven’t you? I was hired for a stinking little smuggling job, which I have arranged, but that was just the come-on. Now you’ve sucked me into a full-fledged revolution with your nonsense …

Colonel Hatta didn’t answer. His eyes looked crossed, staring up at me along the pistol barrel.

“So let’s try something new. You sing, Colonel. You sing like a fucking bird or I will end your sinus trouble by blowing your head off.”

He tried to throw his head aside, but I probed up his nostril with the pistol sight. The cartilage ripped a little.

“Something new,” I said harshly. “The truth, and tell it quick!”

“I do represent a group of generals,” said Colonel Hatta. “They are headed by Nasution, the Commanding General. It has been obvious to this group for over two years that President Sukarno must be removed from power, or Indonesia will slide straight into an axis with the People’s Republic of China.”

I removed the pistol sight from his nose and tossed it onto the bed. It was heavy and bounced up onto the Dutch-wife bolster. “Don’t stop,” I said.

Colonel Hatta fingered his damaged nose tenderly and went on talking. Almost tonelessly but with great conviction. It had been impossible for his group to approach my agency through conventional channels, he said; Sukarno’s recent damnation of the western powers as NEOCOLIM (Neocolonial Imperalists) had slammed all the doors.

Lad MacBride had been hired by the cabal of generals because he had sworn he could enlist my services. Instead of even trying to recruit me, however, Mac-Bride had gotten greedy and tried to shake the conspirators down for more money. So he had been gunned down in the street.

I considered this ambivalent compliment. I had known MacBride slightly, in Singapore and Hong Kong; at parties, playing the races, or tennis. Nothing more than that. He had been a boisterous loudmouth who flew better in bars than he did in planes.

“I suppose I ought to be flattered,” I said slowly. “But why me? I’m just another bully-boy who has played shady games around the world. There are a lot of us available.”

Hatta was touching his nose tenderly. “You’re too modest, Mr. Gall. We researched your undercover activities with great care. General Ne Win of Burma, for example, was outspoken in praising you. He characterized you as ruthless but insisted you were also of the highest integrity.”

I grunted and had another shot of Black Daniels. “Not many dictators will make that statement. Anyway, why should I give a fiddler’s fart whether or not your fascisti group sidetracks Sukarno? I contracted to smuggle the bullion out of Java and I’m ready to do it.”

“Sir”—Hatta’s thin face tightened—“the same people in Djakarta who had warrants sworn out for us have been secretly training assassination squads at Lu-bang Buaja, a swampy region connecting with Halim Air Force Base.”

“So?”

“Their targets are the eight senior military commanders in Indonesia, including Defense Minister Nasution. The units favorable to these plotters are now moving into Djakarta, supposedly to take part in the Armed Forces Day Parade marking our twentieth anniversary.”

I stood staring out the deep-set palace window, smelling the fragrance of the waxy jasmine blossoms.

“These killer squads intend to murder our entire high command in one night,” insisted Hatta hoarsely.

It did sound impressive when put like that. “When is all this to take place?” I asked.

“Tomorrow night or the next,” said Hatta. I offered him a drink, but he refused it brusquely.

“Okay, Colonel. Let’s suppose the worst happens. That these killer squads have been well-trained and they knock off all their targets, eight right-wing generals. Would that really be such a loss? I apologize for putting it so bluntly, but I have helped prop up so many right-wing governments … and seen their corruption continue…”

“Have you no heart, sir?” Hatta was impassioned. “The Dutch held us captive for three hundred years. The officers who will die are our national heroes; they won freedom for us. Indonesia has the third-largest Communist Party in the world; if these plotters win, my country will slide abruptly into Peking’s orbit. Be forever lost to the West!”

I lighted one of the local clove-scented cigars. Patriots usually irritate me and this was one.

“In simpler terms, Mr. Gall,” he added flatly, his anger subsiding, “unless we do something very soon, you and I will be taken out and shot.”

“That,” I said, “is an argument I can understand. What did you have in mind?”

“We must get to Djakarta immediately, before these warrants are served. I have a plane waiting for us.”

I nodded and scribbled a hasty note to Frank, telling him to head for the U. S. Embassy in Djakarta. With Katja, upon receipt. Colonel Hatta and I went stalking down the darkened corridor. At the back gateway to the palace Hatta gave the note to a guard, who saluted and went running down another corridor. On the way to the airport the colonel had the Mercedes floorboarded most of the time and went sliding wildly around shadowy pedestrians and water buffalo.

A Hercules aircraft of ancient vintage was waiting for us, its props ticking over, and I hoped they had not been idling. so long that the props were fouled up. We ducked aboard and the plane began taxiing. No stop for a magneto check, nothing. We took off into heavy ground fog and climbed up through the overcast. The small door to the pilot’s enclosure was open, and over the intercom we could hear an Indonesian Air Force plane requesting landing instructions.
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The seat in the old plane fitted me like a metal body truss; it had not been constructed with my size in mind. As we circled for altitude Hatta began to brief me. His group was led by General Haris Nasution, Defense Minister, General Suharto, commanding the army’s Strategic Reserve Forces, and General Sarwo Edhy, commanding the army’s crack paracommando forces. I had never heard of the last two men, but Hatta assured me both were important and on the list of eight marked for death.

The opposition was headed by Dipa Aidit, head of the Indonesian Communist Party, Foreign Minister Subandrio, and Generals Supardjo and Dhani. Dhani was in command of the Indonesian Air Force, with headquarters at Halim Air Force Base, south of Djakarta. The warrants had been sworn out by Lieutenant Colonel Untung, commander of the Tjakrabirawa, the elite corps that guarded the presidential palace.

“Then Untung must be Sukarno’s man,” I interrupted abruptly. “Where does the Bung stand in all of this conniving?”

Hatta shrugged. “No one knows,” he said slowly. “He plays each side against the other.”

I stared at him, because for the first time the conviction had gone out of his tone. He fell silent, and in an hour we were landing on the airstrip beside the Senajang sports complex, outside Djakarta. This huge collection of barracks, stadiums, and pools had been built several years earlier by the Soviet Union, as evidence of their solidarity with Indonesia. That premise had been fractured by Sukarno’s love affair with Mao.

The pilot of our Hercules had had to call several times for landing permission before the runway lights came on below, and immediately after our gear touched, the lights went off again. It was a moonlit night, but our pilot wisely stopped at the center intersection until a lighted jeep came out of the semidarkness to guide us to the parking area.

Everything was on schedule. Colonel Hatta and I stepped off the plane and were promptly arrested. Flanked fore and aft by leveled carbines, we were marched to a darkened barracks and locked in. Hatta kept growling considerable static, and after an hour an apologetic major released us und restored our side arms. We were taken to a communications room with a direct military line to General Suharto’s KOSTRAD headquarters on Merdeka Square, opposite the presidential palace.

Hatta talked to General Suharto himself for several minutes, making notes. Then turned to me. He said that the coup instigators were assembling at the Halim Base, General Dhani’s headquarters. That Subandrio, the Foreign Minister, General Supardjo, and Lieutenant Colonel Untung were all there. That Sukarno’s private plane, a $2,000,000 Lockheed Jet-Star, had been taxied out of its hangar and its tanks topped off. The whereabouts of the president was unknown.

Earlier that night Sukarno had made a speech in one of the suburbs and was reported to have gone from there to meet his fourth wife, lissome Japanese beauty Sara Ratna Dewi, at the Nirwana Night Club on top of the Hotel Indonesia. She had left her party there, but neither she nor Sukarno could be located.

Colonel Hatta gave me all this in a clipped monotone, adding that roadblocks had begun appearing at all the outskirts of Djarkarta, and between the city and the port. They were controlled by forces from Halim Air Force Base. What was my opinion? he asked. What should we do? A corporal brought in a tea tray, and I poured a scalding cup, thinking, “Good Christ, a man could get killed in this putsch for blotting his dance card.” A Japanese cabaret entertainer had disappeared from a ball, the president was missing, and Indonesia was facing A Night of the Long Knives.

Hatta was called to the phone again, and talked to General Suharto again. Came back to confront me with more news. A roadblock of the insurgents had been overrun, and prisoners taken. The recognition signals and passwords of the rebels were known. I knew what that meant, too. Some poor bastard had decided he didn’t like a blowtorch on his feet or genitals—not when he was making the glorious sum of $8 a month—and had spilled his guts.

By car, truck, or tank, the signal was flicking of the lights three times. The answer, four flicks. By daylight, two horn taps, with three for the answer. On foot, coup soldiers would raise their weapons overhead in the left hand, and the reply was the same, except that it would be executed in the right hand. The password was Ampera, or people’s burden; the answer, Takari, a coined word meaning Year of Self-Reliance.

I drank more tea, cooling now, and listened to the phones jangling around me. And the jabbering, excited voices answering them. No one was in charge; they were just substituting action and noise for decision. Hatta came back and asked again what should be done? That it was definite now, the killer squads had left their marsh headquarters at Halim Base and were fanning out into the city. Seeking the generals, sleeping in their homes.

“Get the biggest force together you can assemble,” I told him. “Put it in vehicle transport, with all the firepower you can muster, and try to beat them to the homes of the generals. Bring the generals here to safety.”

“We can’t break the roadblocks,” shouted Hatta. “We’ve tried twice and lost a lot of men.”

“Then excuse me,” I said. “I’ve got to take a piss.” I pushed past him, down the hall, and stepped out into the night air. Unzippered and relieved myself, thinking that I didn’t know any of these people. When I went back inside to the communications office, they were still jabbering at each other. Not a brain cell working. I motioned Colonel Hatta away from the harangue.

I said that Djakarta was a big city and he must certainly know ways into it that had not been road-blocked. He nodded and I told him to get an armored car, pick ten of the red-bereted paracommandos, and we would have a go. Four of the men must have light machine guns, with plenty of ammo. He nodded and we were in business in another twenty minutes. As we crowded into the armored car, Hatta asked what our destination was. I told him Nasution’s house and the driver nearly tore the clutch out of the heavy vehicle.

We were too late there. After traveling at the highest speed the armored car could reach, through back streets, we rolled into Kebajoren, the quiet residential section, to find that General Nasution had barely escaped with his life. Fleeing out of his house and across his garden just in advance of the killer squad. The defense minister’s residence had a sentry post before it, and guards surrounding it, but the sentry on duty at that late hour had recognized the trucks as bearing members of the elite palace guard.

He had not challenged them and was overwhelmed and knifed before he could protest. Two of Nasution’s aides, a young lieutenant and Assistant Police Commissioner Mansjur were asleep in a garden pavilion and awakened to find bayonets at their throats. Nasution himself heard the noise outside, left his ground-floor bedroom through a side door, and slipped away into the darkness. His sister was also trying to reach safety, fleeing across the garden, carrying the general’s five-year-old daughter, Irma, when the killer squad opened fire on them.

When we arrived, the sister was lying dead on her back in the garden, still holding the child. Nasution’s daughter had been shot three times in the spine, and we gathered her up and rushed her through the silent streets to the Central Military Hospital. Hatta was sitting beside me, staring straight ahead, and from the blood on the child’s night-clothing, I thought she would not make it. When Hatta had taken her into the hospital and come running back out, we started for General Yani’s home.

Here again we found the yard of the palatial house thronged with people, but the owner of the place was not at home. And never would be, again. His wife approached us, crying, brandishing a blood-soaked shirt, and said that the “Tjakra,” elements of the elite palace guard, had broken into her home by smashing the door down.

General Yani, awakened, came to meet them calmly, and was told that the President wanted him to report to the palace immediately. Yani said very well, but that he must change into his uniform, and the invaders said there was no time for that. He could change in a toilet at the palace. Yani said that was foolish, tried to strike a guard who attempted to detain him, and wheeled back through a glass doorway leading to his bedroom.


His body was riddled in the back from gunfire, by heavy weapons fired through the glass. When the intruders dragged him out by the feet, he was still alive and tried to embrace his eleven-year-old son. That was not allowed; he was yanked across the garden roughly, bleeding, and thrown into a truck.

