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Durell left his apartment at 1:14 in the afternoon. It was only a short walk to Rock Creek Park, in Washington. He knew precisely how long it would take to reach the fifth bench on the path that diverged to the right from the entrance. Before he quit the apartment, he checked the fine filaments on each window, snapped on a tape-recorder listening device hidden in a coffee grinder in his small kitchen, and tested it by tapping on a can of Louisiana chicory-flavored coffee nearby. Outside, the sun shone peacefully on budding April trees. The street below his red-brick apartment house looked normal, except for the blue Buick convertible that had parked near the comer two days ago.
It was still there.
Three times in each of the last two days, the men in the car had been relieved by new shifts. It was overt and blatant, and it annoyed him, because he was an old pro in his business, and he never underestimated the opposition. He had searched patiently for the primary watch, which would be far more subtle, but so far he had failed to discover it. This troubled him, because Durell was a careful man, and he knew that the computers of the psycho-medical team at No. 20 AnnapoUs Street had last estimated his survival factor at 01.547 on a median scale of ten. Which might as well be zero, he thought.
He secured the door by giving the key an extra half turn, and this connected the lock with an alarm system at K Section's headquarters. He was not fond of the gadgets devised by the lab teams in the basement rooms at No. 20 Annapolis Street. He preferred to rely on his instinct and the training received long ago at the Maryland "farm." But in Peking and in Moscow his dossier carried the mandatory red tab. Too many people wanted to see him dead.
He was not followed on his walk. He arrived at the park bench at 1:35. General Dickinson McFee waited for him, feeding two gray squirrels.
"You are half a minute late," McFee said quietly.
"I'm still under surveillance."
"I know you always worry, Samuel. One should. But they're stupid."
"I can't spot anything beyond the overt watch."
"There is nothing else."
"Do you know who they are, sir?"
"Of course," McFee said.
Durell checked his annoyance. He was fond of this small gray man. He had known McFee for almost fifteen years, and still did not know where McFee Uved, whether he was married and had a family, or how he spent his time when he wasn't commanding the field chiefs of K Section's apparatus of Central Intelligence. But he knew about McFee's blackthorn walking stick, which rested upright between the general's knees. It was a tiny arsenal, utterly deadly, comprising a dagger, a rifle, a small phosphorus bomb, and certain other implements he could only guess at. The tip had a poisoned dart. The weighted handle, with only a moderate blow, could crush m a man's skull. He had never seen McFee use it. But McFee was never without it. It made Durell a little nervous.
McFee fed his squirrels. "Have you thought about it any further, Cajun?"
"I gave you my answer a week ago."
"It's a bit more urgent now."
Durell said, "Let him get a private agency. Let him use an insurance company man. It's not in my line."
"Clifton C. B. Riddle wants his art work back most urgently. It's quite astonishing. He put pressure on two senators, four congressmen, the Presidential secretary, and the Joint Chiefs. I've had a memo from the National Security Agency about it. I don't like it. But he wants you. It seems his daughter once mentioned you."
"Yes," Durell said. "A young friend of Deirdre's." He paused. "But I'm not a lackey to a billion dollars, sir. I'm sorry about the pressure on you. But I won't do it."
"If I order you, Cajun?" McFee's gray eyes were very pale in the April sunlight. "It is an order, you see."
"I haven't signed my contract renewal yet."
"We could arrange a bonus."
"No, thank you, sir."
"Mr. Riddle will pay you handsomely."
"I won't work for that bastard. I'd rather resign."
"You cannot resign," McFee said quietly.
Durell sat very still. This had never been said before, although after all his years in the business, he knew he was forever set apart from the world of normal men.
The wind in the park felt cool. The squirrels chattered and ran away, as if they felt a darkness in the small gray man. A couple rode by on bicycles, laughing. Durell watched them out of sight. So did McFee.
Durell was a tall man, with a heavy musculature that was deceptive, because he could move with incredible speed and grace. He no longer knew how many scars he carried on his body. He had thick black hair, touched with premature gray at the temples, and he had the face and dark blue eyes of a hunter: quiet, patient, dangerous. He could make himself anonymous in a crowd, if he had to, but women felt an instinct for what he was, and were drawn to him with a frightened fascination. He had fine hands, with long fingers, a gambler's hands that could kill with deft silence or manipulate poker cards with lightning deception. He had long ago lost his boyhood Cajun accent, acquired in the delta country of Louisiana at Bayou Peche Rouge, where his old Grandpa Jonathan, that ramrod of a man, the last of the breed of Mississippi River gamblers, was living out his life on the hulk of the old paddlewheeler, the Trois Belles, which had been Durell's boyhood home. A law degree at Yale and all the years afterward with K Section had given him a command of six major languages and a dozen dialects and grim familiarity with every dark comer of every major city of the world.
"Sir " he began.
"I'm truly sorry, Samuel. Surely you know it is too late for you. You wiU sign your contract today." McFee paused. "There is a small bonus for you. Our budget "
"And if I don't?" Durell asked. He felt chilly.
"How can we allow you to return to civilian life?"
"I'd go home."
"You would be followed and found."
"I know how to hide."
"For how long? Time has no meaning for them."
"You know my security rating "
"And I know how much you know, Cajun."
DureU's eyes looked black. "You haven't a man who could eliminate me," he said.
"We could be patient, too. But that would not be necessary." McFee moved his walking stick ever so slightly. The tip rested on the toe of DureU's black shoe. "I could do it now. You know I could. You would be found here, a victim of cardiac arrest. I'm very fond of you, Samuel. You are the best we have." McFee sighed faintly. "I'm truly very distressed."
"You'd kill me yourself? Here and now?"
"Yes."
"Then it's not just Clifton Riddle and the government's pressure on you."
"It is and it isn't," McFee said. "Now come with me."
Durell felt the slight pressure of the walking stick on his toe. He knew that McFee could trigger the tiny needle in its tip into his foot, and the April day, with its budding trees and great billowing clouds in a crystal sky, would end forever for him.
"All right," he said.
But he felt wounded.
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The room was small, painted yellow, with only one door and no windows. The furniture consisted of a steel cot and a gray blanket, a gray steel Government Qass Four desk, a swivel chair, and a tape recorder. A single light shone on the young man who lay on the cot. There was a mirror opposite the cot, and from the adjacent room in the basement of the gray stone building at No. 20 Annapolis Street, Durell and McFee watched through the two-way glass, observing but unseen by the occupant of the room.
The room was known as "No Place." It was not often used. Its results were grim and sometimes drastic.
"That's Denis Deakin," McFee said. "We've had him for three hours. It's almost over. You'll get his dossier later. He worked for NASA before CUfton C. B. Riddle stole him to work in one of his industrial labs. Degrees from Cal Tech and MIT. Not much to look at, eh? His IQ is one hundred sixty-eight. In Arizona, where Riddle isolated him, he was making headway in trapping neutrinos. Skinny sort of chap, isn't he?"
The man on the cot was about twenty-four, and affected a thin, sandy beard to look more mature. He was utterly naked, but Durell did not share McFee's estimate of the subject's physique. There was an unusual chest development, a deeper lung cavity than most, and heavy thigh and calf muscles.
"He's a swimmer," Durell said.
"Yes, his only recreation. Scuba diving. Good at it, I hear. Important?"

"Maybe," Durell said. "What injection did he get?"
"Al Greenberg gave him UH-three."
"Heavy?"
"He's told us all we need to know about Riddle, the lab, his work, and how he can get power from neutrinos."
"What does this have to do with Riddle's obsession to hire me and recover an oil painting stolen from his collection?"
"We don't know. But if it's important enough for Riddle to use all the pressure he's put on me, it's important enough for you to find out."
"You could have told me this in the first place."
"We didn't know this until the UH-three made Denis talk."
"Riddle is a bastard," Durell said. "Suppose I have to kill him?"
"Try not to," McFee said mildly. "Young Deakin will be all right in an hour and back in his hotel next to Riddle's suite, never missed, and with no memory of ever being here. He may have vague recollections of a bad dream, that's all."
"Why does Riddle insist on hiring me?"
"He knows you're the best we have. And he has the money to buy anything and anyone he wants."
"Yes. Four wives, two divorces and a suicide, and a sad young flower-girl hippie daughter named Linda."
"You will be interested in some other recordings we made by bugging Riddle's suite," McFee said. "Can you name the four richest men in the world?"
"Clifton Riddle, for one," Durell replied. He frowned, studying the drugged young man in "No Place." "Ulrich Hans von Golz, West Germany. Yussuf Hadad Fazil, Turkey. Han Fei Wu, of Singapore and Hong Kong."
"I'm very pleased with you, Samuel."
"I'm not. What about it?"
"All four men are meeting tomorrow at Riddle's private island in the Florida keys. Coming from all corners of the world. Why? Denis is ordered to go with Riddle. And something else."
Durell waited.
"By coincidence, all four men have just one daughter each. And each one is a flower child, a hippie." McFee coughed. "The four girls will be at San Mirabel, too."
"So?"
"Clifton Riddle wants you there, also."
Durell was wry. "To help recover an oil painting?"
"All four men are art collectors. But you know very well, Samuel, that the painting stolen from Riddle is not just another work of art. Moreover, we now know who stole the canvas."
"I can guess," Durell said. "Clifton Riddle's own daughter, Linda. With Denis Deakin's help."
"Correct. I'm very pleased with you, Cajun."
At four o'clock Durell came up behind the Buick parked near his apartment house. The sky had turned overcast, and it would rain soon. The wind blew in cool gusts. He opened the near door of the car and bent down to look at the two men inside. One of them made an abrupt gesture to his pocket. Durell smiled.
"Relax. You may now take me to your leader."
"Hey, listen "
"Let's go," Durell said. "He's waited long enough."
They looked at each other and let him slide in. The driver adjusted sunglasses and said, "Well, that's the ticket, Mr. Durell. What Mr. Riddle wants, he gets. He's patient."
"And rich," Durell said.
Both men laughed. The driver started the car and the middle man gave Durell a cigarette and they drove off.
Clifton C. B. Riddle had that indefinable, well-groomed aura of power that immense wealth lends to a man. There was nothing gentle about him. Behind his heavy, craggy face lurked the essence of violence, unbridled by normal restraint. The penthouse hotel suite, with its private elevator, was like the keep of a well-guarded castle, and Riddle the feudal lord. A Texan, in his youth he had stood trial for manslaughter, but had been acquitted. He had amassed his wealth by a combination of monomaniacal lust for money and power, control of oil and shipping during the war, and an expansion of corporate and financial complexes that left the Revenue Service powerless to discover his true worth and the extent of his interests.
He did not offer to shake hands with Durell.
"You made me wait a long time," he said heavily. "You drink bourbon, right?"
"Nothing right now, thanks."
Riddle had shaggy, winged gray brows. "I know all about you. You like good bourbon. Drink with me."
"No, thank you."
"I hear you don't want the job."
"I didn't," Durell said. "But I've changed my mmd."
"Why?"
"A little man with a walking stick. You don't have to understand. And don't patronize me, Mr. Riddle. I'll work for you. We'll keep it on a business basis."
"That's the way I want it. I don't Uke Cajuns."
"I don't like Texans," Durell said. "At least, none like you."
Clifton Riddle laughed. He was a meaty man with pink jowls, lynx eyes, and fleshy hands. He could be sixty, Durell thought. He had a private medical staff, attorneys, valets and chefs who traveled with him Uke a royal retinue, dedicated solely to the health, comfort, and prosperity of Clifton C. B. Riddle.
"All right." Riddle sat down behind a Renaissance desk and did not offer Durell a chair. Durell chose one anyway and lit a cigarette because he knew Riddle objected to smoking. Riddle said, "I'll lay it out. It's a simple job. You know my art collection. I bought a new oil in San Francisco two weeks ago. A young artist, a hippie, but I think it's good. It was stolen from me, and I want it back."
"Who took it?"
"If I knew that, I wouldn't need you."
"Tell me about the painting."
"Contemporary. Pop. Colorful. Canvas is three by five. Female figure." Riddle grunted. "Not that you'd recognize it as such. It was cut from its frame and vanished."
"The artist's name?"
"Harry."
"Harry?"
"That's all. Just Harry."
"Does the painting have a title?"
"Sure," Riddle said. "The 'Nuclear Nude.'" He leaned across the desk and looked savage. "I want it back. I like to keep what I pay for. No matter who gets hurt."
"Or killed?"
"You're not squeamish about that, either."
"It depends. How much did the painting cost you?"
Riddle hesitated. "A hundred dollars."
Durell said, "That's not very much."
"I count pennies. It's the principle of the thing." Riddle's voice grated. "I don't want you to try to get it back. Do it. Put it in my hands. Personally. Not to the people I've borrowed you from." Riddle leaned back. "I think it's in Florida right now. I'm going down tomorrow. I've got an island there. You go to Key West. See me day after tomorrow. Lunch. I think the artist is there now. Maybe he's trying to con me. I'm not sure. Linda " The big man paused.
"Your daughter?" Durell asked quietly.
"She doesn't like me. She ran away to the hippie crowd in San Francisco. She got to know this artist, this tramp named Harry. That's how I saw the painting. So that's one more thing." Riddle's voice grew very soft. "I don't want my daughter mixed up with a bum like that. Understand?"
"No, I don't," Durell said. "Spell it out. Do you want me to kill Harry?"
"If you like," Riddle snapped. "I'll make it safe enough for you."
"You're a son of a bitch, Mr. Riddle."
Clifton Riddle laughed. "We understand each other."
Durell left alone. He went down in the private elevator, passed a flunky on guard, and made his way to the lobby. Dusk was falling on the busy District street outside. The tide of government workers jammed buses, taxis, and the sidewalks. He was halfway to the revolving doors when the girl hailed him.
"Mr. Durell?"
He recognized her from photos he had seen in the newspapers. Not just in society columns. Linda Riddle had made news at peace demonstrations, anti-draft parades, and police roundups at Berkeley and Haight-Ashbury.
"Love," she said, smiling.
"Hello, Linda. Were you waiting for me?"
"Yes, but Daddy doesn't know about it. Did he bludgeon you into working for him? I know he pulled a lot of strings to get you. How is Deirdre?"
"In Italy."
"Are you ever going to marry her?"
"Maybe."
Linda Riddle's lovely blue eyes looked at him coldly. "You don't look like a man who can be bought. But I guess a person never can tell, right?"
"I suppose not. Do you have Daddy's painting?"
She smiled, her lips together. "I helped steal it."
"Does he know that?"
"I think so. Don't ask me where it is, love. In orbit, maybe. Like you won't get it from me. And I'm not worried about you. I was, but I'm not now, since Daddy bought you."
"Good."
"Are you going to San Mirabel? It won't help, you know."
Linda Riddle wore her pale golden hair in a natural fall that swept forward over one shoulder. Around her neck was a heavy gold chain and a jeweled sunflower. There was something of her father in her, but it was softened by a smooth brow and clear gray eyes, a rather wide, full mouth. She was about nineteen, but growing up with a father like Clifton Riddle, a troubled childhood, and enormous wealth had marked her. She wore dungarees and a boy's turtleneck sweater and she was barefoot. Her long, fine-boned feet were dirty from the sidewalks. Under her bulky clothes, deliberately sexless, Durell guessed at a fine, rich body and young, athletic strength.
"What is it?" she asked. "Don't stare like that." Her tone was imperious. She was accustomed to giving orders.
He said gently, "You could be a very lovely girl, Linda."
"I'm not interested in your opinion. Do you want to know what I think of an imperialist stooge like you?"
He sighed. "Go on upstairs, Linda, and wash your feet."
She stared, her gray eyes and pale face angry. Durell walked around her and left the hotel.
3
He flew to Miami the next morning, met Juan Piedra, the K Section man there, and had Piedra fly him in a four-seater Cherokee over the long line of Florida keys toward San Mirabel. Piedra was a slim, dark Cuban who had been recruited shortly after Castro's missile crisis. His knowledge of the regime and his ability to screen Havana's refugees was invaluable.
"San Mirabel," he said, pointing down. "Quite a joint."
The sea below was a milky, mottled pattern of pale blues merging into coral reefs, with the green of the keys stringing the Overseas Highway together. The sky was clear and hot. A few sports fishermen made small wedges of white wake near the channels between the Gulf and the Florida Straits.
"Money, money maketh the man, as Pindar said, long ago," Durell murmured. "There's only one approach?"
"Check, friend." Piedra's English was only shghtly accented. "Bridge with barricade and guardhouse. Those are mangrove swamps to the south. That's a big yacht down there."
Durell nodded. San Mirabel from the air was a gleaming, manicured green gem in a jungle of drowned coral. A large schooner yacht was moored at its private pier. Bright lawns swept up to a sprawUng complex of pseudo-Spanish architecture.
"Come down a little," Durell said. "He's got a float plane, too, and a big radio antenna."
"It's an amateur band, all in code. We can't break it. It's worldwide, and we figure he keeps in touch with his commercial interests with it. Buy and sell a few countries, this and that. Like a five-and-ten, friend. What's a few million people between billionaires?"
"Has the Federal Bureau ever checked him out?"
"Man, but gently. Clifton C. B. Riddle is a buzz saw you don't test with your finger."
Durell nodded. "All right. Put me down in Key West, and go home, Juano. If I need you, I'll use Code Two."
He checked into the Poinsettia, an apartment-motel, before dusk, swam in the pool below his private balcony, and walked to the Sands Club at the foot of Simonton Street for dinner. Afterward, he went back to his rooms, brewed a pot of Cuban coffee in the efficiency kitchen, and spent two hours studying the dossiers McFee had given him.
File S/2547.NC 9/09/276 K/A.14
RIDDLE, CLIFTON CARLTON BENJAMIN
Born 1911 Carl Smith, one of 11 children of James and Amanda, sharecroppers, Ascalon, Miss. No formal educ. Employed field hand, Tri-Cont. Offshore Oil, salesman Jackson Rigging Supplies, promoted mgr., assumed company control 1935, pres. Tri-Cont. 1938.
Married Alice Coburn (d. 1937), Judith Mitchell, div. 1941, Eliz. Washburn 1945 (suicide), Margaret Asbury, div. 1956 (whereabouts unknown).
Present legal residence: Dallas, Texas Other addresses: San Mirabel, Florida Present financial worth: Unknown Political affiliations: Unknown
Hobbies: Art collection, said to be finest of contemporary Am. paintings, including Bessar, Calder, etc.
Comment: INT. KA/14/12.9.76: It is believed that C. C. B. Riddle's political influence ranges between both major parties and one American Patriots splinter group. Influence in administration. Congress, and various federal appointments. Heavy campaign donations. (See attached Sub/2546/B case of Vernon Bayles.) (See atached transcript 62/KRa of C. R. testimony Senator Doyle's Sub-Committee.) Photos A2 and A3 unauthorized.
Durell turned the folder. There were no attached statements. He was not surprised. But he wondered how they had been removed from the files.
He poured another cup of coffee and looked for a dossier on Linda Riddle; There was none. The folder on Ulrich von Golz was fat and ponderous. So was the German's glossy photograph. Von Golz had been tried in 1947 by the War Crimes Commission, sentenced to three years, released after three months. Von Golz had thick white hair and starthng winged black brows, a hawk's nose. The eyes were cold and bleak. The jowls were heavy, forming dewlaps over a thick and massive neck. He had been married to the daughter of a Jewish industri-ahst, and her death in a concentration camp was due to his prompt divorce under Hitler's Aryan laws. There had been no offspring from this marriage. A second wife, a recluse, gave him a daughter, now nineteen, named Anna-Lise. Her photo was attached. She was blond, Uke Linda Riddle, but she had her father's fierce, Teutonic strength. Durell examined the girl's photograph with care.
Anna-Lise von Golz also wore a sunflower pendant on a heavy gold chain about her long neck. It was identical to the one he had seen Linda Riddle wear in Washington yesterday.
The bulk of the dossier on Yussuf Hadad Fazil came from the Narcotics Bureau. Fazil, as a youth growing up in the eastern mountains of Anatolia, had been involved in heroin and opium shipments out of Syria and Lebanon to the Naples refineries and from there to the syndicate operations in the U.S. He was markedly younger than the other men involved, not more than forty, a slight, handsome man whose extraordinary wealth was now invested in an import-export corporate entity tied into Greek shipping. He was known to be a recluse with an island in the Aegean, yachts and private planes, with a penchant for exotic young women, an interest that occasionally drew tabloid attention to him. For all that, his life was a mystery.
His only daughter was Ryana Fazil, a small, dark-haired, frightened-looking girl.
She, too, wore a sunflower pendant.
He put aside the last dossier on Han Fei Wu to read a summary from the Atomic Energy Commission dealing with the study of neutrinos by means of a "nothing trap" designed to capture the elusive, ghostly subatomic particles involved. Neutrinos were believed to have amazing penetrating power, able to penetrate intact and at the speed of Ught any depth of matter. Denis Deakin had helped design a subterranean limestone tunnel and cave in Nevada to study the residual missing particle from decayed atoms from cosmic radiation. The difficulty was to shield the neutrino chamber from the massive cosmic ray particles from outer space and the upper atmosphere. Measurements to observe the penetrating power and behavior of neutrinos were aimed at eventual harnessing of such enormous cosmic ray power as to make present atomic reactions and bombs as obsolete as animal power before the invention of the steam engine.
The departure of young Denis Deakin from the AEC project for employment in private industry was noted with regret.
Mr. Han Fei Wu looked like a benign, elderly mandarin of strict Confucian morality. His photograph depicted a fragile, gentle Chinese of about seventy, with a wispy beard and crinkled wise old eyes. A refugee from Mao's Red China, he had fled to Hong Kong and taken up final residence in Singapore. His collection of Ming pottery was reputed to be unrivaled by any museum in the world. He had made a fortune in restaurant and motion-picture houses, but no one could estimate his present worth. It was rumored that at one point he had had five wives. His current web of financial interests included rubber, tin. East Asian shippmg, and oil. If Mr. Han had children by any of his former wives, none were reported except the daughter, named Pan Liang.
British M.I.6 security dossiers from Hong Kong suggested that Han Fei Wu had the resilience of a reed, bending in the violent poUtical winds of China's last fifty years. A supporter of Sun Yat-sen, and then the head of a band of KMT gunmen for Chiang Kai-shek's Kuomintang revolutionary armies, it was believed that loot and plunder, in Mr. Han's early violent years, had formed the basis for the spider web of his uncounted fortune.
A police note from Hong Kong and another from Singapore suggested that Mr. Han was presently the head of the notorious Five Rubies Society, an offspring of the revolutionary Triads that had degenerated into massive crime syndicates in today's world.
The photograph of Mr. Han's daughter, Pan, did not surprise Durell. Another sunflower pendant hung around the girl's neck.
A sealed envelope was clipped to the dossiers. The envelope was of the heavy cream-colored paper that always enclosed a personal note from General Dickinson McFee. Durell put it aside for a moment and washed out the coffeepot and opened his apartment door. The pool below his balcony lay in quiet turquoise under the floodlights. The Poinsettia's guests were either out on the town or gone to bed.
On Durell's left arm, just inside the elbow, was a small red spot that might have been a birthmark. It was not. Under a magnifying glass, it could be seen as five small gem-like tattoos. Five Rubies. It was the sign of the Five Rubies Society, and he was a member of the Third Stage in the Singapore Lodge of that secret Chinese society devoted to blackmail, shakedown, murder, lotteries, and the terrorization of new refugees from the Chinese People's RepubUc.
Some years ago, when he had been in Singapore, the local K Section Control had thought it might be useful to induct him into the Five Rubies Society. He remembered the somewhat awesome ritual, held behind the smelly facade of a Singapore tenement in the Chinese quarter. He had been led there by a "snake," a key-cutter who located easy targets for the lodge burglar teams. He had been sworn into the special "killer squad," run on military lines by five Tiger Generals of the lodge. His induction had involved the symbolic journey of a triangle that represented the harmonious blending of Heaven, Earth, and Man. He passed the "Mountain of Daggers," the "Red Ruby Pavilion," and walked through a bamboo circle representing Heaven and Earth, Yin and Yang, and at the altar he had knelt before the memorial tablets of the Five Ancestors.
Nothing came of his membership at that time. But the tiny tattoo mark inside his left elbow, and his recollection of certain passwords and signs, were still sharp in his mind.
