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  BOOK I




  







  1




  In Rome, on the Good Friday before Easter, seven terrorists made their final preparations to assassinate the Pope of the Roman Catholic Church. This band of four men and three

  women believed they were liberators of mankind. They called themselves the ‘Christs of Violence’.




  The leader of this particular band was an Italian youth well seasoned in the technique of terror. For this particular operation he had assumed the code name ‘Romeo’; it pleased his

  youthful sense of irony, and its sentimentality sweetened his intellectual love of mankind.




  On the late afternoon of Good Friday, Romeo rested in a ‘safe’ house provided by the International One Hundred. Lying on rumpled bedsheets stained with cigarette ash and night sweat

  he read a paperback edition of The Brothers Karamazov. His leg muscles cramped with tension, perhaps fear, it didn’t matter. It would pass as it always did. But this mission was so

  different, so complex, involved so much danger of the body and the spirit. On this mission he would be truly a Christ of Violence, that name so Jesuitical it always moved him to laughter.




  Romeo had been born Armando Giangi, to rich, high society parents who subjected him to a drowsy, luxurious, religious upbringing, a combination that so offended his ascetic nature that at the

  age of sixteen he renounced worldly goods and the Catholic Church. So now, at twenty-three, what greater rebellion could there be for him than the killing of the Pope? And yet there was still, for

  Romeo, a superstitious dread. As a child he had received Holy Confirmation from a red-hatted cardinal. Romeo remembered always that ominous red hat painted in the very fires of hell.




  So, confirmed by God in every ritual, Romeo prepared himself to commit a crime so terrible that hundreds of millions would curse his name, for his true name would become known. He would be

  captured. That was part of the plan. And then what happened depended on Yabril. But in time he, Romeo, would be acclaimed a hero who helped change this cruel social order. What was infamy in one

  century grew saintly in the next. And vice versa, he thought with a smile. The very first Pope to take the name of Innocent, centuries ago, had published a Papal Bull authorizing torture, and had

  been hailed for propagating the true Faith, rescuing heretic souls.




  It also appealed to Romeo’s youthful irony that the Church would canonize the Pope he was planning to kill. He would create a new saint. And how he hated them. All these Popes. Pope

  Innocent IV, Pope Pius, Pope Benedict, oh they sanctified too much, these amassers of wealth, these suppressors of the true faith of human freedom, these pompous wizards who smothered the wretched

  of the earth with their magic of ignorance, their hot insults to credulity.




  He, Romeo, one of the ‘First Hundred’ of the Christs of Violence, would help erase that crude magic. The First Hundred, vulgarly called terrorists, were spread over Japan, Germany,

  Italy, Spain and even the tulipy Dutch. It was worth noting that there were none of the First Hundred in America. That democracy, that birthplace of freedom, had only intellectual revolutionaries

  who fainted at the sight of blood. Who exploded their bombs in empty buildings after warning people to leave; who thought public fornication on the steps of houses of state an act of idealistic

  rebellion. How contemptible they were. It was not surprising that America had never given one man to the Revolutionary Hundred.




  Romeo put a halt to his day-dreaming. What the hell, he didn’t know if there were a hundred. There might be fifty or sixty, it was just a symbolic number. But such symbols rallied the

  masses and seduced the media. The only fact he really knew was that he, Romeo, was one of the First Hundred, and so was his friend and fellow conspirator, Yabril.




  One of the many churches of Rome chimed its bells. It was nearly six in the evening of this Good Friday. In another hour Yabril would arrive to review all the mechanics of the complicated

  operation. The killing of the Pope would be the opening move of a brilliantly conceived chess game; a series of daring acts that delighted Romeo’s romantic soul.




  Yabril was the only man who had ever awed Romeo, physically and mentally. Yabril knew the treacheries of governments, the hypocrisies of legal authority, the dangerous optimism of idealists, the

  surprising deceptions in loyalty of even the most dedicated terrorists. But most of all Yabril was a genius of revolutionary warfare. He was contemptuous of the small mercies and infantile pity

  that affect most men. Yabril had but one aim, to free the future.




  And Yabril was more merciless than Romeo could ever be. Romeo had murdered innocent people, betrayed his parents and his friends, assassinated a judge who had once protected him. Romeo

  understood that political killing might be a kind of insanity, he was willing to pay that price. But when Yabril said to him, ‘If you cannot throw a bomb into a kindergarten, then you are not

  a true revolutionary,’ Romeo told him, ‘That I could never do.’




  But he could kill a Pope.




  Yet in the dark Roman nights, horrible little monsters, only the fetuses of dreams, covered Romeo’s body with sweat distilled from ice.




  Romeo sighed, rolled off his filthy bed to shower and shave before Yabril arrived. He knew that Yabril would judge his cleanliness a good sign, morale high for the coming mission. Yabril, like

  many sensualists, believed in a certain amount of spit and polish. Romeo, a true ascetic, could live in shit.




  On the Roman streets, on his walk to visit Romeo, Yabril took the usual precautions. But in fact everything really depended on internal security, the loyalty of the fighting

  cadres, the integrity of the First Hundred. But not they, not even Romeo knew the full extent of the mission.




  Yabril was an Arab who easily passed for a Sicilian, as indeed many could. He had the thin dark face but the lower part, the chin and jaw, were surprisingly heavier, coarser, as if with an extra

  layer of bone. In his leisure time he grew a silky fur of a beard to hide the coarseness. But when he was part of an operation, he shaved himself clean. As the Angel of Death he showed his true

  face to the enemy.




  Yabril’s eyes were a pale tan, his hair had only isolated lines of gray and that heaviness of the jaw was repeated in the thickness of his chest and shoulders. His legs were long for the

  shortness of his body and masked the physical power he could generate. But nothing could hide the alert intelligence of his eyes.




  Yabril detested the whole idea of the First Hundred. He thought it a fashionable public relations gimmick, despised its formal renunciation of the material world. These university-trained

  revolutionaries, like Romeo, were too romantic in their idealism, too contemptuous of compromise. Yabril understood that a little corruption in the rising bread of revolution was necessary.




  Yabril had long ago given up all moral vanity. He had the clear conscience of those who believe and know that they are devoted with all their souls to the betterment of mankind. But he never

  reproached himself for his acts of self-interest. There had been his personal contracts with oil sheiks to kill political rivals. Odd jobs of murder for those new African heads of state, who,

  educated at Oxford, had learned to delegate; then the random acts of terror for sundry respectable political chiefs. All those men in the world, who control everything except the power of life and

  death.




  These acts were never known to the First Hundred, and certainly never confided to Romeo. Yabril received funds from the Dutch, English and American oil companies, money from Russian Communist

  fronts, and even long ago in his career, payment from the American CIA for a very special secret execution. But all that was in the early days.




  Now, he lived well, he was not ascetic, after all he had been poor, though not born so. He was fond of good wine and gourmet food, preferred luxury hotels, enjoyed gambling, and often succumbed

  to the ecstasy of a woman’s flesh. Always paying for that ecstasy with money, gifts and exerting his personal charm. He had a dread of romantic love.




  Despite these ‘revolutionary’ weaknesses, Yabril was famous in his circles for the power of his will. He had absolutely no fear of death, not so extraordinary, but more uniquely he

  had no fear of pain. And it was, perhaps, because of this that he could be so ruthless.




  Yabril had proved himself over the years. He was absolutely unbreakable under any kind of physical or psychological persuasion. He had survived imprisonment in Greece, France, Russia and two

  months of interrogation by Israeli Security whose expertness inspired his admiration. He had defeated them, perhaps because his body had the trick of losing feeling under duress. At last everyone

  understood. Yabril was granite under pain.




  When he was the captor, he often charmed his victims. That he recognized a certain insanity in himself was part of his charm and part of the fear he inspired. Or perhaps that there was no malice

  in his cruelties. Yet all in all he savored life, he was a light-hearted terrorist. Even now he thoroughly enjoyed the fragrant streets of Rome, the twilight of Good Friday filled with the chimes

  of countless holy bells, though he was preparing the most dangerous operation of his life.




  Everything was in place. Romeo’s cadre was in place. Yabril’s own cadre would arrive in Rome the next day. The two cadres would be in separate safe houses, their only link the two

  leaders. Yabril knew that this was a great moment. This coming Easter Sunday and the days after would be a brilliant creation.




  He, Yabril, would direct nations down roads they abhorred to tread. He would throw off all his shadowy masters, they would be his pawns and he would sacrifice them all, even poor Romeo. Only

  death could defeat his plans, or failure of nerve. Or to be truthful, one of a hundred errors in timing. But the operation was so complicated, so ingenious, it gave him pleasure. Yabril stopped in

  the street to enjoy the spires of cathedrals, the happy faces of the citizens of Rome, his melodramatic speculation of the future.




  But like all men who think they can change the course of history by their own will, their own intelligence, their own strength, Yabril did not give due weight to the accidents and coincidences

  of history, nor to the possibility that there could be men more terrible than himself. Men bred in the strict structure of society, wearing the mask of benign law givers, could be far more ruthless

  and cruel.




  Watching the devout and joyful pilgrims in the streets of Rome, believers in an omnipotent God, he was filled with a sense of his own invincibility. Proudly he would go beyond their God’s

  forgiveness, for at the uttermost reach of evil, good must necessarily begin.