As we left, Mrs. Yani was still waving the bloody shirt at us. I was numb by this time. As we got back into the armored car, a jeep came humming down the street and told us General Parman had been seized and manhandled but not killed. The message of the invaders had been the same. The President wants to see you! He had also been taken away in a truck.

Mrs. Parman had asked the killer team to show her some evidence that Sukarno really wished to see her husband at such a late hour. The invaders had laughed, cut the phone line, and smashed up the furniture in her living room.

As we sat in the armored car, I asked Hatta who would be next. Logically, in the chain of command. He thought a moment, with his right hand on his forehead, and said “Harjono.” I told the driver to go to that house.

We had our only victory there, if you can call it a victory. Minutes before we arrived, General Harjono’s wife had answered the rude, late thunder of gun butts on the front door. She had opened the door to see shadowy figures surrounding the house, and told them that the general was sleeping. The message was the same: Sukarno wished him to report to the presidential palace immediately.

Mrs. Harjono told them to wait and locked the door in their faces. She went back to wake up her husband. He had no illusions and switched off the light she had turned on, telling her to get the children and herself into another part of the house. She hurried to obey him, and was herding the whimpering children ahead of her when the Tjakrabirawa got impatient and fired a burst through his bedroom door.


General Harjono dived to the floor unhit and, when the first soldier came charging through the shattered door, started firing at him with a pistol. That one went down coughing his guts out, and the next one charged into the bedroom carrying a lighted scroll of newspaper. Harjono emptied his pistol and rushed the next intruder, who was firing a Bren gun.

Our armored car had stopped behind the Harjono house, and two of our paracommandos began stitching the back windows with random fire from carbines. But they were as likely to hit the general’s family as the invaders, and I told Hatta to stop them. Other commandos began circling to the front of the house.

Hatta and I, entering the garden from the back entrance, saw the general run out into the garden in his sarong. From the house a Sten gun burst buckled him in the middle, but when four soldiers rushed out to grab him by the feet, we scythed them down with great pleasure. We killed them and kept the rest of the jackals from dragging him off.

Unfortunately for our relief effort, General Harjono was dead when we reached him. We put his body in the back of the armored car, as a purely political victory for our side.

At General Pandjaitan’s house we got into another fire fight, at the tail end. He was the only one who had a two-story house and he had stood the killer squad off for nearly an hour from his upstairs bedroom window. Of all the generals singled out for murder, Pandjaitan was the only one who had prepared for such an eventuality.

He had an arsenal in his upstairs bedroom, and he used it all up. The rebel units of the palace guard tried to shoot their way into his house through a side garden, and he made them pay. We found twenty-three bodies compressing his ferns and exotic blooms, and I don’t think they would ever have smoked him out if they hadn’t gotten into the house from the other side. And threatened, shouting up the stairs, to massacre his family if he didn’t let up.

He killed two more and came down the stairs unarmed. In full uniform, with all his decorations on. We drove up in the back of his garden as they were marching him away, and as we were piling out of the armored car (a fact he did not know) he became angered by something and turned and struck one of the captor officers to the ground. From behind, someone aimed a burst through the back of his head as we opened fire through the ferns and shrubs.

We killed six, but the rest of the murder squad dragged Pandjaitan’s body out and tossed it into the back of a truck. From the front wall of the garden we were pinned down by a rear-guard fire while the truck rolled away. They withdrew in lighter vehicles, mostly jeeps with ragged canvas tops, while we rushed forward and fired after them ineffectually.

By then I was tired of playing catch-up, and requested Colonel Hatta to get us to KOSTRAD Headquarters, where General Suharto could tell us what was happening. Because it was obvious that we weren’t helping. We had been spinning our wheels for three hours and all we had to show for it was the corpse of General Harjono.

Trying to quit the fighting was not as easy as appeared. We had to swerve through enfilading fire to reach Merkeda Square, and just before we rolled under the carved arch into General Suharto’s headquarters the paracommando sitting next to me was drilled above the right eye and toppled across my knees. We had rolled down the window on his side to get some air.

When we got inside the headquarters, I saw the same aimless and antic inefficiency I had observed at the Senajang sports headquarters.

It was a conference of lamenting brown lemurs. Everybody was upset; nobody was doing anything. Colonel Hatta went in to see General Suharto and came out with the dismal news that two more generals on the list, Suprato and Sutojo, had been taken alive. Like the others, they had been hauled off in trucks, and their present whereabouts was not known.

I collapsed on a wooden bench, curled up, and went to sleep. In what seemed only seconds Colonel Hatta was shaking me awake.



Sixteen

Colonel Hatta took me past. The sentries and into the inner office of General Suharto. He was a stocky man wearing a rumpled khaki uniform with no insignia; his square face was drawn with fatigue and his eyes were heavily bloodshot. He shook hands with me perfunctorily and motioned us into the adjoining office, which was completely dark. Suharto closed the door as he entered behind us and we stood looking out the open window at Merdeka Square.

In the city beyond the square, light weapons were chattering in bursts, and many buildings in the center of the Indonesian capital had been torched and were sending up dark plumes of smoke. The moon overhead was nearly full, but a slight overcast was filtering its radiance; dimly seen figures could be seen running from one shadowed cover to another. We could not see or hear any planes, but at intervals the antiaircraft battenes around the port shook the night air. The whole scene was becoming a Walpurgisnacht.

General Suharto’s calm, strained voice told us where the enemy tanks were parked, at the four corners of the huge square. Slowly I made them out, and the clusters of machine-gun nests. They too belonged to the insurgents, he said bitterly, and were commanded by men who had served under him.

What made it hard to see was the blazing, ornate bulk of the floodlighted presidential palace directly across from us. The other buildings we could see were darkened, but even at this late hour the tremendous crystal chandeliers inside the palace were blazing with light. Beyond the immaculate stretches of tended lawns, lily ponds, and glistening statuary, Sukarno’s state residence glittered like something in a dream. No one moved at its windows or huge arched doorways. No one knew where its occupant was.

General Suharto quickly briefed us on the disposition of the opposing forces. Two rebel battalions, the 454th from Central Java and the 530th from East Java, were holding three sides of the square. His own KOSTRAD forces, the Strategic Reserve, held the fourth. The presidential palace stood by itself, lighted and lifeless, with only a remnant of the elite guard still in place, but the rebel positions could interdict any attempt to enter or leave the palace.

The palace guard, the Tjakrabirawa Regiment, was depleted in strength because much of it had defected with its commander, Lieutenant Colonel Untung, who was spearheading the revolution and had turned the killer squads loose in the city. In addition, thousands of Communist civilians who had been trained at the Crocodile Hole, Lubang Buaja, had been armed and were roaming the dark city. Their members had been recruited from the Pemuda Rakjat, the Communist youth organization, and its women’s auxiliary, Gerwani.

Suharto said he had loyal troops in the port area and at the Senajang sports complex, but they had already been driven back by the rebel roadblocks when attempting to reach his KOSTRAD headquarters. The rebel high command was entrenched at Halim Air Force Base and could commit several more battalions to the action at any time.

“The point of all this, Mr. Gall,” said the tired general, standing slightly behind me, “is that their people also control the state radio and communications building over there on the southeast corner. We have learned that they will make a broadcast soon. I cannot prevent that with the forces at my disposal, but if I do not invest that building soon and rescind whatever they have announced, I will have lost the initiative. In that event, it is possible, even probable, that we will be defeated. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Good. I do not know you, but Colonel Hatta assures me that you are well-trained in guerrilla and demolition work. If you can think of a way to take over the communications building and its radio studios without a destructive assault, we would be most grateful. It is the nerve center, you see; the only way we can reach all the islands and military garrisons of our country.”

I was about to answer when someone rapped on the door behind us. An officer opened it a trifle and said, “Sir?”

“Coming,” answered General Suharto, and Hatta and I followed him back into the lighted office. Another officer was holding out a red telephone, and as he reached for it Suharto told me that he would be available at any time. Then he spoke into the phone and listened, his face somber in fatigued repose.

“How many men were with him?” he asked finally. Nodded, told them to keep searching, and handed the red phone back to the waiting officer, who cradled it.

“That was Central Hospital,” announced Suharto, going to sit behind his desk. “Colonel Untung just raided it, with fifty men. He was looking for Defense Minister Nasution, thinking he might have come to see about his daughter. They did not find him, and left.”

“And the little girl, sir?” asked Colonel Hatta.

“She died an hour ago,” said Suharto. The red phone rang again and he answered and talked briefly. Then again he said, “Keep searching, please,” and hung up. Put both weathered hands on the desk top and looked around at us. Including his staff officers, Hatta, and myself, there must have been thirty men in the big office. A huge portrait of President Sukarno, handsome and charismatic in his black pitji cap, smiled down from the wall behind him.

“Here’s the tally, gentlemen,” Suharto said without emotion. “General Nasution, the Commander in Chief, seems to have got away, but we do not know where he is. Generals Parman, Suprato, and Sutojo have been kidnapped, bound, and hauled away in trucks. We do not know where they are, either, or if they are still alive. Generals Yani, Harjono, and Pandjaitan were killed while resisting.”

I stood across the office, behind the silent Indonesian officers, and thought how it would be if the top seven generals in the United States were removed in one lightning coup, in a few hours. Still, there was something wrong. I pushed away from the wall and spoke.

“I thought there were eight names on the list,” I said. Even to me my voice sounded intolerably loud.

Suharto’s seamed face lifted, and he stared across the desk at me. Slowly he nodded.

“True, Mr. Gall. There were eight names.” His mouth quirked in irony. “But fortunately General Sukendro is in Peking at the moment. With our delegation there, to help celebrate that People’s Republic on their National Day.

“If you can help us solve our immediate problem, Colonel Hatta can get anything required for the venture. If you encounter difficulty, he can contact my staff members or myself. I think it best, however, that you not be seen again at this headquarters. There are a number of foreign reporters in the press room, and they are frantic for something to hang a story on. Do you understand?”

“Yes, General,” I said.

“Thank you.” His slaty eyes were fixed on me for a final second, and he looked down at the grid maps spread across his desk. As Colonel Hatta and I left the office Suharto’s hoarse, patient voice was instructing his officers.

I was about to cave in for lack of food, and Hatta took me down the hall to the KOSTRAD mess, where we were given heaping plates of steaming rice curry. The food was good, but spiced so hotly that I knew I would be blowing smoke rings from both ends before noon.

As we were finishing the curry a soldier came into the mess, saluted Colonel Hatta, and said I was wanted on the phone. That, I thought as I got up and followed the soldier down the hall, was interesting. Who in Djakarta would know where I was?

It was Katja Arnkloo, sounding faint and far away. She said she was calling from the American Embassy. The static was bad; it may have been a bad connection or it may have been scattered gunfire at her end. I made out that she and Straight-Arrow Harvard Frank had received my note, written in haste before leaving Djokja, and had fled the kraton as advised. Instead of trying to make it overland to the capital, Frank had borrowed a Cherokee lightplane belonging to the resident head of Standard Vacuum Oil Company, and flown them to Djakarta.

They had landed at Kemayoren, the commercial airport, and been arrested. Frank had discussed the matter with the arresting officer, while peeling off bank notes, U.S., with several numerals on them, and had been driven to the U.S. Embassy in a huge black sedan flanked by motorcycle outriders.

I told her I could understand that. Harvard Frank was a going Jessie of purest ray serene, and what else was new?

“Quite a bit,” she said, and her voice faded. She seemed to be turned away from the phone, talking to someone else. “There’s a mob surrounding the Embassy here,” she informed me. “They’re stoning the building and trying to break down the front gates. And Jordan Tanner, the head of the U.S. Information Service, has radioed from downtown that another mob has just set fire to his building and is burning the books in the downstairs library.”

“Princess,” I said wearily, “I’m always glad to get these flash bulletins, but—”

“Shut up your goddamned face!” she answered. “Find some transport and come pick me up at the back gate to the Embassy. The Marine Guard on duty there says they can cover you in and out.”