He thought wryly that it was interesting to learn that, according to his sword oath, Mr. Han as head of the Society had the power to command him to do anything whatsoever, at any cost or any danger. . .
On the other hand, in the strange world of Triad society, he in turn could made certain demands of Mr. Han.
He opened McFee's private note.
It was brief, and it also concerned Mr. Han Fei Wu.
Dear Samuel: A check with Singapore police indicates that Mr. Han's most recent mistress — or associate, considering his age — is a certain Madame Hung Ta-po, She now runs a "pleasure island" off Singapore. I believe you will remember her from a recent encounter in Iran. Madame Hung, as I need not tell you, is also a collector — of K Section agents. Walk with care. D. McF.
He felt a blow within Kim like an implosion of vast and incalculable power, almost physical, shaking his mind and soul with something greater than hatred, deeper than loathing. He did not know if what he felt was fear— primordial, atavistic, mind-erasing. He shivered. An image, a face, grew in him. A woman's face, so utterly inhuman as to lack all moral expression. Malevolence, cruelty, implacability—words had no meaning. Nothing even approximated the essence of Madame Hung.
He had thought her dead in that mountain in the Dasht-i-Kavir desert of Iran. He had hoped she was corrupted into worms and dust. He remembered her words: "If I must die, I shall take the world with me."
He remembered she had said: "One day I shall kill you, Sam Durell. Slowly, with such infinite and exquisite pleasure. One day, yes. Wait. Yes, it will come."
He had believed her then. He believed her now.
Madame Hung Ta-po. Head of Peking's "Blue Line" killer squads. A female spider sitting in the center of a worldwide web of dedicated, mindless assassins.
He was at the top of her list.
Durell checked the louvered windows and door of his apartment. The glass was flimsy. He felt exposed to the night, to the whisper of warm wind in the palms, the rustle of a bird in the oleander bushes, the lap of blue water in the pool. He took his gun, a snub-nosed .38 Smith and Wesson, and checked the cylinder, the cartridges, the trigger pull. From his suitcase he took a fountain pen of tear gas, a knife, and a pencil. The pencil looked ordinary, but a single drop of Uquid squeezed from its point could bring instant heart arrest. In the heel of his right shoe were other gadgets from the lab boys. He looked at his hands. They trembled slightly. He was not a man who despised fear. It could be useful. But it could also be a mortal weakness.
He put away most of the weapons and kept only the gun, the knife, and the poison pencil.
Then he left the apartment.
He spent two hours checking the artists' quarter and the galleries of Key West, the bars along Duval Street, crowded with sailors and whores, the alleys and lanes of the Old Town, with sagging fences, palms and hibiscus, tin roofs and Bahamian porches inhabited by proud local Conchs.
Everywhere he went, he asked about Harry the artist. Several people knew of him. In one gallery a handsome Negro girl wearing beads and a leather headband over a denim smock excitedly told him that Harry was expected any day. She gave him the address of Harry's house and gallery, and he walked there through the soft, dark air of the night.
The place was closed and locked. Not a glimmer of light showed beyond the barred gate. He glimpsed over the stone wall an overgrown, jungled garden. From the houses nearby came the beat and thump and wail of the Havana radio. Jet patrols returning to Boca Chica shook the starry sky.
He gave it up and returned to his apartment. It seemed to him as if the witch-figure of Madame Hung shadowed his every footstep.
There was a tiny triangle of white paper under his door when he mounted the steps to his balcony. He stared at it, and didn't touch it, and then very gently and carefully inserted the key in the lock and turned it, Hstening, with infinite patience. Nothing happened. He opened the door inward with equal care. The triangle of paper was an envelope. He did not touch it. Inside, the rooms looked as before. Nothing had been changed. He checked the windows, the bed, the closets, the kitchen. No booby traps anywhere. It took twenty minutes.
Satisfied, he took a fork from the kitchen and lifted the envelope with it and examined it under a light before he touched a finger to it and opened it.
The message was simple and brief:
Durell — I don't need you now. Go home. Appointment cancelled at San Mirabel, — C, C, B, Riddle.
He had seen samples of Riddle's massive, imperious handwriting. The note was genuine. He was fired.
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In the morning he rented a car and drove out of Key West on the Overseas Highway, beyond the Bahia Honda bridge. The day was hot and humid. The sunlight was stinging. He put on dark glasses and checked the rear-vision mirror and could not spot anyone following him. From the air, in Piedra's plane, he had noted the sandy track that led from the main road toward San Mirabel Key. It was not easy to find. Beyond a cluster of junky eating places and souvenir stands and a fishing colony of mosquito-infested cabins, he turned left. The track was deliberately rough and inhospitable. The rented car squeaked and protested in the ruts. And the moment he left the main highway, he entered a primordial jungle of mangrove and drowned lagoons and coral reefs that seemed untouched since the world was new.
He crossed two bridges made of old railroad ties, a concrete causeway that gave him a glimpse of flat, aquamarine sea shimmering in the heat, and then there was another mangrove swamp and the road became a Uttle better.
A small plane circled overhead, going nowhere. It was not Piedra's four-seater Cherokee.
A hundred yards from the last bridge he saw the barrier, a striped steel pole across the causeway that could check the passage of any car. Two men lounged in a thatch-roofed hut, looking his way, attracted by the noise of his laboring engine. The men were big, alert, and armed, and they wore paramihtary uniforms.
Durell braked and got out of the car. The men moved a little apart, their eyes watchful.

"I have an appointment with Mr. Riddle," Durell said.
"No, you don't," said one of the men. "You been canned. Out on your ass. He don't need you no more. That's our orders. You want to stay in one piece, Durell, you turn around and go back. All the way back, where you come from."
"You have a telephone," Durell said, looking at the wires to their hut. "Call Mr. Riddle and check."
They both shook their heads. They carried their semiautomatic rifles with a casual manner that betrayed their f amiUarity with the weapons.
"Go back," said the guard. "And don't try nothing stupid."
"It's important," Durell urged.
The guard sighed. "I guess you need to be told the hard way. What Mr. Riddle says we do, we do."
"He gave you the orders personally?"
"That's right."
"Very well," Durell said.
The guards were suspicious of his easy compliance, but Durell saw no advantage in trying to use force. Even if he could take this pair, there would be others farther on. He shrugged, lit a cigarette, pushed his sunglasses up a bit, and walked back to his car.
His back tingled. He didn't know if they would shoot or not.
After a quarter of a mile, he drove the car off the trestle bridge onto an embankment of hard coral that left no tire marks. He chose a time to do this when the plane circling overhead was to the north, but he still didn't know if his maneuver had been spotted. He hid the car as best he could behind tall reeds, and scuffed the marl he had driven over and then set out on foot.
Mosquitoes promptly found him, whining in hungry clouds about his head. Mud sucked at his feet. Water glimmered above claw-like mangrove roots in the milky sea, and he pushed forward in that direction. Twice he slipped, went knee-deep in the lukewarm water and mud, pulled himself up, and went on. He waded a small channel, stepping carefully on coral that crumbled and made great dusty clouds in the quiet water. Birds flew up, screeching, alarmed by his approach. He swore silently at them.
Long ago, as a boy, he had been lost in the bayous around Peche Rouge, forgetting the old Indian cheniere, or dike whose footpath could have guided him through the swamp. He had spent the night shivering under moss-grown cypress, too proud to call for help to his Grandpa Jonathan. It seemed in those hours that he would never again find the welcome hulk of the old paddlewheeler that the old man had turned into a home for the two of them.
In the morning, however, he had collected his wits, choked down his fright and thirst and hunger, and used the lore the old man had taught him to find his way out of the swamp. He had followed a sleepy tidal channel, marked by the slow drift of twigs and leaves, and found the open bayou where the steamboat hulk was moored, in time for lunch.
He followed a channel now, knowing the tide was running out. In ten minutes he glimpsed a green expanse of sea, and beyond was San Mirabel, a green jewel with red-tiled Spanish roofs peeping through lush, exotic tropical specimen trees. He turned toward a series of jungled islets that enclosed a lagoon that would be the landing area for the float plane moored over there.
The water was always shallow enough to wade. Once among the islets, however, the going was worse, and he had to detour impassable thickets several times.
He had the feeling he was being watched.
Twice he paused and waited. Birds moved in the small, olive-gray leaves. The slow tide made a purUng sound around the mangrove roots. The mosquitoes whined. Other insects shrilled. He saw a tiny Key deer, a fleeting glimpse of lovely, wild grace. After a long time, he went on.
He was on a natural beach, on the seaward side of the tiny island chain, sheltered from any eyes on Riddle's strange fortress, when the girls stopped him.
They came out of the water like four Aphrodites, all pearly and golden and gleaming of the sun and the sea. Four of them. Durell knew them at once. The slim, fair Linda Riddle, the taller, firm-breasted, broad-shouldered Valkyrie, Anna-Lise von Golz, the dark and jewel-like Ryana Fazil, of Turkey, and like a young goddess out of China's misty youth, the girl named Pan. It was obvious they had come to intercept him. They wore snorkeling outfits, which they discarded, and stood on the narrow beach to bar his way. Their feet were bare. Each girl wore around her graceful neck a heavy golden chain and a sunflower jeweled pendant. The pendants nestled between their proud young breasts. Otherwise, they were completely nude.
They smiled at him.
Linda Riddle said impatiently, "Sam, why don't you just cut out? Like you can't make this scene."
Ryana Fazil, who had broader hips than the others, whispered gently, "Really, Mr. Durell, you should not come here."
The German girl, Anna-Lise, reached down to the sand. Her legs and hips were splendid. She came up with a gleaming spear gun and said, "Otherwise, Herr Durell, we may have to kill you, you see."
There was a scarlet hibiscus blossom, as red as blood, on the vicious spear point.
The Chinese girl said nothing. She bit her lip and cocked her doll-like head to one side, and she listened. Durell heard it, too, and didn't like it. Pan gave a little shiver and plucked a small wild orchid from a mangrove limb and stepped forward to give it to Durell.
"But we love you," she said shyly.
He tucked the little blossom into his shirt pocket. He tried not to look at the four naked girls too closely. His shirt was soaked with sweat and clung to his chest and back. Short of violence—and he wasn't sure he could handle all four girls without hurting them, and the German girl with the spear gun seemed ready to use it—he could not go forward.
"Linda, is Denis Deakin at San Mirabel?" he asked.
"Yes."
"Then I just want to talk to him."
The four girls chorused together, "You can't."
"Why not?"
"Because we love you," said Pan Han. "And we love Denis, too. And you might hurt him."
"I promise I won't."
"You would," said Linda sharply. "You're working against us."
"And you four are working against your fathers?"
"We will not discuss further," said Anna-Lise. Her German accent came through firmly. "You will please to turn around and go back and do not interfere anymore."
Durell smiled. "How will you stop me? With flower power?"
"With this," said Anna-Lise, and lifted the spear gun.
"Peace," Durell said.
"Love," she said.
He looked at her weapon. He had the feeling, standing confronted by the four naked girls, that he was suspended somewhere between a nightmare and the sort of delectable daydream a randy old man might enjoy. The mangrove swamp was an unadulterated hell, noisome and steaming; but the four girls were the most beautiful he had ever seen.
A Navy jet split the white-hot sky with a sound like tearing silk. The mud sucked at his wet shoes with primitive lust. The Chinese girl was listening for something, even now. He waited for the jet to stop shaking the sky, and then he heard it too. A branch in the mangroves behind him made a sharp cracking sound. He looked at the four girls, deliberately, scanning each of them from the neck down, considering their provocative breasts and swelling hips and long legs, all jeweled and salted by their swim in the sea to intercept him.
It didn't bother them. The only reaction was a smile of contempt from the German girl.
Another branch cracked nearby. Time had run out. He said quietly: "I'm going through. I must see your father, Linda. He took me off this job, but I don't think he really wanted to. I think he was influenced by Han, and people behind Han. Maybe he was told it was all too big for him to operate alone, with only me to help. So I've got to see him. And I must talk to Denis Deakin."
"No," they said together. "But we love you."
He stepped forward. Anna-Lise raised her spear gun. Her long, wheat-white hair snaked in wet coils about her breasts. He did not think any of the girls were imder drugs. But then Anna-Lise fired at him.
He never knew if she missed deliberately or not. He heard the snap of the spring, the hiss of the spear point as it went by, and then he jumped for her and caught the long shaft of the trigger end and twisted it aside. Anna-Lise cried out in surprised anger, and the next moment the four girls were on him.
The problem was that he did not want to hurt them. Their young, wet bodies were stronger and harder than expected, yet soft and sliding, weighing him down. He tried to sweep them aside and one of them tripped him deftly. He went down to one knee and then their combined weight descended on him, smothering him in long limbs, pummeling fists, sweeping curtains of long hair, pink-tipped breasts and strong legs. He came up again, dragging them with him. The Turkish girl, Ryana Fazil, was crying. Tears stained Pan's face, too. He thought, with a sardonic grimness, that violence seemed to hurt them more than himself. Anna-Lise was the toughest of the lot. She straddled him, locking long legs about his waist, and clubbed at him with the spear gun. His ears rang, and he felt blood on his cheek. He hit her open-handed, and she went backward with a sharp cry, all asprawl.
Linda yelled and pulled away, anger twisting her mouth. Pan also jumped up and looked back at the mangrove swamp.
A low stuttering sound from a silenced gun swept a curtain of warning slugs over their heads.
As if they were one, the four girls scrambled for the water, naked and shivering, long legs flying, sand spurting from their feet. They dived cleanly, leaving hardly a ripple.
Astonished, Durell stood up, alone.
A man with a gun moved like a dark shadow through the mangroves nearby.
He felt a savage satisfaction. This was a danger he could cope with. He had known that the girls' only aim was to keep him from talking to their fathers. Clearly, they were in a conspiracy against those four incalculably rich men. And those four were in a conspiracy against the rest of the world.
He was sure of all this now, but he had no time to consider it. He dived for the mangroves as another burst kicked sand and coral in a spray from the beach. These shots were meant for him. Crouching, he moved among the mangroves, stepping on the roots. Brush screened him. It was fifty feet to the opposite shore of the islet, where he could see San Mirabel shimmering across the lagoon. He felt a fine quivering along all his nerves as he listened for the man with the gun. The stalker was careless and let another twig snap as he went out on the opposite beach. Durell couldn't see him, but he could mark the other's movements as the man searched for him. The end of the game was meant to be his death. Carefully, he stepped back into the mangroves and pulled a thin length of vine free and coiled it in his hand. He wanted silence, since there might well be others hunting him nearby, and he had no wish to give himself away.
He waited for some minutes, screened from the open
water of the lagoon. The other man finally crossed to his side of the little key. Birds flew up, screeching. Durell wondered where the girls had gone. If they'd used a boat, that might be useful, assuming they were still in the area. But he didn't hear either a motor or any plash of oars.
He waited.
The heat closed in, suffocatingly, and the mosquitoes had a field day. He sweated. He dried his palms on his thighs and kept the tough Httle string of vine ready.
The man finally came out on his side of the island and moved toward him, his head alert, his eyes sliding back and forth. He was a young Chinese, and had a hard look about him. His black hair was thick, and he had his gun cradled in the crook of his elbow, finger on the trigger. He wore an open-necked short-sleeved shirt and khaki slacks and sneakers wet with mud. His arms were muscular. Durell did not move, letting the insects feed freely on his face and hands.
The Chinese was not very good in this terrain. No doubt he was more accustomed to operating in the dark alleys of Singapore's Chinatown. He came down the narrow beach, scanning the undergrowth, and passed within five paces of Durell.
Durell took the loop of vine in both hands and stepped out of the mangrove behind him. At the last moment, the Chinese heard him, but too late to save himself. The vine closed around his throat and Durell drew it tight and the man choked and struggled and kicked and dropped his weight, risking a broken neck for himself. Durell let him drop, and the man's gun fell on the coral and slipped into the oozy, muddy water. Durell kicked it all the way in, and hauled tighter. The Chinese smelled of garUc and fish. His dark hair flew as he jerked his head to right and left. He almost got free by rolling violently toward the water. Durell stepped over his thrashing body, tightened the vine around his wrists, and knelt on the man's belly. It was hard and corrugated like a washboard. He slowly smiled down at the younger man.
"Do you want to die?" he asked softly.
The man's black, slanted eyes hated him.
Durell said, "At half past three?"
The other's eyes flickered in astonishment. The myth of the inscrutable Oriental wouldn't stand up with this one, Durell thought grimly. He relaxed his grip slightly, just enough to let him reply.
"That was—yesterday—at five?"
"Do you have Five Virtues?" Durell asked.
"Truly they—are like—rubies."
Durell looked at the inside of the man's left elbow. There was a tiny pattern of dark red, like a mole, but he knew it would be five tiny rubies. He turned his own arm to let the young Chinese see his own tattoo.
"Your name?" Durell asked.
"Lim Sing."
"Your Tiger General?"
"I am Mr. Han's secretary."
"He still rules the Five Rubies Society?"
Lim Sing looked utterly stunned. "You are one of us?"
"I am. Tell that to Mr. Han, when you see him. I'm going to let you go, Lim."
"Truly, you are my brother."
"We'll see." Durell took the corded vine from around Lim's neck. Lim Sing rubbed his throat and sat up and said, "Do not go to San Mirabel today. Let me notify Mr. Han that you are one of us, and therefore have a claim to our protection."
"Fair enough."
"And be careful when you leave here. We all have orders to kill you."
Durell smiled. "But you are my brother."
He reached his hidden car twenty minutes later. Linda Riddle sat in it. Somewhere, she had found slacks and a blouse, but she hadn't bothered with shoes. A ribbon bound her blond hair, which was still wet. Her young face looked changed. She looked vulnerable. She was alone, this time; her three friends were not in sight.
"Oh, there you are," she said. "Did Lim hurt you?"
"No. Were you worried?"
Her eyes were different, too, as she regarded him. Apprehension, concern—something had happened to shake her confidence that love could solve all the problems of the world.
"Let's get out of here," she said, her voice subdued.
"Where are we going?"
"I've changed my mmd about you. I don't want—I guess I need help. So I must trust you." She shivered. "I've decided to take you to see Harry and the painting. We all talked it over—the other girls and I." She shivered again.
"What else is the matter, Linda?"
"I'm so scared," she whispered.
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Durell was careful to keep one pace to the right and behind the girl as she walked quickly down Duval Street. Her long hair, as bright as a waterfall and the color of daffodils, bounced and swung in rhythm with her determined stride. He felt conspicuous, but there was no one on the crowded sidewalks who could guess she was a billion dollars in bare feet. She swung a cerise hibiscus blossom in her left hand. He did not think they were either followed or watched, but he took all the usual precautions, and let no passerby get between them.
The Conch Train, crowded with camera-festooned tourists, went by with the mechanical voice of the guide droning away at Key West's history. A sailor stopped and stared and whistled at Linda. Durell closed the gap between himself and the girl slightly.
Just short of Mallory Square, the girl turned left into a narrow lane. The fences sagged, the Bahamian houses were old and worn and unpainted. A coconut palm leaned overhead. There were small art and antique shops, a few strolling tourists, a spate of Spanish from a Cuban family behind screened windows.
Linda turned her bright face to him. "You will be nice to him?"
"I'll try."
"You look angry."
"I am."
"The world is meant for love."
"So you think."
"Did Lim hurt you?"
"No."
She stopped short. "You don't communicate much, do you, Sam?"
" 'Communicate' is a word open to wide interpretation. It's often used to cover a multitude of human errors and omissions."
"Do you think I'm immature?"
"You're beautiful, rich, and foolish."
"Nobody ever spoke to me like that," she said.
"Then it's about time someone did."
She bit her Hp. It was a ripe, luscious, kissable lip. Some man would be lucky some day, he thought. He sighed for his too-many years.
The battered sign over the gate simply read, Harry's Here. He let the girl go in first. There was a narrow passage squeezed between two overgrown poisonous oleander bushes, then a little courtyard outlined by a low coral wall. A fountain tinkled. A huge old banyan tree grew in the center of the court. Beyond it was an old unpainted house with galleries reminiscent of the French Quarter in New Orleans. A walk led from a gate in the upper gallery rail and vanished into the branches of the big tree. A wooden ladder also ran up the gnarled trunk of the banyan. Leaning against the coral block wall of the courtyard were dozens of oil paintings, all of which made Durell wince.
"Harry is always inspired," Linda said.
"By what?" Durell asked painfully.
The paintings were nightmares, without technique or discipline. Linda started to climb the slatted ladder nailed to the trunk of the tree. He appreciated her figure even more, and did not feel in the least avuncular toward her.
A tree house had been built among the intricate webbing of the tree limbs. It was a large platform with a palm frond roof, and the walk from the gallery connected it to the house. Durell looked around for more paintings, but the platform was bare except for a litter of garbage—old paper bags, banana skins, fruit pulp, a scatter of empty fruit cans. Fires buzzed amorously. In the center of the platform, in a Yoga position with folded legs, sat Harry.
He was no serene Buddha. He was a grossly fat young man, clad only in a dirty breechcloth. A pair of Ben Franklin glasses perched on the end of a blobby nose, and he had a Buffalo Bill goatee. His mouth was open, and he breathed deeply and slowly. He did not open his eyes as Linda and Durell crossed the platform toward him.
"Isn't he beautiful?" Linda whispered.
"Harry needs a bath," Durell said.
"I mean his soul—his spirit, his sense of love and unity with all mankind."
Durell said quietly, "Harry isn't here, no matter what his business sign reads outside."
"What do you mean?"
"He's gone on a trip."
Durell wasn't sure that the artist was conscious, but he would have given odds that Harry had taken a goodly dose of LSD and had transported himself to some never-never land. He looked at Linda and wondered if she had ever experimented with pot or acid, and recalled the tragedy of a friend's child, an early teen, whose mind had been shattered by the drug. Linda Riddle bit her lip. She stared down at the squatting figure of fat Harry.
"Harry?" she whispered tentatively. Birds sang in the leafy green world of the tree house. "Harry, dear?"
Harry didn't stir. Two flies walked over his face.
"Harry, I've brought a friend. He wants the painting. I've told him about it. He wants to buy it back. I think it's all right. Can you hear me?"
One fly walked into Harry's left nostril and backed out again. Durell sympathized with the fly. He noted there was wet red and yellow paint on Harry's pudgy fingers folded between his knees. There was just the faintest change in the lift and fall of Harry's blubbery, almost feminine chest. Durell looked at Harry's dirty feet, the soles of which were folded against the pale fleshy inner thighs of Harry's legs. Then he carefully placed his foot on one bent ankle and stepped down on it.
Harry yelled with pain.
Durell lifted his weight just before he broke the ankle.
"Get up, you son of a bitch," he said.
Harry's eyes were wide open now, ringed white with anguish. They were pale, a shadowed green, and they blazed with malevolence that was quickly concealed as if a curtain were dropped over them. Linda hadn't noticed. She threw her hibiscus at Durell, as if it were a missile, and the blossom dropped at his feet.
"That was horrible!" she gasped.
"Harry's here now," he said quietly. "Get up, Harry."
"Who are you?" Harry groaned.
"My name is Sam Durell. Does it mean anything?"
"No. No."
"Good. Now get up."
"I—I don't think I can." Harry had a high, thin voice, like so many fat men. He was older than he had seemed at first. He clambered slowly to his feet, and he was bigger, too, and not all of his weight was blubber. He took off the half spectacles and carefully put them on the foam-rubber pad he had been seated on. Linda said, "Oh, Harry, I'm sorry."
"Shut up, baby."
"Harry !"
Harry slapped her. The blow was hard and sharp. Durell did not interfere. He thought it time that this particular flower child awoke to reality. Linda staggered and almost fell from the tree platform. Her face was white with shock. She could not believe or accept this Harry she now saw.
"I want the painting," Durell said.
"Are you the fuzz?"
"In a way."
"Which painting are you talking about?"
"No games, Harry. I don't love you."
"Man, you're a vetch."
"Yes."
"A dirty fascist tool of imperialist warmongers."
"Sure, Harry."
"Rotten capitalist scum."
"The painting, Harry," Durell said.
Harry shrugged. "All right."