  Yabril was now in one of the poorer districts of Rome where people could more easily be intimidated and bribed. He came to Romeo’s safe house as darkness fell. The ancient four-storey

  apartment building had a large courtyard half encircled by a stone wall, all the apartments controlled by the underground revolutionary movement. Yabril was admitted by one of the three females in

  Romeo’s cadre. She was a thin woman in jeans and a blue denim shirt that was unbuttoned almost down to her waist. She wore no bra, there was no roundness of breasts visible. She had been on

  one of Yabril’s operations before. He did not like her but he admired her ferocity. They had quarreled once and she had not backed down.




  The woman’s name was Annee. She wore her jet black hair in a Prince Valiant cut that did not flatter her strong blunt face, but drew notice to her blazing eyes that measured everyone with

  a sort of fury, even Romeo and Yabril. She had not yet been fully briefed on the mission but the appearance of Yabril told her it was of the utmost importance. She smiled briefly, without speaking,

  then closed the door after Yabril stepped inside.




  Yabril noted with disgust how filthy the interior of the house had become. There were dirty dishes and glasses and remnants of food scattered over the living room, the floor littered with

  newspapers. Romeo’s cadre was composed of four men and three women, all Italian. The women refused to clean up, it was contrary to their revolutionary belief to do domestic chores on an

  operation unless the men did their share. The men, all university students, still young, had the same belief in the rights of women, but they were the conditioned darlings of Italian mothers, and

  also knew that a back-up cadre would clean the house of all incriminating marks after they left. The unspoken compromise was that the squalor would be ignored. A compromise that irritated only

  Yabril.




  He said to Annee, ‘What pigs you are.’




  Annee measured him with a cool contempt. ‘I’m not a housekeeper,’ she said.




  And Yabril recognized her quality immediately. She was not afraid of him or any man or woman. She was a true believer. She was quite willing to burn at the stake. Alarm bells went off in his

  mind.




  Romeo, so handsome, so vital that Annee lowered her eyes, came racing down the stairs from the apartment above and embraced Yabril with real affection, then led him out into the courtyard where

  they sat on a small stone bench. The night air was filled with the scent of spring flowers, and with that scent there was a faint hum, the sound of countless thousands of pilgrims shouting and

  talking in the streets of Lenten Rome. Above it all the ascending and descending tolls of hundreds of church bells acclaimed the approaching Easter Sunday.




  Romeo lit a cigarette and said, ‘Our time has finally come, Yabril. No matter what happens, our names will be known to mankind for ever.’




  Yabril laughed at the stilted romanticism, felt a little contempt for this desire for personal glory. ‘Infamous,’ he said. ‘We compete with a long history of terror.’

  Yabril was thinking of their embrace. An embrace of professional love on his part, but shot through with remembered terror like parricides standing over a father they had murdered together.




  There were dim electric lights along the courtyard walls but their faces were in darkness. Romeo said, ‘They will know everything in time. But will they give us credit for our motives? Or

  will they paint us as lunatics? What the hell, the poets of the future will understand us.’




  Yabril said, ‘We can’t worry about that now.’ It embarrassed him when Romeo became theatrical, it made him question the man’s efficiency though it had been proved many

  times. Romeo, despite delicate good looks, his fuzziness of concept, was a truly dangerous man. Romeo was too fearless, Yabril perhaps too cunning.




  Just a year before, they had walked the streets of Beirut together. Bravely in their path was a brown paper sack, seemingly empty, greased with the food it had contained. Yabril walked around

  it. Romeo kicked and sailed the sack into the gutter. Different instincts. Yabril believed that everything on this earth was dangerous. Romeo had a certain innocent trust.




  There were other differences. Yabril was ugly with his small marbled tan eyes, Romeo was almost beautiful. Yabril was proud of his ugliness, Romeo was ashamed of his beauty. Yabril had always

  understood that when an innocent man commits absolutely to political change it must lead to murder. Romeo had come to that belief late, and reluctantly. His conversion had been an intellectual

  one.




  Romeo had won sexual victories with the accident of physical beauty and his family money protected him from economic humiliations. Romeo was intelligent enough to know his good fortune was not

  morally correct, and so the very ‘goodness’ of his life disgusted him. He drowned himself in literature and his studies, which confirmed his belief. It was inevitable that his radical

  professors convinced him that he should help make the world a better place.




  He did not want to be like his father, an Italian who spent more time in barber shops than courtesans at their hairdresser’s. Did not want to spend his life in the pursuit of beautiful

  women. Above all he would never spend money reeking with the sweat of the poor. The poor must be made free and happy and then he too could taste happiness. And so he reached out, for a Second

  Communion, to the books of Karl Marx.




  Yabril’s conversion was more visceral. As a child in Palestine he had lived in a Garden of Eden. He had been a happy boy, extremely intelligent, devotedly obedient to his

  parents. Especially to his father who spent an hour each day reading to him from the Koran.




  The family lived in large villas with many servants, on extended grounds which were magically green in that desert land. But one day, when Yabril was five years old, he was cast out of this

  Paradise. His beloved parents vanished, the villa and gardens dissolved into a cloud of purple smoke. And suddenly he was living in a small dirty village on the bottom of a mountain, an orphan

  living on the charity of blood kin. His only treasure was his father’s Koran printed on vellum, with illuminated figures of gold, startling calligraphy of a rich blue. And he always

  remembered his father reading it aloud, exactly from the text, according to Muslim custom. Those orders of God given to the Prophet Mohammed, words that could never be discussed or argued. As a

  grown man Yabril had remarked to a Jewish friend, ‘The Koran is not a Torah’, and they both laughed.




  The truth exile from the Garden of Eden had been revealed to him almost at once but he did not fully understand it until a few years later. His father had been a secret supporter of Palestine

  liberation from the state of Israel, a leader of the underground. His father had been betrayed, gunned down in a police raid, and his mother had committed suicide when the villa and grounds were

  blown up by the Israelis.




  It was most natural for Yabril to become a terrorist. His blood kin and his teachers in the local school taught him to hate all Jews but did not fully succeed. He did hate his God for banishing

  him from his childhood Paradise. When he was eighteen he sold his father’s Koran for an enormous sum of money and enrolled in the University of Beirut. There he spent most of his fortune on

  women and, finally, after two years, became a member of the Palestinian underground. And over the years he became a deadly weapon in that cause. But his people’s freedom was not his final

  aim. In some way his work was a search for inner peace.




  Now, together in the courtyard of the safe house, it took Romeo and Yabril a little over two hours to go over every detail of their mission. Romeo smoked cigarettes constantly. He was nervous

  about one thing. ‘Are you sure they will give me up?’ he asked.




  Yabril said softly, ‘How can they not with the hostage I will be holding? Believe me, you will be safer in their hands than I will be in Sherhaben.’




  They gave each other a final embrace in the darkness, not knowing that after Easter Sunday they would never see each other again.




  After Yabril left, Romeo smoked a final cigarette in the darkness of the courtyard. Beyond the stone walls he could see the peaks of the great cathedrals of Rome. Then he went

  inside. It was time to brief his cadre.




  The woman, Annee, served as the cadre’s armorer and she unlocked a huge trunk to give out the weapons and ammunition. One of the men spread a dirty bedsheet on the floor of the living room

  and Annee put gun oil and rags on to it. They would clean and oil their weapons as they listened to the briefing. For hours they listened and asked questions, they rehearsed their movements. Annee

  distributed the operational clothing and they made jokes about that. Finally they all sat down to a meal together that Romeo and the men had prepared. They toasted the success of their mission with

  new spring wine and then some of them played cards for an hour before they retired to their rooms. There was no need for a guard, they had locked themselves in securely and they had their weapons

  beside their beds. Still they all had trouble falling asleep.




  It was after midnight when the armament woman, Annee, knocked on Romeo’s door. Romeo was reading. He let her in and she quickly threw his copy of The Brothers Karamazov on the

  floor. She said almost contemptuously, ‘You’re reading that shit again?’ Romeo shrugged and smiled and said, ‘He amuses me, his characters strike me as Italians trying hard

  to be serious.’




  They undressed quickly and lay down on the soiled sheets, both on their backs. Their bodies were tense not with the excitement of sex but with a mysterious terror. Romeo stared straight up at

  the ceiling and the woman Annee closed her eyes. She was on his left and used her right hand to slowly and gently masturbate him. Their shoulders barely touched, the rest of their bodies were

  apart. When she felt Romeo erect she continued the strokes with her right hand and at the same time masturbated herself with her left hand. It was a continuous slow rhythm during which Romeo once

  reached out tentatively to touch her small breast but she made a grimace like a child, her eyes tightly shut. Now her pulling became tighter and stronger, the stroking frantic and unrhythmical and

  Romeo came to orgasm. As the semen flowed over Annee’s hand she too came to orgasm, her eyes flew open and her slight body seemed to hurl itself into the air, lifting and turning to Romeo as

  if to kiss him, but she ducked her head and buried it in his chest for a moment until her body shuddered to a stop. Then, very matter of factly, she sat up and wiped her hand on the soiled sheet of

  the bed. She took Romeo’s cigarettes and lighter from the marble night table and started to smoke. ‘I feel better,’ she said.




  Romeo went into the bathroom and wet a towel. He came back and washed her hands and then wiped himself. Then he gave her the towel and she rubbed it between her legs.




  They had done this on another mission and Romeo understood that this was the only kind of affection she could permit. She was so fierce in her independence, for whatever reason, that she could

  not bear that a man she did not love would penetrate her. And as for fellatio and cunnilingus, which he had suggested, they were also another form of surrender. What she had done was the only way

  she could satisfy her need without betraying her ideals of independence.