“Why, for God’s sake?” I asked. “Don’t you know there’s a full-fledged revolt going on?”

“Yes. I may know more about it than you do. You’re in Suharto’s headquarters, and he might want to know where all his missing flag-rank superiors are.” The line hummed silent, except for the distant shouts and sounds of gunfire and rock-thuds at her end.

“Wait a minute,” I said. Colonel Hatta was standing down the hallway, waiting, and I asked him if I could use the armored car. With a full tank of gas, the same driver, and the machine-gunners. He nodded. I told Katja about it, and she said “fine”; she would be waiting at the back gate of the Embassy. I was to honk three times before I approached it.

“Right.” I was hanging up when I remembered the rebel recognition signals. I shouted down the line, saying that we would flick the headlight beams five times instead, and Katja said “okay” scornfully. That I could wear my jockey strap like a snood if it pleased me, but for God’s sake to get off the dime.



Seventeen

I got off the dime, with some change. The armored car, with me, the colonel, and the driver in it, went careening out of the back gateway to KOSTRAD headquarters and circled several blocks into the city before approaching the rear of the U.S. Embassy. At several corners we were fired on, but the bullets chinked off the sides of our vehicle. There was more gunfire rattling across the dark city, and many houses were being gutted by flames. As we approached the Embassy from the back I ordered the driver to keep tapping his horn and flicking his headlight beams, hoping that we would not be fired on by both sides.

The high metal fence across the rear driveway opened before us, and I could see Marine Guards standing with leveled rifles and crouching behind a heavy machine gun. When I jumped out, Katja entered the armored car and I crowded her over toward the driver as I got back in and slammed the heavy metal door.

She was wearing a black jump suit, lace-up paratrooper boots, and her bright hair was covered by a dark scarf. The driver, after one swift glance at her shapely butt, never missed a beat. He swung the car around deftly in the wide drive and we went screeching back out of the Embassy compound. Behind us the Marine Guard detachment swung the steel gates shut.

“Where to?” I asked.

Katja spoke, not to me or to Colonel Hatta, but to the driver. “Lubang Buaja,” she said. “From the swamp side.”

As the armored car rolled through the suburbs of Djakarta, the sounds of violence and the stain of mounting fires fell behind us. Katja handed me a leather-cased object and I held it under the dashboard illumination. A pair of high-powered night-vision binoculars, U.S. Naval issue.

In another hour we were on a deserted road to the south of the capital and Katja asked the driver to go more slowly. He complied and finally we came to a marshy stretch protected by a high, barbed wire fence. Katja halted the driver twice and got out to reconnoiter. Then she ordered the driver to put the armored car off the narrow road and broadside against the high fence.

He did that, too. He would have driven the thing through a brick wall if this authoritative njonja had told him to. Katja and I got out and climbed onto the top of the vehicle, leaving Colonel Hatta and the driver inside. Leaning over, holding onto me with one hand, she tested the tensile strength of the top strand of barbed wire with her other hand.

“The footing on the other side is soft,” she said. “Heave me over.”

I looked at the fence; it was at least seven feet high, and the ground on the other side was in shadow. Then I remembered the gymnastic ability she had demonstrated in my bedroom, with the impromptu backflip. When she lifted one of her paratrooper boots, I saddled my hands, and threw her over the fence.

“No problem,” she called up to me. “Muddy down here.”

Probing at the top strand of wire with one hand, I hurdled over it and felt my wisdom teeth shake when I jarred into the ground. But I stayed upright, and she began walking ahead of me.

The overcast had broken to scattered clouds, and bright moonlight made our way easy to see. There were hummocks of firm ground, stretches of mud where our feet squelched through the ooze, and finally we went over a slight rise to confront several sizable lagoons fringed by banyan trees and clumps of mangroves.

Katja seemed to be following some kind of radar, and after we had circled the first two lagoons, of dank and foul-smelling water, she pointed ahead. I saw a reflection of fire on the last scuds of low-hanging, miasmic clouds. We moved toward a clump of bent palms with ferns growing halfway up their trunks, and she went scaling up one of the slanting limbs nimbly. I followed her up the nearest trunk, which was only a foot away, and brushed the ferns aside.

We were gazing down onto a broad meadow whose grasses were trampled flat, and a tremendous bonfire was blazing in its center. The fire must have been fueled by petroleum, judging by the roar and by the thick pall arising from it. And all around the black plume were people, dancing. Few of them wore uniforms, but most of them were armed, both men and women. They all seemed to be young and were howling and chanting in a flame-lit saturnalia.

“These are the murder squads,” said Katja, her head lifted from the slanting palm trunk beside me. “This is where they brought the generals.”

I unslung the leather case from around my neck, took out the night-vision binoculars, and focused them on the wild celebration. Three figures were stretched out on the near perimeter of the huge bonfire. Three other trussed figures were just beyond them, sitting up and being abused by the dancing rebels of both sexes.

I swept the flame-lit scene several times to be sure I was seeing what was there. Men with bayoneted rifles were jabbing impartially at both the three cadavers and the three sitting survivors. One was in uniform, another wore a torn dressing gown, and the other had on only a sarong.

All the torturers cavorting in the meadow below us were chanting as they hacked away at their prisoners. I did not recognize the song, but it was one of the monotonous minor-key melodies with a martial air. Stabbing and hacking away with wild, inchoate yells.

As I watched the killing ground flickering in ruddy flames I saw a concerted rush of women at the generals left alive. Or nearly so. And breathed a sigh of relief when the onrushing women seemed to be stroking the fettered figures. Then I realized that the strokes of the women’s hands were slicing flesh off the bound bodies.

I handed the binoculars across to Katja. Pawing the ferns away from the palm tree trunk, she aimed the glasses and swept them back and forth across the demented dance.

“Using razor blades,” she commented, and I put my head down against the rough texture of the tree.

“Now,” she announced several minutes later, “they are throwing all the bodies into the well.”

I didn’t lift my head. I hadn’t even known there was a goddamned well.

Finally Katja said “they’ve put all six bodies into the well and are filling it in. I think we’d better get back to the car.”

I nodded, lifting my head, and we inched down off the palm trunks and retraced our mud-slogging way back to the high, barbed wire fence. When we called out, the driver pitched a canvas tarpaulin across the top strand, and I took Katja’s pretty little booted foot, covered with mud, in both hands and tossed her nearly over the armored car. Then I went up the fence strands and vaulted down beside her.

It was nearly dawn and we stood facing each other in paling moonlight.

“You don’t take care,” she said. “You made me hurt myself.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I was upset because you do seem to know more about this revolution than I do.”



Eighteen

Katja did not answer my charge. We returned to Djakarta over the same narrow back roads. As we approached the city, the dawn was beginning to show. When we passed canals, my nose wrinkled because they were nothing but open sewers. Even in the dim light we could see that the city’s sidewalks were crumbling and its housing dilapidated.

The Indonesian capital had been deteriorating steadily ever since the Dutch left. At its best, Djakarta had never been a model of colonial architecture; Holland had simply erected a tropic version of its own uninspired cities, but at least the environment had worked. Its services, streets, and structures were efficient and clean, softened by the lush vegetation.

When freedom came, the Indonesians had grafted their own village kampong slums onto the city, and it looked shabby and smelled bad. More fires were blazing, and we passed families trying to put their few possessions on betjaks and hand trunks. Several times we were fired at from roadblocks, and the driver had to make hurried U-turns to get us out of range. It was nearly all small-caliber fire, however, and glanced off the car’s plating.

When the vehicle wheeled back through the hastily opened rear gates of the U.S. Embassy, again under the muzzles of Marine Guard machine guns, Katja jumped lightly down on the paved driveway and turned to face me. She was unsmiling.

“You go back and tell General Suharto that you saw the other generals butchered,” she said tersely. “Tell him you saw his associates mutilated and tossed down the Crocodile Hole. With General Nasution’s aide. And you can also inform him that President Sukarno is at Halim Air Force Base and that he is not a prisoner.”

Turning, she stalked into the colonnaded back entrance to the Embassy. I got back into the armored car, and the alert Marines saw it out the gate and locked up again. Hatta instructed the driver and we picked up speed through the streets of the burning city. When we stopped again, it was before another guarded gate and we drove into a huge walled compound that turned out to be a military motor pool.

Ducking gratefully out of the heat of the armored car, we walked into a parts warehouse and were crossing it when all the horn-clusters spaced along its aisles came alive. They rashed with static, and a humming carrier wave came on. Hatta held up one hand and we stopped to listen.

The radio transmitter, held by the rebels, was warming up. The strains of the national anthem, “Indonesia Raja Merdeka,” began pouring from the speakers. When the anthem was concluded, a clipped but authoritative voice came on the air; Hatta whispered in my ear that this was Untung speaking, and kept up a running translation as the voice droned on.

Colonel Untung said he was speaking in the name of the September 30th Movement, whose members had acted to forestall a coup by the “Council of Generals” sponsored by the American Central Intelligence Agency. He added harshly that this “Council” had planned to seize power on Armed Forces Day by bringing troops from East, Central, and Western Java.

Without mentioning the murder squads or the six slaughtered army generals, Untung said that “action” had already been taken against the right-wing commanders. And that further drastic action would be taken throughout Indonesia against the agents and sympathizers of the “Council of Generals.”

Warming to his harangue, Untung shouted that “such power-mad generals and officers who have neglected the lot of their men, who lived in luxury, led a gay life, insulted our women, and wasted government funds must be kicked out of the army. The army is not for generals,” he insisted with his voice breaking, “but is the possession of all soldiers who are loyal to the ideas of the revolution.”

After a short pause Untung seemed to have recovered. He announced calmly that he would soon broadcast the first decree of the Indonesian Revolutionary Council. All citizens were to stay in their houses. The national anthem was repeated, and the horn-clusters clicked silent.

I asked Hatta if he still had the jar of puromycin from Japan, and he nodded. It was locked inside the armored car. Then I briefed him swiftly on what Katja and I had seen, the incredible murder orgy at Crocodile Hole. The maiming of the generals’ bodies. Hatta’s composure was shattered as I described the wild dancing and the stuffing of the corpses down the well; his facial planes were flattened.

“We can get the communications building back by dawn,” I said, “if we use that stuff. Or did you have other plans for it?”

“Nothing more important,” he admitted glumly. “Only a sample, for testing, anyway.”

“That’s it, then.” I asked him to call General Suharto and describe the slaughter of the generals, just as I had described it to him.

To tell Suharto that if we could have the help of ten men who knew the physical layout of the communications building, I thought we had a good chance to take it before the early broadcast. That we also needed transceivers, at least four. Finally, that if we were successful, his troops must be ready to invest the building immediately.

Hatta nodded but seemed unsure about our chances. “If you are wrong, and Suharto follows us with troops, only a few defenders could sabotage the radio and telegraph installations so badly it might take days, or even weeks, to get them operational again.”

“Abdul,” I said slowly, “I have no intention of letting that happen. Tell the general that he will be able to follow his men in and broadcast over a live microphone.”

“All right.” Hatta was turning toward the office of the parts depot when I called after him.

“Tell him also that in driving to Lubang Buaja and back, we noticed that most of the damage is being done by roving bands. Looters, youth groups, kill-crazy civilians who are being hauled from one place to another. In similar situations I have found that if you immobilize their vehicles, these roving squads soon show little belly for walking to their war. Especially in daylight.”

“So?”

“Advise him to have the tires or wheels shot off the rebel vehicles, especially at main intersections. It would also help to clog up the corners with his own transport; I notice a lot of it standing idle outside here.”

Colonel Hatta rattled it off, repeating, and when I nodded, he turned again and went striding toward the office.



Nineteen

Shortly after midnight the squad Colonel Hatta had assembled slipped out the back entrance to KOSTRAD headquarters, behind me. We had spent two hours in a briefing, and all but four of the small group were wearing dark clothes and caps. The other four wore the uniforms and insignia of the 530th Battalion, from East Java. This was the unit that held the communications building on the other side of Merdeka Square.