Linda was remote, trailing behind them as the fat man led the way along the swaying catwalk to the house gallery. Inside the house, the old high-ceilinged rooms were cool and shadowed. Plaster had fallen from the walls. There was little furniture. A smell of garbage and sweat pervaded the rooms. Old newspapers, rags, canvas, and lumber littered the once-proud central stairwell. Harry walked on silent bare feet. His buttocks wriggled more than necessary. A narrower staircase led to a windowed cupola that gave views of Key West in all four directions. This was Harry's studio. There was a large couch, a battered electric grill, and a sink overflowing with food cartons, cans, wine bottles, and oily rags. Stacked against the walls under the windows were a number of finished and unfinished canvases—although Durell could not distinguish some from the others. The air stank. It was stiflingly hot. None of the windows were open. Durell coughed and took off his sunglasses.
"Hey, Linda," Harry said. "I'm sorry, baby."
Linda said nothing.
Harry grinned at Durell. "You like my pad, murder man?"
"The painting," Durell said quietly.
He sounded dangerous. Harry looked at him and shrugged and went to an easel and waved a paw at it. "Go ahead. Take it. You know what I called it?"
"The 'Nuclear Nude,' " Durell said.
Harry laughed and laughed.
The canvas was five by four, and it was different from the pop-art samples of Coke bottles, cartoon characters, and commercial slogans that littered the room. It was good. It was a work of art. It was done with muted colors, hinting at darkness in it, shadows of utter violence. The nude female form, whatever its cubistic shape, might have been Linda, and he wondered if she had posed for it. He glanced at her, but her face told him nothing. He would have to do something, he decided, about her state of shock over seeing Harry as he truly was. He returned to the painting. There were atomic symbols, a hint of mushroom cloud that merged secretly into the face of the seductive girl of death, as if annihilation and awesome power lived in the female form, lifting and bursting from the surrounding negative colors. It was morbid. It was beautiful. It was horrible and it was fascinating.
"You did this?" Durell asked.
"Yes, man."
Durell touched a corner of the canvas. His fingertip came away with a bit of umber paint gleaming on it. The canvas was still wet. All at once, he picked up a dirty cloth and savagely dragged the rag across the painting. The pigments smeared and bled as if he had wounded a living thing. He rubbed it again and again, and then Harry touched his arm. It was a dangerous thing for Harry to do. Durell would have killed him in an instant. But Harry was smiUng, holding a can of turpentine solvent.
"Go ahead, man. Do it the easy way."
Durell sloshed the turpentine on the canvas and scrubbed some more. Whiteness showed. The floor under the easel was wet with dripping paint. The canvas was ruined. He was sweating when he finally finished. The cupola studio was hot and silent, and he stepped back.
There was nothing under the oil colors.
There never had been.
He turned to Harry. But Harry wasn't there. The sound of fat bare feet slapped down the stairwell. Durell ignored Linda, who stared at the ruined painting, and jumped for the studio doorway and went down the steps three and four at a time. The bannister was rickety, wavering under his grip as he swung on the newel post. It was cooler on the lower floors. There was some furniture here, old Victorian settees, tables and chairs, covered with dust cloths. The stink of Harry's living habits was not as strong here, either. The front door was open. Harry was not in sight.
"Harry!'' he called.
He heard Linda on the steps behind him. The heavy gold chain and medallion around her neck clinked slightly. He did not turn to look at her. He listened. Birds twittered in the courtyard behind the house. A jet rumbled in the sky. Harry had been wearing only his breechcloth. He didn't think the artist would run out into the street that way. But he didn't know what Harry might do. Harry was in danger and was aware of it. Harry was running for his life.
Durell turned back from the door and went through the house with swift and efficient purpose. He looked dark and lean and dangerous, a hunting animal, senses alert. In each room he paused to listen. Harry wasn't in the house. He tried the courtyard. He climbed back into the tree, thinking Harry might have doubled back on his trail.
"He's gone," Linda whispered.
He turned to look at her. Her eyes met his and she shuddered. He said, "Where would he go?"
"I don't know."
"You do. Where?"
"To other flower people."
"Who?"
"I don't know. But they'd hide him."
"Do you know what he did?" Durell asked angrily.
"I know what you did. You destroyed that beautiful painting. You destroyed it Uke—like killing."
"Linda, Harry isn't a flower person. He's not one of you. He used you. He sold the original. The one I wiped out was just painted this morning, to stall for time, to keep off questions if they came. I got here just a bit too soon—^before the paint dried."
"I don't understand," she whispered.
Durell stood with his feet slightly spread for balance, his dark head cocked slightly. He breathed out through his nose, sighed, and put on his sunglasses. Linda looked slim and lovely in her tight slacks; her blond hair was tousled and this made her look young and vulnerable. There was a shattered look in her eyes.
He made his voice gentle. "Did you love Harry?"
"What he looked like—that was never important. What I thought he was inside—his soul—that was what mattered. Yes, I love him."
He heard a sound at last.
"You'd better forget him," he said quietly.
"Why?"
"I think Harry's dead."
Durell left the house by the back door. Linda trod anxiously at his heels. He paid no attention to her now. The sound he had heard a moment ago was not repeated. There was an unkempt garden behind the old Victorian house, thick with weeds and cactus and wind-curved palms. The garden was surrounded by a high wall of coral block that effectively screened it from the surrounding lanes and alleys.
He paused again.
"What is it?" Linda asked. "Why did you say such a terrible thing?"
He went forward, following a thin trail through the high weeds. Halting, he raised his head and looked at a thin scuff mark on the coral wall. It was new. Someone had climbed over it just recently. He didn't think it had been Harry. He looked back and saw the old cistern pipes leading down from the high roofs, running across the yard in the direction he was going. There had been a time, before the water pipeline from the mainland and the more recent desahnization plant, when drinking water for Key West came only from rams collected in individual household cisterns.
He found the entrance to the underground tank a moment later. This house, being elaborate and big, had once had a betterthan average system for water storage. An old moss-grown concrete trapdoor lay on its side, exposing a three-foot square entrance and a flight of dark, worn steps going down into a black underground chamber.
"Mr. Durell—Sam " Linda began again.
"Stay here," he said.
"No. If you're going down, I'm going v^th you."
"You might call this Harry's Hideaway," he said grimly.
"How can you joke about it?"
"I'm not."
He went down the stairs into the earth under the ragged garden. The soil was marl, and reflected the fading sunlight that slanted down the steps after him. There was a small anteroom with an old pumping system, rusted and long out of use. Beyond was a doorway and the sound and smell of water. He struck a match and went in.
It was like a subterranean swimming pool, dark and dank, and the large stone pool of water looked black under the decades of scum collected on it.
Before the match burned out, he saw Harry. And someone else.
"Go back, Linda."
"N-no. I—there are two of them?"
"Did you send one of your friends here?"
"Yes, but "
"It's not your fault," Durell said. "Harry thought he could hide from me here when he ran out of the cupola studio. He ducked down here. She was waiting for him, I don't know why. But she wasn't alone. Someone else was waiting with her."
He struck another match, like a tiny bomb exploding in the darkness. In its glow, he saw Harry's fat, nearly-naked body like a lardy, life-sized doll, flung into a dark corner of the concrete water vault. His eyes were open and his half spectacles were askew on his blobby nose. There was a lot of blood. Under his Buffalo Bill goatee, his throat had been neatly slit from ear to ear.
The girl sprawled beside him had been given the same treatment. She wore a pale green miniskirt and a striped singlet and her legs were sprawled awkwardly. Her dark hair flowed over Harry's thighs.
She was Ryana Fazil, the Turkish girl.
She was dead, too. Someone had taken the gold chain and its sunburst pendant from around her throat before cutting it.
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Durell carefully closed the hatch to the cistern, scuffed the ground around it, and considered the wilderness of the back garden. Linda stood facing the hot sun that shone down through the fronds of a palm tree. She said nothing. Her eyes were closed. He was worried about her, but there was nothing he could do. He Ustened for any sound of alarm, but there was none. The place was peaceful—as peaceful as a tomb. Soon enough, the police would come; he knew the killer would try to involve and delay him. And this would be a cardinal sin in Durell's business. It was urgent to get away from here.
"Come along," he said to Linda. "Are you all right?"
She looked very young and defenseless. "Who—who did it, Sam?"
"I'll find out. Take it easy."
She shivered. "I think I loved Harry."
"No, you didn't. Just walk quietly with me."
She was docile and obedient. At the corner of Duval Street, which they reached without attracting attention, she halted again. Under her smooth tan there was a pallor of horror.
"Sam, I'm going wiggy. I'm sweating pink ants. It's beginning to tip over on me."
"You'd better tell me all about it now."
Linda's eyes were blank. "But I don't want to freak * out. Ryana Fazil was such a love person "
"Keep walking," he said. He didn't hear any police sirens converging on Harry's pad yet, but he felt a need to hurry the girl. He remained gentle with her. "Tell me about Harry and Denis Deakin's research notes, and how it all happened."
She turned and looked up at his face. "Oh, you are a cold son of a bitch," she whispered. "Didn't it bother you to find them Hike that?"
"Yes, it bothered me. It still does. But it bothers me more not to know why it all occurred. If it's big enough to cause two deaths, it's big enough to cause more. So tell me about it."
"Y-you scare me," she said.
He turned her into Simonton Street and they walked back toward the Poinsettia Motel. "We may not have much time to talk, Linda."
She nodded, and after a few more steps, she began to tell him about it.
The day was waning. A cool breeze blew from the north. There was a drugstore across from the motel's swimming pool, where children splashed and shouted. He made Linda stand and wait for him while he entered a phone booth and dialed a Miami number. He let it ring twice, then hung up, and dialed again.
"This is Broker Two. I've been sold short."
"Yes, sir. Just a moment, sir."
He looked at his watch. It was two minutes past five. He took off his sunglasses and a voice said, "Juan Piedra here. How are you, Cajun?"
"In trouble. It's gone. I don't know where; but I think Deakin's original papers are destroyed, after being transferred to a canvas."
"Canvas, Sam?"
"An oil painting. Then painted over. Then sold."
"To whom?"
Durell sighed. "To our nearest competitors. How close are you to the Navy and Coast Guard?"
"Just minutes."
"Then have all shrimp boats and sports fishermen checked—all those who went out in the last twenty-four hours. The commercials didn't leave port much today, I noticed, out of Stock Island. Best bets are the sportsmen."
"Departures and returns, Sam?"
"Especially those who haven't returned." Durell paused. "It's bad, Juan. I think the painting is on its way to Cuba for reshipment. Can you check if there are any Soviet or Chinese ships and planes there?"
"Hard, but not impossible." Piedra sighed. Although he worked for K Section out of Miami, he was on the FBI District Office's suspect list. K Section had told the Bureau nothing about Juan's work for them. It kept Juan standing on the edge of a knife. "Sam, you need help, I could fly down again."
"Not yet."
"I've got a cousin living in Love Alley—very pretty, very competent girl "
"I've had four pretty girls," Durell said. "Now there are only three. You may have to take the heat off me." He told Juan guardedly about the murders. "If possible, I want a dossier on Harry. It's a big order, but fill it."
Juan coughed. "I'll call you back in one hour. Stay out of your apartment until then. I'll fix it." "Do that, and I'll put you in for points." "Sam? Go get something to eat." "Yes." Durell hung up.
He took Linda with him to the Sands Club on the beach at the foot of Simonton Street, and he ordered dinner on the terrace facing the little pier. The bourbon here was honest. Linda was silent, staring at the pelicans dive-bombing for mullet and pilchard. Durell sat with his back against a pillar so no one could approach him by surprise. He ordered red snapper, and it was delicious. Linda did not touch her food, but she looked calmer here. Durell had coffee with peppermint-flavored schnapps in it, and he, too, felt better. When the sun went down, he walked with the blond girl back to his apartment at the Poinsettia. No police were in sight.
"You're a monster," Linda said as they walked.
"I didn't kill Ryana or Harry."
"If you had stayed out of all this "
"They would still be dead," Durell informed her. "Did you ever hear of anyone named Madame Hung?" he asked abruptly. "From Pan, or Mr. Han?"
"No." Linda looked at him. "You sound funny."
"Funny?"
"When you mention this Madame Hung."
"That's right," Durell said.
"Who is she?"
"I hope you never find out." It seemed to Durell that although Madame Hung might be on the other side of the world in Singapore at this moment, he could feel her presence here as some dark, chilling entity in every shadow of the balmy evening. He said, "Forget I mentioned her, Linda."
His corner apartment was on the second floor, with a balcony overlooking the pool. The pool was empty now. Some guests had gathered on the patio below for drinks— Virginians, he guessed, from their accents. He nodded politely to them and was aware of their interested eyes as he led Linda up the wrought iron stairs to his door. The place was heavily landscaped with varieties of tropical plants, coconut palms, hibiscus shrubs, oleander and ix-ora.
Lights went on over the pool as he got out his key. They reflected on the frosted glass jalousies of his door and windows. He let the key cUck against the lock before he inserted it and went in, a step ahead of Linda.
"Stay outside a moment," he said.
"What's the matter?"
"Just do as I say."
His voice was hard, almost angry. The sitting room was empty. The Cuban maids had washed the tiled floor while he was out. It should have been dry by now, but there were several damp imprints in irregular walking patterns leading to the kitchenette door. Durell put his back against the wall and looked toward the arch of the bedroom entrance.
"Lim Sing?" he called softly.
There was a creak of bedsprings beyond the opening. The apartment was deeply shadowed. The swimming pool lights cast a pattern of palm frond shadows on the ceiling.
Durell took a step sideways. Linda had remained on the balcony, obedient to the tone of his voice. Durell wore only khaki slacks, sneakers, a white nylon shirt. In his pocket was a pick-lock, change, his wallet, keys, and a small heavy cylinder that could be held in his fist. He took out the cylinder and clenched it in his fingers. Properly handled, a blow could crush in a man's face, and it could be done silently.
"Lim?" he called again.
"No, it's me," someone said wearily.
A thin young man appeared in the bedroom doorway. His straw hair "was tousled and his horn-rimmed glasses were askew on his nose. His damp shirt clung to his narrow shoulders. His faded dungarees were plastered to his long legs. He was barefoot. His hands, long and sensitive, were in plain sight and open.
"Denis," Linda whispered, coming to the door. "You got out?"

The young man nodded to her and looked at Durell. "I'm Denis Deakin. You were looking for me, sir, but Mr. Riddle and the others wouldn't let me talk to you. So I got here on my own."
Durell did not ease his grip on the metal weight in his fist. "How did you know where to find me?" "I told him," Linda said coldly.
"And how did you know?"
"I got it from my father. He knows everything."
Durell felt a pressure of urgency even greater than before. There were two dead bodies not far from here, and a tip to the local police would cause him infinite delay. Time seemed to run like sand through his fingers. Since Riddle had changed his mind about employing him—and just why? he wondered—it was plain that every effort would be made to keep him out of it.
"Mr. Riddle and his associates," Denis was saying, "were keeping me a prisoner in the house. Nothing overt, but just—well, I couldn't get away. So I swam. I used an aqualung. It's the only sport I'm good at. I do scuba diving to relax, after working in the lab here."
"Does Riddle know you skipped out?" Durell asked.
"I hope not. He— "
"When did you leave?"
"About two hours ago."
"And you came straight here?"
"Yes, I—I hoped to find Linda here."
"You didn't see Harry?"
Deakin adjusted his heavy glasses and looked at Linda with open longing. "No, I didn't see Harry. I never want to see Harry. I loath him. I'd kill him, if I saw him."
"Did you?"
"What?"
"Did you kill him?"
"What are you ?"
Linda said bitterly, "Harry is dead. Murdered. So is Ryana Fazil."
"What?"
"Dead," Linda repeated.
Denis looked pale. But his eyes were objective and cool, and it was plain that despite his emotions toward Linda, the rest of his brain was a carefully controlled computer. He spoke quietly. "Were you there, Linda, when it happened?"
"Yes, Sam and I went for the painting. I changed my mind about your material. I was going to give it to Sam. But Sam says Harry stole it and sold it to the Communists."
Deakin pushed up his glasses with his thumb. He swung to Durell. "Is that true?" "I think it is." "What about the cops?" "Taken care of, I hope. Did you do it, Denis?" Deakin smiled. "No, of course not." "Are you happy about it?"
"Not particularly, Mr. Durell. But I'm worried about all my data." He looked his yearning at Linda again. "I'm not competent to handle this matter. Linda, I know you don't think much of me. I don't understand you, and never did. Maybe I'm not much of a man, as you've told me. I just like my—my work. I do it well, and I can't seem to talk to you about small things, even though I love you. You make me tongue-tied."
"You're so straight," Linda said with contempt. Durell said, "Deakin, you need a drink." "I don't—I rarely drink." "You'll have one now."
He had a bottle of bourbon in the bedroom. He noted that Deakin had stretched out in his wet clothes on one of the twin beds in there. Maybe Denis was telling the truth. Maybe. He poured a short one and gave it to the straw-haired young man, whose teeth were now chattering. Linda's antagonism toward him seemed pitiless. Deakin coughed on the liquor and Durell spoke quietly to him and the answers he received were not surprising now. The pattern had crystallized rapidly. Durell did not believe what he was told, ordinarily. In his business, survival depended on ruthless cynicism. You never knew. Some of his best friends had been killed by their best friends.
He thought of General McFee and their talk in the park, and McFee's poison-tipped cane. He thought of Madame Hung, and the warm night outside seemed darker and less friendly.
As Deakin talked, however, he accepted what he heard.
When Juan Piedra phoned from Miami, Durell knew what he had to do. He spoke carefully and quickly.
"Even if Deakin is a genius, he isn't really sure what he discovered about neutrinos. He made only one copy of his formula. There was another, originally, with his working papers—he had a free hand in his laboratory—but Riddle made him destroy that, so only the one copy of all of Denis's work exists. Riddle took it, and didn't even offer Deakin a bonus for it."
"Chintzy," Piedra said.
"That's how you become a billionaire. But it's even too big for Riddle. He finally offered a partnership to a syndicate—Ulrich von Golz, Yussuf Hadad Fazil, and Han Fei Wu. But these four men ran into unexpected opposition from their flower children." Durell paused. "The four daughters have been friends for a long time. They're conspiring to block their fathers' plans for a monopoly on the data. Linda swiped the stuff and gave it to the artist, Harry, for safe-keeping. But Harry wasn't so much hip as he was left—far left. Chinese left. Linda thought she loved him, so she trusted the bastard."
Durell paused. "As for Riddle hiring me, I think he first thought he could handle it himself—with my help. Then his partners talked him out of it—especially Mr. Han, who I think is backed up by Madame Hung and an outfit I used to be part of, back in the fifties in Malaysia. Anyway, enough pressure was put on Riddle to get him to try to fire me."
Piedra swore in gutter Spanish. "The painting is on its way to China, Sam. A float plane made contact with a shrimp boat, the Six Brothers. The local C.G. cutter got to] the rendezvous too late. I tried, but the plane headed for' Cuba. And there's a jet liner due to take off for the Far East tomorrow. We can't stop it, short of shooting it down. The odds are, the painting and the Deakin formula will be on it."
"Headed for Singapore," Durell said angrily.
"How do you know the destination?"
"Riddle, Fazil, Von Golz and Mr. Han have left the] keys, according to Deakin. Denis heard talk aboutj Singapore."
"Madame Hung's headquarters?"
"That's my guess."
"She doesn't love you, Cajun."
"She's also a bit afraid of me. That's why she worked—I'm guessing on this—through Han for Riddle to fire me.
"She's the worst there is. What will you do?"
"Use the girls. They're against their daddies, but not necessarily for us. I'll play it by ear. I don't think Fazil knows about Ryana's death yet."
"Don't go east, Sam. Let Singapore Central handle it." Piedra sounded very worried.
"I think I must, Juan. I owe Madame Hung something."
"Sam, just how big is it? What did Denis discover?"
Durell sighed. "I wish I knew. He isn't quite sure himself. But it's big. Maybe the biggest thing of the century. Technology moves faster and faster, Juan. It's apt to spin this tired old world, rich men and poor, hippies and straights, right into oblivion."
The Cuban was silent. "What can I do to help?"
"I'll need money, cover papers, and a ticket to Singapore."
"Can do. Broker Two."
Behind him, Linda drew a sharp breath. "Sam?"
"Hold it, Juan." He turned his head. The girl was angry. "What is it, Linda?"
"We're going with you."
" 'We'?"
"Pan and Anna-Lise and I."
"No."
"Yes. Or I call the fuzz on you right now."
"You're involved too, Linda. Murder "
"I don't care. We're going with you."
"No, this is my line of business, not yours. You don't stop a creature like Madame Hung by throwing love flowers at her."
"Just the same, we're going." She spoke adamantly. "I'm going to destroy Denis's formula. I don't understand my father. Maybe he's power hungry. Men get that way, when they lift themselves out of the dirt. And Anna-Lise and Pan and I will destroy that data. Nobody will get it, and the world will be safer and saner without it. It's not going to the Pentagon, which you'd have to do with it, Sam. I'll do anything to stop that, too. So we're going with you to stop you, too."
Durell looked at her and said into the telephone, "Juan? Make it four reservations for Singapore, soonest. Come in and fly us out of here."
"Mr. Durell?" Deakin said. He pushed up his hornrimmed glasses again. "I'm going along."
"No."
"I've got to help Linda."
Linda said, "We don't need you, marshmallow."
"I'm going anyway. Same alternative. Take me, or I call the cops and none of us goes and the data will get to Peking, or wherever."
Durell said curiously, "Couldn't you reproduce your laboratory work, quickly enough?"
"It could take years. I worked on it since fifty-nine. I don't even know if I could do it again. I was just lucky." Deakin's eyes were bitter. "Do I go with you, or not?"
Durell sighed and turned back to the telephone. "Juan, make it five seats to Singapore."
Linda stared at Denis Deakin as if she had never seen him before.
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The Pan Am jet liner dipped a wing and circled low over the teeming island of Singapore, the Lion City,_ and then touched down perfectly at the Paya Lebar International Airport. Other jets from Cathay Pacific Airways, the Thai hne, and Garuda Indonesian were lined up on the sweltering runways. It was a ten-minute drive into the city proper. Durell explained to Anna-Lise that the name of Singapore came from ancient Sanskrit, Singa Pura, The girls had been reasonably cooperative on the flight; Washington had sent him cover papers as a tutor engaged to guide the three young women and Denis Deakin. He had ten thousand dollars out of the Green Fund, for which he'd had to sign abstracts and receipts in six different versions.
Durell had slept off and on during the trip, and at Istanbul he had phoned to K Section's Control to send off a detailed coded message to General McFee. For the most part, the three girls were sobered and quiet, perhaps because of Ryana Fazil's death. They cruelly ignored Deakin, who occupied a seat across the aisle in unhappy isolation. The girls still wore their medallions, and Linda would not tell Durell their meaning, if there was any. They were clever and sophisticated, he reflected, accustomed to thinking of the world as belonging to themselves thanks to their fathers' incalculable fortunes. They were not true hippies or flower people, he thought.
When they approached Karachi, he had asked Linda, "Does your father know how you oppose his plans?"
"I've toid him how we feel," Linda said coolly.

'The other giris and their fathers?"
"They know we object to their plans to monopolize neutrino research. It wouldn't do the world any good, would it? But Daddy and Mr. von Golz and Fazil and little Mr. Han—they hunger for it, while we want only a world that's safe from people like our fathers."
"Can't they simply order you into convents, or something like that?"
"We have our own money," little Pan piped up. She wore her jet-black hair in severe bangs over her almond eyes, but her voice was soft and gentle. "It was more difficult for me to argue with my respected parent, of course. But Linda made the issue plain, and we all agreed that this terrible old world needs some sanity and peace and love in it."
"How did you all get together?" Durell asked curiously.
"We went to the same school in Switzerland," Anna-Lise put in. Her Valkyrie beauty and strong, arrogant body seemed at ease, in contrast to the tension in her friends. Of the three girls, the German seemed the most self-sufficient. "Do not think, Sam Durell," she added in her accented English, "that we are your friends and allies. We will destroy Denis's work, rather than see it fall into the hands of warmongering lackeys like you. We do not wish it to go to Peking, either. But until the data is safely out of our fathers' hands, we will consent to help you and work v^th you."
"Thanks for nothing much," said Durell. "You seem to have picked up some of Peking's terminology, Anna-Lise."