  Romeo watched her face. It was not so stern now, the eyes not so fierce. She was so young, he thought, how did she become so deadly in so short a time? ‘Do you want to sleep with me

  tonight, just for company?’ he said.




  Annee stubbed out the cigarette. ‘Oh no,’ she said. ‘Why would I want to do that? We’ve both got what we need.’ She started to dress.




  Romeo said jokingly, ‘At least you could say something tender before you leave.’




  She stood in the doorway for a moment and then turned. For a moment he thought she would return to the bed. She was smiling, and for the first time he saw her as a young girl he could love. But

  then she seemed to stand up on tiptoe, and said, ‘Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo?’ She thumbed her nose at him and disappeared behind the door she closed.




  At Brigham Young University in Provo, Utah, two students, David Jatney and Cryder Cole, prepared their kits for the traditional once-a-term assassination hunt. This game had

  again come back into favor with the election of Francis Xavier Kennedy to the Presidency of the United States. By the rules of the game a student team had twenty-four hours to commit the

  assassination, that is, fire their toy pistols at a cardboard effigy of the President of the United States from no more than five paces away. To prevent this there was a Law and Order fraternity

  defense team of more than a hundred students. The ‘Money Prize Bet’ was used to pay for the Victory Banquet at the conclusion of the hunt.




  The college faculty and administration, influenced by the Mormon Church, disapproved of these games but they had become popular on campuses all over the United States, one of the vexations of a

  free society. Poor taste, an appetite for the grossness in life, was part of the very high spirits of the young. And it was an outlet for the resentment of authority, a protest by those who had not

  yet achieved anything against those who had already become successful. It was a symbolic protest, and certainly preferable to political demonstrations, random violence and sit-ins. The hunting game

  was a safety valve for rioting hormones.




  The two hunters, David Jatney and Cryder Cole, strolled the campus arm in arm. Jatney was the planner and Cole the actor so it was Cole who did the talking as they made their way towards the

  fraternity brothers guarding the effigy of the President. The cardboard figure of Francis Kennedy was a recognizable likeness but extravagantly colored to show him wearing a blue suit, a green tie,

  red socks and no shoes. Where the shoes should have been was the Roman numeral IV.




  The Law and Order gang threatened Jatney and Cole with their toy pistols and the two hunters veered off. Cole shouted a cheerful insult but Jatney was grim-faced. He took his mission very

  seriously. Jatney was reviewing his master plan and already feeling a savage satisfaction over its assured success. This walk in view of the enemy was to establish that they were wearing ski gear,

  to establish a visual identity and so prepare for a later surprise. Also to plant the idea that they were leaving the campus for the weekend.




  Part of the hunting game required the itinerary of the Presidential effigy be published. The effigy would be at the victory banquet that was scheduled for that evening before midnight. Jatney

  and Cole planned to make their strike before the midnight deadline.




  Everything worked out as planned. Jatney and Cole reunited at six p.m. in the designated restaurant. The proprietor had no knowledge of their plans. They were just two young students who had

  been working for him for the past two weeks. They were very good waiters, especially Cole, and the proprietor was delighted with them.




  At nine that evening when the Law and Order guards, a hundred strong, entered with their Presidential effigy, guards were posted at all the entries to the restaurant. The effigy was placed in

  the center of the circle of tables. The proprietor was rubbing his hand at this influx of business. It was only when he went into the kitchen and saw his two young waiters hiding their toy pistols

  in the soup tureens that he caught on. ‘Oh for Christ’s sake,’ he said, ‘that means you two guys are quitting tonight.’ Cole grinned at him but David Jatney gave him a

  menacing scowl and they marched into the dining room, soup tureens lifted high to shield their faces.




  The guards were already drinking victory toasts when Jatney and Cole placed the tureens on the center table, whipped off the covers and lifted out the toy pistols. They held their weapons

  against the garishly colored effigy and fired the little pops of the mechanism. Cole fired one shot and burst out laughing. Jatney fired three shots very deliberately then threw his pistol on the

  floor. He did not move, he did not smile until the guards mobbed him with congratulatory curses and all of them sat down to dinner. Jatney gave the effigy a kick so that it slid down to the floor

  where it could not be seen.




  This had been one of the more simple hunts. In other colleges across the country the game was more serious. Elaborate security structures were set up, effigies squirted synthetic blood. In the

  more liberal colleges the effigy was sometimes black.




  But in Washington DC, the Attorney General of the United States, Christian Klee, had his own file of all these playful assassins. And it was the photograph and memo on Jatney that caught his

  interest. He made a note to assign a case team to the life of David Jatney.




  On this same Good Friday before Easter, two far more serious-minded young men with far more idealistic beliefs than Jatney and Cole, far more concerned about the future of

  their world, drove from the Massachusetts Institute of Technology to New York, and deposited a small suitcase in a baggage locker of the Port Authority Building. They picked their way fastidiously

  through the drunken homeless bums, the sharp-eyed pimps, the incipient whores who thronged the halls of the building. The two were prodigies, at age twenty professors of physics, part of an

  advanced program at the University. The suitcase held a tiny atom bomb they had constructed using stolen lab materials and the necessary plutonium oxide. It had taken them two years to steal these

  materials from their programs, bit by bit, falsifying their reports and experiments so that it would not be noticed.




  Their names were Adam Gresse and Henry Tibbot and they had been classified as geniuses since they were twelve. Their parents had brought them up to be aware of their responsibilities to

  humankind. They had no vices except knowledge. The brilliance of their intelligence made them disdain those appetites that were lice on the hide of humanity, such as alcohol, gambling, women,

  gluttony and drugs.




  But they succumbed to the powerful drug of clear thinking. They had a social conscience and saw all the evil in the world. They knew that the making of atomic weapons was wrong, that the fate of

  humanity hung in the balance, and they decided to do what they could to avert an eternal disaster. So after a year of boyish talk they decided to scare the government. They would show how easy it

  was for a crazed individual to inflict grave punishment on mankind. They built the tiny atom bomb, only half a kiloton in power, would plant it, and then warn the authorities of its existence. They

  thought themselves and their deed unique, Godlike. They did not know that this precise situation had been predicted by the psychological reports of a prestigious ‘think tank’, funded by

  the government, as one of the possibilities of the atomic age of mankind.




  While they were still in New York, Adam Gresse and Henry Tibbot mailed their warning letter to the New York Times explaining their motivations and asking that the letter be published

  before being sent to the authorities. The composing of the letter had been a long process, not only because it had to be worded so precisely to show no malice but because they used scissored

  printed words and letters lifted out of old newspapers which they pasted on to blank sheets of paper.




  The bomb would not go off till the following Thursday. By that time the letter would be in the hands of the authorities and the bomb surely found. It would be a warning to the rulers of the

  world.




  Oliver Ollifant was one hundred years old and his mind was as clear as a bell. Unfortunately for him.




  It was a mind so clear, yet so subtle, that, while breaking a great many moral laws, it had washed his conscience clean. A mind so cunning that Oliver Ollifant had never fallen into the almost

  inevitable traps of everyday life; he had never married, never run for political office and never had a friend he trusted absolutely.




  On a huge, secluded, heavily guarded estate only ten miles from the White House, Oliver Ollifant, the richest man in the America and possibly the most powerful private citizen, awaited the

  arrival of his godson, the Attorney General of the United States, Christian Klee.




  Oliver Ollifant’s charm equaled his brilliance, his power rested on both. Even at the advanced age of one hundred his advice was still sought by great men who relied on his analytic powers

  to such an extent that he had been nicknamed the ‘Oracle’.




  As advisor to presidents the Oracle had predicted economic crises. Wall Street crashes, the fall of the dollar, the flight of foreign capital, the fantasies of oil prices. He had predicted the

  political moves of the Soviet Union, the unexpected embraces of rivals in the Democratic and Republican parties. But above all he amassed ten billion dollars. It was natural that advice from such a

  rich man be valued, even when wrong. The Oracle was nearly always right.




  Now on this Good Friday the Oracle was worried about one thing. The birthday party to celebrate his one hundred years on this earth. A party to be held on Easter Sunday in the Rose Garden of the

  White House, the host none other than the President of the United States, Francis Xavier Kennedy.




  It was a permissible vanity for the Oracle to take great pleasure in this spectacular affair. The world would again remember him for one brief moment. It would be, he thought sadly, his last

  appearance on the stage.




  And in Rome on that Good Friday, Theresa Catherine Kennedy, daughter of the President of the United States, prepared to end her European exile and return to live with her

  father in the White House.




  Her Secret Service security detail had already made all the travel arrangements. Obeying her instructions they had booked passage on the Easter Sunday flight from Rome to New York.




  Theresa Kennedy was twenty-three years old and was studying in Europe, first at the Sorbonne in Paris and then in Rome where she had just ended a serious affair with a radical Italian student,

  to their mutual relief.




  She loved her father but hated his being President because she was too loyal to publicly voice her own views. She was a believer in socialism, in the brotherhood of man, the sisterhood of women.

  She was a feminist in the American style; economic independence was the foundation of freedom and so she had no guilt about the trust funds that guaranteed her freedom.




  With a curious but very human morality she rejected the idea of privilege and rarely visited her father in the White House. And perhaps she unconsciously judged her father for her mother’s

  death, that he had struggled for political power while her mother was dying. Later she had wanted to lose herself in Europe but by law she had to be protected by the Secret Service as a member of

  the immediate Presidential family. She had tried to ‘sign off’ on that security protection but her father had begged her not to. Francis Kennedy told her he could not bear it if

  something were to happen to her.




