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  Chapter One


  HE WAS GOING TO DIE. If he stayed in Chicago one more day, he knew he would go to the top of one of the taller buildings and throw himself off; or maybe look into the barrel of the .45-caliber pistol his brother had brought home from Vietnam and test-fire it into his own forehead. He thought of trains, but trains might leave him only mangled. Trains weren’t a sure thing. Trains were fickle as fate, and Bill Buffalo knew many poems about fate. He thought of fate as a person, a god, a muse, a force personified in cadences as strange to the English language as his native Ojupa language, now officially declared a dead tongue of historical interest alone. He was an Ojupa brave. He was born to hunt. To run. To dance around fires at night, and look into his own soul through the animals of the American plains.


  The only animals in his tenement flat were mice, possibly rats, and of course roaches. And the only thing he wanted to dance about was death, his own.


  With a slow deliberate motion, he put the clip of .45-caliber slugs into the automatic and looked down the barrel of the gun. What a last vision, he thought. A white man’s tool.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Oh my—” said the landlady, seeing the young student sitting in his shorts at the edge of the brand-new bed, a large pistol pointed at his head, and his thumb about to pull the trigger. Immediately she understood the danger. If he missed, the slug would go directly into the new rose-patterned wallpaper behind him. It was from a remnants sale and there was no way she could replace it. Put a hole in the paper, and she would either have to cover it with some picture, or if that failed, buy entirely new paper for the wall and maybe the whole room.


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


  “What?” asked Bill Buffalo.


  “Lots of things,” she said. Her name was Tracto. Because of her bulk people called her Tractor, but never to her face.


  “What?”


  “Me,” she said. She tried to smile at him lasciviously. When she first rented to him she had been afraid of rape. She would watch him walk down the hall, his beautifully muscled body clad in just a pair of shorts, and she would lock her door so that he couldn’t walk in and take her forcibly. Then she stopped locking her door and then started leaving it ajar and going to sleep half-nude. And still her fears weren’t realized. Now she told herself she could save the handsome young Indian with her body. If it was to save a life, it would not be a sin.


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


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


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


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


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


  “And there are other things,” she cried.


  “What?”


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


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


  “But you do have friends.”


  “I have friends,” said Bill Buffalo sadly. “I have Indian friends and I have white friends. And I have no friends. Do you know what you get for studying three years of nothing but classical Greek literature?”


  “A degree?”


  “You get crazy. I don’t know whether I’m an Indian or a white man. Dammit, I think more like an ancient Greek than I do an Ojupa or an American white. I’m nothing, and the place for nothing is death.”


  “Something must have brought this on,” said Angela Tracto. If she could get him to turn around, then maybe the bullet would hit a window. She had a renter’s policy from a mail-order catalog. The windows were insured. The wallpaper was not. Also insured were doors, chandeliers, and moats that had to be redredged in case of siege. Wallpaper, floors, and fire damage were not. But that was all right. What could one expect for pennies a month? If the Phrygians ever raided South Chicago, Angela Tracto would be rich.


  “My brother died. He got drunk and he drove a tractor into a ditch and it turned over on him. It crushed him. And I didn’t go to the funeral.”


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


  “It’s not his death that made me sad. It’s not that I did not go to the funeral that made me sad. What made me realize I was dead was when my father chanted the death dirge over the telephone, and do you know what I did?”


  “You asked him if the call was collect?”


  “I didn’t know Ojupa from Greek or Latin. I didn’t know it. I didn’t know the words for ‘mother’ or ‘father’ or ‘earth’ or ‘good-bye.’ I had forgotten the words. And I answered my own father with a quote from Sophocles.”


  Bill Buffalo took a very deep breath and then shut his eyes because he had decided finally he did not want to see the bullet.


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


  “It’s too late.”


  “How did you learn the first time?”


  “The first time I didn’t have all these other languages swimming around in my head. The first time I didn’t dream in Greek or Latin. The first time all I knew was Ojupa.”


  “You can do it again. Lots have done it. I’ve had many young men who went to the big university and felt just the way you do, and when they returned to their home countries, everything was fine. Their problem was they were here. Like you. Just get up and face another direction and you’ll feel better. Try it.”