The main strength of the 530th was bivouacked in tents, on the lawn of the square, across from the communications building. Sentry squads were posted at all the building’s entrances, and machine-gun posts set up some distance from each squad to provide enfilading firepower.

There was only one entrance to the back of the building, but it was a wide, arched doorway. Besides the two sentries pacing there, the covering machine-gun crew was across the alley. Screened, they thought, by a cluster of tiny orange trees. It was the Singapore mentality all over again. They could protect the building until doomsday, but they had no traverse on us as we crawled forward behind them through the shadowed shrubs.

It was four-on-four, and they all died without knowing what had happened. It had to be the knife because we couldn’t afford any noise, but after the initial onslaught, grunts, and chopping noises, they were dead. Indonesians are good at this type of infiltration; they learned it against the Japanese.

When we had dragged the corpses back out of sight, we lay in the shadows behind the machine gun and watched our four men in 530th uniforms come sauntering down the alley. They were reeling, raucous, and obviously stupefied with palm wine. When the sentries braced them, shouting angrily, the drunken quartet stood swaying in dismay until the flashlight beams had flicked across their insignia.

When asked for the password, they muttered, “Ampera!” in a slurred chorus, and the disgusted sentries lowered their carbines and motioned the malcontents inside. They stumbled in, wheeled, and took the relaxed sentries two-on-two, again with the knife. I waved my right hand forward, and four of the dark-clad soldiers beside me crossed the alley swiftly and hauled the dying sentries into the shrubbery to join their comrades.

One of them, being dragged by the heels, started shouting and another knife chop nearly took his head off. Colonel Hatta and I went scrambling toward the back door of the communications building, because we did not know if they had sentries on the roof. They must not have had, at least on our side of it; by the time we were in the rear corridor, two of our men were pacing as sentries.

Two more of them, in 530th noncom uniforms, had entered the kitchens and ordered the four cooks working over the ranges and tureens to step to the back entrance. The grumbling cooks, wearing flour-whitened aprons over their fatigue uniforms, came out into the hall and were also dispatched. They were then dragged across the alley to join their dead comrades.

Two of the men with us really were cooks, and they ranged the huge kitchen, telling Hatta and I what was being prepared. We followed and I distributed the puromycin powder in what seemed an equitable fashion. I saved enough of it to doctor the coffee and tea that would be served in the mess an hour before dawn.

By two o’clock in the morning it was done. Our sentries were patrolling the alley behind the communications building, our cooks were ladling the spicy sauces and preparing the rice in battalion strength, and for two hours Colonel Hatta and I sat in the darkened hallway and waited. Both of us had walkie-talkies that could reach KOSTRAD headquarters easily, but we had not used them.

At a quarter to four, orderlies came to eat in sleepy relays and got up to go across the wide boulevard to alert the troops. They seemed to enjoy their breakfasts and not to notice the new waiters. At four, elements of the battalion came clomping in, their boots banging at the marble floor, and everybody who wanted it got seconds.

At twenty minutes until sign-on time for Radio Indonesia I had two of the waiters tour the quarters again. Trying to find out if anyone was still holed up. They came back and reported that they had covered everything upstairs, the quarters and studios, and we seemed to have no other candidates for a meal.

I glanced at Hatta and he nodded. Compressing the transmit button on my transceiver, I said, “Please come in! Hurry now, please come in!”

When I snapped the button to receive, a brisk voice answered. “On the way.” Putting the transceiver down, I motioned to Hatta and we went walking through the empty mess hall and across the street to the park. Dawn was graying the sky above the sleepy troops.

Down the square we could barely make out the arched facade of KOSTRAD headquarters, but no troops had come out of it. The 530th Battalion, the rebel group to which we had administered the puromycin, was directly across from us, being ordered into formation. Rifles clinked and booted feet stamped as the East Java unit formed up. They moved alertly and seemed normal, and my gut tightened with apprehension.

Why weren’t Suharto’s men on the move? I realized grimly that if the vaunted mind-changing goofus dust didn’t work as advertised, I was about to precipitate a pitched battle at bayonet range. Hatta was rubbing at his face nervously and avoiding my glance.

For what seemed endless minutes the only sounds disturbing the great square were the crisply shouted orders of the 530th’s officers. Then, more distant, came like sounds from the other rebel battalion, the 454th from Central Java. It was also forming up but on the far corner, and a line of trees and shrubs would shield the advance of the government troops from its view. Unless, of course, its brother unit began firing.

“What in the name of Christ is keeping them?” I exploded, and Hatta pointed.

Suharto’s troops were pouring out of KOSTRAD headquarters on the double, in columns of fours. They came silently, moving toward the communications building, and their path would lead them directly by the 530th. The officers held their side arms ready, and the ranks carried leveled carbines. I never saw troops move so fast and quietly.

When they were only a hundred yards away, the officers of the 530th began to howl different orders, and without any hesitation the men of the rebel unit dropped to a kneeling position and leveled their rifles. More acid spilled into my gut, because they had executed the defensive maneuver with parade-ground precision.

The KOSTRAD troops came doubling, on, showing no sign that they had even noticed the weapons aimed against them. When they were only a few yards from the kneeling rows of rebels, the 530th officers dropped their swords in unison and shouted “fire!”

But nobody fired. The defenders were still kneeling, and their rifles were still leveled, but they would not fire. The KOSTRAD troops went doubling past them into the communications building, and the rebel officers went raging up and down before their stricken men.

Colonel Hatta and I looked at each other and, in unison, expelled our breaths. We had been holding them as marksmen do, before squeezing off the shot.

“I did not think it would work,” said Hatta wonderingly, almost to himself. “Here it was only a small thing, but it could change warfare everywhere.”

Suddenly he snapped to attention and saluted. General Suharto and his staff officers went striding by us and into the communications building. Hatta and I followed them up the stairway to the main radio studio and stood in the hallway watching through the glass wall.

The engineer put the national anthem on the turntable, holding the tiny phone in one ear, and when the music was fading out, he pointed to General Suharto and nodded. Suharto began to speak into the microphone, earnestly and quietly, fatigue blurring his voice.

While the general was addressing the nation Colonel Hatta and I went downstairs and out the back door.

Just before I fell asleep on a cot in the parts depot, I regretted the necessary killing involved in taking the communications building. But, then, I always feel bad about the necessary killing.

Ten hours later Colonel Hatta shook me awake and said General Suharto was grateful for my help but that it would be better for everybody if I got out of Indonesia as swiftly as possible.

I was accustomed to that, too. Hatta worked around the fringes of it a little, saying that reinforcements of loyal government troops were arriving in Djakarta; that the situation was stabilized, and that a widespread reaction against the abortive pro-Communist coup was beginning.

I smiled at him without much humor. “You mean, Abdul, that the PKI and all other Communist groups are going to get their throats cut?”

“Yes,” he said. “That’s what I mean. And as a Western mercenary who is known to have been around Suharto’s headquarters, you are very likely to get killed.”

“But I thought our side won?”

“Nobody won,” said Hatta. “Nobody ever does when brothers kill each other.”

“Okay.” I flopped back on the hard bed. “Do me a favor. Tell Suharto I need a plane to Semarang. And that I want Katja Arnkloo and Harvard Frank to be on it …”

I hesitated, looking at the barracks’ ceiling. I honestly did not remember Harvard Frank’s square handle. I had been using the Frank Merriwell straight-arrow term so long I had forgotten it.

“I’m going now to arrange for the plane,” said Hatta.



Twenty

In an hour the armored car was back inside the walled compound of the U.S. Embassy. Katja and Harvard Frank were waiting beside their baggage, and when it had been loaded, the car set out for Kemayoren Airport. Twilight was swirling down over the battered Indonesian capital; it was stifling hot inside the armor-plated car.

As usual Harvard Frank was ebullient. He clapped me on the back and burbled that he understood I had contributed the “star turn” in retaking the communications building.

“No question about it,” I admitted. “I was braver than John Wayne, incredible feats. But Colonel Hatta, here, was the fellow who really held the operation together.” I stared at the gutted buildings along our route, thinking that it was true. I remembered the snick of Hatta’s combat knife and the way he deftly wiped it clean on the skirts of his battle jacket. How he had never put a foot wrong …

The colonel smiled slightly, patrician lips quirking in the dark face. To Katja he said, “General Suharto asked me to convey his thanks for your help. It was invaluable, he said.”

The little girl nodded bleakly. She was still wearing the dark coveralls and jump boots, and her bright hair was covered by a black silk scarf. “The best news,” she said, handing Hatta a folded sheet of newsprint, “is that this stinking Communist newspaper, Harian Rakjat, won’t be able to get out today’s issue.”

I was sitting in the middle of the front seat, between Hatta and the driver. When the colonel unfolded the paper, I saw that it was a hastily pulled proof of the Harian Rakjat’s front page.

From the back seat Katja crowed. “It was all set in type and ready for today’s run when General Suharto came on the air.”

At the bottom of the smudged proof was a crude cartoon, showing a huge fist smashing into the face of an Indonesian general. The general portrayed was gross and slack-jawed, and falling from his pockets was a flood of U.S. currency. Instead of epaulettes, he had dollar signs, and his cap bore the letters “C.I.A.”

A smaller cartoon showed two generals, wearing the badges of the “Council of Generals,” being impaled on sharp stakes and bayonets. And boxed in the center of the page proof was a six-column editorial.

Colonel Hatta scanned the paper swiftly and whistled.

“Read me the editorial,” I said. He nodded, and in his clipped British accent, read it off:


It has happened that on the thirtieth of September measures were taken to safeguard President Sukarno and the Republic of Indonesia from a coup by the so-called Council of Generals. According to what has been announced by Lieutenant Colonel Untung of a Tjakrabirawa battalion, action taken to preserve President Sukarno and the Republic from the Council of Generals is patriotic and revolutionary.

Whatever the justification that may have been used by the Council of Generals in its attempt, the staging of a coup is a condemnable and counterrevolutionary act.

We, the people, fully comprehend what Lieutenant Colonel Untung has asserted in carrying out his patriotic movement.

But whatever the case may be, this is an internal army affair. On the other hand, we, the people, who are conscious of the policies and duties of the revolution, are convinced of the correctness of the action taken by the September Thirtieth Movement to preserve the revolution and the people.

The sympathy and support of the people is surely on the side of the September Thirtieth Movement. We call on the people to intensify their vigilance and be prepared to confront all eventualities!



I nodded. “Read it again,” I requested. Hatta read the editorial another time. “Now turn the car around,” I said.

Hatta was astonished. “I beg your pardon?”

“Done countless times, with impunity,” I admitted. “Just the same, turn this frigging car around and head it toward the office of Harian Rakjat.”

Hatta was puzzled, but he shrugged and ordered the driver to go to the office of the Communist newspaper. Turning, I motioned for Harvard Frank to hand me the metal-cased transceiver in the back seat. He looked puzzled, too, but handed it to me. I gave the instrument to Hatta and told him to get on the air to KOSTRAD headquarters, with an emergency call for General Suharto. No one else. When he had Suharto on, he was to explain about the blistering editorial and read it to him.

He was also to describe the two scurrilous cartoons on the front-page proof. After Suharto had been thus advised, Hatta was to hand me the transceiver.

Hatta was still bewildered, but he did it. Getting Suharto on took several minutes; then he read the editorial, explained the cartoons, and handed me the transceiver.

“General,” I said slowly, to be sure he understood me, “this issue of Harian Rakjat must come out. Its effect, for you, will be the same as ten divisions of soldiers. It is absolutely vital to your cause that this issue of the opposition paper has the largest pressrun and widest distribution in its history.”

“Why, Mr. Gall?” he asked.

“Because, sir, the six generals who were so brutally killed and mutilated are the pantheon in Indonesia’s fight for freedom. When that news gets abroad, together with this call to further atrocity, the people in the kampongs and cities will both react in vengeful fury.”