  A detail of twenty men, spread over three shifts a day guarded Theresa Kennedy. When she went to a restaurant, if she went to a movie with her boyfriend, they were there. They rented apartments

  in the same building, used a command van in the street. She was never alone. And she had to tell her schedule to the chief of the security detail, every single day.




  Her guards were two-headed monsters, half-servant, half-master. With advanced electronic equipment they could hear the love-making when she brought a male friend back to her apartment. And they

  were frightening, they moved like wolves, with silent glides, their heads tilted alertly to catch a scent on the wind, but really straining to listen to their earplug radios.




  Theresa Kennedy had refused a ‘net’ security, that is, a close, live-in, drive-in, security. She drove her own car, refused to let the security team take an adjoining apartment,

  refused to walk with guards alongside her. She had insisted that the security be a ‘perimeter’ security, that they could erect a wall around her as if she were a large garden. In this

  way she could lead a personal life. This led to some embarrassing moments. One day she went shopping and needed change for a telephone call. She had seen one of her security detail pretending to

  shop nearby. She had gone up to him and said, ‘Could you give me a quarter?’ The man had looked at her with shocked bewilderment and she realized suddenly that she had made a mistake,

  that he was not her security guard. She had burst out laughing and apologized. The man was amused and delighted as he gave her the quarter. ‘Anything for a Kennedy,’ he said

  jokingly.




  Like so many of the young, Theresa Kennedy believed, on no particular evidence, that people were ‘good’; as she believed herself to be good. She marched for freedom, spoke out for

  the right and against the wrong. She tried never to commit petty mean acts of everyday life. As a child she gave her piggy bank to the American Indians.




  In her position as daughter of the President of the United States it was awkward for her when she spoke out for abortion, lent her name to radical and left-wing organizations. She endured the

  abuse of the media and the insults of political opponents. Innocently, she was scrupulously fair in her love affairs, she believed in absolute frankness, she abhorred deceit.




  She should have learned some valuable lessons. In Paris a group of tramps living under one of the bridges tried to rape her when she roamed the city in search of local color. In Rome two beggars

  tried to snatch her purse as she was giving them money and in both cases she had to be rescued by her patient, vigilant Secret Service detail. But this made no impression on her general faith, that

  man was good. Every human being had the immortal seed of goodness in his soul, no one was beyond redemption. She had, of course, as a feminist learned of the tyranny of men over women, but did not

  really comprehend the brutal force men used when dealing with their world. She had no sense of how one human being could betray another human being in the most false and cruel ways.




  The chief of her security detail, a man too old to guard the more important people in government, was horrified by her innocence and tried to educate her. He told her horror stories about men in

  general, stories taken from his long experience in the service, more frank than he would ordinarily be since this was his last assignment before retiring.




  ‘You’re too young to understand this world,’ he said. ‘And in your position you have to be very careful. You think because you do good for someone they will do good to

  you.’ He was telling her this particular story because just the day before she had picked up a male hitchhiker, who assumed that this was an invitation. The security chief had acted

  immediately, the two security cars forced Theresa’s car to the edge of the road just as the hitchhiker put his hand in Theresa’s lap.




  ‘Let me tell you a story,’ the chief said. ‘I once worked for the smartest and nicest man in the government service. In clandestine operations. Just once he got outsmarted,

  caught in a trap and this bad guy had him at his mercy. Could just blow him away. And this guy was a real bad guy. But for some reason he let my boss off the hook and said, “Remember, you owe

  me one.”




  ‘Well, we spent six months tracking this guy down and we nailed him. And my boss blew him away, never gave him a chance to surrender or turn double. And you know why? He told me himself.

  This bad guy once had the power of God and therefore was too dangerous to be allowed to live. And my boss didn’t have a feeling of gratitude, he said the guy’s mercy was just a whim and

  you can’t count on whims the next time around.’ The chief did not tell Theresa Kennedy his boss had been a man named Christian Klee.




  All these events converged on one man. The President of the United States, Francis Xavier Kennedy.




  President Francis Xavier Kennedy and his election were a miracle of American politics. He had been elected to the Presidency on the magic of his name and his extraordinary physical and

  intellectual gifts, despite the fact that he had only served one term in the Senate before his election to the Presidency.




  He was the ‘nephew’ of John F. Kennedy, the President who had been assassinated in 1963, but was outside the organized Kennedy clan still active in American politics. He was in

  reality, a cousin, and the only one of the far-flung family who had inherited the charisma of his two famous ‘uncles’, John and Robert Kennedy.




  Francis Kennedy had been a boy genius in the law, a Professor at Harvard at the age of twenty-four. Later he had organized his own law firm which crusaded for broad liberal reforms in the

  government and the private business sector. His law firm did not make a great deal of money, which was not important to him since he had inherited considerable wealth but it did not bring him a

  great deal of national fame. He crusaded for the rights of minorities, the welfare of the economically disabled, he defended the helpless.




  All these good deeds would have availed him nothing politically except for his other gifts. He was extraordinarily handsome with the satiny blue eyes of his two dead uncles, pale white skin, and

  jet black hair. He had a wit that was cutting, yet full of such good humor that it destroyed his opponents without a hint of petty malice. He was never pompous and never overbearing. He was well

  read in the sciences arid in the literary arts and above all he cherished humanitarian values.




  But most importantly he was extraordinarily effective on television. On that screen he was mesmerizing. That and the Kennedy name carried him to the Presidency. Four of his closest friends

  orchestrated his election. Christian Klee, Arthur Wix, Eugene Dazzy and Oddblood Gray. They were appointed his personal Senior Staff.




  When he was nominated as the Democratic candidate for the Presidency, Francis Kennedy did an extraordinary thing. Instead of putting his inherited wealth in blind trusts, he donated it to

  charity. His wife and daughter had trusts that would take care of their needs. He himself was talented enough to earn a rich living by his own efforts. It was no great sacrifice, he claimed, as

  indeed did some of his opponents. But he wanted to set some sort of example. It was one of his strongest beliefs that no individual citizen should accrue extraordinary wealth. Not that he was a

  communist, every man should be allowed to provide for wife and children and family, but why should one man have billions of dollars? His action and words aroused the admiration of millions and the

  hatred of thousands.




  Great things were expected, but unfortunately the Democratic Congress elected with Kennedy failed to pass his ambitious social programs. On television Francis Kennedy had promised that every

  family would be well housed, he had announced extraordinary plans for education, guaranteed equal medical care for every citizen, that a rich America would construct an economic safety net that

  would catch unfortunates who tumbled to the bottom of society. On television, with his magnetic voice, his handsome physical presence, these promises were electrifying. And when elected, he tried

  to fulfil them. Congress defeated him.




  On this Good Friday he met his Senior Staff of top advisors and his Vice President to give them news that he knew would make them unhappy.




  He met with them in the Yellow Oval Room of the White House, his favorite room, larger and more comfortable than the more famous Oval Office. The Yellow Oval Room was more a living room and they

  could be comfortable while being served an English tea.




  They were all waiting for him and they rose when his Secret Service bodyguards ushered him into the room. Kennedy motioned his staff to sit down while telling his bodyguards to wait outside the

  room. Two things irritated him in this little scene. The first was that he had to personally order the Secret Service men out of the room according to the protocols, and the second was that the

  Vice President had to stand in respect for the Presidency. What annoyed him about this was that the Vice President was a woman; political courtesy overruled social courtesy. This was compounded by

  the fact that Vice President Helen DuPray was ten years older than him, was still quite a beautiful woman, and had extraordinary political and social intelligence. Which was, of course, why he had

  picked her as his running mate, despite the opposition of the heavyweights in the Democratic Party.




  ‘Damn it, Helen,’ Francis Kennedy said. ‘Stop standing up when I come into a room. Now I have to pour tea for everybody to show my humility.’




  ‘I wanted to express my gratitude,’ Helen DuPray said. ‘When the Vice President, gets summoned to your staff meeting it’s usually to get orders on how to wash the

  dishes.’ They both laughed. The staff did not.




  Francis Kennedy waited until everyone had been served their tea and then said, ‘I have decided not to run for a second term. Which is why you are invited to this meeting, Helen,’ he

  said to the Vice President. ‘I want you to prepare to make your run for the Presidency. You will have my full support. Whatever it’s worth.’




  They were all struck dumb then Helen DuPray smiled at him. All the men in the room noted that she had a lovely smile and also noted that this smile was one of her great political weapons. She

  said, ‘Francis, I think a decision not to run requires a full length review by your staff without my presence. But before I leave let me say this. At this particular point of time I know how

  discouraged you are by Congress. But I won’t be able to do any better, assuming I could be elected. I think you should be more patient. Your second term could be more effective.’




  President Kennedy said impatiently, ‘Helen, you know as well as I do that a President of the United States has more clout in his first term than in his second.’




  ‘True in most cases,’ Helen DuPray said. ‘But maybe we could get a different House of Representatives for your second term. And let me speak of my own self interest. As Vice

  President for only one term I am in a weaker position than if I served for two terms. Also your support would be more valuable as a two-term President and not a President who’s been chased

  out of office by his own Democratic Congress.’




  As she picked up her memorandum file and prepared to leave, Francis Kennedy said, ‘You don’t have to go.’




  Helen DuPray gave everybody the same sweet smile. ‘I’m sure your staff can speak far more freely if I’m not present,’ she said and she left the Yellow Oval Room.