Her blue eyes were cold. "My friends and I believe in peace and love. We feel that we young people must lift the world from the nightmare of threats and war in which your masters have plunged us."
Durell had sighed and closed his eyes and tried to sleep again. When he awoke, the Boeing 707 was lowering over the jungled islands and cities of Palembang, with its sea-level canals and reed roofs, its houses on pilings and sampans hidden in green creeks. The jet tilted again, swung over Changi Point on the island of Singapore; he could see tourists on the beaches, sixteen miles from the city proper. Ten minutes later, they disembarked on an island halfway around the world from Key West.
The young Chinese in the Madison Avenue suit smiled broadly in greeting as they came through customs; he picked out Durell unerringly. "Broker Two, sir?"
Durell did not like to be so quickly identified. He went through the motions of shepherding the girls and Deakin, who were his ostensible charges, and asked them to wait. He put on his sunglasses against the heat and glare of the Paya Lebar Airport. "If I am?" he said. "The market is down."
"But we are optimistic, sir. I am Chu'Ko Liang. To be of service to you. From the Great China Bazaar, sir."
He had named Singapore Central. Durell said, "Where is Levy Liscomb?"
"A touch of the fever, sir. Nothing much. Tourists bring in—ah ha!—'Asian flu.' He recovers nicely. Please come this way? You and the young ladies, of course. Everything is arranged."
Chu'Ko Liang wore a crisp shirt, a dark necktie, a snap-brim Panama. He looked eminently respectable. A heavy ruby ring shone on a finger of his right hand, but DurelL did not think it had to mean anything. Chu'Ko was a little careless about the bulge of his gun under his coat. He was young, with the broad cheekbones and sharp nose of the Northern Chinese from Shantung. He gave half a bow to Pan. "Your esteemed father, the respected Mr. Han, waits for you, miss."
"He's here? And knows we're arriving?" Durell asked sharply.
"I'm afraid so. But no need for concern. We will need no help."
"I don't shout unless I'm certain of an echo," Durell returned.
"Ah, you know our Chinese sayings! Very good, sir.
Levy Liscomb likes to call himself Sun Wu. You know of him, sir?"
Durell nodded. "Sun Wu was the master spy of Chinese history. Wrote the Art of War in the fourth century B.C. He was a speciaUst in guerrilla tactics and the use of double and expendable agents."
"Ah ha!" Chu'Ko Liang was very pleased. His teeth flashed. He couldn't seem to take his eyes off little Pan, however. "Now, if you will come this way? I have a limousine. Unless you would like a few moments in the dining room first? Some beer? Singaporean brands are very good—Tiger, Anchor "
"No, let's move. You've attracted enough attention to us already," Durell said flatly.
The car that the Control man led them to might as well have been a brass band, he thought grimly. It was a long Cadillac, painted a garish lilac. Chu'Ko had driven it here himself. The three girls murmured together, then agreed to get into the back. Denis Deakin folded himself onto the jump seat facing them. Durell sat up front beside the Chinese. Chu'Ko closed the glass partition, smiled briefly at him, and expertly guided the big car away from the airport parking area.
Singapore had not changed much since Durell's last visit. They came down the Jalan Besar Road, passing the sprawl and noise of the New World Amusement Park, and slid effortlessly into the city that had always attracted pirates and princes and all who dreamed of empire. It was a city where almost everyone was welcome, stranger or not. In the streets, all were citizens—Chinese, Malay, Indian, a remnant of British, Indonesian and Arab. There was a noticeable predominance of youth; and of these, the Chinese were most obvious. The clash of gongs, a blare of atonal music, the traffic noises and Chinese banners, the Indian shops, the traflSc poHce who wore little red tabs to indicate they spoke English—it was all familiar, and at the same time, strange.
Chu'Ko drove swiftly through the teeming traffic, pointing out temples, shops, a group of Red Guard Chinese schoolgirls marching in uniform, their broad young faces grim and serious beneath the banners they carried. Their eyes flashed defiance under their severely cut black hair.
"As long as these young people do not misbehave, it is permitted," Chu'Ko murmured.
They passed Six Cecil Street, the American Consulate, then swept with the traffic around the great padang onto Connaught Drive, beyond the government buildings and the fabled Raffles Hotel by the waterfront. The traveler's palms and jeweled green lawns, the wide-eyed tourists enjoying their slings and tea, were all familiar to Dureli But they had already gone by the exclusive shopping district where K Section's Control, established as the Great China Bazaar, waited for them. Dureli said nothing. He felt a slowly coiling tension in him. Chu'Ko's face was impassive, intent on the traffic as he turned left across the bridges to Collyer Quay, then right toward the new Tiong Behru housing development beyond the Singapore River. In the back of the Cadillac, Denis Deakin faced the three girls from his jump seat and tried to engage Linda Riddle in conversation. His manner was diffident and awkward, and met with no success.
"Why don't you just cool it, Denis?" Linda murmured.
"I'm sorry, I—"
"Don't always be so sorry!" she snapped.
"Linda, I was just doing the work I'm trained to do. I've tried to help you since you asked for my help. I agree with all you say about the state of the world today. It's up to us to change things, that's true, but—"
'But,' " she mocked him. "Denis, you're so straight, you annoy me. If it weren't for you, in the first place "

Dureli stopped listening. Chu'Ko had turned the heavy car into a side road, now that they were free of city traflBc, and they were rolling along at a fast clip. Houses, fields, a stretch of woodland flashed by. They were heading north, toward the causeway at Johore in Malaya. He looked at the speedometer. It was going past seventy. Chu'Ko's face was a bland mask that told him nothing.
"That's enough," Dureli said. "Stop the car."
Chu'Ko tramped on the gas. It was his only response. The speedometer needle swung to eighty. Durell took out his snub-barreled .38 Smith and Wesson from his waistband. "Hold it, Chu'Ko. We're not going to Levy Lis-comb this way."
"No, sir, we are not."
The heavy car squealed around a curve. Chu'Ko handled it professionally. He did not seem to be impressed by Durell's gun. "If you kill me, sir, we will be wrecked and we shall all die."
"Is that what you want?"
"I have my orders."
"From whom?"
Chu'Ko said nothing.
"Do you work for Madame Hung?" Durell asked harsh-ly.
Fields and ditches went spinning by. The girls and Deakin were not aware of what was happening. Chu'Ko twisted the car into another road, a small and sandy series of ruts that snaked through undeveloped, jungly grov^h. Sunlight slashed and fought a series of lancing attacks through the green foliage overhead. The car bounced and slowed, inevitably, and Durell decided he would never have a better chance. He put his gun against Chu'Ko's head.
"Either way, friend, you die," he said quietly.
He heard Linda cry out as she saw his gun, and Anna-Lise gasped, and Deakin twisted on his jump seat behind him to see what was going on. Chu'Ko only tried to speed up again, and Durell flipped the gun about and slammed it against the man's head. At the same moment, he grabbed at the wheel with his left hand. Little Pan screamed as the Chinese driver toppled sideways. Somehow, Chu'Ko's elbow hit the door handle and the door swung open as the car jolted out of the road ruts. Chu'Ko fell out, head first, legs flailing in the dust. Durell had no time to see what happened to him then. He fought the wild wheel as trees and shrubs and a ditch flashed and gyrated before the windshield. He got his left foot on the brake pedal and slid partially behind the wheel. Something hit him lightly on the back of his head and he realized that Pan was striking at him in hysteria. The big car hit something—he never saw what—and a branch crashed down on the hood. The wild foliage made a screen that prevented him from seeing where they were going. He hit the brake harder, the heavy sedan careened, lifted high on the left side, and came down with a smashing jolt. Glass shattered. Metal screeched. A long series of jolts followed. The fallen branch was torn away from the windshield. There was one more crash, and abruptly the careening sedan came to a halt.
A bird called in raucous derision. A plume of steam hissed from the engine. A wheel whined, still spinning, freed by the canted position of the car.
Durell let out a long breath and eased himself out through the opening left by the amputated front door. He was not aware of any injuries to himself, but there was a trembling all through his body as his nerves released the tension of the past few moments.
He looked back the way they had come. A trail of broken brush and shattered sapUngs marked their wild plunge off the road. A breeze stirred the torn and wrecked foHage. He couldn't see the road, but he did not think they were far from it. Neither could he see Chu'Ko's body.
He turned back to the car.
"Are you all right?" he asked.
Deakin had gone off his jump seat and cracked his head against something. A thin trickle of blood ran down the side of his face. He groped about and found his glasses behind Anna-Lise's feet and put them on, blinking.
"What was that all about?" He looked badly shaken.
"Reception committee," Durell said curtly. "And not from our side."
Pan spoke in her small, deUcate voice. "Did you kill that driver, Mr. Durell?"
"I don't know. Did you know him?"
"No."
"Sure?"
"I didn't know him."
The three girls and Deakin were bruised and confused, but there were no serious injuries. Durell walked back along the path toward the road. The bird sang mockingly after him. The car was a useless wreck. They would have to walk out, and this would take time, and he didn't know how much time they had.
He found Chu'Ko where the Chinese had fallen from the speeding car. The man's neck was broken. It didn't bother Durell one way or the other.
Anna-Lise von Golz came striding after him. Her tall, full figure looked aggressive. "Do you mind giving me an explanation of all this?"
He looked at her objectively. "Yes, I do mind. Go call the others. We don't have any time to waste here. There may be some unfriendly people looking for us soon."
"How could they know about us?"
"They know."
"Our fathers certainly wouldn't try to kill us!"
"Not your fathers. Let's go."
It was Pan who suggested the New World Amusement Park as a place in which to lose themselves and find a telephone. Durell hurried his charges back along the secondary road to the highway that fed into River Valley Road. The afternoon was growing late, but there were still some hours of daylight left.
A taxi went by, and when Durell signaled, they were lucky enough to have the driver stop for them. In less than ten minutes, they were dropped off at the entrance to the park.
The girls looked sulky, disheveled, and tired. Denis was remote, licking the wounds inflicted by Linda's hostility. Durell decided it wasn't his business to play nursemaid, since he had been literally blackmailed by Linda into I taking them halfway around the world with him. He I looked for a telephone amid the noise, crowds, smells, and I Ughts of the sprawling attractions. Just about every element and blend of Singaporean life was represented on the grounds here—Malays from the paddy fields and kam-pongSy Indians in the island's professions and businesses, Chinese merchants and Hakkas from former tin-mining enterprises, as well as every blend of religion and East Asian language and costume—all ebbed and flowed in the dust and heat and sun glare of the varied attractions.
Food stalls offered samples of Peking duck, noodles, dumplings, Ceylonese curries, kebabs and chicken. The little shacks provided culinary miracles. The tongues of Malay, Chinese, English and Tamil filled the air. Durell's three girls lost their sulkiness and began to look interested. The wailing of a Chinese singer clashed with the booming of gongs and cymbals from two male Balinese dancers who fought a mock battle-dance with flashing swords and homicidal tridents. A young Arab slid between two Buddhist monks in saffron robes and tried to sell Durell some lottery tickets on the races. Durell waved the boy off and turned to Denis Deakin.
"Keep the girls here. Don't leave under any circumstances until I get back."
Denis nodded, but seemed doubtful about his ability to get the three girls to obey. Durell found a Hindu restaurant, asked for the telephone, and called K Section's Control at the Great China Bazaar. In less than a minute, he was talking to Levy Liscomb.
"Broker Two," he said, identifying himself. "Levy, how did they get onto me so fast?"
Liscomb was startled. "Cajun, what happened? I've been waiting twenty minutes "
"They pulled strike one," Durell said. "Would you have a driver named Chu'Ko Liang?"
"Yes, I sent him "
"He's dead. Accident. We were being snatched. He was under orders to take us."
"But who ?"
"I'm asking you, Levy."
"There's been no leak here, Cajun, I swear."
Durell was angry. "If Madame Hung is in this, we're
playing in the majors. I was expected. Chu'Ko was bought. Who could do it?"
"I don't know, Sam." Levy sounded very worried. *'Where are you now?"
Durell told him. "It could be that Mr. Han is playing his own game. Or any of them, making a strike on their own. The stakes are high enough for thieves to fall out, certainly. Are Riddle and the others in his kongsi here in Singapore?"
"Yes. The whole cartel enterprise arrived shortly before you did. Their own private jet liner. Von Golz, Fazil, Han, Riddle. Yes."
"Where are they staying?"
"Cajun, don't try to tackle them on your own. They're too rich and powerful "
"They're in it, so I can't stay clear. I'm not sure if the painting was shipped out of Cuba under their control, or Madame Hung's. Since the three daughters were being snatched with me, I'm inclined to doubt it was one of them. That would leave Madame Hung. But it's time I talked to those nabobs. Where are they, Levy?"
"Just outside of Singapore, to the east. It's Han's place, on the beach toward Chongi." Liscomb gave him detailed instructions. "But you'll never get inside, Sam, if they don't want to see you. Wait for me."
"You hold down the office, Levy. Give me two hours."
"Cajun ?"
Durell hung up.
Half an hour later, he stood with his feet slightly spread, facing the four wealthiest men in the world. The girls had given him little trouble when he sent them off to their reserved hotel suite in downtown Singapore. He didn't think anybody would trouble them. Nor was there any sign of police activity because of the auto wreck. The body of Chu'Ko might be a long time in the brush before it was discovered.
Durell felt hot and tired and disheveled as he confronted the four men. The house was large and airy behind its compound wall, facing the prevailing breeze that blew off the calm green sea. The breeze always tempered Singapore's tropical climate. There had been the usual brief late-afternoon shower while riding here in a trishaw, but the lowering afternoon sun shone again now over the calm, island-dotted sea to the south and west. Malay servants in crisp white jackets had ushered Durell inside with the expected objections. A Chinese maid brought him a drink on a side veranda open to a lush and formal tropical garden. Bombay chairs and tables stood about, and a fine Chinese T'ang vase stood beside the wide, open doors. Durell was not enough of an expert to be assured of the ceramic's authenticity, but he saw no reason to doubt its enormous value. Mr. Han, like the others, was a noted art collector. The house exuded wealth, taste, and a quiet sense of immutable power.
The bourbon and soda was strong. As the Chinese maid smiled and bowed out, the four men came in, all their attitudes aggressive and angry. Riddle led the way with his usual impetuous charge, his cropped gray head lowered like a bull's. The others, whom Durell had not seen except for their dossier photos, were hard on the American's heels. The last to come in was Mr. Fazil, Ryana's father— a small, olive-skinned man in a light gray suit that matched the pallor under his face. He had a black, luxuriant Turkish moustache that seemed too big for his small features, and he twisted in his nervous fingers a fine string of amber beads that coiled and slipped endlessly over and under his palm. His large, liquid eyes were haunted.
Their individual reactions as they halted before him was interesting, Durell thought. Riddle was as stolid and powerful as before. Mr. Han, a thin, wispy twentieth-century mandarin, was calm and neat and courteous, a small septuagenarian who managed to convey the feeling that he commanded hosts of bannermen who would come with arms at a simple nod of his graybearded head. Von Golz was stout, wheezy, and perspiring. The German had iron-gray hair cUpped close to his round skull, and he wore a black suit over his pompous girth. The suit was too heavy for Singapore's climate. His heavy jowls overlapped his formal white collar, and from under his winged gray brows, the eyes that regarded Durell were'as cold and predatory as those of a hawk. 
Riddle was the ostensible spokesman for the group, and 1 while his voice promptly grated threats, disavowals, and a 1 harsh denial of Durell's "interference with the rights of simple, private citizens"—with no query as to the welfare of his daughter or her friends—Durell kept his attention on Fazil. The Turk looked like a man who had just gazed into the depths of hell. His mouth shook and there was a shine of sweat on his dark, aristocratic features. His thin, fine hands worked his string of amber beads with poorly suppressed hysteria.
"Mr. Fazil!" Durell's voice cut through Riddle's tirade of abuse like a brief explosion. Riddle was abruptly silent, his mouth open as he turned his head to look at his Turkish partner. "Mr. Fazil," Durell said, more softly, "do you know what has happened to your daughter, Ry-ana?"
"No. But I have been inquiring." The Turk's voice was too tight. His English was Oxonian. "No one can tell me why she did not come here with the other girls. If you know "
"Ryana was a lovely, if misguided, youngster," Durell said quietly.
"Yes, she is the delight of my " Fazil halted. He stood up from his chair, then was abruptly still. Even his nervous fingers twined around his prayer beads were motionless. Then he opened and closed his mouth. His small frame began to shake as if struck by a sudden gust of wind. ''Was, you said?"
"She is dead. She was murdered in Key West."
The elegant little Turk swallowed and turned to his three companions. He lifted a hand, dropped it, and swallowed again. "Riddle, you did not tell me—"
"I didn't know," Riddle growled. "I'm sorry."
"He's lying," Durell put in. "He knew, and that's why he rushed you all here. That's why he fired me, after being so anxious to hire me. It got too big for you, didn't it, Riddle? And Han offered you more expert help—or so he claimed—in order to keep the U.S. government out of it. Your fellow conspirators here insisted you'd made a mistake, trying to handle the matter with just me as your aide."
"You son of a bitch," Riddle grated. "I sure enough made a mistake, trying to use you. We all agreed on it, down at San Mirabel. So I tossed you off the payroll, and none of this is your business now, and I'll have your pelt nailed to the wall for interfering "
"You hired me," Durell said. "You're clever. Riddle. But you forgot a termination clause in our agreement. I'm going to get Deakin's formula back. But you all should know, right now, that however safe you might feel now, your daughters are your vulnerable spot. They're in danger. The first one, Ryana, has already paid some of the price you'll be charged for the formula. She's been killed
"How?" Fazil looked agonized. "Please, tell me."
"Riddle can tell you all about it. He probably knows more details than I. Or maybe you should ask—Mr. Han."
The elderly Chinese smiled slightly and touched his wispy beard, but nothing changed in his wise old eyes. Von Golz cleared his throat with a loud, uncouth rasp. Looking at the German, Durell thought, He knew about the murders, too. Durell said flatly, "I just came here to warn you, gentlemen. Your daughters are dead set against the monopoly you're trying to create. They'll fight you. Linda, Anna-Lise, Pan—maybe they are young and inexperienced, but they won't give up. Even if you win the world, you're going to lose your children."
There was a long moment's silence. The wide, luxurious veranda was turning dark with evening shadows. A parrot squawked somewhere, and in the garden there was a
momentary explosion of color as a host of Java sparrows took alarm in their ornate bamboo cage. A young Chinese male servant hurried in, paused, caught Mr. Han's eye, and backed out, his face twisted with alarm. Durell was quite satisfied, certain of the effect he had created. Let the crooks fight among themselves now, he thought. He threw one more bone for them to quarrel over.
"I'm not sure when the painting and the Deakin formula will arrive here from Key West and Cuba. Perhaps you gentlemen had it traced with your private squads of snoopers around the world. Maybe one of you arranged to buy it from Harry, the artist, after Linda gave it to him. But it's my guess the painting, whoever stole it and shipped it, will get here some time within the next forty-eight hours. It isn't here yet, or none of you would be waiting, still satisfied with your unholy alliance against the rest of the world. But when it does come here, you can all rest assured that none of you will ever see it. One of you, of course, has higher hopes than the others. But Deakin's formula is going back to the States, where it belongs."
"It belongs to me!" Riddle snapped. "Deakin worked for me, and his contract stipulates that his research discoveries belong to my corporation "
"It's going to Washington," Durell said quietly. "That's the only thing you can be sure of."
"I warned you not to interfere, Durell. I discharged you "
"Why?" Durell asked.
"What?"
"Simple question. Why, after pulling all kinds of political strings in Washington for someone like me, did you suddenly change your mind about using me? You pulled me into it. I'm staying in it. And I mean to find out who killed Ryana Fazil, too. . .. Mr. Han?"
The old Chinese lifted his head slightly, smiled, and touched his thin gray beard. "Mr. Durell, I have the utmost respect for you," he said. "I listen to your words and I am convinced they convey wisdom to this senile and rebellious old ear. Therefore I am prepared to discuss the matter with you without anger or fear. What do you truly want?"
"First, I want Lim Sing," Durell said.
"I do not understand that request."
"Your hoodlum. Your trigger man. Where is he? He was on the Florida keys. Where is he now?"
"I cannot say."
"He knows about Ryana and the painting and just who got it from Harry, back in Key West. He's on your payroll." Durell paused. "His value is that of five rubies. And so is mine."
The wrinkled face of Mr. Han, as yellow as old ivory, changed only a little. Before the Chinese could reply, however. Von Golz assaulted the air with a barrage of guttural German curses.
"We are businessmen, Herr Durell, and your government cannot legitimately interfere with our operations here or in the United States. What Mr. Riddle is prepared to share with us is purely an industrial exploitation of certain research developments in which you cannot legally interfere."
"Your opponents," Durell said, "are not concerned with the law as you know it. My job is to keep that painting and the data on its canvas from getting to Peking. I think one of you four men is double-crossing the others." He paused and looked at the shaken FazU. "One of you has already paid a high price for this treachery. I would suggest you think long and deeply about it And if one of you can do so, answer this single question. Who among you bought the painting from Harry the artist? And who knows just how it is destined to arrive here in Singapore?"
He waited. The four men turned closed faces toward him. Then, after a moment, he said, "Think of the price of treachery, gentlemen. I am prepared to help you recover the painting, on certain conditions. We can discuss the terms when the one who has betrayed the others comes to realize that he will win nothing but his death because of what he has done."
Again there was no answer. The faces that regarded him were blank, the eyes hooded, cautious, inimical. Dureli shrugged. He had sown his seeds of discontent, and was ready to go. When he stood up, in a thick silence, no one tried to stop him from leaving.
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He heard the whooping sirens of fire engines when his trishaw was stopped in a traflfic jam two blocks irom the Great China Bazaar. Dureli got out and skirted the green lawns and manicured flower beds of the padang where the government offices were located and turned down a narrow street toward the waterfront. A P and O liner loomed there, white and luxurious, discharging tourists who were being greeted by a ceremonial lion dance. The smell of smoke was thick and acrid. Twilight darkened the horizons of the sea. He stepped over hoses, evaded an excited fireman who tried to keep him from proceeding, and stood for a moment watching K Section's Control offices bum lustily in the evening air. Strike two, he thought. He pushed forward through the gawking crowd and considered the low, two-story building where the firemen fought billowing smoke that poured from the bazaar windows. The windows of the upper floor, where Levy Liscomb's private offices and files would be, looked as if they had been blasted outward. The guess he made was for an incendiary botnb that started the blaze. The fire shot huge jets of sparks into the darkening twilight sky, exciting the crowd of spectators. The smoke looked thick and oily, and it seemed certain the place would be totally gutted. He wondered how Levy Liscomb could have been so careless as to let this happen, but that didn't matter now.
He walked over to a Malay policeman who stood watching with a detached air as the flames burst higher, disregarding the streams of water from the fire hoses. Yes, the cop said in answer to his question, there had been an explosion, sir. No, no one had been killed, none of the employees were missing.
"You know Mr. Liscomb?" The Malay's eyes were dark brown, innocent and calm. "Of course, sir, everyone in Singapore know Mr. Liscomb. Fine gentleman, yes. He was injured, I am most deeply sorry to say."
"How badly?" Durell asked.
"I have not that informations for you, sir. He was taken away to safety only a few minutes ago, to the good Dr. Halsey's clinic-sanitorium. All Americans prefer the clinic, sir. You say you are a friend of Mr. Liscomb?"
"In a way. We had business dealings."
The Malay murmured politely and speculated that perhaps the fire was the result of gangster Triad activities. "We do our best to control such terrorist things, but they are widespread, everywhere, large and small, demanding bribes, fingers, they call it. Petty racketeers, most of them. Perhaps Mr. Liscomb committed the error, sir, of trying to deal with a shakedown racket himself, instead of coming to us. It happens so, sometimes."
Durell asked the location of the Halsey Clinic, watched the fire a moment longer until the policeman strolled away, and then he walked on.
He felt hemmed in, without a safe base of operations, exposed in streets controlled by underground enemies determined to stop him or get him out of Singapore. No time had been wasted by the opposition. He was impressed by the speed and the eflBciency of the moves made against him.