  Bill Buffalo looked at the big barrel. He was sure he wouldn’t feel a thing, and that was what he was after: not feeling. On the other hand, why not get up and see if he felt better?


  He lowered the gun. Ms. Tracto must have been very happy at that because a big grin spread over her face. That was strange. He never thought she cared about anything but the rent or possibly getting him into her bedroom, the door of which always seemed to be open at night.


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


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


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


  “I don’t belong there.”


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


  It was a lie, of course, but a successful wallpaper-saving lie. What Angela Tracto didn’t know was that she was sending back to Ojupa, Oklahoma, the man whose birth all mankind would regret and who might possibly bring about the end of the world.


  If she had been told that a scourge as old as the first raising of one brother’s hand against another was going to reappear, she would have said so long as it didn’t reappear on her rose wallpaper that was all right with her. But then, she didn’t know what the handsome young man with the strong cheekbones had studied. She didn’t know the ancient texts and she didn’t know how Greek would combine with Ojupa one night around a fire, when this young man, this walking H-bomb, returned to Oklahoma to be reunited with his people.


  All she knew was that her rose wallpaper was safe.


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


  By the next morning he was in Ojupa, Oklahoma, with the heat and the dust and the shanties with the television antennas and the bottles of whiskey and beer lying in open sewers, some of the bottles still attached to his relatives. In Ojupa it was absolutely clear again why he had left: no future. And for him not even much of a past.


  “Hey, Bill fella, good to see you back, man,” said Running Deere. Running Deere was named after a tractor because everyone knew a tractor was more reliable than any animal. Besides, real deer hadn’t run around the Ojupa lands for decades now, but John Deere tractors almost always seemed to run.


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


  “How’s life in the big city?” asked Running Deere, hoisting his balloon paunch over his too-tight Levi’s. He wore a T-shirt proclaiming his love for Enid, Oklahoma.


  “I want to get away from it. I want to get away from everything I learned there. I don’t know who I am anymore. I’m going to visit my brother’s grave. I’m going to sing the death chant. Would you come with me, Running Deere? Would you bring others who know the Ojupa tongue? Would you bring the medicine man?”


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


  “I don’t want beer. I don’t want whiskey. I don’t want tractors. I want Ojupa ways. I don’t even want these white man’s clothes.”


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


  “You can have everything. Just chant with me at my brother’s grave and don’t forget the medicine man and Little Elk, and my father. And never again call me Bill, but Big Buffalo,” said Bill.


  That night he put on clothes that felt right and natural, leaving his legs and arms free, not bound, and gave up his shirt and jeans and went with the friends of his childhood to his brother’s grave, and there in the full Oklahoma moon he joined those of his blood in reverence for one of the tribe who had gone to join those who no longer lived in this world.


  The night was cold and his skin prickled with goose bumps, but he didn’t mind as he felt the old chants come back to him. Warm as his mother’s milk, familiar as a hug, the words came from the back of his throat, dancing on his tongue, clicking at his teeth as though he had never forgotten them. All the Chicago boarding rooms and all the hours of study in the library were gone as he felt his feet join with the earth and himself become one with his people. It had worked. Ms. Tracto, the landlady, was right. He was home, and he would never leave again. The words poured out, about loss, about return, until, totally one with the Ojupa words themselves, he said:


  “Atque in perpetuum frater, ave atque vale.”


  And smiling he turned to his tribesmen, to see their faces blank and the medicine man, normally the last to show any emotion on his withered seventy-year-old-face, shocked. His tribesmen looked at each other in confusion.


  “What’s wrong?” he asked.


  “What language you speaking, Big Buffalo?”


  “Ojupa. It was beautiful. I said to my brother, ‘And so, brother, forever, hello and good-bye.’”


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


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


  “But the words came right from my soul,” said Big Buffalo. “It’s the most famous Ojupa saying. Hello and good-bye. It’s from a poem about a young man who returns from abroad and finds his brother dead, and says, ‘And so, brother, forever, hello and goodbye.’ Ave atque vale.”


  Big Buffalo slapped his forehead and groaned. He had just recited a Latin poem from Catullus. The “abroad” he had referred to was the other end of the long-dead Roman Empire.


  He fell to his knees before the medicine man. “Save me. Save me. Kill the foreign spirits in me. Rid me of the white man’s curse. I don’t want his education. I don’t want his languages. I want to dream in my people’s tongues.”