  The four men around Kennedy were silent as she left. When the door was safely closed there was a small flurry of movement as they fluffed their folders of memoranda sheets and reached for tea

  and sandwiches. The President’s Chief of Staff said casually, ‘Helen may be the smartest person in this administration.’ This was Eugene Dazzy but he was known to have a weakness

  for beautiful women.




  Francis Kennedy smiled at him. ‘And what do you think, Euge?’ he said. ‘Do you think I should be more patient and run again?’




  All the men shifted uneasily in their seats. Helen DuPray, smart as she was, did not know Francis Kennedy as well as they did. All four men had a far closer personal relationship with the

  President. They had been with him since the beginning of his political career and even before. They knew that his easy and bantering statement, his announcement that he would support DuPray masked

  an almost irreversible decision. They also knew that it meant the end of their power. They got along well with the Vice President but they had no illusions about what she would do if she became

  President. She would have her own hand-picked staff.




  Kennedy’s Chief of Staff, Eugene Dazzy was a large affable man whose great art was to avoid making enemies of people whose important wishes and special requests the President denied. Dazzy

  bowed his balding head over his notes, his tubby upper body straining the wall of his well tailored jacket. He spoke in a casual voice.




  ‘Why not run?’ Dazzy said. ‘You’ll have a nice goof off job. Congress will tell you what to do and refuse to do what you want done. Everything will stay the same. Except

  in foreign policy, there you can have some fun. You might even do some good. Sure, the world is falling apart and the other countries sort of shit on us, even the small fry – helped as we

  know by big American companies with their international affiliates. Our army is fifty per cent under quota, we’ve educated our kids so well they’re too smart to be patriotic. Of course

  we have our technology but then who buys our goods? Our balance of payments is hopeless. Japan outsells us, Israel has a more effective army. You can only go up. I say go get re-elected and relax

  and have a good time for four years. What the hell, it’s not a bad job and you can use the money.’ Dazzy smiled and waved a hand to show that he was at least half kidding.




  The four men of the staff watched Kennedy closely, despite their seemingly casual attitudes. None of them felt Dazzy was being disrespectful; the playfulness of his remarks was an attitude that

  Kennedy had encouraged over the past three years.




  Arthur Wix, the National Security Advisor, a burly man with a big city face, that is, ethnic, born of a Jewish father and Italian mother, could be savagely witty, but a little in awe of the

  Presidential office and Kennedy. He did not indulge himself now. Also as the National Security Advisor, he felt that his responsibilities obliged him to be more serious in tone than the others. He

  spoke in a quiet persuasive tone that still had a New York buzz. ‘Euge,’ he said, motioning to Dazzy, ‘may think he’s kidding, but you can make a valuable contribution in

  our country’s foreign policy. We have far more leverage than Europe or Asia believes. I think it’s imperative you run for another term. After all in foreign policy, the President of the

  United States has the power of a king.’




  Again the other men of the staff watched Kennedy for his reaction but he simply turned to the man who was closest to him, even closer than Dazzy.




  ‘What do you feel about this, Chris?’ Kennedy said.




  Christian Klee was Attorney General of the United States. And in an extraordinary move by Kennedy, he was also appointed the head of the FBI and the Chief of the Secret Service that guarded the

  Presidency. Essentially he controlled the whole internal security system of the United States. Kennedy had paid a heavy political price for this. He had traded Congress the appointment of two

  justices of the Supreme Court, three Cabinet posts and the ambassadorship to Britain.




  ‘Francis, you have to make up your mind about two things,’ Christian Klee said. ‘First, do you really want to run again for President? You can win just with your voice and

  smile on TV. Certainly your administration hasn’t done shit for this country. So. Do you really want it? The second question is: do you still want to do something for this country? Do you

  want to fight all its enemies, internal and external? Do you really want to set this country on its true course? Because I think this country is dying, I think it’s a dinosaur that will be

  wiped out. Or do you just want to enjoy a four-year vacation and use the White House as your private country club?’ Christian paused for a moment and said with a smile, ‘Three

  questions.’




  Christian Klee and Francis Kennedy had first met in college. Christian had been one of the important young men at Harvard, Kennedy had only had his own inner circle of admirers, but Christian

  became one of them.




  Now President Kennedy looked at Christian Klee. He said dryly, ‘The answer to all three of your questions is no.’ Then he turned to his chief political advisor and liaison with

  Congress. This was Oddblood Gray, the youngest man on his staff, only ten years out of college.




  Oddblood Gray had come out of the black left-wing movement, via Harvard and a Rhodes Scholarship. His youthful idealism had been perhaps corrupted by his instinctive political genius. He knew

  how government worked, where leverage could be applied, when to use the brute force of patronage, when to skip in place, when to surrender gracefully. Kennedy had ignored his warning against trying

  to push his new programs through Congress. Gray had foretold the massive defeats.




  Kennedy said to him, ‘Otto, give us the word.’




  ‘Quit,’ Oddblood Gray said. ‘While you’re only just losing.’ Kennedy smiled and the other men laughed. Oddblood Gray went on. ‘Congress shits on you, the

  press kicks your ass. The lobbyists and big business have strangled your programs. The working people are disappointed in you, the intellectuals feel you’ve betrayed them. The right wing and

  left wing in this country agree on one thing. That you’re a dishrag. You’re driving this damn big Cadillac of a country and the steering wheel doesn’t work. And to boot, every

  damn maniac in this country gets another four years to knock you off. The hat trick. Let’s all of us get out of this damn White House.’




  ‘Do you think I could be re-elected?’ Kennedy asked, smiling.




  Oddblood Gray faked a look of astonishment. ‘Of course,’ he said. ‘This country always re-elects useless Presidents. Even your worst enemies want you re-elected.’




  Kennedy smiled. They were trying to goad him into running again by appealing to his pride. None of them wanted to leave this center of power, this Washington, this White House. It was better to

  be this clawless lion than not to be a lion at all.




  Then Oddblood Gray spoke again. ‘We might do some good if we work differently. If you really put your heart into it.’




  Eugene Dazzy said, ‘You’re really the only hope, Francis. The rich are too rich, the poor are too poor. This country is becoming a feeding ground for the big industries, for Wall

  Street. They’re running wild, with no thought for the future. It may be decades down the road but trouble, big trouble is on the way. There’s a chance for you to reverse the whole thing

  in the next four years.’




  They all waited for his answer and with different emotions. It was unusual for political advisors to have such strong personal attachments to their President but all these men held him in some

  kind of awe.




  Francis Kennedy had an overpowering charisma. It was not only that he was imposing in body, indeed had a kind of physical beauty that echoed his two famous uncles, but that he had intellectual

  brilliance that was rare, even exotic in a politician. He had been a successful lawyer, a writer on the sciences, had a knowledge of physics and an impeccable taste in literature. He even

  understood economic theory without the help of financial ghosts. And he had a sympathy for the ordinary man that was unusual in a man who had been born to wealth and had never suffered any kind of

  economic stress.




  Eugene Dazzy broke the silence. ‘You have to think about it more, Francis. Helen is right.’ But it was clear to all of them that Kennedy had made up his mind. He would not run again.

  This was the end of the road for all of them.




  Kennedy shrugged. ‘After the Easter vacation, I’ll make a formal announcement. Eugene, start your staff doing the paperwork. My advice to you guys is to start looking for jobs with

  the big law firms and the defense industries.’




  They took this as a dismissal and left, except for Christian Klee.




  Christian said casually, ‘Will Theresa be home for the holidays?’




  Francis Kennedy shrugged. ‘She’s in Rome with a new boyfriend. She’ll be flying in on Easter Sunday. She makes a point of ignoring religious holidays.’




  Christian said, ‘I’m glad she’s getting the hell out. I really can’t protect her in Europe. And she thinks she can shoot her mouth off there and it won’t be

  reported here.’ He paused a moment. ‘If you do run again, you’ll have to keep your daughter out of sight or disown her.’




  Kennedy laughed. ‘It doesn’t matter, Christian, I won’t run again. Make other plans.’




  ‘OK,’ Christian said. ‘Now about the birthday party for the Oracle. He’s really looking forward to it.’




  ‘Don’t worry,’ Kennedy said. ‘I’ll give him the full treatment. My God, a hundred years old and he still looks forward to his birthday party.’




  ‘He was and is a great man,’ Christian said.




  Kennedy gave him a sharp look. ‘You were always fonder of him than I ever was. He had his faults, he made his mistakes.’




  ‘Sure,’ Christian said. ‘But I never saw a man control his life better. He changed my life with his advice, his guidance.’ Christian paused for a moment. ‘I’m

  having dinner with him tonight so I’ll just tell him the party is definitely on.’




  Kennedy smiled dryly. ‘You can safely tell him that,’ he said.




  At the end of the day Kennedy signed some papers in the Oval Office, then sat at his desk and gazed through the windows. He could see the tops of the gates that surrounded the

  White House grounds, black iron tipped with white electrified thorns. As always he felt uneasy by his proximity to the streets and to the public, though he knew that the seeming vulnerability to

  attack was an illusion. He was extraordinarily protected. There were seven perimeters guarding the White House. For two miles away every building had a Security team on the roofs and in apartments.