Levy Liscomb had a broken leg, bums and cuts and bruises, scalp lacerations, a broken nose, and an evil temper. Because of internal injuries, his condition was listed as critical. He was a short, stout man who looked Eurasian, despite his name, perhaps partly Chinese, except for his bright, hard blue eyes. The clinic was small, antiseptic and quiet, an oasis in the midst of Oriental noise and pungent aromas. The nurses wore crisp white nylon and were uncommonly attractive. There was some initial objection to DurelPs visit to the patient, until Levy heard his voice in the corridor and roared a demand that Durell be admitted. The Indian intern reluctantly gave way and retreated when Levy screamed that he close the door behind him.
"Five minutes only, Mr. Liscomb," said the sad-eyed Hindu. "Then we must prepare you for surgery. Your leg needs immediate attention."
"Get the hell out of here," Liscomb grated. He lifted singed eyebrows to Durell. His eyes were slightly misted from the morphine pain-killer in him. "Hello, Cajun."
"East meets West," Durell said.
"And I get the broken bones. My silly fault, must say. The damned plastic was in a jade shipment from Hong Kong. Legitimate wrappings. I haven't been booby-trapped like this in eight years."
"You're lucky," Durell said.
"I may live. I hope so. But you're a walking dead man, Cajun."
"Who says so?"
"The word is out all over the city. The Lucky Mountain Triads have your name."
"Who runs them? Could it be Han?"
"Nobody knows. But it's not Han. He's Five Rubies. And aren't you ?"
"Yes. I was initiated into the Five Rubies when I was last here, years ago," Durell said. He was concerned about Levy's condition; the man's breathing was all wrong. "I don't know if my membership is still valid, though. Take it easy. Levy. Are you safe here?"
The Control man was sweating with pain, despite the narcotics he had received. Durell looked at his chart, hung neatly over the footboard of Levy Liscomb's bed. It didn't tell him anything good. The K Section man had a round, brownish face, and his teeth gleamed white between drawn hps as a spasm made him grimace. "Safe enough, I think. I have a long-term arrangement here. Like an insurance policy."
"Your cover at Great China apparently isn't all that good. Levy," Durell said.
"Nobody has secrets for long in Singapore, lad. Goddam it, but I was stupid, though."
"Why were you hit? It's me they want, not you."
Levy Liscomb clicked his tongue. "I was supposed to help you. All out, priority red. But now I can't do a damned thing for you, and they've put you out on the street, Cajun."
"I'll manage. What can you give me on Madame Hung?"
Levy Liscomb grunted, cursed, mumbled something that Durell could not catch. His eyes closed for some seconds, then opened again with a startled effort. "I'm being called by the Sandman, Cajun. I may not make it." Liscomb spoke in short gasps. "Listen, I had time to blow our safety files. There was a Red Code message for you from General McFee. Nobody less. Came in an hour ago. You have to go all out. Two things. Get the painting. Get the Hung woman. Kill her, Cajun. I think she's the one who arranged for me to get blown in here. McFee gives her top priority."
"Where do I find her. Levy?" Durell asked. He stood beside the bed, tall and soUd, his blue eyes almost dark with a brooding anger and compassion. "Do you know, Levy?"
"Ask—ask Mr. Han."
The Indian doctor came in just then and whispered to himself as he saw Liscomb's condition and quickly took the injured man's pulse and blood pressure, checked the leg bandage, flipped back Liscomb's eyelids, pursed his chocolate brown lips, and ordered Durell to leave at once. Nurses and an anesthetist crowded into the room. For a moment, it looked as if Liscomb had fainted. Durell knocked aside the doctor's hand on his arm and bent over the gasping patient.
"Levy, one more thing," he said urgently. "The painting—did you get a line on it?"
There was a long shuddering breath. Then a whispered exhalation. "Cathay Airlines. Flight two oh two. Day after tomorrow at seventeen hundred hours-^ "
The doctor grabbed Durell's arm again. "I must insist, sir, on your prompt departure. Surgery is ready for this man. It is doubtful if he will survive."
Levy was unconscious. His color was like clay. Durell nodded and stepped aside, away from the bed. "All right," he said. "Try to keep him alive."
"You have not helped," said the doctor stiffly.
Durell looked at Liscomb, surrounded by crisply starched white uniforms, nodded again, and yielded to the pressure of the doctor and the nurses and went out.
He telephoned to the hotel where the girls were to stay, and he was relieved when Linda finally answered. She had been calm and elBBcient, and had retrieved all their luggage from the airport, and Durell thought of the odds and ends of gimmickry built into his attache case by K Section's lab boys.
He rarely relied on these gadgets, any more than he relied on the support of others in the business, human fallibility being what it was. He preferred to work alone, and resented the sense of responsibility he felt for Linda, Pan, and Anna-Lise. They had forced themselves on him, and he had no reason to be concerned about them, he told himself, except for any use he might be able to make of them. He could use them somehow, surely—but he didn't like the thought of the price that one or all of them might have to pay in his private war with Madame Hung. Durell was a lonely man, and he trusted only himself in this matter. He was alone now as he walked away from the chnic where Levy Liscomb might live or die. He could forget about any help from K Section's Control now. He had the feeling that every move he made was being watched, and when he spoke to Linda on the telephone at her hotel room, this was his major concern.
"You'll have to get out of the hotel," he said to her. "It's a matter of waiting things out, and finding a safe place to do it. We'll have to hide, for a time."
"Why?" she asked.
"Everything is blown We're left standing out in the open, like Uttle clay pigeons."
She didn't sound upset or in a panic. "So what do we do?"
"We'll find a safe house. A base of operations. Put Pan on the line, please."
"In a minute. Did you see my father?"
"Yes."
"Is he very angry?"
"Yes."
"With me?"
"Yes."
Linda was silent. He thought she had gone off the telephone to get Pan, but then she said in a surprisingly meek voice, "I don't like the idea of fighting with Daddy. Didn't you teU him how we feel about what he's trying to do?" 
"Would it do any good?" he asked.
"Sam "
"We're wasting time. Put Pan on the phone, Linda."
"Sam, do you think we girls are right? Fighting with our fathers, doing everything we can against them "
"I don't know what's right or wrong for you, Linda. I just do my job. Any questions I have about it are strictly my own business. And we don't have much time now."
"Don't you ever think about your work, and whether you're doing the right thing?"
"I think quite a lot about it. We'll talk later. When we're in a safe place. Now, for the last time "
"All right, Sam."
The small, delicate voice of the Chinese girl came on the line a moment later. She sounded calm and sweet and intelligent. He was beginning to revise his opinion of the girls. Wealthy in their own right, born to luxury far beyond the conception of the average individual, accustomed to command, there was a stability in them that was a pleasant surprise.
Pan listened to his suggestion, thought for a moment, then said, "My old wash-amah. She retired and owns a tenement in the Chinese quarter. It will soon be dark, and if we can get in without being seen "
"Can you manage it?"
"How long do you want us to stay there?"
"I don't know. I'll join you in an hour."
"Can you find the place?" Pan gave him complicated directions. "It's not in a very nice neighborhood."
"All the better. I'll find it. In one hour. And, Pan ?"
"Yes, Mr. Durell?"
"Be very careful, please."
"Yes, Mr. Durell."
She hung up. He still felt very much alone.
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The wash-amah brought them wooden bowls of rice and chicken and cups of clear pale wine. Her name was Li Yon, and her total devotion to young Pan was evident in the way she looked at the Chinese girl, shouted, scolded, complained, muttered, and wore herself out trying to make them all comfortable. Durell suddenly felt hungry, and remembered he hadn't eaten in eight hours, since being on the plane. Li Yon wore a white coat, floppy pants, and clopping shoes; her gray hair was pulled back in a tight bun, and her aged face was wrinkled and seamed and alive with endless vitality as she performed her miracles for them.
"People come in here, people come out, see you maybe, talk too damn much. I make you not to be seen, heya?"
The tenement in the teeming heart of Singapore's Chinese quarter was an apartment compound beflagged with colorful lines of wash, banners, signs, belabored by noise from radios, television sets, the click of Mah-Jongg players, the murmur of bearded old men and the shrilling of children. The voices of women in argument seemed to come from everywhere. Although night had long fallen, the lights and signs pushed the darkness away. It was surprisingly cool and comfortable in Li Yon's rooms, which were arranged in railroad-flat style, with all the rooms opening on a second floor gallery through sagging, wooden-shuttered doors and windows.
The girls were arbitrarily ordered out of their chic Western clothes and put into Chinese student imiforms procured by Li Yon. The wash-amah brooked no arguments, even from Pan, but allowed them to retain their golden medallions. Muttering, she handed Durell some faded dungarees, a singlet, worn sandals, and a cheap pair of sunglasses.
"You sailor man now, you bad man, jump ship, long time ashore, no money, hey?"
"Very good, Li Yon."
"You bet very good. Damn excellent. I warn you."
"Of what?" Durell asked.
"You are man called Cajun?"
He was surprised. "Yes."
"Bad people look for you. Much talk in my club. Other wash-amahs hear much, talk-talk all the time. But this not what I warn you about." Li Yon's wrinkled face was pushed close to Durell's. She had gold teeth and a shell comb in the tight knot of gray hair at the nape of her neck. "You big man, you bad man, you worry Li Yon much, I afraid of you. But I kill you myself, if my darling Pan so much as get one single little scratch, you hear?"
She held up her little finger, and the rest of her big, calloused hand was knotted in a tight fist. *'You understand? My darling Pan good little girl, must not be hurt in any way."
"I'm trying, Li Yon."
"Okay. Now you hear me, to do as I say. Go to Cathay Cinema, second floor, no movie, it be filthy picture, so you ignore. Go straight to second floor. They wait for you in that place."
"Who is waiting, Li Yon?" he asked patiently.
"Who do you think?" She was pugnacious and reproving. "Bad men, gangsters, your blood brothers, all evil. I see tattoo on you, you play Man from Marshes, hey? But you no play t'ai chi with me. No shadow-box." She shook her head. "I see you think yourself a real chianghuk'o, a man of the rivers and lakes, heya? Big shot, all cozy gamblers. So they will kill you."
"Then do you think I should go?"
"I only poor wash-amah, you go or not go, I don't care. But no hurt must come to my darling Pan, understand?"
Durell stood up. "Thank you, Li Yon."
"I give you one big damn fine Chinese funeral when your brothers kill you."
Durell laughed. "Thanks," he said again.
A few minutes before midnight, he arrived at the Cathay Theater. Taller than most of the people in the narrow, noisy, crowded alley, he managed to look like a number of other drifters and beachcombers, unemployed and at odd«s with the world about him. He let himself be carried along by the press of foreign bodies, the conical straw hats, the shuffling feet that scuffed the walkway. He took his time. Amid the babble and chatter and the shrill music, he listened for the footstep of an enemy; he looked for the face of death. Madame Hung yearned for his end like someone in the fifth day of thirst. Her hatred for him, ever since that long-ago day when he had met and defeated her in the Dasht-i-Kavir desert of Iran, poisoned che air he breathed. She was evil incarnate. She darkened the night and whispered her thirst for his life like the hissing of a snake.
He wondered if Levy Liscomb was still alive in the clinic.
He bought a bowl of noodles at a food stall and ate with his back to the alley wall, watching the polyglot population of Singapore's streets go by. He saw no one who looked particularly dangerous. The sky beyond the glare of flashing Ughts seemed filled with stars, and the heat of the day had given way to the usual cool sea breeze.
The Cathay Theater was a movie house that specialized in Chinese films made in Hong Kong. It was in a two-story stucco building that looked as if it had once been an abandoned warehouse, not far from the waterfront. An alley ran along the left side as he faced the entrance doors. The Chinese girl cashier yawned at him from under the heavy mascara on her eyelashes. From inside the cinema came a clash of cymbals on the sound track and a shrill, frenetic weeping and hoarse argument. The street here was well-lighted. The crowd was somehow comforting, when he considered the dark and empty alley.
An iron stairway led up to a landing and a closed door on the second level above the movie house. He could still hear the sound track from the Chinese film when he paused there. The wind off the waterfront shifted, and now he smelled a fish market and the stink of open drains and garbage from the heart of Chinatown. As he stood on the landing, his eye was caught by the three dragons there—the Triad societies were devoted to multiples of three in their ciphers and symbols. The first dragon was of the loud-mouthed variety in the shape of a bell beside the door; above the door was the hermit dragon, painted on a board, indicating seclusion; and the third was in the shape of a tiger, the strongest of dragons, forming a bronze door-knocker before him.
Durell tapped the loud-mouthed dragon on the bell, three times, then rapped the tiger dragon's tail against the door panel six times, quickly and Ughtly.
He waited.
From the cinema house below came the shrieking of a female impersonator and the ear-shattering clamor of tambours.
The door opened.
A tall Chinese in a tight gray Western suit stood in a glimmer of light. He had narrow eyes and a sharp nose, more Mongol than Chinese, and he spoke with a sharply clipped cockney accent.
"If you're Durell, chum, come right in. Ceremonial's about to start. Initiating a new boy, y'know. So welcome to our City of Willows."
There were passwords that Durell dredged up out of his memory of his former initiation into the Five Ruby lodge. He went along with the ritual patiently, knowing that at the proper time he would get the cue that would explain why he had been asked here. He was not alarmed by Li Yon's prediction of his death. Even if true, and he walked into a trap, there was no help for it. This was the only road he could use that might take him to Madame Hung. He couldn't wait for her to attack again. She wouldn't miss a third strike. And although he knew that his coming to this Triad lodge might indeed be the most dangerous step he could take, he accepted it and endured it as a calculated risk.
The Five Ruby lodge had descended by devious steps from the original rebels of centuries past who fought to overthrow the barbarian conquerors of Imperial China. Early groups such as the White Lotus, the Yellow Turbans, or the Society of Harmonious Fists, all claimed descent from the ancient iBghting monks, whose religious scruples barred the use of weapons such as the knife or axe. Out of their saying, "Make your jfinger a knife, your arm a lance, your palm a sword," came the art of judo. They were Robin Hood bandits, dedicated to rebellion against oppression. Since the creed of Mencius was proclaimed, announcing that "Heaven does not speak to man," men who were dedicated to justice gathered in the north as Tongs, and in the south as Triad lodges.
As Durell followed his tall Mongol guide down a bleak corridor, he noted a censer over his head which was still inscribed with the Chinese characters reading, "Overthrow the Ch'ing. Restore the Ming." Although the avowed enemy of the original lodges was the old Manchu dynasty, Durell doubted that few members of the Five Rubies gave a thought to or understood their once-honorable, historic origins. Today, the lodges of Hong Kong and Singapore had degenerated into armed gangsterism devoted to murder, shakedown rackets, kidnapping, bunco and badger games, gambling, vice, prostitution, and general petty terrorism.
"This way. Honorable Tiger General," murmured his tall guide.
"I haven't sat in the sacred chair for many years," Durell replied. "And then it was only an honorary courtesy to me, for a little something I did long ago."
"But you are remembered with some awe and much respect, honored sir."
The doorway he stepped through was shaped in a triangle to represent the harmonious blend of Heaven, Earth and Man. The smell of incense tickled his nostrils. Once through the gateway into the "City of Willows," Durell stepped back into a world of old Taoism, ancient China, as remote from modern Singapore as the moon. The lodge meeting had just begun. Durell was led across a dimly lighted floor toward the Headman. No sound from the movie house below penetrated the thick floors of the warehouse. In a way, the ceremonies were childish, Durell thought, rather hke the simplistic rituals of a Midwestern fraternal order back home. Yet they were deadly serious, too, in a way no lowan could understand; and he knew he was stepping forward into ultimate danger, aware of the many faces that watched him, some masked, some not, but all silent and shadowed and closed.
A chanting began that had nothing to do with Durell's arrival. The Headman, behind his grotesque dragon mask, wore a red headband tied with five loops to represent the five mystic elements of Chinese cosmology—Wood, Fire, Metal, Earth and Water. His red costume was derived from the ancient order of the Red Eyebrows. Devoted to mystical numerology, the Five Ruby lodge also had five high-backed chairs for the Five Tiger Generals who executed the fraternity's operations. One of the chairs was empty.
"Be seated," said the Headman, speaking in Cantonese. "Your honorable post has been empty for too long. You will swear the oath, please."
Durell spoke as rapidly as he could in the Cantonese he had once learned. "I swear to keep all the secrets of the order, under the penalty of being utterly destroyed by five thunderbolts and perforated by ten thousand daggers. I swear to choose the virtues of the Ming over the iniquities of the Ch'ing. I am most humble in this circle of Heaven and Earth."
"You may be seated."
The other Tiger Generals wore elaborate robes, long daggers and ceremonial swords. He didn't know them behind their jeweled masks. Durell bowed low and took his seat in the high, ornately carved chair. When he sat down, he was reassured by the pressure of his revolver stuck in his belt.
It was evident that an initiation was about to begin and that he would have to wait through it. The candidate was a scrawny little Chinese who breathed with quick, short gasps of apprehension. The ritual consisted of a symbolic journey through the "City of Willows." There was the Brook of Daggers, the Lotus House, a bamboo hoop representing the circle of Heaven and Earth, the burning of joss paper to symbolize the Flaming Furnace, and finally the arrival at the altar. Durell sat in quiet patience. His presence here was mutely accepted, thanks to the mystic Tao passwords he had recited.. He knew he would be summoned when the proper time came.
He thought of Madame Hung and shuddered inwardly.
"Worthless one!" The Headman approached the altar slowly and solemnly, his left fist clenched at his heart, two fingers extended to indicate his rank. He wore one Western shoe and one straw sandal, as a memento to the great Zen, and his left trouser leg was rolled up to symbolize his kneeling like a simple monk in the fields of the old fighting monasteries. On the altar was a mirror, a brass scale, a ruler to symbolically measure the land won back from the Manchus, and an abacus to total the Ch'ing crimes. It was all archaic and meaningless to this band of gangsters today, Durell reflected, all exiles from the new tyranny in Peking and uncaring now about the fate of China in this modem world. He recalled suddenly that the Five Rubies made a specialty of piracy and smuggUng among the adjacent islands about Singapore. Which might, he decided, prove to be useful.
The initiation was almost over. The candidate, still shivering, drank his blood mixed with that of a cock, was instructed in the slogans and secret signs of his rank, the recognition signals that covered ways of holding a teacup or chopsticks or a cigarette in public places.
"Man," intoned the Headman, "is no more than a louse in the fold of Heaven's robe. Heaven no more attends to you than you would listen to a flea's prayer. You have learned the Way, and you will not walk against it. You will obey without thought or struggle. All things change; all things remain. There is no left without right, no good without bad, no Heaven without Earth."
The ceremony was over. In the dimly lighted hall, men stretched, coughed, spit, lit cigarettes, and talked. Out of the shadows loomed the Headman's violent dragon mask.
"Come," he said to Durell.
He walked on without waiting to see if Durell would follow. Durell got up, nodded to the four other Tiger Generals—each man was in charge of some criminal specialty that brought revenue into the lodge's treasury—and walked behind the costumed leader. A small door opened in the papered wall behind the altar. It was a dressing room, garishly hghted like a makeup booth backstage off Broadway. The Headman laughed softly and removed his papier-mache mask and blew out a breath of air from thinned, hard lips. He was a Chinese of about forty, with thick hair shot through with gray, clean-shaven, with eyes as hard and cold as the cutting edge of a Malay kris. Without his robe, he looked like an ordinary and affluent Chinese businessman in an expensive gray sharkskin suit, a white button-down shirt, and a knitted black necktie.
He lit a cigarette and spoke quietly to Durell.
"You carry yourself well, for a man who may soon die."
"Am I your enemy?" Durell asked.
"Not an enemy of mine, or of your brothers here. But there are some in the city "
"Some among the Five Rubies?"
"Perhaps. We do not know. And it is important to learn the truth of it. We hope you will help us."
"So I am to be a tethered sheep for a black tiger?"
"It could be so. Please come with me."
"I want to see Mr. Han."
"Ah. You know the true master?"
"I want to see him alone," Durell said.
"That may not be possible. But you shall see the respected and honorable Mr. Han. This way."
Durell looked at his watch. It was past one o'clock in the morning. The Cathay Cinema had emptied and was silent now, but the air was redolent of fish and the indefinable scent of many close-packed Oriental bodies, as distinct as the smell of Westerners to a Chinese. The Headman descended spiral iron stairs with a curious, jogging bounce to his big shoulders, then moved back into the building through a fire exit, crossed the dark and gloomy auditorium of the movie house, climbed the stage, and trudged behind the wide, blank, silent movie screen. Durell stayed close on the man's heels.
Another door, a short corridor, and then they crossed a narrow, foul-smelling alley where the stinks were strong enough to build another tenement upon. The Headman halted and Durell almost stepped on him.
"I can go no further. They wait for you inside."
"Mr. Han is in there?"
"And others."
They faced a brick wall with a single door in it that told Durell nothing. The door handle turned easily. Durell stepped inside, aware of the Headman fading away.
They were waiting for him. Indeed, in the darkness, he could have prevented it by taking routine security measures such as the IPE technique—illegal perilous entry. But he knew he would learn nothing that way. You paid your money and took your choice. There was no other way to get anywhere in his business.
A gun muzzle raked against his head—not too hard to be painful, but hard enough to let him know that the holder was a little nervous. A hand whipped his own weapon out from his waistband. A man's breath, smelling of rancid soy oil, spoke in his ear. "Very good. Oh, excellent. You may now proceed, sir."
Durell saw nothing but total darkness ahead. He had a momentary vision of trapdoors, deep snake pits, iron spikes. He dismissed them as romantic. "Which way?"
"Ahead, five steps. Take them naturally. Then there is another door. Go through it."
He did as he was told. And stepped into a room that could have been the conference board-room of a Manhattan corporation. There was a long oval table, reflecting a soft light that made him blink after stepping out of the darkness. There were a dozen leather chairs in a dark sand color, blotters and pens, memo pads and glasses ranged mathematically below a larger chair obviously intended for the president, no less. The light came from subdued glass wall-lamps. There were dark brown couches that complemented the sand chairs, a hi-fi stereo set, a bar set with an array of glittering glassware and cutglass decanters, and two tall funerary urns from the Ming dynasty, each filled with sprays of orchids. On one wall was a large painting of the Emperor Wu's pilgrimage, all dun colors and misty mountains, gnarly trees, and tiny, insignificant figures.
Mr. Han was alone, after all. The door clicked shut behind Durell, and locked itself. The elderly Chinese smiled over his old, folded hands; he looked benign and scholarly, his face wrinkled like a sand flat eroded by the tide. The face looked dead, Durell thought, except for the dark flame of vitality in the black, hooded eyes. Mr. Han's exquisite English came gently.
"Be at ease, Mr. Durell. You expect danger, of course, and threats of violence. I will not delude you. Such things are all here. We all live intimately with death, after all, and all of life is but a slow dying. But for the moment, neither of us shall die. We will simply talk."
"I was told you were not alone, Mr. Han."
'The others were deliberately misguided. Deceit is not a happy weapon to use, but often necessary. No, you and I shall talk in private, between ourselves."
"Of cabbages and kings?"
Mr. Han gave him a wisp of a smile. "I know the Western allusion. But this is not a fable, out of Alice, unless you think of yourself as existing in a wonderland. But we live in a world of hard and sometimes unhappy fact, even if sometimes reality seems an illusion, and illusion the truth. But I am a businessman, sir, and a highly successful one—perhaps the wealthiest man in all of Southeast Asia. Surely this should convince you of my attitude toward those bandits in Peking. And of my sympathy toward the capitalistic United States, for whom you work. And I am alarmed at the thought of competing with your masters."
"No one owns me," said Durell.
"Can you leave your job—and work for me? I promise the pay will be exorbitant. Beyond your most avaricious dreams."
"No."
"You never left your job to work for Riddle, did you? Not really."
"No."
"Precisely. I know, too, that you did not wish to undertake this assignment. I also know that you were willing to resign your post with K Section. And it was not permitted."
Durell wondered if Han was guessing or if, incredibly, he knew about McFee and the poisoned cane and the talk in the Washington park. He did not reply. Han looked small and fragile in his chair, gripping the carved arms with transparent parchment fingers. The grip told Durell something. The old gentleman now looked benign and scholarly in his voluminous-sleeved, embroidered mandarin's robe. It was an affectation that Durell did not think was quite valid. The gray hairs of Han's thin beard trembled slightly, as if with a Ufe of their own.