  But the medicine man shook his head.


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


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


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


  “Hey, give the guy what he wants,” said Running Deere. He had always liked Big Buffalo and felt the medicine man too much a stickler for the old ways. Besides, there weren’t that many old ways left, considering the television and booze and pickup trucks that had become the real life of the Ojupa tribe.


  But the medicine man shook his head. They were on sacred ground, the small hill that held the remains of those who had passed on to the other world of the Ojupa. It had been made sacred by the buffalo horns and the fires of the dried mushrooms, and the grasses of the plains and the good spirits that had been called here by previous medicine men. There were crosses here too, because some Ojupa were Christians. But it was still sacred ground because the medicine men of the tribe had prepared it first. The war dead were here also, those who had fought against the white man’s cavalry and those who, in later wars, for the white men against other white men. There were Marines and soldiers here as well as braves.


  “Hey, medicine man, why you shaking your head?” asked Little Elk. He was a construction worker in nearby Enid and he was big enough to stick the old man under an arm and carry him around like a parcel.


  “Big Buffalo’s problems are bad. There are tales of a man who has lost the soul of his people. This is not new. But the whole tribe must ask the spirits to visit if he is to be saved.”


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


  “There are spirits and there are spirits. These are the spirits of blood and anger and pride and the great spirit of misjudgment.”


  “Misjudgment?” asked Little Elk. He laughed. He had never heard of that one and it didn’t sound too frightening. Besides, they were running out of beer, and the cemetery on the hill gave him the willies. He didn’t like any cemetery, especially at night. Big Buffalo, who had been the smartest kid at the reservation school, was crying on his knees, his hands up in the air, babbling that strange foreign language. Running Deere was looking at his watch because he knew the liquor store was closing soon in nearby Enid, and the others were slapping their arms because the Oklahoma night was getting very cold.


  The stars looked brighter on a cold night, thought Little Elk. He hated stars. He hated anything having to do with the outdoors. He hated loud noises. Little Elk liked computers and air-conditioned rooms and people who never raised their voices. Running Deere was yelling at the medicine man and Big Buffalo was crying, and finally Little Elk said:


  “Medicine man, do the prayers. Say the chants. C’mon. It’s late. It’s cold. Big Buffalo has always been a nice guy. One of the nicest. Give him a break. And give me a break too. And the rest of us.”


  “Yeah,” said Running Deere.


  And the others joined in too, so that the medicine man finally and wearily said, “I am old. I will not have to live with what happens, but you will, all of you.”


  “Hey, medicine man, nothing ever happens. If our medicine is so strong, what are we doing in a stinking patch of ground the white man left us? Just do it, make Big Buffalo happy, and let’s get out of here and get a drink.” Thus spoke Little Elk, but he spoke for all of them.


  The old man lowered himself to his knees, and stretched out his arms, palms upward, and began to chant, earth tones with the rhythm of the earth, sky tones with the rhythms of the universe sparkling above them on the little cemetery hill of Ojupa land. Big Buffalo joined the chant with his funny language. Running Deere felt an urge to build a fire, and Little Elk, who normally hated anything physical, scurried around gathering twigs for the fire. The medicine man lowered his head to the earth, and reaching into his waistband withdrew a handful of sacred mushrooms.


  He dropped them into the fire, and the fire smoked and they gathered around the little blaze and breathed in the sacred smoke and exhaled the chants, the medicine man and the young braves in the Ojupa tongue and poor Big Buffalo in the crazy language.


  The smoke grew and danced, and stretched its arms, and howled, a long, low howl deeper than a coyote and stronger than a bear. Iron banged against iron, and cries of the wounded filled the night air, even though they all knew no one around them had been hurt and no one was banging anything. Big Buffalo was laughing and Little Elk was screaming when they heard the first words.


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


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


  “You look like a bunch of regular guys with some brains and guts,” came the voice from the fire. There was a man in the fire. He was laughing. Even in his suit, everyone could see he was well built. He looked like a man of men, with a clean smile, a strong jaw, and eyes that seemed to shine in the night.


  He carried a briefcase. He didn’t burn. The briefcase didn’t burn, and the fire went out suddenly, as though doused by a passing rainstorm. But it wasn’t raining.