The transceiver was quiet for a few seconds, but the carrier wave hummed. “What is a pantheon, Mr. Gall?” asked General Suharto. “I am not expert in English; I do not know the word.”

“It is, sir, a place where national heroes are enshrined.”

“I see.” His voice faded as he turned to speak to someone near him. His low voice came back to me. “What is it you suggest we do?”

“Send troops to seize the offices of the paper. If necessary, have them take it by frontal assault. Get as many rolls of raw newsprint as you can from the other Djakarta papers and send it to the Harian Rakjat offices. We are going there now and with Colonel Hatta’s help we will put out as many copies as we have paper for.”

“I will give the orders immediately,” said General Suharto. “I would not have thought of it myself, and I repeat that we are deeply in your debt.” He clicked off the air.


Harvard Frank leaned forward and spoke urgently. “My God, old man! The cartoons have the agency’s initials all over them. We’ll be the whipping boy of every foreign office in the world.”

I lost my temper. It is something I don’t do often. Turning to stare at him, I growled, “Shut up your goddamned Boy-Scout, Ivy-League mouth! If the agency has done wrong, it will be damned anyway. And worse by word of mouth than honest admission. You’ve been with me all the way. Have we done wrong in this country? Do you know of other malicious agency machinations to subvert the freedom of this country?”

“No,” he said, leaning back.

“Then quit being a bad imitation of a nineteenth-century conservative. Be your own delightful self, a hearty snob and capitalist who got his job, name, and entire image through preferential treatment. When I need the dinosaur approach, I’ll make you Queen of the May.”

He didn’t answer, just blinked himself into an outraged silence, and I immediately hated myself for telling the truth. There hadn’t really been any need for it. And since I like order in all things, I regretted the choice in my opprobrium. I should have said “name, job, and entire image,” because they had been achieved in that order.

When we arrived at the newspaper’s offices, off Merdeka Square, government troops had taken it over after a short skirmish. Three of the editors and four printers had been killed while trying to overturn trays of type, but Hatta went into high gear again and we soon had the combustible front-page reassembled.

For the next four hours we coaxed the ancient flatbed presses to capacity. One after another the army trucks drawn up in the alley were loaded and dispatched not only to the normal distribution points in Java but also to Kemayoren Airport. To be placed on every departing airliner to the other islands, and on the foreign flights. Under orders from Suharto, the papers were to be. distributed without cost to dealers and the general public everywhere.

It was nearly midnight when we ran out of newsprint and the heated presses clattered to a halt. Wearily, Katja, Harvard Frank, Hatta, and I got back into the armored car and started for the airport again. None of us had much to say; we sat slumped with our private thoughts, but as the heavy vehicle rumbled along I lifted my head.

“Listen!” I said, and the other heads came up.

“To what?” asked Katja.

After listening, they realized that silence was the point. The constant crackle and fusillade of gunfire no longer sounded over Djakarta, and the fires were burning low.



Twenty-One

As we flew toward semarang through mild turbulence, Harvard Frank produced a bottle of Cutty Sark and four bottles of Perrier water. He always went first-class, that boy, and I toid him I was sorry for having been rude to him in the armored car.

“No matter, Tuan besar,” he said affably, pouring me a huge drink in a paper cup. (He just happened to have a few paper cups on him, also.) “I mean, it was lovely done, and I’m going to support you for ombudsman of all.”

So then we had to explain ombudsman to Colonel Hatta, and he lifted his cup to it. Explaining amiably that I must be qualified, because I was the only foreign devil in three hundred years to get in and out of his ancestral village alive.

Katja Arnkloo was not sharing in this slightly hysterical jollity. She was asleep in the back of the plane, her face disturbed in troubled repose. Several times, as we killed the bottle of Cutty Sark, I twisted around to look at her. Some fury had been driving her hard, and it showed on her face. I remembered the rapturous glee with which she had skipped rope with the bald-headed Buddhist nuns in Tokyo and hoped that she would come to terms with whatever was troubling her.

The plane was an hour out of Kemayoren Airport, washboarding through turbulence, when the slender young Indonesian copilot came back into the cabin and crouched beside Colonel Hatta’s seat. Hatta interrupted him twice, then nodded, and the boy went weaving back up the aisle to the pilot’s enclosure.

“They are diverting us to Djokja,” Hatta told me. “Semarang’s airport is closed. It appears, from what the lieutenant tells me, that your front page in Harian Rakjat has blown the coup attempt sky-high. All over the islands, people are pouring out of the kampongs to massacre Communists.”

“Not my goddamned front page,” I protested. “The thing was already in type.”

“A matter of degree, Josef,” said Hatta dryly. “You at least midwifed it. Sarwo Edhy’s paracommando reserves are based in Semarang. They control the port and most of the city but have not yet retaken the airport. KOSTRAD headquarters has advised us to stand by in Djokja until we can proceed without danger.”

I thought of the fortune in bullion hanging on the rudder of the big junk. “There’s no chance that Untung’s forces there will seize or sabotage Frank’s ship?”

Hatta smiled. “The port is safe, my friend. There is a guard around the Chinese ship.”

“And we’re to clear Java in it with the bullion still attached?”

“Yes.” The colonel was emphatic. “No one knows about that but the two of us, Ling and the Chinese crew members, and the foundry workers who helped us. I have had these workers sent to Palembang. The bullion must go out of the country because Central and Eastern Java are almost solidly PKI. It may take weeks to root them out of Solo and the surrounding countryside.”

There were heavy guards around the airport terminal at Djokjakarta, and Frank, Katja, and I were detained on board while Colonel Hatta took our passports into military headquarters. By the time he returned, the sun was blazing down and Katja had gone to sleep again. Rather than awaken her, I gathered the little girl up effortlessly. Carried her off the plane, down between the ranks of soldiers, and to the waiting car.

When we unloaded in the back courtyard of the kraton, Katja blinked awake and Hatta told her we were returning to our former apartments in the palace. Until we were advised by Djakarta to proceed to Semarang, where we would board the junk. She nodded and followed the barefooted servant toward the women’s quarters. As Frank and I followed our luggage the other way, we passed several courtyards where young legong dancing girls were training.

Frank did not speak to me often. He was still a trifle peckish about the way I had jumped him on the newspaper deal, but I felt that I could not let this ruin my day. After I had showered, I had a whopping breakfast of mangoes, scrambled eggs, and curry, and hot, spiced coffee. Then I crawled under the mosquito netting and fell asleep.

When something touched my shoulder, I uncoiled like a snake and caught one foot in the trailing netting. Colonel Hatta was bending over me. I informed him that ten-minute naps weren’t going to help me, and he said it had been nearer four hours. Grunting, I sluiced my head and shoulders in what passes for cold water in that country, sat down across the low teak table from him, and had a cup of steaming coffee.

“So, what passes, mynheer?” I asked, knowing it would amuse him to be addressed by the Dutch styling. “Are we cleared to Semarang?”


“Yes.” The handsome Indonesian officer ignored my levity. “We have a problem, however.”

“Oh?”

“Yes.” He was looking past me, over his coffee mug, at the deep-set window. “An hour ago, before I received the message from Djakarta, a car came for Miss Katja Arnkloo. There were four soldiers in the car, all wearing the palace uniform. But she has not arrived at the airport.”

I stared at him. Got up, went back into the bathroom, and brushed my teeth vigorously. The two gaping cavities in my lower gum stared at me reproachfully, and I reminded myself that my occlusion was being ruined. And that if I could play my cards just right, and find the proper orthodontist, it would cost me a small fortune to get my bite realigned. Going back to the teakwood table, I poured myself more coffee.

“The sultan is in Djakarta,” said Hatta, “but I talked to his senior brother and to the military commanders. No one dispatched a car for Miss Arnkloo.”

I nodded, dressed, and went back into the spacious bathroom to zip my toilet articles into their case. Strapped on the holstered pistol. I do hate to pack a damp toothbrush. Two straps tightened and buckled on the larger bag, and I was ready.

“Best have a look around,” I said. “But where?”

“We’ll check the palace commandant again,” said Hatta, rising. “Then the commander of Djokja, and phone the airport before going out.”

We went walking down the arched hallway toward the back of the kraton. The courtyards were empty; the dancing girls had gone.

Harvard Frank was waiting for us at the back colonnade, sitting on his bag, and the driver of the black Mercedes sedan opened the back door as we approached. I was ducking into the car when shouting arose from the palace guards at the outside gateway; a soldier came sprinting across the stone-flagged enclosure toward us. Colonel Hatta listened to him, half into the car. Then withdrew and went walking toward the back gate.

Frank got into the front seat beside the driver, and I lounged in the back with sweat trickling down from my hairline and sluicing from my armpits. There was already a whitish rime staining my freshly laundered shirt. Hatta came back, got in beside me, and at his sharp order the sedan rolled out of the back gateway.

“A blind beggar,” said Hatta briefly. “He had been paid to tell us that the njonja balunda was at Borobodur. Waiting for us.”

She was, too. It took less than an hour of scrambling over the huge monument, checking all the stupas still open and those under scaffolding, to find her. Borobodur was deserted, without even a guard, because the restoration work had been called off when the revolution flared across Central Java. The guards had been withdrawn.

She was near the top, sitting cross-legged and serene as any goddess, her betraying bright hair covered by a coronet of scarlet hibiscus blossoms. The inverted chalice of the stupa shadowed the other garlands of blood-drenched flowers around her slender neck, bared breasts, and curving torso. She had been sliced to death by skillful kris slashes, and the fresh flowers jammed into her cuts. When I leaned down to close the lids over her blue eyes, she toppled over on me in one final, cold embrace.

I carried her out of there, too. Down the terraces of the decaying shrine, and when I reached the car, Hatta had a tarpaulin ready. We wrapped her in it and put her on the floor of the Mercedes’ back seat. Then, since we were all traveling men, we rolled back toward Djokjakarta and out the airport road.

The plane was waiting, and we loaded Katja and our other baggage and took off for Semarang.



Twenty-Two

Flight from Djokjakarta to Semarang is not a long one, and the three of us—Colonel Hatta, Harvard Frank, and I—spoke very little during it. After we heard the intercom crackle up ahead and felt the plane bank as it entered a landing pattern, I stared down over the leading edge of the wing. At the sliding architecture of Semarang and the blue expanse of the Java Sea.

“Why her?” I asked Hatta. “They could have sent the same committee for Frank or myself.”

“No.” He shook his head. “You two were … interlopers. You stood out like sore thumbs. She was deep in it; I do not know exactly how. I had never met her before, but I was never very important, you know. Just a dogsbody for the others. But she was involved. Did you know she spoke Indonesian fluently, and in several dialects?


“Yes. And she turned the key on Sukarno, you know. She really did. The coup was in doubt until she led you to Lubang Buaja and you saw the generals stuffed into the well. Now Aidit, the leader of PKI, the Communist Party, is running, trying to hide. Hundreds of thousands of his followers are being dragged out of their homes and butchered, just as the loyal generals were.”

I stared at him as the wing went down, and the plane leveled on its final landing leg. “That one report, what she took me to see, can’t have been that important.”

Hatta strapped on his seat belt. “Perhaps not. It accelerated things, however. Even more important, she gave you the hastily pulled front-page proof of the leading Communist newspaper. Do you think that was an accident?”

“I don’t know,” I said, and latched my own seat belt. The runway was rushing up at us. “Why did they hack her up like that, with the garlands of flowers? That’s not a Marxist revenge.”

The wheels touched down and buckled over craters in the runway as our airspeed diminished. Hydraulic systems squawked. Involuntarily my right foot reached for the brakes, which were nowhere near me. Hatta unlatched his seat belt and sighed.

“It sounds arbitrary, Josef, to say that the people in these three-thousand-odd islands are a different breed of cat. From the cold logic of either Peking or Moscow. But we are. Katja Arnkloo died the way she did because her defilement and entombment were Oriental extensions of a Balinese ritual called tandakken. In it, the dancers go into trance and slash themselves with ceremonial krisses.”