"I will admit at once, Mr. Durell, that you have sorely disrupted my arrangements. The amicable agreement reached with my friends has been severely tried. Mr. Fazil now wishes to withdraw from our compact and return at once to his home in Turkey, disowning all future interest in the Deakin formula. Only your promise to find his daughter's murderer keeps him here."
"Do you need him?" Durell asked.
"Not really. But we are all concerned about our beloved children, sir. They are misguided, as youth so often is, but so are many of your generation and mine. Your few words succeeded in turning us against each other, you might be pleased to know, exactly as you planned."
"Tell me, did you arrange for Harry's death?"
"No, sir."
"Was Ryana Fazil's murder incidental, only because she had the bad luck to slip away to warn Harry I was hunting him, and so was present when the killer took Harry and the really important canvas?"
"I should think it was so. Incidental, accidental. But the poor child is no less dead. She was charming." The thin mandarin's beard was slightly more agitated. "Most unhappy and unfortunate. Because of the Ruby men I command, von Golz and Riddle think I planned to betray them and that I am trying to keep the painting for myself. This is not true."
"I believe you," Durell said.
"Good. That is a step forward."
"But do you know who subverted your man and who took the original painting and Deakin's data?"
"Not yet," said the Chinese.
"The original was taken—-or sold, and I think the latter, judging from the brief time I knew Harry— probably early on the day of the murder," Durell said. "Harry had only time to fake a phony painting; the oil was still wet when I saw it. So somebody stepped in, somebody who knew what was going on, of course, and shot for the bull's-eye on his own. It had to be one of you four men, or one of your daughters. Who do you think it was?"



"You run too fast along a dark and dangerous road, sir," said Han. His manner changed very slightly; his hands no longer gripped the arms of his ornately carved chair. Durell felt the danger like a sudden shout of warning. "First I must tell you," Han went on, "that we mean no harm to the world with our monopoly of the Deakin papers, whatever your government—or our daughters— think of us. We are, to put it simply, businessmen, operating in an atmosphere of free enterprise. We intended to develop Deakin's information as an investment that might not pay off for many many years, after an expenditure for further research that none of us, individually, could afford. Indeed, we even hoped the world might find peace and tranquility through our private efforts."
"You're all a little mad," Durell said quietly. "What you really plan is a peaceful world, yes—but one of the dead, of zombies, obedient through terror and ruled by you or those who inherited your power."
"You exaggerate, sir."
"I think not."
"You exaggerate and speak so loosely as to endanger yourself." Han spoke in a gently paternal voice. "I would be your friend and ally. Indeed, I would be your employer."
"I've had such an offer before. It's no sale. Where is Madame Hung? I want to find her."
Durell threw the question at the old man without warning, and Han's reaction was quick, like the striking fangs of a snake. A small shake of his right arm sent a sleeve knife flickering down out of the broad sleeve. Durell was i quicker. He was around the broad, polished table before the point of the knife settled delicately into the old man's parchment fingers, ready to throw. His hand closed with force on the thin, bony wrist; he twisted, and forced the knife to the floor. Durell picked the weapon up with his left hand, holding the other's wrist with his right, and then; he held the knife blade at Han's withered throat.
"Call for help, and you are a dead man," he whispered.
Han's eyes rolled. His beard trembled. "You swore as a member of the Five Rubies and as a Tiger General that you would obey me."
"I won't stand still for a knife in the gut. No oath can make me do that. We were talking peacefully, to our mutual advantage. Then I mentioned Madame Hung, and you try to kill me. Why?"
Han made no sound except a sibilant intake of breath.
"I know you have some connection with her," Durell said. "Is she truly your wife?"
"No."
"But she's the real boss of the Five Rubies?"
"I cannot say. I do not know."
Durell drew a thin trickle of blood with the knife edge on Han's throat. His face was hard and cruel. His blue eyes had darkened almost to black.
"You're in a sling, Mr. Han. All of you, as a matter of fact. Each of you is playing his own game with the Deakin papers. Each of you is ready and waiting to double-cross your alleged partners. Von Golz probably dreams of power for a new Reich in the old Nazi image—I've seen his war crimes trial record. Riddle has a secret, perhaps unconscious, hatred for all society, bred in him with his poverty-stricken youth. Money and power mean only a means to revenge, for him. Fazil? I don't know about him. He's the most innocent of the lot, I'd guess—if the corruption for power and more and more money could be called innocent. But you, Mr. Han, are the classic Oriental enigma. Do you take orders from Madame Hung? And through her, from Papa Mao, in Peking?"
"No . . . no . . ."
"But you're afraid of her."
"One has wisdom to admit fear of that woman."
"Is she here in Singapore?"
"Yes."
"Where can I find her?"
"Please. I am an old man. Almost as old as your own grandfather, who raised you. I know much about you, Durell. You love and respect your grandfather. Do likewise with me."
"There's a world of difference between you. Just answer me. Does Madame Hung really run the Five Rubies, through you?"
Han wet his gray lips and nodded. "Yes."
"Once more, then. Where can I find her?"
"I will tell you. Please release me. Remove the knife. The older one grows, the more precious life becomes. Only the young believe in immortality."
Durell stepped back. It was quiet in the room. Han seemed to shake his small body, much like a wet terrier, and settled into his disheveled embroidered robes again. He looked frail, but Durell never thought for a moment that Han was helpless. His glance flickered around the room, touched on an elaborately carved, ornate Chinese wardrobe, a fretted plaque on the wall, the two doors. He had no doubt that the place was bugged, and that everything said and done here was monitored at Han's discretion. It couldn't be helped. It didn't matter.
Mr. Han put his arms on the table and whispered, "One thing. We can come to an arrangement. A deal. The other members of our kongsi —our merchant group—are equally concerned. We all want to know what happened to our daughters, and if they are safe. We fear for them, whatever you may think of us. Where is Pan?"
"She's quite well, with Anna-Lise and Linda Riddle."
"Where?"
Durell was pleased. "They're all safe," he insisted.
"I ordered the city searched for them. But they have vanished. You are so very clever and dangerous, Mr. Durell. Is it a form of blackmail?"
"You won't see Pan again until I've finally settled with the Hung woman."
"So." Han seemed curiously pleased. "Now we do understand each other a little better. But I beg of you, take care of Pan. I am not a heartless man. She is my most cherished possession, even though at the moment she has left me to follow an ideal, much as a Uttle child chases a butterfly."
"She could do worse," Durell said.
He had learned some of what he needed to know from old Mr. Han. The Chinese gentleman had spoken quietly, but fear wove a dark pattern through his words. Durell told himself not to be infected by the old man's suppressed terror of the Hung woman. She had obviously infiltrated the Five Rubies until Han himself didn't know which of the members he could trust. Her web was like that of a female spider, and she sat in the center of it, invulnerable to attack, watching, pouncing, weaving bonds of greater and greater power day by day. The Singapore poUce and the intelligence systems on the island repubHc were unable to touch her. She had broken none of the local laws, Han said quietly. It was suspected that she operated and recruited a vast espionage web all through Southeast Asia, relaying information to Peking, organizing subversive groups to wait patiently for the right time to strike. Mr. Han spoke her name with difficulty, as though it were acid in his mouth.
"An old man like myself," he said softly, "grows lonely with the burden of his years. She flattered me, and managed to learn many of my secrets. If she learns that I have spoken this way to you, she will be capable of any vengeance toward me."
"Tell me, is she an art collector, like the rest of you men?"
"Yes, she has one of the finest in Asia. Everything. Porcelains, bronzes, oils. Not restricted merely to Eastern art. There is a regular flow from her agents in Western Europe and the States; her purchases are many, almost limitless, and money seems to be no object, as long as her acquisitive greed is satisfied," Han murmured.
"Who suggested that the artist Harry, back in Key West, transcribe Deakin's formula to canvas and then paint over it for shipment?"
"I do not know."
"Do you think Harry was bought by Madame Hung's agents, then?"
"It is possible. I had not thought of it." Han touched his thin gray beard. "I see what you mean, of course. Her espionage data could be reaching her in the form of the art objects she acquires and has shipped here to Singapore."
"It figures," Durell said.
"And this painting, the 'Nuclear Nude,' would then travel to Madame Hung along her routes, which are already well established?"
"I think so. Can she get the painting when it arrives?" Durell asked quietly.
"I do not know. We shall try to stop her, of course."
"To whom did Harry actually sell the painting?"
Mr. Han shifted slightly. He smiled. "To me."
"Without the knowledge of your partners?"
"I am afraid so. You see, I ^m a dishonest man," Han said blandly. "The others felt they needed the capital to exploit further research on neutrinos. I did not feel the lack of money in that way. Of them all, I confess I am the wealthiest. And I have access to many other men whose interests have never been recorded or suspected, here in Asia."
"So you double-crossed them?"
"I tried. I think Von Golz had plans to do the same to me. I was merely quicker, that is all." Han sighed. "But everything has gone wrong. The painting was consigned to me, out of Havana. It reached Cuba safely, via the fishing boat that took it there from Key West. This has been verified. And it was flown out of there on the first leg, via the Azores, then Casablanca, then Cairo, only a few hours ago. Or so I have been informed by my agents."
"Red Rubies?"
"Not precisely."
"Chinese agents?"
"One uses the tools at hand," Han nodded.
"When and where will it come to Singapore?"
"This I will not tell you. No threat on your part can make me reveal this, I assure you."
Durell believed him. "But your agents may really be working for Madame Hung."
Han nodded quietly. His eyes were bleak and opaque. "I am aware of her infiltration in the Five Rubies. I have taken countersteps. But if I fail, I am a dead man. We all are."
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Fifteen minutes later, Durell telephoned the Halsey Clinic and inquired about Levy Liscomb. Levy was resting quietly. He had passed the crisis and the medical staff was optimistic. Durell hung up and walked back through the early-morning streets to Li Yon's tenement in the Chinese quarter. It would soon be dawn. His eyes felt gritty from the lack of sleep. His gun had been returned to him, and no further attempt had been made by Mr. Han to hold him at the Five Ruby lodge.
He was careful making his way back to Li Yon's. For a time, he was shadowed and watched, and he decided it marked the extent of Han's concern for his daughter. The wash-amah's flat in teeming Chinatown might or might not remain a safe house for long. The girls, unless they kept indoors and out of sight, were conspicuous, inevitably; and Deakin, stubbornly standing by, stood out Hke the proverbial sore thumb, with his straw hair and freckled face, as American as apple pie in the midst of Singapore's Oriental quarter. Han's shadows would find them all, sooner or later. Or Madame Hung's subverted Triad gangsters would surely root them out. It was only a matter of time.
He used every trick of the business to shake off Han's shadows, who slid along in his footsteps. From the warehouse, Durell walked the early-dawn streets for some miles, following the waterfront, then crossed the great padang with its silent government buildings looming above the palms. He used the darkness of alleys then, but the shadows that followed him persisted. Once he thought he had shaken them, but two men at a far corner dissolved into doorways as he approached. He had to wait, finally, until day came, and the streets filled with noisy traffic and crowds, before he could safely lose himself and make his way to Li Yon's.
The old wash-amah was the only one awake in the apartment. Durell glanced into the room where the three girls slept on floor mats. They were all there. Their young and earnest faces looked vulnerable in the morning light. Smells of cooking, the squawk and blare of radios in the adjacent tenements, shouts and the clash of gongs, came dimly into Li Yon's rooms. Li Yon padded silently after him as he checked on young Deakin. Denis was asleep, too.
Li Yon grumbled, "So, Mr. Durell, you come back alive? You must have powerful magic, hey?"
"Has anyone else come here?" Durell asked, turning to consider her neat gray bun.
Li Yon hawked and spat lustily. "You look tired, sailor-man. You sleep a time. I watch. Never mind, you be safe here."
"This place is going to be searched some time today,"
Durell said. He watched her carefully. "What can you do to hide your guests?"
Li Yon wore a freshly starched jacket, a pair of limp, floppy black trousers, soft sandals, and a five-and-ten comb in her skinned-back hair. Her wrinkled face grinned. "I could put the girls in pleasure house? They be safe there. I give my word."
"No. Every house will be visited."
"I don't like that. I fear."
"I fear, too."
"When these bad people come?"
"This morning, I think. They will search everywhere. They won't pass anything up."
"Then all must go into street, in crowds, hey?" Li Yon frowned earnestly, then showed her gold teeth in a bright smile. "Today is big celebration. Many Chinese schoolgirls march. Government permits this, if they behave. No trouble. Many girls march in streets. I get uniforms, cut their hair, fix faces. They be lost like three peas in bushel basket, you bet. Very safe."
"That sounds good."
"But young man with glasses? Deakin? Big, big problem. How to hide him?"
"I'll take care of that," Durell said. "Li Yon, do you know how to get out to the Seven Happy Isles?"
The Chinese woman bristled. "I respectable womans! Hear much bad things about that place! Very evil peoples there. Why for you want to go there?"
"Maybe I'm evil, too," Durell said.
She looked at him with shrewd almond eyes and then shook her head violently. "No, you good mans, I think. I change my mind about you. Li Yon can tell. You take good care my Httle darling Pan."
"I'm trying to do just that. So help me get to the Seven Isles, Li Yon."
"Bad place. No help."
"What's so bad about it?"
"Bad peoples go there, do bad things, think much pleasure, but sick, truly. Evil womens, singsong girls, gambling. Too much, too much." Li Yon shuddered innocently. "You go ask my cousin, fourth cousin, in true, no good child, he runs water taxi to that bad place. So I send you, Mr. Sam. His name Charlie. Not really Charlie, but that good enough, you have barbaric ear. Pay no more than five Singapore dollar—out and back, see?"
Li Yon told him when and where to find her fourth cousin. She squinted her eyes at him, cocking her head back to match his height. "Why you go there? How you hear of this?"
"I've heard of the Isles from a friend. You say a bad woman runs this pleasure place." Durell paused. "Do you know if her name is Hung?"
"I know nothing. Just bad place. You too nice mans to go there."
"All right. Thank you, Li Yon."
Satisfied, Durell walked along the outer balcony above the courtyard teeming with children, old men in the sun, and hurrying women. He roused Denis and sent him off to the Halsey Clinic to stay with Levy Liscomb. "Don't ask questions. Just go," he told the young man.
Deakin stood studious and stubborn. "I don't want to leave Linda."
"The only safe place for her today is out in the crowds— and you can't march with a thousand schoolgirls. Now do as I say."
When Deakin was gone, Durell set Li Yon to watch, chose a straw mat, dropped the blinds in the back room, and stretched out to sleep
The boatman, Charlie, had the face and body of a child and the eyes of a wise old man who had seen most of the wickedness of the world and found it amusing. He wore a floppy flowered shirt, faded dungarees, tennis shoes broken open at the toes, and a conical hat of woven straw. His boat was a small sampan powered by an outboard motor, and it was tied up amidst a whole fleet of similar water taxis not far from the P & O steamer docks. Uniformed policemen strolled the wharves, but none gave Durell, in his disreputable merchant sailor's outfit, more than a second glance.
The day was almost done. He had slept, eaten rice and pork provided by Li Yon, and then he slipped out into the crowded streets when a commotion in the adjacent tenements warned him that the expected search of this rabbit-warren had begun. By chance, he saw the girls swinging along diligently in long, grim files of uniformed Chinese Red Guard students; their faces, made up and darkened by Li Yon's art, were as grimly dedicated as those of their companions. He suspected, however, that they were enjoying themselves.
He had called the clinic, too, to check on Levy Lis-comb. Denis Deakin was there, asleep, when he spoke to the convalescent K Section man.
"I'm fine, Cajun," Levy growled. "You checked out the dope on the Seven Isles I sent you?"
"Am about to do that."
"No guarantee it's Madame Hung's headquarters. But I'd like to go with you."
"Not in your condition. You couldn't get out of bed," Durell said "And I don't want company, anyway. I'm just going to scout around out there."
"I'm not so sure you ought to do it, Cajun." Levy sounded genuinely worried. He coughed and then cursed as it kicked up pain in him. "I wish you'd keep away until there's time to set up a real probe."
"No time for that. Levy."
"But if Madame Hung is out there, she'll eat you up aUve, boy!"
"We'll see about that."
"I can make arrangements with the local M-six people. They can handle it. Drop the Hung thing. When the plane comes in with the painting, we'll grab it easily. The field can be closed, the locals will impound the plane's cargo, and we'll pick out what we want. Simple enough?"
"Simple, if anyone can be trusted. But it won't be that easy, Levy. It's too big for that."
"Cajun, don't go to the Seven Isles-"
"I'li call you tomorrow," Durell said, and hung up.
Now a pale ribbon of lime green light hung over the western horizon of the sea as Durell stepped into Charlie's water taxi. The harbor was busy as scores of other public sampans went back and forth toward the chain of islands to the south. It was the normal commuter traffic of workmen and businessmen who lived off the main island of Singapore's tiny republic and traveled by water daily to and from their work.
"You know where to go?" Durell asked the boatman.
"Li Yon told me, chum." Charlie chewed with small, vigorous jaws. "You looking for entertainment of special variety? Man, Seven Isles have everything. You got money? You need!" Charlie's eyes were shrewd. "Pay me return fare in advance. Some people stay long-long more than expect. Some people stay so long-long, they never come back, hey? But Charlie has wife and six childrens to support. Need my night's wages for sure, hey?"
Durell peeled off several bills from the expense funds granted him out of K Section's green cash. Charlie's eyes widened momentarily. "You flash too much around, chum, you get lot of attention."
"That's what I want."
"But maybe it be the wrong kind. Terrible greedy peoples in the world."
"Let's shove off, Charlie."
He did not feel at all as calm and certain as he pretended to the boatman. His sleep that afternoon had been shot through with nightmare visions of Madame Hung. It could weU be that she expected just this move from him. He did not underestimate this half-mythical woman he had encountered only once before in all his years in the business. He had known at first hand her capacity for infinitely refined cruelty, and he still bore the scars of her previous vicious attentions. Durell did not deny his fear.
He wished he had never heard of Riddle, or gotten involved in this job that held within it the seeds of disaster for himself. He wished he were anywhere else in the world but this place, pitting himself against Hung and her organization. But even if he'd had a squad of top K Section men, he reflected, he would feel no safer. He could rely only on himself and his instincts.
His instinct suddenly warned him now. He was not alone aboard the powered sampan with the little boatman. He thought Charlie looked nervous as they glided out into the channel away from the other water taxis. The sea was calm and dark. Lights twinkled in the buildings of Singapore's waterfront, astern. He watched the tiny opening of the forward cabin of the sampan.
"Tell her to come out on deck," he said quietly.
"Sir?" Charlie's face was innocent.
"Get that girl out of the cabin forward!"
There was a little reed cubby, not much larger than a doghouse, on the high prow of the sampan. Durell drew his gun. He looked tall and ominous in the shifting shadows on the moving boat. Phosphorescence glowed in their bubbling wake. Charlie clung to the tiller and was silent, eyes fixed on Durell's gun.
"Wait," came a muffled voice from the cubby.
He expected Linda, somehow, but it was not Riddle's daughter, after all. It was Anna-Lise von Golz. She came out in a crouch, her heavy wheat-colored hair swinging Uke a small curtain before her face. She wore a hip-length flowered coat and under that, a fragmentary swimsuit. In the irregular reflections that came off the harbor water, her pale eyes were angry, her rich mouth set in a rebellious line. In the little sampan, she looked taller than usual, her body proud and defiant as she straightened to face him.
"How did you know I was in there?" she asked in her German accent.
"The light happened to strike your bare foot and reflected."
"I could have been Charlie's woman."
"Not with those feet." He watched her generous mouth signal her anger. "How did you get away from your friends in the march?"
"It was easy." She tossed her head; her hair swung. "I just told Linda I was tired. Then I bought the swimsuit and this coat and walked down here."
"That was dangerous. You're being looked for."
"Not by myself," she countered. "They're looking for three girls, not just one."
"How did you know I was taking this ride with Charlie?"
"Must you point that gun at me?"
"Until you give me a good reason not to. Answer me."
"Would you shoot me if I refuse?"
"Yes," he said.
"You are a cruel and insulting man."
"How did you know I was coming here?" he repeated.
"I understand Chinese. I didn't tell anybody I did. Why should I?" She shrugged. "Let people think you're beautiful and dumb, and you can have a ball making monkeys of them." She laughed. "I just heard Li Yon talking, and understood her, and put two and two together. I didn't tell the others."
"And why did you come?"
"I wanted to speak to you alone. I'm willing to offer you—whatever you want—^just to listen to me." Her voice grew deeper and heavier, marked by her Teutonic accent. Tall and full-breasted, she offered an arrogant challenge to Durell. Suddenly it seemed to him that she was markedly older and more mature than her companions; her eyes measured him with a knowledge that Linda or Pan would never consider.
"Come here," he said.
The sampan had left the waterfront traffic far behind. Ahead, a few lights from the islands offshore glimmered like stars on the horizon. The sky was dark. Night had completely fallen. Charlie struck a match for a kerosene lamp atop a bamboo pole, but Durell checked him and sent him back to the tiller astern. Anna-Lise totally ignored the presence of the boatman. It was as if Charlie did not exist. The wind on the sea was warm, and she shrugged out of her embroidered hip-length coat. Her swimsuit might just as well not have existed, either.
"I know you are a man," she whispered, "who may not be bribed with money. But- "
"But your beautiful body might tempt me?" He grinned, and did not like it.
"I hope so," she said, controlling the temper that flickered in her pale eyes. "Not just to make a bargain, either, I hope. You are a most attractive man. Not handsome, I think, but you have .. . something, I don't know what it is..." She lifted her arms and clasped her hands behind his neck; it made him uneasy; she was a tall girl, and strong, and it could be a most dangerous grip if she knew how to apply it. She said quietly, "Sam, please, you must listen to me. They are going to kill you."
"If they can."
"You really must stay out of this."
"Yankee, go home?"
She whispered something in German in his ear. It was the sort of gutter proposition you could expect from a whore in Hamburg's red-Ught district. Her hands pulled his head down and her mouth found his, hungry and shockingly avid. No schoolgirl this, he thought wryly. He moved his head back just a little against the pressure of her clasped hands behind his neck. If she tightened her grip just a bit more, he decided, he would throw her overboard.
When her lips left his, he said quietly, "Oh, you are a slut, Anna-Lise."
"Only for you, Sam. I could be anything you like, just for you. Just tell me " Her body in its tiny swimsuit was soft and heated against his. "Why won't you leave this matter alone?"
"Why do you want me to get out?"
"I want to save your life."
"That's a lie."
"And to be sure Poppa will succeed."
"In what?"
"You know," she said.
"He wants the Deakin formula for himself?"
"Not exactly. A group of men at home "
"In Germany?"
"Yes. Poppa is being blackmailed to operate for them. They threaten to tell dirty lies about what he did during the Hitler years. I love him, and I promised to help him, in any way I could."
"The other girls don't know this?"
"Oh, no. They are so young and silly. . . ."
"But why should I help you to help your father?"
"I hoped—I thought you liked me, a little. And rather than have the Deakin data fall into Red China's hands, wouldn't it be better to have it in the West?"
"You mean in West Germany."
"Well, yes, but "
"And not even that. In the hands of another cartel."
"It would still be better "
He asked abruptly: "Do you know of Madame Hung?"
"I have heard her name mentioned. From Pan. It seems her aged father was once enamored of her, not too long ago, and perhaps did foolish things "
"Is your father working with Madame Hung?"
"Oh, no." Anna-Lise seemed genuinely shocked.
"Take your hands away from me, Anna-Lise," he said.
She laughed, deep in her throat, and moved so that he felt her proud breasts against him. "Don't you like that?"
"I like it."
"Don't you want me?"
"But Charlie's right behind me "
"Screw Charlie," she said.
He broke her grip. As he snapped his head back against her locked knuckles, they came apart painfully and she cried out in sudden anguish, but he gave her no chance to recover. He caught her arms as they came down, slid his hands down to her wrists swiftly and forced them all the way down and back across her buttocks. She strained helplessly against him, swinging her head from side to side, her pale hair wild. Her eyes blazed with anger and open hatred.
"Oh, I hope they do kill you!"