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


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


  “Closed. Fine young men like yourselves denied drink? Who closed it?” asked the man. He thumped his chest, inhaling the good night air.


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


  “Which state?”


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


  “Whatever you want to call me, friend. I’m here for you. I’m going to make you rich, respected, and famous. I’m going to make you feel like real men. I’m going to make it so that when they sing songs around your campfires a thousand years from today they will remember your names with awe. That’s who I am.”


  “And you call yourself… ?”


  “Liquor store. Are you going to let Oklahoma tell you when you can drink and when you can’t? Slaves live like that. Are you slaves?”


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


  “Whose locks? Who has a right to lock you out on land that should be your own? Free men, real men, own their land. What are you?”


  “Who are you?” asked Running Deere.


  “The man who’s going to get you some fine drink, the sort of liquor you deserve whenever you want it. Not when Oklahoma tells you.”


  “I don’t know,” said Running Deere.


  “A big man like yourself? What are you afraid of?”


  They didn’t know his name, but they knew he made sense. This muscular stranger who had appeared out of the fire had an answer for everything. No one noticed, as they marched off the little hill of the cemetery, that the medicine man was not with them. His head was still pressed to the ground, and he was crying, crying that the wrong spirit had been unleashed. Nor did they notice Big Buffalo in a trance, saying nothing, his eyes wide, mumbling only the funny tongue he had learned at the white man’s school in Chicago.


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


  “I like war dead,” he said. “Lets you know men lived here. Real men. The Ojupa are great among peoples. Never let anyone tell you otherwise. You hear?”


  They still didn’t know his name when they drove into Enid in a pickup truck. The liquor store was locked and barred, and the streets were empty.


  “Never getting in,” said Little Elk.


  “I could tell you how to get in there, but a smart guy like you, Little Elk, can figure it out,” said the stranger, giving Little Elk a manly slap on the back. “It’s an adventure. Let’s go for it.”


  The man’s corporate gray suit never seemed to wrinkle and his tie was as neat as he when he stepped out of the smoke of the campfire back at the Ojupa cemetery. The braves felt a sense of excitement about this man, more than anything they had ever felt in sports, more than in the biggest football game.


  “What have you got to lose?” he asked. “You want me to lead? I’ll lead.” He jumped out of the truck, but not before Running Deere, who now seemed faster than ever, cut him off and headed for the front door. Little Elk figured the rear would be easier, and with a car jack he pried open the bars at the rear of the store. Alarms went off but Running Deere and the stranger were too fast. They were in the store and out with a case of whiskey apiece before any police could arrive, and the pickup truck sped out of Enid with everyone singing old Ojupa war songs. By morning, everyone but the stranger had a hangover, and they could see sheriff’s cars crisscrossing the reservation looking for them.


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


  “I told them,” said the stranger happily. He looked even healthier in the daylight, with bright eyes, a peppy disposition, and a can-do attitude. Running Deere wanted to throttle the man. But Big Buffalo, who had found them and who was still mouthing that funny language, reverted to English to tell them not to bother, that it wouldn’t do any good.


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


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


  “Shoot me. Go ahead. Shoot me,” he said. “If there is anyone here who loves the Ojupa more than I, let him blow my brains out now. Go ahead.”


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


  “I couldn’t have given you a greater gift. Because after today, you will never skulk around a sheriff again. You will never fear when you see his blue bubble coming after you on a highway, or hear his siren. You are meant to walk on this Ojupa land as lords of it, not frightened little boys. Are you men or boys? As for me, give me liberty or give me death.”


  The stranger snapped open his case and there inside were five brand-new mini-machine guns, smaller than the famed Israeli Uzi, hardly larger than pistols.


  “The question is, do you guys want to live forever? Or are you going to stand up once for manhood? Are you going to honor those dead in your cemetery, or are you going to go on living like half Indians, half whites, all nothing? As for me, death doesn’t frighten me nearly as much as slavery, nearly as much as seeing my women look down on me, nearly as much as living each dusty, dreary day like some little gopher who has to hide at the sound of a footstep. I cannot promise you victory this day, good Ojupa braves, but I can promise you honor. And that is all any of us have in the end.”