“I have heard of it,” I said. “The trance is self-induced.”

His thin face turned toward me and the dark eyes were direct. “True. But afterward the cuts are always lined with fresh flower blossoms. I do not expect you to understand.”


The plane had swerved off the runway and was taxiing toward the Semarang Air Terminal.

“All right,” I said. “But what about you?”

The plane swung around to park, and Colonel Abdul Hatta bowed across the aisle to me. “A good question, Tuan. What about me?”

“Couldn’t this be dangerous for you, shipping the bullion out?”

“Yes, Joe,” the handsome Indonesian officer said. “But it is a chance I have to take. If Aidit’s people seized it, they could arm a full division.”

He shrugged, and as we stood up in the aisle the boarding door was opened and heat billowed into the plane.



Twenty-Three

The junk left Semarang harbor under diesel power, her slat sails furled. Near-gale-force winds were bending the palm trees almost double, lashing them around furiously, slamming against the high sheer of the Chinese vessel. Captain Ling, wearing a baseball cap and torn trousers, went from the bridge to the wheelhouse, bellowing orders at his drenched Chinese crewmen, who all wore safety lines.

When we had cleared the harbor and were sure the storm’s fury would not drive us into anything dangerous, Ling battened everything down. After consulting with Harvard Frank, very stern and nautical in his new, gold-braided yachting cap, the Chinese skipper let the plunging junk run with the wind, under bare poles. I fought my way down to the forward hold and lashed the tarpaulin that held Katja’s body securely. When the weather broke a little, I knew we had to do something else about her; ice-packing, probably. But I did not know the vessel’s facilities. And we had been pretty busy clearing Semarang.

For the rest of the afternoon and night I tried to sleep in the exotically appointed stateroom, with its teak furniture and red-lacquered walls. It was a losing fight, because the big junk kept horsing wildly, and occasionally a wind-change hit it abaft abeam and we rolled nearly over. Finally I decided the hell with it, and attempted to get stoned.

Even that relatively simple procedure seemed to require a man with five hands, because the gimbaled water carafe and glasses flung out their contents when you weren’t looking. That left only the simple expedient of drinking from the bottle, and without a safety belt you could lose some teeth that way, while levitating.

I must have managed it, however, because when I finally awakened and opened a porthole, the junk was pitching gently over a white-capped Java Sea. I de-furred my teeth with some difficulty, smiled wanly at the beat-up visage in the mirror (the one with the bloodshot blue eyes), and staggered down to the main salon. Harvard Frank was working on an enormous breakfast, still wearing his elegant yachting cap, and he gave me a cheery matutinal greeting.

When he asked what I would have, I said coffee with a side order of ground glass laced with strychnine. He laughed, arose and crossed the salon, and threw open two carved panels behind the bar. Behind them, secured in tantalus racks, were rows and rows of bottles.

“Name your medication,” he said. “It’s all here.”

I decided to try him out. “Just bring back a bottle of Fernet Branca, Captain Ahab.”

“Inmediatamente, señor!” he replied. And from a huge cluster of keys he extracted one and unlocked a tantalus frame. Removing a liqueur bottle, he opened it deftly and set it on the table before me. It was the original, herb-strengthened surcease.

“Boy!” he cried, clapping his hands. A smiling Chinese steward appeared, bowing, and Harvard Frank told him to bring more coffee. Hot coffee, steaming coffee. “Chop-chop!”

Chop-chop? I poured a shot of the Fernet Branca and put it down whole, staring at Frank with rheumy eyes. The Ivy League bastard had bought a junk made in Hong Kong, so he was automatically an old China Hand? But the herbal beneficience was exploding balm in my gut. After three more shots of it and some coffee I felt like sitting up and taking solid nourishment.

After I had finished breakfast, I broached the matter of Katja’s probable decomposition to Frank, and he said no problem. That the junk had a walk-in freezing room, so we went down and transferred her. I still felt a little queasy, and since I have never trusted Chinese cooks anyway, I determined to search all my food for blond hair.

We had a stiff following wind and the junk fled before it with all her sails set. Watching the sea slide by, I could understand how these seemingly ungainly vessels, four-masted, with multilayered plank hulls and crews of several hundred men, had sailed as far as the East Coast of Africa in the thirteenth century. They roamed the China Sea and called regularly at Ceylon, India, and Arabia.

Frank and I were sitting in deck chairs on the high, raking bow of the junk, having a yardarmer, when the submarine surfaced on our starboard side and fired a warning shot across our bow. Frank lunged up, overturning his glass, but I grabbed him by the shoulder and sat him back down. Water combed off the sub’s stubby conning tower and revealed the red- and white-barred flag of the Republic of Indonesia.

By her emerging silhouette, I knew the vessel was an overage Russian submarine. One of the junk fleet, including a cruiser, that the Kremlin had unloaded on Sukarno. When the conning-tower hatch opened, and crewmen began pouring out to unshroud the forward guns, I told Frank to have Captain Ling heave the junk to. Since the sails were electrically operated, this was soon done, and the junk lost way rapidly.

Frank was blazing with anger. “If those bastards damage us, I’ll see them in the dock at the United Nations!” he shouted.

“Steady on, old friend,” I counseled. “The country that flag represents hasn’t belonged to the United Nations for some time. And if they sink us, they’ll just submerge again and go back to Surabaja. Nobody will ever know what happened. I think the phrase is, death at sea by misadventure.”

“Can’t we do anything?” he demanded.

“Certainly,” I said. “Tell Ling to haul up the keel, right now. Then come back and have another drink while they board and search us.”

He looked at me, beat his gold-braided cap against his thigh, and went off cursing toward the wheelhouse. I sipped my drink, watching the small launch being put over the side of the submarine, and felt a steady tremor through the heavy deck planking as the electric windlasses hoisted the junk’s huge keel. The vessel was built with a huge slot dividing her from arching bow to stem, and it was into this aperture that the keel was being lifted.

As the submarine’s launch came pitching toward us, and boarded, I reflected that Colonel Hatta had sung. Or someone else I did not know about had revealed to Djakarta the secret of the bullion treasure slung on the junk as a drop keel. The launch had brought two officers and a team of four undersea divers. After rounding up the crew and Ling, at Sten-gun point, they left them grouped around our deck chairs and searched the junk from one end to the other.

It was proof of their efficiency that they never even discovered Katja’s tarp-wrapped body in the freezer room. Or perhaps they did and concluded that we were keeping her on ice for some purpose not related to their search. At any rate, the officer in charge did not comment on her presence.

When they were sure that the five tons of gold and silver were not hidden above the waterline of the junk, the rubber-suited divers fitted on their flippers and faceplates and jumped over the side. They spent two hours combing the Chinese vessel below, were hauled out, and reported no success. I suppose the dumb bastards must have thought that unsymmetrical bulge was a keel goiter.

While the boarding crew from the Indonesian submarine prepared to depart, Harvard Frank harangued their officers with such impassioned protest that I thought he might get us shot out of sheer nuisance value. He orated in clipped philippics against highhanded seizure in international waters, while I sat shaking the dwindling ice cubes in my glass.

Hoping against hope that he would be struck by lightning or have a massive stroke. No way to blame him, of course. He had no way of knowing that what the Indonesians had boarded his fine new toy to recover—a treasure belonging to their government worth millions of dollars—was actually aboard. So he ranted on.

The Indonesian officers apologized politely, while he pointed out that he was flying the British flag and was under Hong Kong Registry. They got back into the launch and returned to their submarine. The conning-tower hatch closed after them and they submerged and started back toward base in their ancient Soviet undersea boat



Twenty-Four

Burt Holroyd, the Tokyo Station chief, was waiting on the pier when we docked at Yokohama, and for the first time I learned the full extent of the ill wind that had blown us out of Java.

Aidit, the PKI Communist Party leader, had gone underground, running for his life. Colonel Abdul Hatta, my friend, had been summarily executed. While Holroyd told me about these things, sitting in the junk’s elaborate salon, I sighed and remembered General Suharto’s dour efficiency. General Nasution had surfaced from his hiding place, and Sukarno, the charismatic leader and international lecher, was said to be under house arrest in the Bogor Palace.

Foreign Minister Subandrio, Generals Dhani and Supardjo, and Lieutenant Colonel Untung were in the military prison in Djakarta, charged with treason. Dalam, the Governor of the Indonesian State Bank, was with them, and the same capital charge had been placed against him.

This was all informative stuff but not particularly novel. Just what happens when your side goes for broke and loses. I was fixing us another drink when Holroyd said that what had happened since the junk left Semarang was undoubtedly one of the greatest organized massacres in history. I didn’t follow that and, frowning, turned to hand him his drink.

“What are you talking about?”

“Some estimates are that half a million Indonesian Communists have been slaughtered in the purge following the failure of the Untung coup.”

“That’s goddamned nonsense!” I said. “With the military forces split the way they were, it was logistically impossible.”

“The military didn’t do it,” said Holroyd. “The people did it. In the cities, the villages, and the kampongs. It was triggered at the funeral of Nasution’s five-year-old daughter; there the word went out through the Moslem youth groups. ‘Sikat!’ was the whisper. ‘Sweep!’

“They swept, all right. The population came out shooting, stabbing, and hacking away with laisses: a whole nation ran amok. In the Javanese coastal town of Tjirebon a crude guillotine was set up and chopped off Communist heads for several days. No one knows how many bodies were dumped into the underground river at Wonosari, near Djokjakarta; they were sucked into the dark current and swept out to sea.

“A deputation of armed citizens approached the Japanese manager of the new hotel in Djokja and demanded the use of two of his big refrigerator trucks. Several days later the drivers of the trucks came back to him, complaining that they were being forced to haul Communist corpses. In Bali alone, over a hundred thousand of Aidit’s followers were killed in a week—”

“All right!” I said. “Okay.” I was stunned. Banana republic revolts where the outs fired off all their ammo before it got hot, and then ran like hell, were one thing. But this bloodbath had been Hitlerian in scope …

“We had a country team in there, you know,” added Holroyd dryly. “But you just knifed past everybody and broke the ball game wide open—”

“Shut up your mouth!” I shouted fiercely, wheeling on him. “Don’t even try to unload this lumber on me. I was sent in there like the village idiot on a simple smuggling contract, which I executed before the fucking roof caved in. I told you that I didn’t like the smell of it before I left Tokyo. And if I had hooked up with your ‘country team,’ I’d be dead by now.”

Holroyd held up both hands in supplication. “Subject closed,” he said. “I’ve got a hearse waiting on the dock. Where do you want Katja Arnkloo’s body sent?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “When we get to Tokyo, I’ll cable her parents. They live in Malmo, Sweden.”

He nodded, said he would go talk to the hearse people, and would meet me in the car. I got my stuff together, and went down the companionway to Harvard Frank’s huge Ming Dynasty cabin. We shook hands and said good-bye with the bright, false camaraderie of people who, after sharing a jolting time, had exposed themselves too much to each other. He thought me ruthless, and I thought him a clever fop and brownnoser. On that “see-you-around” note, we parted without regret.

Holroyd was waiting in his car and we didn’t talk much on the drive back to Tokyo. After we had circled the business district and were nearly to Haneda Airport, I asked him how Katja had gotten in so deep.

“She was one of his doxies. Sukarno’s, I mean. Several years ago, on one of his round-the-world tours, he chartered a big jet from SAS. She was chief stewardess on it, and after they had flown together from city to city and bed to bed, he paid her off as he had so many others. Through Dalam, head of the Indonesian State Bank, he gave her import licenses on a number of items manufactured in Sweden. The licenses must have been worth at least $400,000.

“But this kid wasn’t just another whore. She had plans for setting up a real killing; that was the reason she wangled the UNESCO job in Paris. When she got to Java with the restoration mission, hot-nuts Sukarno wouldn’t see her. I guess he thought she had had her whack and that to crank the affair up again would be crapping too dose to the palace. At any rate, he shut her out, and Dalam wouldn’t see her, either.