"Why does my being in this bother you so much? And why did Riddle fire me, after he was so anxious to get me into it and pulled every Washington string he could to get me involved?"
"I don't know, I don't know!"
She tried to spit in his face, but he twisted her about and forced her down to her knees on the filthy sampan deck. She had to kneel with her back toward him. The sampan rocked wildly for a moment. He risked a glance at Charlie, but the little monkey-faced boatman stared straight ahead as if he were alone. He saw that Charlie had steered the craft into a twisting mirage of dark, silent channels that woimd among dozens of low, water-soaked islets. Some were dark and uninhabited, simple mangroves and a few palms fighting for survival in a drowning sea. On others there were lights on houses that stood on stilts, a small village, a number of boats, and the sound of battery-powered radios.
Anna-Lise stopped struggling to escape her helpless and humiliating position.
"Get me a line, Charlie," Durell said to the boatman. When the Chinese obeyed, it took only a minute or two to tie the girl securely. "When you put me ashore, go back to Singapore and take the young lady with you."
"Chum, she paid me, she said she had a date with you. How was I to know you didn't want her?"
"All right. How much farther do we have to go?'*
"Almost there."
"Can you put me ashore away from the public landing?"
"It's dangerous. The Seven Isles has their own police "
"Is it worth an extra fifty?"
"Anything is worth fifty, chum. I'm just a poor heathen Chinese with a wife and all those children. Here we go."
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No one knew anything for certain, Durell thought angrily. Not Levy Liscomb, nor Li Yon; not Washington and not himself. He knew he could leave routine security preparations to Levy. K Section Control could cordon off the airport, even arrange for a fighter escort for the Cathay Airlines jet that presumably would bring in the painting and the Deakin formula sometime tomorrow. But with Madame Hung in the operation, nothing could be that simple. Something would go wrong. The painting of the Nuclear Nude would certainly arrive in Singapore somehow. Where it was at the moment, whether Bombay or Bangkok or any place between here and Cairo, were unknown factors.
Maybe it wouldn't even arrive here at all, Durell thought glumly. Madame Hung could be playing a cute shell game. It could have been diverted as far back as Havana. He couldn't trust any of the information he had. Riddle and his fellow merchant-pirates were clever and determined men. The hope for a world monopoly on an entirely new branch of nuclear science was enough motivation for them to use all the forces at their command. And their wealth could buy an army of myrmidons to follow their orders and keep the papers from coming here, after all.
In a way, Durell depended on what he knew of the Hung woman. She had few flaws in her armor. But he did not think she would easily resist the temptation to have the Nuclear Nude in her possession, as a personal triumph, even for the short time necessary to advise Peking and ship it into Red China.
But there were the three girls, too. Daughters against fathers. They weren't to be counted out. Surely they planned a move of their own to seize and destroy Deakin's work.
Within all these conflicting forces there was jealousy and in-fighting, treachery and deceit. The very conflicts he had exposed could provide a certain inertia in the varied schemes that had been bom when the Deakin papers started on their trip around the world.
The only element he could count on for single-minded and dedicated purpose in procuring the painting was Madame Hung. And she was most likely to succeed because of this.
But again, no one knew anything for certain. Levy Liscomb thought she operated the Seven Isles as a cover for her espionage organization. Madame Hung acted directly for the L-5 department in Peking. Durell's mind turned back to the dossiers he had seen orginally. Riddle and his friends were all known art collectors. The Madame Hung known in Singapore was also famed as a collector. It could be a front, as he had already decided, with the paintings used to conceal data shipped on into Red China. It fitted the scheme of the Nuclear Nude canvas well enough. On the other hand, there was a small chance that he was off on a wild-goose chase.
But he didn't think so.
"Here we are," CharUe said suddenly. *'You sure you want to go ashore here?"
Durell felt unsure of everything at the moment. But the best defense was to attack, if possible. If Madame Hung had her headquarters here, he had to know about it and try to break up any plans she had for the Deakin papers. But he was groping in the dark, with only a limited time in which to find the right channel among the crosscurrents in which he found himself.
"Guards come," Charlie said. "You go now?"
"Yes. Come back at dawn."
"I be here. But will you be, chum?"

"I'll do my best."
Durell stepped ashore. The island where he landed was brilliantly lighted at the far end, about a quarter of a mile away. The main landing wharf was over there. But in the place where Charlie grounded his sampan there was only mangrove, the clack and rustle of a palm tree, the crunching steps of an approaching man. He waited to make sure that Charlie shoved off without setting Anna-Lise ashore with him. As the sampan vanished in the gloom, Durell turned inland, toward the lights.
As far as he had been able to learn, the Seven Isles was a privately owned cluster of pleasure palaces pandering to all tastes, however innocent or perverted. According to Levy Liscomb, a man or woman could find any exotic excitement that suited his desire. Gambling, drugs, women, or boys, Durell thought grimly. These were the keys that loosened the tongue, fattened blackmail files, and eroded discipline for the gathering of information. Suddenly he was certain that Madame Hung was nearby.
The big question was whether she knew he was here too.
He found a footpath after a few moments and turned right. Wind bells tinkled in the night wind, and he saw a small replica of a Buddhist temple, lacquered red and black, with an ornate pavilion behind it that led to a humpbacked bridge. He looked back, but didn't see anyone behind him. The footsteps he had heard earlier were silent now, and he decided to ignore them. He had a bad moment crossing the empty bridge in pools of light from overhanging lanterns; but nothing happened. He heard voices, saw smartly dressed men and women, both Western and Oriental, strolling along beautifully decorated paths. It looked innocent enough. The islets were all small, and each seemed to specialize in varied entertainment. As casually as possible, he mingled with the crowds on the main island.
Business was good, even at this early evening hour. The main dock where the clients debarked from Singapore was already humming with sampans, launches, small yachts and water taxis. A complex of buildings, restaurants and: pathways led away from the reception area, and Durell let the tide of men and women carry him along in any direction. There was an elaborate Chinese restaurant, filled with diners in formal clothes, and the doorman scowled at Durell's worn seaman's outfit. He made no, attempt to go in. Beyond the restaurant, an arched wooden bridge led to a low, rectangular gambling hall, where he was made more.welcome by the beady-eyed attendants. He wandered in, accepted a drink from a tray proffered by a surprisingly buxom Chinese girl in a topless outfit. She bounced provocatively when he dropped a sizable tip on the tray.
"There's no charge for drinks, sir, from patrons." She had a wide smile. "What will be your pleasure?"
"The wheels, honey, for starters."
"Are you English, sir?"
"American," he admitted.
"But you look lonely. On the third isle, if you ask for Miss Jasmine "
"Something special?"
"You would be pleased with her. She's my cousin. Oh, very expert."
"Maybe later," he said.
He played roulette, dropped forty dollars to a wheel that was obviously crooked, won two hundred at a dice table, tried baccarat, paused at the blackjack table. It seemed no worse than any gambling casino anywhere in the world. The crowd, which was growing thicker, was polite and well-mannered, a cross section of Southeast Asia's Indian, Chinese, Eurasian and exiled Englishmen. The croupiers were quick and efficient, money was spent freely, the food and drink exquisite, served with the compliments of the house.
He wandered back to the topless hostess. Her smile was quick and broad. "You go see Miss Jasmine now, sailor?"
"I'd like to see the boss," he said quietly.
Her smile vanished. "Is something wrong, sir?"
"No, nothing at all. It's a social visit."
"Do you know Mr. Bingham?"
"I was referring to Madame Hung."
Again her manner changed, as if a veil had been drawn across her wide face. "You must be mistaken, sailor."
"Maybe." He was satisfied with her reaction. "I guess I'll go see Miss Jasmine."
"Oh, good." She smiled again. "You will like her. She came recently from San Francisco. All kinds of tricks on the third isle."
"I'm sure of that."
He left her then, wondering how quickly she would sound an alarm. He touched his waistband to feel the assurance of his gun there. He had the feeling that unless he started something, his visit might be fruitless. If nothing came of it, he would have to start trouble somewhere.
No one stopped him as he crossed the bridge to the third islet. There were bungalows here, among thick foliage, and the sound of a singsong girl, the tinkling notes of a samisen, a girl's laughter, another girl's quickly stifled scream. In contrast to what he had already seen, this sector was dim, almost dark. No one interfered with him. He kept going. The next island was very small, a long native house with thatched roof built on stilts. It was a cinema, and he glanced in at the movie being shown inside, felt his stomach squirm slightly at organic closeups, saw the rapt and avid faces of men and women in the audience reflected from the screen. He backed out quietly.
Someone touched his shoulder.
"Are you looking for me, sir?"
He started to turn just a shade too quickly, checked himself, and saw a tall Chinese girl in a black and gold cheongsam. The dress was buttoned up demurely in its jeweled military collar about the throat, but the slit skirt exposed a firm thigh and curved hip.
"Miss Jasmine?"
"My cousin sent a message that a handsome American sailor was lonely. So I looked for you." She had bold and intelligent eyes, a ripe red mouth, ivory skin, beaded lashes. She laughed softly. "If you are just looking around, may I be your guide?"
"My pleasure."
"You don't care for the dirty pictures, do you? You like life, the real thing, don't you?"
"You're a long way from the cable cars. Jasmine. How did you get here?"
She laughed again. "I was kidnapped. Do you just want to sightsee? And maybe later "
"Later, yes."
"Good. Come along."
He wondered what destination she had in mind for him. There was a subtle difference in each island as they progressed from one to the next. The lighting grew dimmer, the shadows darker, the faces of the people more distorted, sick with an inner illness and torment that demanded the panaceas of evil offered in this place. The next establishment was devoted to drugs; the Chinese-style building was in the form of an ancient inn with a courtyard, a walled compound, and an armed guard at the gate. Jasmine tugged him away.
"What did you mean, kidnapped?" Durell asked.
She ignored his question. "You're not a man who needs this sort of wickedness," she whispered. "I never come here." In the shadows, she looked beautiful and ineffably desirable, somehow. She watched two men and a woman hurry past them, their faces almost inhuman with desire.
"What's over there?" Durell asked, pointing to a dark bridge over the last islet. The bridge was closed by a huge iron chain. Stone garden lanterns shed a yellow, fragile light over the path to it.
"Nothing for you," Jasmine said quickly.
"It's the last island, isn't it?"
"It is central to all," she said. "It's the seventh isle, the one in the middle of all the others."
"What's there?"
"Nothing," she said again, and she seemed afraid. "Please come with me."
"Is it reserved for special guests?"
"You're pretty curious. I don't think you're just a sailor. Are you from the police? Are you fuzz?"

"Not exactly."
"Then who are you? You're not just an ordinary customer." Jasmine seemed innocently puzzled.
"When you came here, did you stop off at Cairo?" Durell asked.
"What?"
"Cairo."
"Oh. Yes."
"And from Cairo, how did you get here?"
"It's a regular route."
"Tell me."
She looked at him with alarmed eyes. "You just don't want to go to bed with me, do you? I'm paid to entertain--"
"Then go on back to your crib, Jasmine. Because I'm going over there, across the bridge."
"I wouldn't," she said. "You see that chain? It-- "
"Go on, honey. You're in enough trouble."
The girl's eyes suddenly blazed. "Suppose I blow the whistle on you, fellow? The attendants will throw you out, they'll beat you and teach you a lesson !"
She tried to slap him, and opened her mouth to scream, and Durell was certain that every bit of her act was on cue. He hit her, checking the blow just enough to keep from permanently injuring her. The girl's dark eyes flew wide open, her lipsticked mouth made a circle of utter astonishment, and then she fell, twisting sideways, trying to cling to him to keep from going down. He let her fall in the shadows of a tall oleander bush. All his senses shrilled warnings and alarms. He was sure he had been followed and watched from the moment the girl had picked him up. He wanted to run, to make for the bridge with the chain across it as fast as he could go.
But he stood very still, a dark and heavy shadow, shocked and motionless.
Jasmine's cheongsam had ripped as she fell. Her slit skirt had torn up beyond her waist, showing her long
thighs and broad hips. The tunic top was also torn, and the buttoned Httle military collar was ripped open.
The girl had been wearing a necklace under it.
A gold chain gleamed about her neck, and a medallion peeped from between the swell of her breasts. Durell knelt and swiftly slipped it free of her warm flesh.
It was a sunburst medallion, a jeweled flower, the same symbol that Linda Riddle and the other girls wore.
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Durell straightened slowly. The Chinese girl lay partly on her back in the darkness under the oleander, one long leg flexed, her head partly turned to the right. Her black hair, which had been done up in swirls atop her head, had come loose and flowed in thick strands across her neck. She breathed lightly and easily, and there was a faint fluttering to her eyeUds. She would come to soon enough. He looked up and down the path and was surprised to find there was no alarm. Then he weighed the heavy medallion in his hand for a moment, put it in his pocket, and bent down to pick her up.
There was a small decorative pavilion across the dark lawn nearby, not far from the chained bridge. Dragon heads peered down, lacquered red, from the end of long, curved roof beams. It was shadowed black in there. He carried the girl carefully, and when he stepped up on the small platform, he knew she was awake and playing dead for the moment. He heard the tinkle of wind bells, and the sea breeze made the foliage sigh. Tall shrubbery against one side of the little pavilion made a satisfactory cave of darkness there. He put her down and she moaned. He put a cigarette in his mouth, but did not Hght it.
"What's your last name, Jasmine?" he asked quietly. "And if you scream, it will be your last sound, understand?"
Her eyes opened wide, dark and slanted, filled with confused anger. She touched her jaw. "You hit me?"
"I'm not the first who ever hit you, am I? What's your last name?"
Her mouth was getting puffy. "Jones," she said.
"I want the truth. I don't have much time. I don't want to hurt you, but I will if I must."
"It's Jones. Jasmine Jones."
"From San Francisco?"
"That's right. That's what I told you.'*
"How old are you, Jasmine?"
"Twenty—twenty-one."
"Which is it?"
"Twenty-one."
"You're Chinese-American? Born in California?"
"My father was a waterfront bum named Jones," she said. Her voice was a sudden bitter explosion. "My mother was Chinese, a housekeeper from Canton. I was brought up in Chinatown, by friends of my mother. When I was thirteen, I was raped by a bum near Fisherman's Wharf. I liked it, you know that? I went into the business then and there."
"But you're American," Durell said.
"An American half-breed whore," she whispered bitterly.
"Tell me how you got here."
"I told you."
"Tell me again."
She rubbed her mouth with the back of her hand. "I think you broke a tooth. What do you want from me?"
"Tell me how you got here," he said again.
"Listen, when they catch you, they'll cut you into little pieces, slowly, sliver by sliver, and feed you to the sharks. You haven't got much time."
"I know that," he said quietly. "But neither do you, Miss Jasmine Jones." 

Something in his voice made her suck in her breath with sudden fear. She looked up at him and tried to stand up, and he pushed her down, not using much force, but enough to let her know he meant to keep her quiet. She shivered and hugged herself and looked to right and left, but the grassy lawns were empty, the wind bells made a deserted plaintive sound in the dark night, and she could see no help in sight. The girl pushed her black hair back from her round face. In the dim shadows, Durell could see the traces of her father's origin. But she was still almost all Chinese. He wondered how soon the patrols who wandered about the islands would arrive. He didn't doubt that Jasmine had been sent to trap him. Someone would get impatient soon and come looking.
"Answer me," he said, and there was an urgency in him that made her sit very still, looking up at him.
"What do you want to know?"
"How you got here. How you came to work for Madame Hung."
"I told you. I was snatched."
"I want all the details."
She said bitterly, "Every bastard who lays me wants the story of my life."
"I haven't, yet," he said, and smiled faintly.
"You don't know what you're missing, man."
He bent down and took the thick strands of her black hair and twisted it into a rope about her long throat and tightened it until she couldn't breathe, doing it so quickly that she had no time to squirm aside. Her eyes popped wide with astonishment and sudden fear.
"Don't stall anymore," he said gently.
"All—all right."
"Did you have any special friends back in California? Someone who took special care of you, kept you off the streets, a private trade, so to speak?"
She nodded, sucked in air as he released the strangling grip on her throat. "You're a bastard. Yes, I had a special friend. An old man. He liked me. He wasn't much good, and the tricks I had to do for him you wouldn't want to hear about. But he kept me off the streets, yes."
"What was his name?"
"George Lim."
"What did he do for a living? Was he an art dealer?"
Something glimmered in her lovely, slanted black eyes. "Yes. How'd you know? Who are you, anyway?"
"An art dealer?" Durell repeated.
"Yeah, he had a fancy shop, he was always buying and selling stuff that came in from Asia; he had European things, too, even owned some Braques, and a Picasso."
"He traveled a lot?"
"Yes. He'd try to teach me stuff about the vases and bronzes and paintings he'd pick up. I guess he meant well, for an old man."
"Did he ever deal with Han Fei Wu, here in Singapore?"
"Sure. He was a good customer."
"And Madame Hung?"
"Yes."
"Often? With Hung?"
"She bought the most."
"How do you know about it?"
"The old man wanted me to help him with his private books."
"What do you mean, private books? Did he have two sets?"
"I guess so. I figured it was to chisel on taxes." She shrugged. "It was no skin off my nose. Is that what you are? A Fed chasing down taxes?"
"No," he said. "How expert was George Lim on art things? Did he try to sell phonies, frauds, copies?"
"Oh, no. He had all the gadgets—infrared, a lot of machinery, to test the paintings and bronzes and all that. He was always tinkering with the things he bought. But I never learned much about all that."
"Did you ever see him fix anything onto a painting?"
"Like what?"
"Glue anything on?"
"No, I never saw anything like that. Labels, you mean?"
"Tiny ones."
"No."
"How was the stuff shipped to Mr. Han and Madame Hung?"
"Mr. Han bought stuff through regular routes. Madame Hung had her own system."
"Tell me about it," Durell said. "How did you happen to be—uh—kidnapped?"
She said bitterly, "The old man—George Lim—was killed."
"Why?"
"I don't know."
"Why?" he repeated.
"He was good to me, but I guess he tried to chisel something on Madame Hung. He was a miser, sometimes. He got something good—a painting—that she wanted. I saw some of the cables she sent him. It was urgent, it seemed. He was holding out for more money than he'd agreed to accept, I guess. It went on for a week or two, cables back and forth. I pretended I wasn't aware of it, but I knew something big was in the wind. And George was sure of himself; he had all kinds of dreams."
"Dreams?"
"Nightmares, maybe. He talked a lot about Peking. About foreign policy. Crazy, huh?"
"Go on," Durell said.
"Sometimes," Jasmine Jones said, looking straight at him, "I thought George might be a spy. For them, you know?"
"For Red China?"
"That's right."
"Are you a Communist, Jasmine?"
She made a wry face. "Since when does a whore bother with politics?"
"It's happened before."
She looked at him with sudden awareness. "Oh, Jesus." She began to shiver again. "Is that what this is all about?"
"Yes. And I want you to help me."
"You from Washington?"
"Yes."
"I'm scared."
"You can help me," he repeated.
"Why should I?"
"Because you'll be killed if you do and killed if you don't," he said.
"You'd kill me?"
"Yes."
She looked at him for a long time. Then she said, very softly, "Yes, I believe you would."
He let it sink in for a few moments. The pavilion was dark and shadowed, and the guardian dragons on the roof eaves looked out at the empty lawns and paths of the islet and there was still no alarm. He turned and walked to the edge of the pavilion and stood between two stone dragons and studied the bridge to the innermost island. Nothing moved there. Over the darkly massed shrubbery, he saw the loom of a towering pagoda on the center of the island. He wondered how much time he had left. They would be waiting for the girl to raise an alarm, as a signal to take him. But there was no sign of searchers or patrols out after him.
He turned back to Jasmine Jones. She had not moved. Her face was only a dim blur in the dark shadows.
"Let's go back a bit," he said quietly. "Your—uh— protector had an art object—a painting—that Madame Hung wanted, and he was holding out on her. So he was killed."
"That's right," Jasmine Jones whispered. "It was pretty horrible, even though I thought the old man was a twisted pretzel, for my money."
"You witnessed the murder?"
"Why do you think they took me along with the painting? Sure, I saw it. I'm the lucky one, always. The wrong place at the wrong time. I was asleep on a couch in the old man's private gallery, behind his public shop. The Triad; men made enough noise to wake me, I guess." 
"You're sure they were Triads?" 
"Sure, I'm sure. I'm not stupid. So I was taken, along with the painting."
"To Cairo," Durell said. 
"That's right." 
"And then where?"
"I don't remember."
"Yes, you do."
"Everything is fuzzy. They shot me full of some damned tranquilizer. I was higher than a kite. Man, I floated."
"But you remember something of it, don't you?"
"God, you're persistent."
"I have to be. What do you remember?"
"Karachi. Bombay, I think."
"By plane?"
"Sure."
"Commercial?"
"I think so."
"Then what?"
"Elephants. Jungle. That damned crate of paintings. A big, fat, slimy nabob who took me into a stinking hut and—well, you can imagine. Not a good night."
"And?"
"Another flight. Mostly by night. And here." In the darkness. Jasmine shrugged sUghtly, turned her head away. "I haven't been treated bad here. I'm making money."
"But you can't get away."
"No."
"Do you want to go home?"
"Oh, God."
"Do you?"
"Yes."
"I'll help you," DureU said.
"I think not. I think you'll be the death of me."
"One more thing. The last plane flight. What do you remember about it? Not a commercial line, was it?"
"No. Sun in the East."
"What does that mean?"
"The symbol on the fuselage. After the nabob had his fun and games with me, they forgot the tranquilizer. So I remember seeing this big sunburst thing on the fuselage."
Durell's heart seemed to jump in his chest. At the same time, he thought he heard a sound somewhere out in the darkness beyond the shadowed pavilion. Jasmine Jones heard it too. She started to climb up off her haunches, and Durell pushed her down. Gently, this time. Her mouth was open.
"Please. Let me go. Leave me alone."
He took the sunburst medallion from his pocket, the one he had found around her throat. Her hand went to her fereasts when she saw it in the dim light.
"Where did you get this?" he asked.
"Listen, they smell something wrong, I should've yelled long ago," Jasmine whimpered. "Let me go, huh?"
"Who gave this to you?"
"Mr. Dane. He works for the Hung woman. He just told me to wear it, when he was telling me to intercept you. He said to let you see it."
"Is this the same symbol you saw on the plane that flew the last leg to Singapore?" Durell asked.
"I—yes, I guess it is," she whispered.
It made a. little sense, he thought.
But not much.
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Steps thudded on the turf beyond the shrubbery that hid them on the pavilion. There was a low shout, and then crouching shadows, like running dogs, scattered and streaked over the dim lawns. Durell put the medallion back in his pocket. Jasmine Jones looked up at him with a shaking mouth and a plea in her eyes.
"It's for your own good," he said.
"What are you going to do?"
He hit her a second time, this time making sure she would be totally knocked out. It might give her some kind of alibi when she was questioned later by those who owned her. He had to think of her as being owned, as a slave, because that was what she was. The world hadn't come too far in human progress, not if Jasmine Jones had been telling half the truth. And he was inclined to believe her.
The girl was unconscious. Durell stood up and climbed the lacquered raihng of the pavilion and dropped into the shadows of the big oleander that had sheltered them. The hunting footsteps were closer and more urgent now. He turned and backed away toward the bridge with the chain across it. A man's voice called out in soft caution. The sound of wind bells came more strongly across the strip of dark water that kept him from the pagoda on the innermost island. A low stone wall edged the watercourse. He eased himself backward into the water near the bridge, still watching the dark shrubbery. Again he saw moving shadows, coursing to and fro, and a sharp, annoyed query sounded in the dark. The hunt for him was swift and discreet, to avoid spreading alarm among the hundreds of clients who patronized the other islands.
Then they found the unconscious girl. There was a sharp hiss of breath, a curse, the inexplicable sound of a blow. Durell lowered himself into the water all the way and sHd silently into the shadows under the bridge. The chain clanked as footsteps slammed overhead on the planking with loud echoes. He moved cautiously along the pillars and struts toward the opposite shore. The channel was not wide. He waited five minutes in the warm water without moving at all. Fish moved against his body, wriggling and vibrating. Slowly, he lifted himself up onto the opposite bank.