  There wasn’t a shaking hand in the band as they reached for the submachine guns. And it was known throughout the reservation and indeed on other reservations and across the country what happened that day. A handful of Ojupa braves annihilated an entire sheriff’s posse, and when the state troopers were sent in, they took them on too. They flew the banner of the Ojupa, and Running Deere said it best for all of them:


  “Maybe we won’t win this day, and maybe we won’t live this day, but the world will sure as hell know we were here.”


  The state troopers had automatic weapons too, and even an armored car. They outnumbered the small band and had all been trained to a fine edge. But there was a spirit now in the Ojupa. Little Elk didn’t mind discomfort and Running Deere no longer waddled but moved swiftly.


  They fought through the morning and into the afternoon and laughed at requests to surrender, scoffed at warnings that their cause was hopeless, and by nightfall other young men had joined them.


  In a brilliant night attack devised by Little Elk and led by Running Deere, the now larger band outflanked the state troopers and forced them to surrender, taking all their weapons.


  “We’ll let you live so that you may tell others that you have met the real Ojupa,” said Running Deere. He no longer wore blue jeans or a shirt that professed love for Enid, Oklahoma, but a uniform made of real deerskin. A knife was stuck in his belt.


  “When we come back we will fill the sky with so many helicopters we’ll block out the damned sun,” said a state trooper, angry that they should yield to an outlaw band.


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


  His words and the deeds of the Ojupa spread to other reservations. By the time the reinforced state troopers returned, they were met by a little army composed of frustrated, downtrodden braves, and this time the army outnumbered the troopers.


  And Little Elk, warned about helicopters, had prepared defenses against the slow-moving targets with the many guns. The state troopers fought bravely that day, but the Ojupa were braver and shrewder.


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


  They buried their dead, even as warnings that the Oklahoma National Guard were about to close in came to the little cemetery on the hill.


  One of the dead was Big Buffalo, or Bill Buffalo as he was known for a while. He was buried with full honors, even though it didn’t seem as though he died in battle. There were powder burns at his right temple and a gun was found in his right hand. One of the braves remembered his last words.


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


  No one knew what it meant, until later, when it was all over, one of Buffalo’s teachers from Chicago came down to pay last respects to one of his finest students ever.


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


  “Wasn’t talking to anyone. He was looking at our friend who came out of the campfire, and just kept saying those funny words. He said them and then put the gun to his head. And bang. Pulled the trigger,” said the witness.


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


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


  With the leadership of the stranger and their own good fighting skills and courage, the Ojupa that day registered the first Indian victory against federal troops since the Battle of Little Big Horn. But by now other tribes were ready to join, because this time the word was in the air:


  “This time we can win.”


  · · ·


  In Washington the news was grim. An entire National Guard division, one of the best in the country with the most modern equipment, had been soundly defeated in Oklahoma. Not only that, but the Indian band was growing daily as it marched northward. It had to be stopped.


  The problem was that it would be Americans fighting Americans.


  “If we win, we still lose,” said the President.


  “We’ve got to find a way to stop this without a war,” said the Secretary of the Interior.


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


  “What on earth is left for you to buy?” snapped the President, astonished that the Defense Department still wanted to spend more money even though every month it went through the gross national product of most of the rest of the world.


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


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


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


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


  “From whom?” asked the President. He was known to the public as an amiable person, not concerned with details. But every cabinet member knew he had a firm, sharp grasp of facts, and while he never became angry in front of television cameras, he certainly could show anger in these meetings.


  There was silence among the cabinet.


  “Thank you, gentlemen. That’s all I want to know,” he said, dismissing them. Then he went to the bedroom in the White House and, at the proper time, took a red telephone out of a bureau drawer. He did not have to dial. As soon as he picked up the phone it would ring. This time he did not hear the reassuring voice saying that everything would be taken care of, that there was no wall that posed an obstacle or killer elite that was a threat. This time, reaching out for America’s most powerful and most secret enforcing arm, he got a wrong number.


  Chapter Two


  HIS NAME WAS REMO and there was no reason he couldn’t handle a simple telephone connection as well as the next guy. It was just a matter of putting one connector into another. That it had to be done by getting past guard dogs, and over one of the most modern defense perimeters in the world, did not matter. It was still a simple connection.