  All the streets leading to the White House were commanded by concealed rapid fire and heavy weapons. The tourists who came mornings to visit the ground floor of the White House in their many

  hundreds were heavily infiltrated with Secret Service agents who circulated constantly, and took part in the small talk, their eyes alert. Every inch of the White House that these tourists were

  permitted to visit behind the walling off ropes was covered by TV monitors and special audio equipment that could pick up secret whispers. Armed guards manned special computer desks that could

  serve as barricades at every turn in the corridors. And during these visits by the public Kennedy would always be up in the new specially built fourth floor that served as his living quarters.

  Living quarters guarded by specially reinforced floors and walls and ceilings.




  Now in the famous Oval Office that he rarely used except to sign official documents in special ceremonies, Francis Kennedy relaxed to enjoy one of the few minutes he was completely alone. He

  took a long thin Cuban cigar from the humidor on his desk, felt the oiliness of the leafy wrapper on his fingers. He cut the end, lit it carefully, took the first rich puff and looked out through

  the bullet-proof windows.




  He could see himself as a child walking across the vast green lawn, the faraway white-painted guard post, then running to greet his Uncle Jack and Uncle Robert. How he had loved them. Uncle Jack

  so full of charm, so childlike, and yet so powerful, to give hope that a child could wield power over the world. And Uncle Robert, so serious and earnest and yet so gentle and playful. And here

  Francis Kennedy thought, no, we called him Uncle Bobby, not Robert, or did we sometimes? He could not remember.




  But he did remember one day more than forty years ago when he had run to meet both his uncles on that very same lawn and how they had each taken one of his arms and swung him so that his feet

  never touched the ground as they walked him with them into the White House.




  And now he stood in their place. The power that had awed him as a child was now his. It was a pity that memory could evoke so much pain and so much beauty, and so much disappointment. What they

  had died for, he was giving up.




  On this Good Friday Francis Xavier Kennedy did not know that all this could be changed by two insignificant revolutionaries in Rome.
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  On Easter Sunday morning, Romeo and his cadre of four men and three women, in full operational gear, disembarked from their van. They billowed into the Roman streets outside St

  Peter’s Square, mingling with the crowds attired in Easter finery; the women glorious in the pastel colors of spring, operatic in worshipping hats, the men handsome in silky creamy suits,

  yellow palm crosses stitched into their lapels. The children were even more dazzling, little girls with gloves and frilly frocks, the boys in navy blue suits of Confirmation with red ties bisecting

  snowy shirts. Scattered throughout were priests smiling approving benedictions to the faithful.




  But Romeo was a more sober pilgrim, a serious witness to the Resurrection that this Easter morning celebrated. He was dressed in a dead black suit, a white shirt heavily starched, and a pure

  white tie almost invisible against it. His shoes were black but rubber-soled. And now he buttoned the camelhair coat to conceal the rifle that hung in its special sling. He had practised with this

  rifle for the past three months until his accuracy was deadly.




  The four men in his cadre were dressed as monks of the Capuchin order; long flowing robes of dingy brown, girdled by fat cloth belts. Their heads were tonsured but covered with skull caps.

  Concealed inside the loose robes were grenades and handguns.




  The three women, one of them Annee, were dressed as nuns and they too had weapons beneath their loose-fitting clothing. Annee and the other two nuns walked ahead, people made way for them, and

  Romeo followed easily in their black and white wake. After Romeo came the four monks of the cadre, observing everything, ready to interdict if Romeo was stopped by Papal police.




  And so Romeo’s band made their way to St Peter’s Square, invisible in the huge crowd that was assembling. Finally like dark corks bobbing on an ocean of flowery silk, they came to

  rest on the far side of the square, their backs protected by marble columns and stone walls. Romeo stood a little apart. He was watching for a signal from the other side of the square, where Yabril

  and his cadre were busy attaching holy figurines to the walls.




  Yabril and his cadre of three men and three women were in casual attire with loose-fitting jackets. The men carried concealed handguns and the women were working with the

  religious figurines. These figurines, small statues of Christ, were loaded with explosives designed to go off by radio signal. The backs had adhesive glue so strong that they could not be detached

  by any of the curious in the crowd. Also the figurines were beautifully designed and made of an expensive looking white-painted terracotta formed around a wired skeleton. They appeared to be part

  of the Easter decorations and as such inviolate.




  When this was done, Yabril led his cadre through the crowd and out of St Peter’s Square to his own waiting van. He sent one of his men in the cadre to Romeo to give him the radio signal

  device for the setting off of the figurines. Then Yabril and his cadre got into their van and started the drive to Rome airport. Pope Innocent would not appear on the balcony until three hours

  later. They were on schedule.




  In the van, closed off from the Easter world of Rome, Yabril thought about how this whole exercise had begun . . .




  On a mission together a few years ago, Romeo had mentioned that the Pope had the heaviest security guard of any ruler in Europe. Yabril had laughed and said, ‘Who would want to kill a

  pope? Like killing a snake that has no poison. A useless old figurehead and with a dozen useless old men ready to replace him. Bridegrooms of Christ, a set of a dozen red-capped dummies. What would

  change in the world with the death of a pope? I can see kidnapping him, he’s the richest man in the world. But killing him would be like killing a lizard sleeping in the sun.’




  Romeo had argued his case and intrigued Yabril. The Pope was revered by hundreds of millions of Catholics all over the world. And certainly the Pope was a symbol of capitalism; the bourgeois

  Western Christian States propped him up. The Pope was one of the great stones of authority in the edifice of that society. And so it followed that if the Pope were assassinated it would be a

  shocking psychological blow to the enemy world. And killing the representative of that God on earth in which they did not believe. The royalty of Russia and France had been murdered because they

  too ruled from divine right, and those murders had advanced humanity. God was the fraud of the rich, the swindler of the poor, the Pope an earthly wielder of that evil power. But still it was only

  half an idea. Yabril expanded the concept. Now the operation had a grandeur that awed Romeo and filled Yabril with self-admiration.




  Romeo for all his talk and sacrifices was not what Yabril considered a true revolutionary. Yabril had studied the history of Italian terrorists. They were very good at assassinating heads of

  state, they had studied at the feet of the Russians who had killed their Czar finally after many attempts, indeed they had borrowed from the Russians that name Yabril detested, ‘the Christs

  of Violence’.




  Yabril had met Romeo’s parents once. The father, a useless man, a parasite on humanity. Complete with chauffeur, valet, and a great big lamb-like dog that he used as bait to snare women on

  the boulevards. But a man with beautiful manners. It was impossible not to like him if you were not his son.




  And the mother, another beauty of the capitalistic system, voracious for money and jewels, a devout Catholic. Beautifully dressed, maids in tow, she walked to mass every morning. That penance

  accomplished, she devoted the rest of her day to pleasure. Like her husband she was self-indulgent, unfaithful, and devoted to their only son, Romeo.




  So now, this happy family finally would be punished. The father a Knight of Malta, the mother a daily communicant with Christ and their son the murderer of the Pope. What a betrayal, Yabril

  thought. Poor Romeo, you will spend a bad week when I betray you.




  Except for the final twist that Yabril had added, Romeo knew the whole plan. ‘Just like chess,’ Romeo said. ‘Check to the king, check to the king, and the checkmate.

  Beautiful.’




  Yabril looked at his watch, it would be another fifteen minutes. The van was going at moderate speed along the highway to the airport.




  It was time to begin. He collected all the weapons and grenades from his cadre and put them in a suitcase. When the van stopped in front of the airport terminal Yabril got out first. The van

  went on to discharge the rest of the cadre at another entrance. Yabril walked through the terminal slowly, carrying the suitcase, his eyes searching for undercover security police. Just short of

  the checkpoint, he walked into a gift and flower shop. A ‘Closed’ sign in bright red and green letters hung on a peg inside the door. This was a signal that it was safe to enter and

  also kept the shop clear of customers.




  The woman in the shop was a dyed blonde with heavy make-up, quite ordinary looks, but with a warm inviting voice and a lush body shown to advantage in a plain woollen dress belted severely at

  the waist.




  ‘I’m sorry,’ she said to Yabril, ‘but you can see by the sign that we are closed. It is Easter Sunday after all.’ But her voice was friendly, not rejecting. She

  smiled warmly.




  Yabril gave her the code sentence, designed merely for recognition. ‘Christ is risen but I must still travel on business.’ She reached out and took the suitcase from his hand.




  ‘Is the plane on time?’ Yabril asked.




  ‘Yes,’ the woman said. ‘You have an hour. Are there any changes?’




  ‘No,’ Yabril said. ‘But remember, everything depends on you.’ Then he went out. He had never seen the woman before and would never see her again and she knew only about

  this phase of the operation. He checked the schedules on the departure board. Yes, the plane would leave on time.




  The woman was one of the few female members of the First Hundred. She had been planted in the shop three years ago as owner and during that time she had carefully and

  seductively built up relationships with airline terminal personnel and security guards. Her practice of bypassing the scanners at the checkpoints to deliver parcels to people on planes was cleverly

  established. She had done it not too often but just often enough. In the third year she began an affair with one of the armed guards who could wave her through the unscanned entry. Her lover was on

  guard duty this day, she had promised him lunch and a siesta in the back room of her shop. And so he had volunteered for the Easter Sunday duty.




  The lunch was already laid out on the table in the back room when she emptied the suitcase to pack the weapons in gaily wrapped Gucci gift boxes. She put the boxes into mauve-colored paper

  shopping bags and waited until twenty minutes before departure time. Then cradling the bag in her arms because it was so heavy and she was afraid the paper might break, she ran awkwardly toward the

  unscanned entry corridor. Her lover on guard duty waved her through gallantly. She gave him a brilliantly affectionate and apologizing smile. As she boarded the plane the stewardess recognized her

  and said with a laugh, ‘Again, Livia.’ The woman walked through to the tourist section until she saw Yabril seated with three men and three women of his cadre beside him. One of the

  women raised her arms to accept the heavy package.