“The rest of it is conjecture. Even shut out from the top, she was still friendly with many of Sukarno’s staff officers. So she must have learned that her former lover had a new mistress. Peking. That route meant danger to her import licenses, most of which were still in effect, so she decided to smash the left-wing coup.”

I nodded, and we parked the car and walked into the airport terminal. After I had confirmed my reservation on the Pan-American flight to San Francisco, I joined Holroyd in the bar booth. We cut up some old touches without really saying anything, and I wrote out a cable to Katja Arnkloo’s father in Sweden. Gave it to Burt and asked if he needed money to send it or to arrange shipment of the body.

“No, Joe,” he said. “She was on the agency’s business when she wandered into the line of fire. We’ll send her home.”

I nodded briskly. “We do a kind of constant business, don’t we, old friend? And bury them like animals.”

“That’s right,” he said.

“Okay. But do me a favor, will you? Have the Japanese mortician patch her up before you ship the body out. They sliced her up badly.”

“She’ll look good as new,” he promised, and the boarding call came for my direct Pan-Am flight to San Francisco. I drained my glass, stood up, and put out my hand for the good-bye shake.


“Not just yet,” said Burt Holroyd. “I had a call from Yokohama while you were checking in. We ain’t found that bullion yet.”

It was the first real, honest-to-God laugh I had had in weeks, and some of the tension in my gut relaxed. With Hatta dead, I had forgotten that I was the only one who knew about the expensive drop keel on Harvard Frank’s rudder. I told Holroyd about it, saying that Captain Ling could help him. With the rudder raised, the bullion could be removed much easier.

“What happens to it now?” I asked. “The gold and silver.”

“Oh …” Holroyd shrugged. “That’s a policy decision, far out of the reach of my poor head. I’d suspect, though, that we’ll send it back to Djakarta after the State Department has milked the nobility of such an action by us. I doubt that the Japanese Government will ever know it was here, unless the news leaks.”

I shook my head in wonder. “Jesus, kid, I worked like a goddamned coolie melting and recasting that bullion. It gets smuggled out of Java, into Japan, and now you’ll probably smuggle it back to its rightful owners. No wonder crime doesn’t pay.”

Holroyd laughed. “Getting there is half the fun, Joe.”

“Why did they execute Hatta? He thought he was saving the bullion.”

“We’re still not clear on that,” said Holroyd. “He was shot in Djokja, and some of our reports say the Sultan ordered it. Others, claiming to be eyewitness, swear that his car was roadblocked on the way into town from the airport by a band of Aidit’s supporters. That he was spread-eagled over a front fender of his car, and blown apart at short range.”

We had the delayed handshake, and as we moved through the crowded airport terminal he remarked that if the five tons of gold and silver were not in fact hanging from the junk’s rudder, I would be detained when my flight reached San Francisco.


That made me laugh again, which was two in a row, because the soft-spoken man wasn’t kidding. And I do admire a bulldog. We parted at the barricade and I went up the ramp and into the plane. The big jetliner took off with a screaming rush and hurtled upward to altitude, beginning its rustling passage high across the Pacific Ocean.

The flight was not full, and no one was seated near me. As I sat pinpointed by the flare from the tiny light over my head, I reflected that I might be burning out as an effective agent. It was not that I had any grave concern about the people or the slaughtered populations. People, I have found, are mostly a bad lot. Or would be, if you tickle their greed or vanity.

A trim stewardess came by to ask if I wanted anything. A drink? Dinner, or a sandwich? I said no thanks, and when she had gone on, I snapped off the overhead light. Watched moonlight bathe the snow-fields of clouds below us and wondered how my white tigers were doing.
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One

Have you ever seen a duckpond get up and tiptoe away, in a near-blizzard? I have. In fact, I was one, and it’s wearing work. In howling autumnal weather, it’s harder work than being a duck.

I wasn’t the whole pond, either, just half of it. Ansel Tuttle, a professional guide, was the other half. He had led me on a wild-boar hunt in the Ozarks, one on which I had been armed only with a spear and pistol, and I got perforated before the boar did. During that hunt, one of Ansel’s best dogs, a Catahoula leopard hound, had been killed by the boar, and he would not accept any payment for its loss.

I don’t accept that kind of favor, so a few months later I had a friend in North Carolina ship me two young male Plott hounds, ready for training. This breed was originally developed in the Big Smoky country, and can be used for anything from coon up.

I tried to reach Tuttle at the Hunting Club, but it reported he was at home, on his farm below Stuttgart, Arkansas. The young Plott hounds and I got in my Rover coupe and drove down there.

As we went jouncing along the rutted road from the highway to Ansel’s house, a powdery snow began to whirl down from the northwest. Stepping out of the car before Tuttle’s unpainted shake-shingle cottage, I could hear a high and lonely honking as a flight of geese came down the Mississippi Flyway.

Tuttle lived alone; his wife had died a few years ago. After I tapped my horn button, he came around the south side of the house, wearing stained bib overalls and a beatup hat. He nodded, said, “Major Gall, nice to see you. Step inside.” No smile, though; Ansel wasn’t much of a smiler.

While he went in the front door and turned on lights, I leaned back into the car, put one of the young hounds under each arm, and followed him into the cottage.

Tuttle stared at the two puppies. Said “Set. I’ll put the coffee on,” and went back into the kitchen still wearing his hat. The house was in a state of seemly bachelor disarray: two big gun racks and gun-cleaning equipment, casting and trolling gear, trot lines, and huge statue of a fox terrier with his head on one side, in question. The statue was ten times the size of a normal terrier.

“Where the hell did you get this thing?” I called into the kitchen. And although Tuttle couldn’t see what I was looking at, he answered promptly.

“Friend of mine up in Stone County named Jimmy Driftwood give him to me. Writes songs, Jimmy does; had a big hit a few years back. ‘Battle of New Orleans.’ Remember it?”

“Yes.”

Ansel came back and offered me a mug of steaming coffee, and I had to put the dogs down to take it. They frolicked around on the immaculately scrubbed floor, and when Tuttle took his coffee over to the butt-sprung couch they followed, sniffing his muddy boots, overalls, and crotch.

“The RCA fellers give Driftwood the chalk dog on account of his song. But his wife, Cleta, got tired of dustin’ the thing and Jimmy give it to me.”

I stared at the enormous dog. His head was still cocked in question, still trying to pick up “HIS MASTER’S VOICE” on the thick gramophone records of the past … I heard a nearer music again. In lulls of the mounting wind, more honkers were passing overhead.

“Fixing to blow a little,” I said idly, thinking of my long drive home.

“That’s right,” answered Tuttle. “Be down in the twenties in a couple of hours. These are Plott hounds, ain’t they?”

“Only part of the proper description. The dog you lost on my boar-hunt was a good one, but you’re such a hard-headed bastard you wouldn’t let me pay for him. So these two are Ansel Tuttle Plott hounds. You can’t refuse, because the ownership papers are out in my car. They read ‘Ansel Tuttle.’”

Tuttle took his battered hat off and threw it at the chalk dog. He swore at some length, using both words and music, and then went sliding to his knees to face the gamboling puppies. His weathered hands went over their heads and down the dark brindle sheen of the backs, checked the fawn insides of their sturdy legs and strong chests. Their tails scythed in delight, and when he grabbed their muzzles they pulled away in splayfooted, mock-heroic savagery.

“Man,” he said, still kneeling, “these things won’t never quit a trail.” And getting up, “I’m greatly obliged to you.”

“I never worked one,” I said, “but I hear a lot of good about them. These are the short-eared type, and they don’t have the voice or cold-trail qualities of the longeared Plotts. But they’re supposed to be faster and more evasive on bear and boar. Maybe one of the two will train up to the one you lost.”

He nodded. “Might both do it. Yancy, my Catahoula, was bigger than they’ll get and had a good nose, but he couldn’t do all the things this breed can. They been fed today?”

I told him when.

“They got names?”

“No.”

The guide turned into the kitchen again, with the young hounds baying soprano at his heels, and I heard him draw a pan of water, heard them lapping, and then a heavier dish was put on the floor. In a few minutes, Tuttle came back to the front room with two small glasses and a half-gallon jar so cold it was beading. We both had a straight drink and I remarked on the smooth quality, because it was triple-run moonshine whiskey.

Tuttle said it had come from the Gulf Coast, one of the few places where they still used sprouted corn, and copper stills and worms. There was some good whiskey being made in the Ozarks, he said; around my place, for example. But most of the boys were using automobile radiators which created lead salts, and lye, and turning out poison. I knew about the good moon in my section, because the High Sheriff of the county delivered me a half-gallon of it every month.

We had three or four more drinks of the white whiskey, and needed it because the cottage was becoming chilled as the temperature dropped. Freezing rain was slatting at the shingled walls, and Tuttle kept fueling the wide fireplace with split logs. Finally I refused another drink, said I had a long way to go and would have to fight chains on my car before I could start.

“That would be foolish, Major,” said Tuttle. The lank hair was down over his forehead, and I thought he must be a big percent Cherokee. “Let’s make a deal. You seem to be a feller likes to try things the hard way. Why not stay the night with me, and if you’re game to rise and shine at four A.M., I’ll promise you two snow geese before breakfast.”

I laughed. All the nearby ponds and sloughs had been frozen over for two days, nearly three. True, his farm was at the edge of the famous flyway, which funnels down the river from Missouri to the Gulf, and all around us were the Stuttgart rice fields. However, nobody could create open water when it was frozen solid.

“I appreciate the offer,” I said. “But no guide alive could promise wild fowl on the kind of morning this next one’s going to be.”

Ansel had another shot of the moon, and his head lifted. He looked a trifle feral himself. “Don’t never cuss the banker, Mister,” he said harshly, “when you want to borrow money.”

I sat back down. “All right Ansel,” I said. “I’d like very much to stay, and drive out of here tomorrow with two geese.”

He nodded and put the jug down beside me. “What we take here are Lesser Snows. Weigh up to five pounds. I’ve got plenty of thermal underdrawers, decoys, and whatever else we’ll need. But it’ll be bitter cold, and we may be out in it awhile.”

“All right.”

“We’ll use double-barreled 12 gauges, full-choke. I don’t hold with that third shot. I’ll call the geese down, and you wait until you can kill them.”

“Fair,” I said, and he fixed us a supper of cold mallard and poke-greens salad. When I had topped that off with another shot of moon, I was ready for bed. Ansel spread an enormous featherbed for me on the lumpy couch, with a down bolster, and as I dozed off I heard him putting the young dogs to bed near the fireplace, snugging them in a worn quilt.

Several hours later, when I went back through the kitchen to piss, Tuttle was standing in the kitchen like an ancient alchemist, guarding several steaming cauldrons. The sink was littered with empty boxes which had contained blue Tintex dye, and I asked what he was doing.

“I’m boiling you up a duck pond, Major,” he said shortly, and went on stirring his big pots. I relieved myself in the back yard and went stumbling back to the warmth of the featherbed. Once I roused again, momentarily, because the young hounds were whimpering in their unaccustomed surroundings. Tuttle’s shadowy figure moved out of the lighted kitchen and knelt beside them.

Murmuring, he stroked and calmed them, and they fell asleep again. I did too, smiling, because the young Plott hounds seemed to be at home….

When Ansel touched my shoulder, I came out of the featherbed immediately. It was just past four in the morning, still dark outside, and the wind had not died down. Tuttle cooked us rashers of country ham and two soft-scrambled eggs apiece, and when we had tamped it down with scalding coffee spiked with moonshine, we were ready to go hunting.

I pulled on heavy socks, thermal underwear, my boots, pants, and shirt, and Tuttle fitted me into a white waterproof coverall with a parka hood. When he was dressed as snugly, we checked the guns and ammunition and Ansel wrapped me in yards of blue-white, transparent plastic. I wrapped more of it around him, and we waddled out the back door of the cottage, hooded, into the sleety wind. He led the way through the dim light, past rice fields with frozen stalks, to a large pond that was a sheet of ice.