  “You plug the red socket into the red receptacle. We’ve colored it red so you won’t forget,” Harold W. Smith had told him.


  There had been a problem on the direct-access line from the White House and Smith feared that the President might not be able to get through without being compromised by some new electronic device on sale to the public. There was so much electronics out there, private eavesdropping, that it had become a problem for the organization to keep its secret phone calls secret. The very office of the presidency could be ruined if ever it was discovered an organization so contrary to the laws of the country was being used to protect those very same laws. There would be disaster if others than the small group that comprised it should ever know of its existence.


  Therefore more secure phone access was called for.


  As Harold W. Smith, the lemon-faced head of the organization, explained it, Remo should imagine sound waves as two giant pillows encapsulating the world. America’s eavesdropping and Russia’s. Where they met created an absolutely perfect interference pattern. If the organization could establish its sending base inside that area by the simple plugging of one cord into a monitoring station there, then the President could use his red phone without fear of anyone listening in.


  The problem was that the monitoring station was in Cuba, right smack in its most heavily fortified area, just outside the American base at Guantanamo. There the Cuban special forces practiced approaching the American defenses and then retreating. To penetrate the monitoring station to repair the phone lines in the overlap area would be like swimming through a tide of oncoming humans, the best-trained humans in Cuba.


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


  Smith nodded. They were on a small patrol boat just off the coast of Florida. They would meet, if everything went well, in Puerto Rico after the assignment. Even though it was sweltering, Smith still wore his gray three-piece suit.


  “And the blue wire into the blue connector. We know the Russian connector is blue. They always coat their connectors in that sort of installation with blue. It’s a special noncorrosive metal. Everything tends to corrode in the Caribbean. The Russians have placed their station over an old American monitoring station. Don’t worry about the electronics. It will work. Just get into the station with the equipment. And then get out without them knowing you were ever there. That’s the problem. We’re piggybacking this thing. They’ve got to think everything is running normally. Can you do it?”


  “Red into red,” said Remo.


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


  “And blue into blue,” said Remo. He looked at the blue wire. Nothing special, no longer than nine inches, with a tiny electrode attached. And the red plug seemed just like a simple outlet plug. He held both of them in one hand.


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


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


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


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


  And he kept that in mind as he waited for dusk to slip into a little gully just beneath a Marine machine gun nest at the outer rim of the Guantanamo naval base. He could have told the Marines a friend was going to move through their lines, but their help would probably only serve to alert the other side.


  It wasn’t full dark as his soft steps became softer, not pressing on the earth but becoming a friend with the ground underneath, feeling the rhythms of the humid Caribbean air, the silence of the ground, the moisture on his skin, and the rich smell of the green jungle growth all around him.


  He wasn’t a man sneaking past some Marines, he was part of the environment they worked in. He was the air they felt, the ground they walked on, the sounds of the jungle, part of it all. And being part, they didn’t see him. One sergeant thought he had seen a shadow pass, but shadows, especially at dusk, were everywhere. What they did hear was the rustle beyond of another Cuban special-forces battalion starting their advance.


  They would come close, as though attacking, so close they could make out faces even with little light, and then at the last minute they would retreat.


  This evening the jungle hummed as fifteen hundred Cubans moved as silently as they could toward the American perimeter. They moved forward and they moved back, and through them moved a man who blended into the jungle more completely than any of the animals living there. And they finished their exercise never knowing that the man had simply walked by them.


  Remo found the monitoring station as he was told he would, where he was told he would, and he easily located the guards through their movements. He was quiet within himself, the sort of quiet that does not listen for sounds but allows the body not to strain, thus doing more than not making sounds, becoming the silence that makes all other sound, no matter how small, clear. Through the noise he knew where the guards were, how quickly they walked, or, if they sat, by their breathing how awake they were. And he simply moved where they weren’t.


  And he found the right room, and he found the red socket. And everything would have gone perfectly, except there was a red wire near the red socket. And Smith had not told him about the red wire.


  “Don’t panic,” he told himself. He plugged the red socket into the red plug. His lean body and sharp features seemed to blend into the darkness even of the machines of the installation. Only his thick wrists seemed to stand out, poking from a dark body-tight shirt set above dark gray slacks. He wore loafers because he never liked shoes tight to his feet. They interrupted the sensitivity of his soles.
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