  The woman known as Livia dropped the bag into those waiting arms and then turned and ran out of the plane. She went back to the shop and finished preparing lunch in the back room.




  This security guard, Faenzi, was one of those magnificent specimens of Italian manhood who seem deliberately created to delight womanhood. That he was handsome was the least of his virtues. More

  importantly he was one of those sweet-tempered men who are extraordinarily satisfied with the range of their talents and the scope of their ambition. The woman, Livia, had spotted him almost

  immediately on his first day of duty as a security guard in the airport.




  Faenzi wore his airport uniform as grandly as a Napoleonic Field Marshal, his mustache was as neat and pretty as the tilted nose of a soubrette. You could see he believed that he had a

  significant job, an important duty to the state. He viewed passing women fondly and benevolently, they were under his protection. Livia immediately marked him as her own. At first he had treated

  her with an exquisitely filial courtliness, but she had soon put an end to that with a torrent of flattery, a few charming gifts that hinted at hidden wealth, and then evening snacks in her

  boutique at night. Now he loved her or was at least as devoted to her as a dog to an indulgent master. She was a source of treats.




  And Livia enjoyed him. He was a wonderful and cheerful lover without a serious thought in his head. She much preferred him in bed to those gloomy young revolutionaries consumed with guilt,

  belabored by conscience, that she bedded because they were her political comrades.




  He became her pet and she fondly called him Zonzi. When he entered the shop and locked the door, she went to him with the utmost affection and desire; she had a bad conscience. Poor Zonzi, the

  Italian Anti-Terrorist Branch would track everything down, and note her disappearance from the scene. Zonzi had undoubtedly boasted of his conquest, after all she was an older and experienced

  woman, her honor need not be protected. Their connections would be uncovered. Poor Zonzi, this lunch would be his last hour of happiness.




  Quickly and expertly on her side, enthusiastically and joyfully on his, they made love. Livia pondered the irony that here was an act that she thoroughly enjoyed and yet served her purposes as a

  revolutionary woman. Zonzi would be punished for his pride and his presumption, his condescending love for an older woman, she would achieve a tactical and strategic victory. And yet poor Zonzi.

  How beautiful he was naked, the olive skin, the large doelike eyes and jet black hair, the pretty mustache, the penis and balls firm as bronze. ‘Ah, Zonzi, Zonzi,’ she whispered into

  his thighs, ‘always remember that I love you.’ Which was not true but might repair his broken ego as he served his time in prison.




  She fed him a marvelous meal, they drank a superior bottle of wine and then they made love again. Zonzi dressed, kissed her goodbye, and glowed with the belief that he deserved such good

  fortune. After he left she took a long look around the shop. She gathered all her belongings together with some extra clothes and used Yabril’s suitcase to carry them. That had been part of

  the instructions. There should be no trace of Yabril. Her last task was to erase all the obvious fingerprints she might have left in the shop but that was just a token task. She would probably not

  get all of them. Then, carrying the suitcase, she went out, locked up the shop, and walked out of the terminal. Outside in the brilliant sunshine, a woman of her own cadre was waiting with a car.

  She got into it, gave the driver a brief kiss of greeting and said almost regretfully, ‘Thank God that’s the end of that.’ The other woman said, ‘It wasn’t so bad. We

  made money on the shop.’




  Yabril and his cadre were in the tourist cabin because Theresa Kennedy, daughter of the President of the United States, was travelling First Class with her six-man Secret

  Service security detail. Yabril did not want the handover of the gift-wrapped weapons to be seen by them. He also knew that Theresa Kennedy would not get on the plane until just before take off,

  that the security guards would not be on the plane beforehand, because they never knew when Theresa Kennedy would change her mind and, Yabril thought, because they had become lazy and careless.




  The plane, a jumbo jet, was sparsely occupied. Not many people in Italy choose to travel on Easter Sunday and Yabril wondered why the President’s daughter was doing so. After all she was a

  Roman Catholic, though lapsed into the new religion of the liberal left, that most despicable political division. But the sparsity of passengers suited his plans, a hundred hostages, easier to

  control.




  An hour later, the plane in the air, Yabril slumped down in his seat as the women began tearing the Gucci paper off the packages. The three men of the cadre used their bodies as shields, leaning

  over the seats and talking to the women. There were no passengers seated near them, they had a small circle of privacy. The women handed Yabril the grenades wrapped in gift paper and he adorned his

  body with them quickly. The three men accepted the small handguns and hid them inside their jackets. Yabril also accepted a small handgun and the three women armed themselves.




  When all was ready, Yabril intercepted a stewardess going down the aisle. She saw the grenades and the gun even before Yabril whispered his commands and took her by the hand. The look of shock,

  then amazement, then fear was familiar to him. He held her clammy hand and smiled. Two of his men positioned themselves to command the tourist section. Yabril still held the stewardess by the hand

  as they entered First Class. The Secret Service bodyguards saw him immediately, recognized the grenades and saw the guns. Yabril smiled at them. ‘Remain seated, gentlemen,’ he said. The

  President’s daughter slowly turned her head and gazed into Yabril’s eyes. Her face became taut but not frightened. She was brave, Yabril thought, and handsome. It was really a pity. He

  waited until the three women of the cadre took their positions in the First Class cabin and then had the stewardess open the door leading to the pilot’s cockpit. Yabril felt he was entering

  the brain of a huge whale, and making the rest of the body helpless.




  When Theresa Kennedy first saw Yabril her body suddenly shook with a nausea of unconscious recognition. He was the demon she had been warned against. There was a ferocity on

  his slim dark face. Its brutal, massive lower jaw gave it the quality of a face in a nightmare. The grenades strung over his jacket and in his hand looked like squat green toads. Then she saw the

  three women dressed in dark trousers and white jackets with the large steel-colored guns in their hands. After the first animal fear, Theresa Kennedy’s second reaction was that of a guilty

  child. Shit, she had gotten her father into trouble, she would never ever be able to get rid of her Secret Service security detail. She watched Yabril go to the door of the pilot cabin holding the

  stewardess by the hand. She turned her head to look at the chief of her security detail, but he was watching the armed women very intently.




  At that moment one of Yabril’s men came into the First Class cabin holding a grenade in his hand. One of the cadre women made another stewardess pick up the intercom. The voice came over

  the phone. It only quavered slightly. ‘All passengers fasten your seat belts. The plane has been commandeered by a revolutionary group. Please remain calm and await further instructions. Do

  not stand up. Do not touch your hand luggage. Do not leave your seats for any reason. Please remain calm. Remain calm.’




  In the cockpit the pilot saw the stewardess enter and said to her excitedly, ‘Hey, the radio just said somebody shot at the Pope.’ Then he saw Yabril enter behind the stewardess and

  his mouth opened into a silent ‘O’ of surprise, words frozen there. Just like in a cartoon, Yabril thought, as he raised the hand which held the grenade. But the pilot had said

  ‘shot at the Pope’. Did that mean Romeo had missed? Had the mission already failed? In any case Yabril had no alternative. He gave his orders to the pilot to change their course to the

  Arab state of Sherhaben.




  On the sea of humanity in St Peter’s Square, Romeo and his cadre floated to a corner backed by a stone wall and formed their own murderous island. Annee in her

  nun’s habit stood directly in front of Romeo, gun ready beneath her habit. She was responsible for protecting him, giving him time for his shot. The other members of the cadre, in their

  religious disguises, formed a circle, a perimeter to give him space. They had three hours to wait before the Pope appeared.




  Romeo leaned back against the stone wall, shuttered his eyes against the Easter morning sun and quickly ran his mind over the rehearsed moves of the operation. When the Pope appeared he would

  tap the shoulder of the cadre man on his left. That man would then set off the radio signal device that would explode the holy figurines on the opposite wall of the square. In that moment of the

  explosions he would have his rifle out and fire. The time had to be exact so that his shot would be a reverberation of the other explosions. Then he would drop the rifle, his monks and nuns would

  form a circle around him and they would flee with the others. The figurines were also smoke bombs and St Peter’s Square would be enveloped with dense clouds. There would be enormous confusion

  and there would be panic. With all this he should be able to make his escape. Those spectators near him in the crowd might be dangerous, they would be aware, but the motions of the multitude in

  flight would soon separate them. Those who were foolhardy enough to persist would be gunned down.




  Romeo could feel the cold sweat on his chest. The vast multitude waving flowers aloft became a sea of white and purple, pink and red. He wondered at their joy, their belief in the resurrection,

  their ecstasy of hope against death. He wiped his hands against the outside of his coat, felt the weight of his rifle in its sling. He could feel his legs begin to ache and go numb. He sent his

  mind outside his body to pass the long hours he would have to wait for the Pope to appear on his balcony.




  Lost scenes from his childhood formed again. Tutored for confirmation by a romantic priest, he knew that a red-hatted senior cardinal always certified the death of a pope by tapping him on the

  forehead with a silver mallet. Was that still really done? It would be a very bloody mallet this time. But how big would such a mallet be? Toy-sized? Heavy and big enough to drive a nail? But of

  course it would be a precious relic from the Renaissance, crusty with jewels, a work of art. No matter, there would be very little of the Pope’s head left to tap, the rifle under his coat

  held explosive bullets. And Romeo was sure he would not miss. He believed in his left-handedness, to be sinistra was to be successful, in sports, love, and certainly by every superstition,

  in murder.