Or was it? To my astonishment, I saw that most of the pond was stained bright blue, like open water. During the night, Tuttle had brought his pots of blue-dyed water down and flooded the icy surface of the pond. And spaced all over it were snow goose decoys. The dawning light was faint, but I calculated that there must be over fifty of the decoys in place.

The wind was cutting. Pantomiming, Tuttle unreeled the polyethylene plastic from me, then himself, and draped it around the edge of the blue-dyed area. We arranged the featherlight material in long arcs, pinning it down with rocks and boulders which were already in place. I realized that Tuttle must have been up all night, getting the setup ready.

“Where’s the blind?” I shouted in Ms ear, from a distance of a few inches.

“No blind,” he roared back. “Squat down and drape some of this stuff over your shoulders.”

I crouched, draped myself, and loaded the shotgun with freezing hands. Tuttle had retreated across the pond, and when he ducked under the plastic in Ms white coverall and parka, I could barely make him out. He swung one arm, to indicate our fields of fire, and I nodded.

When Ansel started using Ms goose-call, honking abruptly, I was startled and lifted the gun. He kept calling for a long time, and my feet began to chill through the paratrooper boots and heavy socks. The rain had changed to sleety snow, and stung the portion of my face left exposed by the parka hood.

I began to be a trifle morose. He’s grateful for the young hounds, I thought, so he went overboard and rigged up a long-shot effort over a faked-up pond.

Tuttle kept honking on his call.

After another forty minutes of waiting and creeping cold, I was beginning to ache in the joints. I wanted to walk back to the cottage for a drink; I wanted a small cigar. And I wondered why I had let even an experienced guide like Tuttle talk me into such a water-haul. Frozen water, at that.

Then my spine chilled with an older cold. From far up in the slaty sky, a flight of geese was answering. They were descending, spiraling down toward us, their wing-beats solid. Braking now, black-tipped wings planing as they plummeted in, after the long reach from Canada.

I got my two with a straight-on shot and a slight swing. They crashed to the ice, and not until then did I hear Tuttle’s shotgun blast. Two more of the lovely white birds tumbled, and the rest of the flight took off again with a tremendous thrashing of wings. We could have reloaded and taken at least two more apiece before they were out of range.

Tuttle emerged from his polyethylene shroud and moved across the ice to pick up the fallen geese. I joined him and pointed at the decoys, but he shook his head. We wound each other back into the plastic again, walked gingerly off the ice, and back to the cottage.

While he was gutting, scalding, and plucking the snow geese, I put chains on the Rover. When that was done, I went back inside, got my dressed geese, and thanked Ansel. The young Plott hounds were bloated with warm milk and mallard, and condescended to let me scratch their distended bellies. Going back to the car, I jockeyed it along the frozen ruts to the highway and turned north toward home.



Two

I almost made it. A sleety rain was rattling around my coupe as I turned off the desolate stretch of pot-holed State Highway onto the narrower dirt road which led to my mountaintop eyrie. That road was rutted and stony, but gave the tires more traction, and I was jockeying the car along carefully when somebody out in the stormy night opened fire on me.

The first two shots were broadside and starred the glass in the right door window. Ducking instinctively, I gunned the car, put it into the shallow bar ditch and out again; the Rover fishtailed along the icy ruts but was gathering speed. Another shot stung my right ear and starred anpther hole, this time into the right edge of the windshield. As I slammed the headlights off with the heel of my hand, I saw blood spraying across my extended wrist.

A fourth shot chunked into the body of the coupe somewhere, and as I fought the wheel I saw headlights move in behind me. Over the blowing sleet, I heard my ambusher roaring nearer. He was closing the gap.

I gave the Rover all the throttle I thought it would take, hunting traction on the narrow dirt road. This involved swerving from one shoulder to the other through the fading light. The ambush car, only fitfully visible through sleety rain, opened up with another fusillade; slugs smashed into the Rover and I knew they were trying for my tires.

When I gained the top of the mountain and went roaring past the soon-obscured stretch of the side road that led to my cave garage, I was traveling far too fast. I knew the road down the other side of the mountain well, but in that dying light I had no slot to keep my wheels in. And the driver of the ambush car was no new hand.

His headlights grew larger in my rear-view mirror.

I switched my own headlights back on high-beam, but kept the interior dark because now we were working down the Ozark switchbacks, and if I missed one, it could turn into a spine-snapper. I nursed the plunging Rover down, easing on the wheel, and blood kept spraying from my nicked ear. The ambush car was still pushing hard, and from the muted thunder of its engine I thought it must have more than a stock mill in it. Once the pursuing headlights tilted crazily, and I knew it was slewing in the ruts, but the beams righted and came lancing down the steep turns after me.

There wasn’t much time. After we got on the flat at the bottom of the mountain, the ambush car would overtake me. Skidding and sliding through the last few switch-backs, I visualized the stretch ahead. About a mile of flat hemmed in by encroaching second-growth pine, the shoulders widening into a small flood flat on the left. This led, on that side, to a deep branch of the Buffalo River. On the right side, the road was rimmed by a plunging valley, hundreds of feet of sheer fall, to meet the narrow river far below.

At the end of the stretch was a low-water bridge over the river. Slabbed concrete, a suspension-smasher at any speed.

I steered the Rover out of the last switchback and opened it up down the straight. As I had expected, the ambush car began closing the gap swiftly, and I knew it would either catch me before the bridge or that I would tear up my wheel assemblies when I hit it.

I began to reduce speed, slowly, calculating as I watched the pursuing headlights grow in size. My gut ached; it was roiling with acids, and I tried to belch but couldn’t. The low-water bridge ahead had no walks or side-rails, just slabs of concrete that tilted in the middle. I eased the slowing Rover to the right, holding split attention between the RPM needle and the darkened precipice.

There was a rhythm involved, and I had to find it. Exactly. I nursed the Rover down to fifty, glanced again at the enlarging lights, and did two things almost in unison—one, quarter-turn the car into a slide, and, two, tamp the brake once, firmly, to accelerate the broadside slide. But not too much. The tires of the Rover wailed as its rear end whipped around and over the dark chasm, and swung back to the road. Reversing direction in a wide sliding arc that took it across the road into the flash-flood flat, and turned it completely around.

That left me heading back the way I had come, and with enough speed left to have momentum when I floor-boarded the Rover again. The rear wheels churned out of the weed-choked flood flat and back onto the narrow dirt road.

When I smashed into the ambush car, angling into its front left fender, the Rover was still gathering speed.

In the final second before impact, a reflex jerk by the unseen driver of the ambush car turned it toward the abyss side, and that helped. There was a grinding scream of metal and the heavier car went sliding over the edge. The Rover slithered after it and came to rest with its smashed front end nosing into darkness.

The seat and shoulder straps had kept me out of the wheel, but I had tested them good. And my bleeding ear had spotted the inside of the windshield with ruddy drops. I heard the ambush car thrash through small pine growths as it catapulted downward, then tear against the boulders which lined the steep drop. It caromed sideways off the rocks, and the headlights spun crazily as it went out of sight.

I unsnapped the protective harness, and lighted a small cigar with shaking hands. The copper-salts of fear were in my mouth, and my bladder was distended. The door would open, so I opened it, got out, and an involuntary vomit removed the cigar from my mouth. It seemed to take an intolerable time to locate my zipper. Shaking like a dog, I finally managed to urinate.

Then I slumped back into the car seat, holding the door open and fighting off nausea. The rain had almost stopped; only a faint fall was slatting against the windshield. With hands that were still shaking, but not so badly as before, I lighted another little cigar and held the lighter flame up into the blowing wind.

“Your Honor,” I said, “many thanks.”

Because nobody was kidding nobody. Many years ago, I had learned the maneuver which had saved my life from obstreperous moonshine drivers in North Carolina. They call it “the high-speed turnaround,” and once in my misspent youth I had seen one of those buckos not only do it, but do it at a much higher speed. He had actually whipped his car around, turned it all the way over and back onto the wheels, and reversed his field that way.

When my gut had quit jumping, I reached for the long flashlight which I kept magnetically attached to the underside of the instrument panel and went down the steep side of the road into the darkness below, clinging to shrubs and small trees. There was no light in the bottom of the canyon leading down to the river, and I knew that the smashing the ambush car had taken must have killed the car and whoever was in it.

There were two of them. Two young Negro men, well mangled. The car was a black Chrysler Imperial, or had been. Only the left rear door would open. I took the license number and motor-block number, and removed the two bodies. That took some time, since I had to disimpale and haul them through the one functioning door. They were both about thirty years old, in good shape, and had work-roughened hands.

As I knelt beside them, shivering, my flashlight probed at the contents of their wallets and pockets. Both were well-dressed, in new clothes reminiscent of the Black Panthers. Short boots, jeans, and windbreaker jackets over dark turtleneck sweaters. Both had the Afro-American bush hairtrim.

The largest one, George Washington Palmer, was over six feet and had two fingers missing on his left hand. The outside two. In his wallet was a U.S. Army Discharge Form 214. He had served two hitches as a machine-gunner in Vietnam, and been given an honorable discharge. The other, slightly smaller and darker, corpse, had been named Frederick Fulton, Jr. He had no record of military Service on him, but a card in his wallet said he was a Deputy Sheriff in Clinch County, Georgia. The card was two weeks old.

That seemed odd. I stowed the credentials of both of them in my coat, dragged the two bodies further away from the smashed Chrysler, and set it on fire. It burned readily, because the tumbling trip down the hill had broken it apart and set gasoline to leaking everywhere.


Three

After climbing back up to the road, I found that the Rover would still run, but just barely. The left front fender had been crumpled, and I had to take a strain with the tire tool to get it off the tire. Then I drove slowly back up over the mountain, past the crest where my house was hidden by the stand of high pines, and down to the pot-holed highway.

As I nursed the Rover along, I saw that its oil pressure was dropping fast so I unclutched as much as I could. At the edge of the village below, I coasted into a darkened filling station and used the telephone booth on the far side of the driveway. That was another first, because I had never before used a telephone from that village, even a pay phone, in the six years I had been living in the mountaintop house above it.

I used the emergency number, poured in quarters and smaller coins until the brusque, sleepy voice of Neal Pearsall answered. Pearsall was the Director of the Action Division, and an old friend of mine.

“This is Joe,” I said, “and I’ve got kind of a Mayday.”

“Never knew you when you didn’t,” he said. “So, Rooster’s Ass, Panic Button. Say on.”

I said on. Told him about my trip to deliver the Plott hound puppies, the ambush, and the two corpses in the canyon. He grunted once or twice, and told me to hush a minute while he took down the names of the two departed, the serial number of George Washington Palmer, and the information on Frederick Fulton, Jr. I added that I had burned the new Chrysler Imperial, but had taken fingerprints of both men on a bottle, in case the identifications were faked.

“What kind of a bottle?” he asked briskly.

“A recently emptied pint of Tequila Arandas, you gimpy bastard,” I shouted into the phone. “Distributed by Jules Berman and Associates from Beverly Hills, California. Eighty proof.”

“Good!” he said soothingly. “Let’s get all the facts.”

I rarely mentioned the other fact, that he had lost a leg in Korean combat. But sometimes he goaded me to it.

“So now we know. Anything else?”

“Yes, sir. I want to know why a black machine-gunner tried to kill me without warning, near my home, which is not exactly downtown. And the answer has to be near you, because I am off-duty and was returning from a social visit.”

“Right. Call me again tomorrow, around noon. Okay?”

“All right.” I hung the phone up, and went back to the car. It wouldn’t start, and I hoped I hadn’t scored the block. I took off walking down the main street of the village, which was three blocks long, and had to bang on the front door of the High Sheriff, Hank Roach, for some time before he opened it and stared at me without visible enthusiasm.

He drove me back up the mountain, after promising to get my Rover checked by the local mechanic, and to retrieve the two corpses. I got out of his car and walked toward the high, electrified gate which led to my mountaintop home.
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