  As he waited, Romeo wondered that he had no sense of sacrilege, after all he had been brought up a strict Catholic in a city whose every street and building reminded one of the beginnings of

  Christianity. Even now he could see the domed roofs on holy buildings like marble disks against the sky, hear deep, consoling yet intimidating bells of churches. In this great hallowed square he

  could see the statues of martyrs, smell the very air choked with the countless spring flowers offered by true believers in Christ.




  The overpowering fragrance of the multitudinous flowers washed over him and he was reminded of his mother and father and the heavy scents they always wore to mask the odor of their plush and

  pampered Mediterranean flesh.




  And then the vast crowd in their Easter finery began shouting, ‘Papa, Papa, Papa.’ Standing in the lemon light of early spring, stone angels above their heads, the crowd chanted

  incessantly for the blessing of their Pope. Finally two red-robed cardinals appeared and stretched out their arms in benediction. Then Pope Innocent was on the balcony.




  He was a very old man dressed in a cloak of glittering white; on it a cross of gold, the woolly pallium embroidered with crosses. On his head was a white skullcap and on his feet the traditional

  low, open red shoes, gold crosses embroidered on their fronts. On one of the hands raised to greet the crowd was the pontifical fisherman’s ring of St Peter.




  The multitude sent their flowers up into the sky, the voices roared, a great motor of ecstasy, the balcony shimmered in the sun as if to fall with the descending flowers.




  At that moment Romeo felt the dread these symbols had always inspired in his youth, the red-hatted cardinal of his first confirmation pockmarked like the Devil, and then he felt an elation that

  lifted his whole being into bliss, ultimate pride. Romeo tapped his cadre man’s shoulder to send the radio signal.




  The Pope raised his white-sleeved arms to answer the cries of ‘Papa, Papa’, to bless them all, to praise the Eastertide, the resurrection of Christ, to salute the stone angels that

  rode around the walls. Romeo slid his rifle out from beneath his coat, two monks of his cadre in front of him knelt to give him a clear shot. Annee placed herself so that he could lay his rifle

  across her shoulder. The cadre man behind him flashed the radio signal that set off the mined figurines on the other side of the square.




  The explosions rocked the foundations of the square, a cloud of pink floated in the air, the fragrance of the flowers turned rotten with the stench of burnt flesh. And at that moment Romeo,

  rifle sighted, pulled the trigger. The explosions on the other side of the square changed the welcoming roar of the crowd to the shrieking of countless gulls.




  On the balcony the body of the Pope seemed to rise up off the ground, the white skullcap flew into the air above it, swirled in violent whirlwinds of compressed air and then drifted down into

  the crowd, a bloody rag. A frightening wail of horror, of terror and animal rage filled the square as the body of the Pope slumped over the balcony rail. His cross of gold dangled free, the pallium

  drenched red.




  Clouds of dust rolled over the square. Marble fragments of shattered angels and saints fell. There was a terrible silence, the crowd frozen by the sight of the murdered Pope. They could see his

  head blown apart. Then the panic began. The people fled from the square, trampling the Swiss Guards who were trying to seal off the exits. The gaudy Renaissance uniforms were buried by the mass of

  terror-stricken worshippers.




  Romeo let his rifle drop to the ground. Surrounded by his cadre of armed monks and nuns, he let himself be swept out of the square into the streets of Rome. He seemed to have lost his vision, he

  staggered blindly, and Annee grasped him by the arm and thrust him into the waiting van. Romeo held his hands over his ears to, shut out the screams; he was shaking with shock, and then a sense of

  exaltation and wonder, as if the murder had been a dream.




  On the jumbo jet plane scheduled from Rome to New York, Yabril and his cadre were in full control, the First Class section cleared of all passengers except Theresa Kennedy.




  Theresa Kennedy was now more interested than frightened. She was fascinated that the hijackers so easily cowed her Secret Service detail by simply showing detonation devices all over their

  bodies, any bullet fired would send the plane flying into bits through the skies. She noted that the three men and three women terrorists were very slender with faces screwed up in the tension of

  great athletes, various expressions of emotion changing their features. A male hijacker gave one of her Secret Service agents a violent push out of the First Class cabin and kept pushing him down

  the open aisle of the tourist section. One of the female hijackers kept her distance, her gun ready. When a Secret Service agent showed some reluctance to leave Theresa Kennedy’s side, the

  woman raised her gun and pressed the barrel to his head. And her eyes showed plainly she was about to shoot. The eyes squinted, facial lines creased, her teeth shoved from the extreme compression

  of the muscles around her mouth which parted the lips slightly to relieve pressure. At that moment Theresa Kennedy pushed her guard away and put her own body in front of the woman hijacker, who

  smiled with relief and waved her into the seat.




  Theresa Kennedy watched Yabril rule the operation. He seemed almost distant as if he were a director watching his actors perform, not seeming to give orders but only hints, suggestions. She

  noted that he used his cadre as a noose to cut off the tourist body of the plane from its head. With a slight reassuring smile he motioned that she should keep to her seat. It was the action of a

  man looking after someone who had been put in his special care. Then he went into the pilot’s cabin. One of the male hijackers guarded the entry into First Class from the tourist cabin. Two

  women hijackers stood back to back in the section with her, guns at the ready. There was a stewardess manning the intercom phone that relayed messages to the passengers under the direction of the

  male hijacker. They all looked too small to cause such terror.




  In the cockpit Yabril gave the pilot permission to radio that his plane was hijacked and relay the new flight plan to Sherhaben. The American authorities would think their only problem would be

  to negotiate the usual Arab terrorist demands. Yabril stayed in the cabin to listen to the radio traffic.




  As the plane flew through the air there was nothing to do but wait. Yabril dreamed of Palestine, as it was when he was a child, his home a green oasis in the desert, his father and mother angels

  of light, the beautiful Koran as it rested on his father’s desk, always ready to renew faith. And how it had all finished in dead gray rolls of smoke, fire and the brimstone of bombs falling

  from the air. And the Israelis came and it seemed as if his whole childhood had been spent in some great prison camp of ramshackle huts, a vast settlement united in only one thing, their hatred of

  the Jews. Those very same Jews that the Koran praised.




  He remembered even at the University, how some of the teachers spoke of a botched job as ‘Arab work’. Yabril himself had used the phrase to a gunmaker who had given him defective

  weapons. Ah, but they would not call this day’s business ‘Arab work’.




  He had always hated the Jews, no not the Jews, the Israelis. He remembered when he was a child of four, maybe five, not later, the soldiers of Israel had raided the settlement camp in which he

  went to school. They had received false information, ‘Arab work’, that the settlement was hiding terrorists. All the inhabitants had been ordered out of their houses and into the

  streets with their hands up. Including the children in the long yellow-painted tin hut that was the school and lay just a little outside the settlement. Yabril with other small boys and girls his

  age had clustered together wailing, their little arms and tiny hands high in the air, screaming their surrender, screaming in terror. And Yabril had always remembered one of the young Israeli

  soldiers, the new breed of Jew, blond as a Nazi, looking at the children with a sort of horror, and then the fair skin of that alien Semite’s face was streaming with tears. The Israeli

  lowered his gun and shouted at the children to stop, to put down their hands. They had nothing to fear, he said, little children had nothing to fear. The Israeli soldier spoke almost perfect Arabic

  and when the children still stood with their arms held high, the soldier strode among them trying to pull down their arms, weeping all the while. Yabril had never forgotten the soldier, had

  resolved, later in life, never to be like him, never to let pity destroy him.




  Now below the plane he could see the deserts of Arabia. Soon the flight would come to an end and he would be in the Sultanate of Sherhaben.




  Sherhaben was one of the smallest countries in the world but had such a richness of oil that its camel riding Sultan begot hundreds of children and grandchildren who drove Mercedes and were

  educated in the finest universities abroad. The original Sultan owned huge industrial companies in Germany and the United States and had died the single most wealthy person in the world. Only one

  of these grandchildren had endured the murderous intrigues of half-brothers and became the present Sultan – Maurobi.




  The Sultan Maurobi was a militant and fanatically devout Muslim and the citizens of Sherhaben, now rich, were equally devout. No woman could go without a veil, no money could be loaned for

  interest, there was not a drop of liquor in that thirsty desert land except at the foreign embassies.




  Long ago Yabril had helped the Sultan establish and consolidate power by assassinating four of the Sultan’s more dangerous half-brothers. The Sultan, because of these debts of gratitude,

  and because of his own hatred of the great powers, had agreed to help Yabril in this operation.




  The plane carrying Yabril and his hostages landed and rolled slowly toward the small glass-encircled terminal, pale yellow in the desert sun. Beyond the airfield was an endless stretch of sand

  studded with oil rigs. When the plane came to a stop Yabril could see that the airfield was surrounded by at least a thousand of Sultan Maurobi’s troops.




  Now the most intricate and satisfying part of the operation would begin, and the most dangerous. He would have to be careful until Romeo was finally in place. And he would be gambling on the

  Sultan’s reaction to his secret and final checkmate. No, this was not Arab work.




  Because of the European time difference, Francis Kennedy received the first report of the shooting of the Pope at six a.m. Easter Sunday, it was given to him by Press Secretary

  Matthew Gladyce who had the White House watch for the holiday. Eugene Dazzy and Christian Klee had already been informed and were in the White House.
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