The wind off the straits chilled him now. Pabn fronds waved uneasily overhead. The path before him looked empty and inviting. Too inviting. He ducked in a crouch to the left, behind one of the stone lanterns, and waited and heard nothing but the wind. Then he moved forward again. He felt as if each step took him farther along a dangerously smooth strand of a deadly spider's web.
Why was there no overt alarm now? They must know he was here, on forbidden ground. Through the foliage he saw a low compound wall, a heavy painted gate, and the roofs of a long structure facing the opposite beach. There was a glow of light over the lapping sea as the moon began to rise. His wet dungarees clung harshly to his legs. His shirt, plastered to his back, felt clammy. He smelled incense and the perfume of flowers in the night air. He smelled danger. He smelled death. He wanted to go back. But he walked forward in silence.
The deep, brazen mouth of a bronze bell sounded, the reverberations so low as to be sensed almost as bodily vibrations rather than sound. He did not know what it meant. But he knew he was close to Madame Hung. Her presence was like a miasma in the tropic night.
Durell paused. Let Levy Liscomb handle it now, he thought. Give Levy all you have, and he could do it by the book, even from his sickbed. Get out, he told himself,while you can. 
He kept going.
The weight of the medallion he had taken from Jasmine Jones seemed abnormally heavy in his wet pocket. He wished he knew whose it was, and he knew that until he answered that question he could not turn back. He swore at the sense of responsibility that made him move deeper into Hung's web. The safety of any of the girls was no concern of his. He had told himself this before, and tried to believe it, and had almost convinced himself that what happened to them must not turn him aside from doing his job. You could get killed doing this. Others had made the same mistake before. You let a personal instinct enter into the assignment, and you lost your perspective, your sense of balance, and you were dead. He walked on.
He wondered if the medallion belonged to Anna-Lise, who was playing her father's game for the greater glory of a new Reich. Or did it belong to Pan, whose strict upbringing kept her under her aged father's control? Or was it Linda's? He wondered if any of the girls were safe. He hoped so. But he didn't know. And he had to find out.
An enormous shadow suddenly loomed up in his path as he approached the compound gate. The man was a frightful vision out of a barbarous era of China's past, complete with antique warrior's costume, a shaven head, a long drooping moustache, and a broad-bladed sword.
"Overthrow the Ch'ing," the apparition growled.
"Restore the Ming," Durell replied.
The giant swung his sword in a vicious arc that would have lobbed off Durell's head as easily as going through cheese. Durell ducked under the whirring arc of steel and slammed his fist into the man's bare belly, threw his left at the broad, stupid face. The giant crashed backward. He started to yell, and Durell stamped his foot on the man's face. Teeth splintered in the open mouth. The scream turned out to be a bubbling groan. Durell picked up the broadsword and ran.
The shadows of other guards stirred at the compound gate. He swung left, toward the glimmering sea. The moon was lifting up over the horizon now. He wished it weren't ; there; it shed too much light. The wall encircled almost the entire island. He followed it, keeping his head low, to the opposite side, where a strip of tropical jungle growth grew up next to it. An old banyan tree—he suddenly remembered Harry's tree home in Key West—offered a quiet ascent, a short leap to the top of the wall, a jolting jump downward.

He was inside. As he straightened, he heard the brazen tongue of the bell tolling somewhere ahead of him, as if calling him forward.
A pebbled path led him off at a right angle, between the shadows of two compound buildings that looked like temples. There were no windows available. No one was in sight. There was a dim babble of voices from the gate far on the other side of the island, however. The architecture of the buildings was old style Imperial, a maze of twisting courtyards, roofed corridors, small gardens, an occasional carp pond. The island complex seemed to be a state unto f itself, beyond the law, with eager clients consisting of the rich and the riffraff of Southeast Asia. To these, Madame Hung pandered her witch's brew of lascivious and perverted pleasures that went far beyond ordinary gambling, sex, and drugs. An ideal spy center, Durell thought grimly. He tried to work his way through the maze toward the towering, ominous pagoda in the very heart of it all.
A curious darkness brooded over this inner isle. The moon grew brighter, and he was forced to pick and choose the densest shadows as he proceeded toward the curved overhanging roofs of the pagoda. He saw that it had seven levels, each with heavily tiled, ornate gables. It drew him like a magnet—or like a fly proceeding helplessly toward the inner trap of a fat spider's web.
The bell tolled its deep notes again. The sound shivered on the warm air. He crossed a formal pebbled garden with a Buddha under a curved roof and a stone lantern in the center. Then he saw an open door with dim light ebbing out of it. It was a small bungalow, and he looked inside and glimpsed a number of nude boys, squatting on the floor, playing a game in listless fashion. None of them looked up or took any notice of him for the moment he paused in the doorway. Durell backed out quietly and moved toward the towering pagoda. The lower floor was a columned court, thick with shadow. He saw no sign of the guards at the opposite compound gate, but he felt himself watched, and he knew that eyes were upon him, following each move he made. There was no help for it now. If he tried to retreat, he would be overwhelmed by the unseen dangers that darkened every shadow.
As if in answer to his thought, a voice, oddly vibrant and electronic, spoke to him.
"Cajun?"
He paused among the pagoda columns.
"Durell," the voice cajoled, "I have been waiting so long for you!"
The sound of the words was oddly sweet, coaxing, siren syllables that whispered on the warm breeze. He looked all about him, and could not see its source.
He called softly. "Madame Hung?"
"It is I."
He spoke to the darkness, to the ceiling above. "It's been a long time, you bitch."
"Ah, but I have cherished every moment of the waiting. You may now proceed to the third door."
He saw the doors now, in the central core of the pagoda. Stone dragons guarded them, antiques that time had softened throughout China's tormented history. The third door on the right was open, dark and expectant. He tried the first two. They were firmly locked.
Laughter sang on the breeze. He hadn't remembered the woman's voice as being so young and seductive. Suddenly Durell felt no fear. Nothing would happen to him at this moment. He stepped inside.
Light glowed down a stone staircase before him. He went up, past priceless porcelains and wall hangings that
were museum pieces, if genuine—and he didn't doubt that they were. He paused to look at a painting at the head of the broad steps leading to the first level.
"Did you really think to fool me with that sailor's costume, Durell?"
"No."
The voice seemed to come from everywhere. "I have known of your every move since you arrived in Singapore."
"I was aware of that."
"Ah, you are such a clever man!"
He walked into a vast hexagonal-walled art gallery that filled the entire second level of the tower. There were a number of French impressionists, including a Renoir, a collection of engravings from Italian Renaissance masters, all mingled with Indian and Persian art. Each object was tastefully illuminated. Not another soul was in sight. Incense drifted on the air. Then, explosively, like an incredibly jarring note, he heard the beat and electronic drone of American hip music. He stopped in his tracks. The music swelled until he felt deafened, thrashing and pounding at the air, touching a responsive vibration in his chest cavity. He halted again. The music grew muted.
There was laughter in the air. "Go on, Mr. Durell. Oh, how I am amused by this moment!"
"Suppose I try to leave?"
"You know you cannot."
"Did you think I'd walk in like this without some line of retreat?"
"Yes, I do." The woman's laughter was like the hissing of a snake. "I know you, I have studied you and learned all there is to know about you, Durell. Your hatred and your fear, which echoes mine, brought you here. You had to come to me. I planned for this, and I have a surprise for you that pleases me, just as it will interest you. Please go on up and see the latest addition to my art collection."
He felt apprehension coil in his belly. "The painting isn't in Singapore yet."
"It will soon arrive. But for the moment, I have a most charming substitute. The next floor, please."
He wondered if she had TV peepers monitoring him. Nothing could surprise him about Madame Hung. He went up to the third level of the pagoda.
All at once the music of electronic guitars and organs crashed and pulsed at a new level of decibel output. The beat was hypnotic. He expected anything from Madame Hung, but what he saw still shocked and sickened him, filling him with a burst of rage and horror.
The upper gallery was empty except for one exhibit. Across the wide floor, planked with antique teak boards, two spotUghts changed color seductively, to the accompaniment of crackUng tongues of electric arcs.
There was a large frame set in a tall niche, like a giant shadow box. In it was a replica of the painting of the Nuclear Nude as he had last seen it days ago in Harry's studio around the world in Key West.
The background of atomic symbols looked like hasty reproductions, but they had never been the primary focus of attention.
The naked girl in the painting was alive. 
Slowly, as if in a dream of incomprehensible wickedness, the nude swayed and gyrated and danced, like a puppet on the strings of the music that swelled and droned and burst in explosive sound, compelling, demanding irresistible. Hips and arms and torso swayed and jounced, although the girl's feet never left the floor that was the base of the shadow box.
Durell closed his hand around the medallion in his pocket.
The girl in the shadow box, the living Nuclear Nude, was Linda Riddle. She was dancing her life away.
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Linda's eyes were closed as she gyrated on and on with her interminable dance. Her young face was totally without expression, a mask of self-delusion devoted to the rhythm that moved her limbs and torso. Her head swayed from side to side, endlessly, and her long blond hair swept back and forth across the silken-smooth jut of her breasts.
Durell halted a dozen paces from her and looked up.
"Linda?" He spoke to the giant living painting through the droning, incessant music. "Linda?"
"She cannot hear you," came the voice of Madame Hung.
Durell made his voice harsh and imperative. "Come down out of there, Linda!"
"She cannot, or she will die. There are electric circuits of high voltage all about the frame. If she tries to step through them, or if you try to reach for her to take her out of there, the charge will be lethal."
Durell turned and surveyed the emptiness of the pagoda's wooden floor and dark, red-lacquered walls. "How long has that girl been here?"
"Not for very long. Under an hour."
"How did you get her?"
"I sent a message, in your name, to her, at your hiding place. She thought it was from you. Youth is bold and rash and confident."
"And she's been dancing like that since you brought her here?"
"Yes, since I put her in the box. She will continue to dance as long as I wish. It will be up to you. Perhaps it will be for just a few hours. Or perhaps through the night."
"Is she drugged?"
"Yes."
"Hypnotics?"
"Yes."
"It will kill her."
The woman's voice seemed to shrug. "What does it matter? She is of no importance."
"She's Riddle's daughter—perhaps the richest heiress in the world."
Madame Hung's answer was precise. "She is important to me only as long as she can make you and Mr. Riddle comply with my requests."
"What do you want?"
"The real painting, of course, when it arrives. Your promise of no interference with its delivery. Not that you can really trouble me. You know me well enough to know that I plan well. I also want a photocopy of what was cabled to you some hours ago."
"I haven't received any cables."
"You will. From Washington. As for Linda's living painting, you must forgive my whimsy, Durell. My technicians did the best they could. It was so amusing to see your face when you recognized it."
Durell watched Linda dancing sinuously in the shadow box above him. Her movements were already heavy with fatigue.
"Let her go," he said.
"Ah. It disturbs your sense of chivalry?"
"She can't help you."
"I think she will no, don't touch her, Durell!"
Madame Hung's voice became a sharp cry as he stepped toward the great shadow box. His intention was to pick the gyrating girl bodily out of the painting frame. But as he reached for her, great arcs of sputtering electricity leaped from one edge of the opening to the other. He jumped back instinctively. The picture of the Nuclear Nude was complete now.
"Shut it off," he said hoarsely. "She'll be killed."
"No harm will come to the girl, as long as you don't try to seize her."
He felt a helpless dismay. "All right."
The girl kept dancing, her eyes closed, completely oblivious to the lethal bolts of electricity being discharged inches from her nude body.
"All right," Durell said again.
He heard the bell tolling again. The voice of Madame Hung was like a brazen echo of the sound.
"And now, Mr. Durell, I shall at last have my pleasure with you."
He backed away from the dancing girl and turned in a complete circle to survey the empty pagoda floor. The beat and rhythm of the music crashed incongruously in this ancient setting. The lights went out. He could see nothing in the darkness, nor could he hear anything above the continuing drone of the music. It was as if the world had ended.
And it did.
He felt a sharp stinging sensation in the nape of his neck. Instinctively, he clapped a hand to his skin and pulled out a small needle that had been fired from some invisible aperture in the wall. The darkness exploded into light and the sound of enormous laughter.
"Goodbye and hello, Mr. Durell."
He cursed as he fell to his knees on the teak planking. He tumbled forward and hit his face on the floor, telling himself to get up, to get out, swearing at the way he had been taken by surprise over Linda, which had caused this mortal moment of carelessness.
Then there was nothing left of him.
He guessed that an hour had passed. But it could have been two hours, or ten, or a whole day. There was no way for him to tell, except for his inner sense of time's passage.
For a few minutes he was sick, his stomach rebeUing vi iently against the drug that had been injected with the dart. He had awakened to blackness that was absolute, pitiless. The silence rang with its own echoes. He felt cold. He felt hot. He tried to stand, and fell down. The floor was of stone. The walls were of stone. He could find no door into or out of his prison cell. But there had to be a door. He shouted, and his voice slammed hke a maniac's back and forth in its close confinement. He felt rage. He felt fear. Rather than let Madame Hung have her way with him, he would kill himself. He sought the gun he'd had in his belt. It was gone, of course. So was his belt. He was naked, clothed only by the darkness.

How much time was left before the painting arrived in Singapore? Interesting, he thought, that Madame Hung was unsure of herself there. Perhaps that was why she wanted leverage with Riddle. The echo of electric guitars twanged and moaned in his ears. Was Linda still imprisoned in her shadow box, gyrating through her mindless dance? Young and strong as she was, there was a limit to her endurance. Her death would mean nothing to the Hung woman. But from Hung's viewpoint, she held all the aces now. Here he was, and she could control Riddle's syndicate through the girl, and Levy Liscomb was laid up in the cUnic.
It was useless to speculate, he decided finally. He began to crawl around his little prison cell, trying to estimate his chances of escape. The walls were solid, and he still could find no door. His chances, then, were nil. There had to be an air intake, he reflected, but it was probably high up in the invisible ceiling, beyond reach. His nakedness added to his sense of being helpless, and he knew it was a neat psychological trick.
"Oh, Mr. Durell?"
The voice echoed oddly in the stone chamber.
"How do you feel, Mr. Durell?"
"Fine," he said.
"But you are not a man of the marshes, Mr. Durell. You cannot escape, however beautiful and strong you are."
"Can you see me?"
"Of course."
Infrared light, he thought. "What time is it?" he asked the darkness.
"Too late for you. Time has run out for you, sir."
"I'd like to talk with you," he said.
"You may talk now."
"I'd like to see you, too."
"Very well."
There was silence for a few moments, filled with a sense of something imminent. Then a faint glow of violet light appeared at his left, above eye level, at an indeterminate distance in the darkness. The light brightened, thickened, and abruptly the face he dreaded seemed to float, disembodied, in the black air above him. It was a cute electronic illusion, he decided. He stood up.
"Sit still, Mr. Durell."
So she could see him, truly. He stared, fascinated, feeling like a bird fixed by a serpent's eye. How many times in the past year had he sweated out nightmares about that face? He could not guess her age. She could be as old as the evil in Eden, or as young as yesterday. Dark hair, pulled smoothly back from a triangular, oddly smooth face, Chinese eyes that seemed lidless, unblinking, staring at and through him with an intensity of hatred that made him shudder. Long jade earrings dangled beside a slender throat tightly encased in a small jeweled tunic collar. The wide, thin mouth opened, closed, and opened again. It might have been meant for a smile. The carefully plucked, extraordinarily long eyebrows lifted.
"You thought I was dead in Iran?" she said. "I had hoped so," he said.
She almost crooned. "I have waited so long, thinking of you, remembering you, imperialist lackey, touched by so much good luck and good fortune "
"I beat you then, and I'll beat you again."
"Naked and helpless now, as you are?"
"I was helpless then, in the desert," he said.
"I relied on fools, at that time. Now I shall attend to you personally. First I shall let you dwell on your fears, and wonder what I have planned for you."
"You don't frighten me," Durell said, and he wondered if he were lying to himself. "You'll make a mistake, and there will be no one to attend your tomb at the next Ch'ing Ming Festival."
"Bah! Am I superstitious? You should be lighting joss sticks before Kuan Yin, begging the goddess for mercy. It will do no good to beg for release from me!" The face turned in profile away from him, as if distracted momentarily by something off the television screen. Durell shifted his position slightly. If he jumped, he could smash the TV screen up there with his fist, open the aperture in which it was set . . . He sat still as those eyes of infinite black cruelty pinned him down again. "Truly, you were foolish to come here like this! Yet you are not a stupid man. Why did you do it?"
"Perhaps I was hoping it was all a mistake, Madame Hung. Hoping you were dead, that it was someone else here." He paused. "None of us is infallible. I'll have help soon."
"From the Five Rubies? But I own half of them."
"And the other half are loyal to Han. You forget, I'm still one of the five Tiger Generals. They will not let you get away with this."
"But no one knows you are here, except the boatman, and he is taken care of." She smiled. "It was all arranged, and your boatman is silenced. The German girl is a silly dreamer who is both cruel and intelligent, like her father. Han, himself, will always obey me. Love strands are stronger than steel or greed. Your Control, Levy Liscomb, has had a relapse. An unfortunate error in administering medication. Who will miss you? You are only a hired lackey, after all. A nuisance, a mere annoyance. I look forward to your slow death."
"Do it now. Get it over with," he said.
The woman looked angry. The change in her expression seemed to dissolve some of the flesh from her bones, and for a moment, Durell had an impression of skeletal features twisted by violent hatred. Then the screen went blank. The cell was silent. He didn't understand what he had said or done. But it was a start, he thought. He found himself shivering. But the cell was not cold.
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He had a headache, and the back of his neck was stiff where the dart had stung him. He wondered how much he heard and saw was illusion, and how much was reality. He explored the cell again, and this time thought he could trace the outline of a door. There was no handle, no way to open it from the inside. He pushed against that area of the wall, but nothing happened. He sat back then, hugging his bare knees, and waited and thought about Madame Hung. She would be back soon.
Instead, when the door opened at last, the light blinded him, and then he saw two men, naked to the waist, their muscular torsos outlined against the glare. Their heads were shaven, and they wore Manchu pigtails. Heavy, archaic broadswords hung from wide leather belts about their waists. Durell glanced at the weapons casually, then looked away and rose slowly to his feet. Both men carried long knotted whips looped about their wrists. The larger ^ of the two—^both were enormous—moved in on his toes.
"You speak to us now," he rumbled in a reasonable facsimile of English.
"Sure," Durell said. The door had shut silently. He heard no bolts shoot home. "But if you're looking for anything really good, you ought to have a feng shut specialist."
"We need no magician to find our way between the mountain and the wind," the giant growled. "But maybe you be our feng shut man, anyway."
"I'll only consult with your dragon spirit."
"Who that?"
"Madame Himg," Durell said.
"You talk so of my lady?"
"The dragon—or the witch—^who emasculated you, yes."
The whip whistled. It curled with loving ferocity across Durell's shoulders, shook him, and threw him sideways against the stone wall of the cell. He felt blood on his skin.
"You speak with respect," the bannerman said. "You tell where Miss Pan hides and the plans of your masters for to get the treasure my lady-master desires."
"And if I don't?"
"You get the whip, for first."
"To hell with you monkeys," Durell said.
He feinted to the left, and both men cracked their whips in the wrong place. Durell wasn't quite fast enough to escape a lick of fire along one thigh. Spinning to the right, he found his reflexes not quite as accurate as he'd hoped, either. But he caught the first behemoth's wrist, and twisted hard and used the leverage of his weight to try to break the bones. He might just as well have tried to uproot a utility pole. The Chinese grunted and swung about, carrying him in a wild, lashing semicircle. Durell had no time to look for the second man. His bare foot struck the wall with an explosion of pain, and he thought he'd broken his toes. But his left arm swung around and down the other's waist and his fingers closed on the hilt of the antique broadsword. He hoped the weapon wasn't merely ornamental. He got the blade halfway out of its scabbard, reaching behind his opponent's back, before the other reaUzed what was happening. The Chmese bellowed and flung himself backward against the waU, crushing Durell against the stone. But the broadsword came free. Durell shpped down and out from beneath the enormous pressure, backed three steps, saw the second Chinese jump ahead, yelling gibberish
The lights suddenly dimmed. The thought crossed his mind that Madame Hung was still monitoring him. Then, as the first man came at him with a wide-armed rush, Durell gripped the headsman's sword in both hands and swung the massive blade with all his strength.
He felt only a small jolt as the steel sliced through skin and muscle and bone in the man's neck. The Chinese lost his head. The face in the lowering light still glared its hatred, and then blood fountained from the headless trunk before it began to topple.
The lights went out completely.
He heard the head strike the floor like a leather ball.
He held his breath. He didn't move. The darkness was absolute again. He tried to estimate the distance to the cell door. There was a scraping sound to his left, the clink of steel on stone. The other bannerman had drawn his sword. Durell extended his left foot cautiously, felt his victim's head with his toe. He moved without sound, on naked feet. His opponent was not as careful. The hiss and suck of frightened breathing sounded like a distant broken steam outlet.
He wondered how much time he had. The infrared monitor eye watched his every movement in the dark. He guessed he had thirty seconds to get out.
The darkness blinded him and his opponent. But the Hung woman could see everything in the tiny arena of the cell. He heard her whispering begin, as she started to tell the swordsman how to move—and without warning, he kicked the severed head toward the sound of the other man's sibilant breathing.
There was a grunt, a scream, the chunk of a sword blow. From the monitor came Hung's shriek of rage. She alone, from her remote command post, could see what was going on. But she spoke too late to save the other man. Durell thrust with his sword, felt the jolt of impact up to his shoulder, pulled back, and slashed again. The second thrust did the job. The other man fell, almost tripping him as he leaped immediately for the area where he had spotted the door.
For a frantic moment, he couldn't find it.
Then the panel yielded with a faint creak to the pressure of his hands. He stumbled through, into blinding light again. He jumped sideways, saw a corridor curve narrowly to right and left, and went to the right. There were no features in the hallway except its steady curve leftward. His breath whistled in his throat. His legs trembled. He was naked except for the gory sword. Then he saw the moon-gate and he jumped in, out of the corridor.
He found himself in what was obviously the middle of a pornographic movie set. Three men and two women were contorted into an incredible jumble of arms, legs and torsos among heaped-up pillows on the floor. The room was small. There were peepholes around the paneled walls, each holding an inflamed lascivious eye. Voyeurs. It seemed to Durell there were dozens of the eyes watching his abrupt entrance on the screen.
No one stopped doing what they were doing. There was another door across the room. He ran to it, opened it, found another room, a bedroom with a huge Chinese platform bed in the center of it, a pot of incense smoking slowly. He went through that, too, and found the familiar stone staircase that went up the central core of the pagoda. There were shouts and voices from below. He did not know what level of the pagoda he was on. He turned and ran up the steps three at a time.
Music struck his ears with a loud blast of rhythm. He was back in the gallery. At the far end of it, Linda still danced, a go-go girl lost in a hypnotic dream of death. He felt as if he were running through the episodes of a nightmare. He felt as if he were losing his mind.
He checked himself in the center of the teak floor.
The music roared. The girl danced.
"Linda!" he shouted.
She couldn't hear him. She danced. The music filled the big hexagonal room. He looked all about, saw nothing, and then he saw Jasmine Jones.
There was an area of shadow directly under the huge shadow box frame where Linda Riddle moved in slow exhaustion, eyes closed, lithe young body swaying and sagging in time to the melody's beat. Within the shadow, on the floor, lay Jasmine Jones. She lay on her back, knees flexed, clothed in a loose robe embroidered in emerald, and it was folded so that for a moment he thought a dragon sat upon her body, and then he saw it was just part of the robe's embroidery.
He moved forward slowly, then sank to his knees beside the Chinese girl.
Her face looked as if it were encased in a fine steel cage.
Then he saw that her lips and tongue had been skewered together by a dozen long, fine, stainless steel skewers.
It was an old Chinese custom for those who talked too much.
Her eyes were open and he saw that she was conscious, but he did not know if she recognized him.
"Jasmine?" he whispered.
The music drowned him out. She did not move. He touched one of her flexed knees and bent over her masked face. He shuddered. He wanted to throw up. She had been beautiful, but she would never be beautiful again. If she lived. He did not think she would live. He began to curse in a low monotone, cursing Madame Hung and himself and the work he had to do that so often made such things happen, to this girl and to Linda Riddle, who danced without thought above him, dancing to her death.
The music stopped.
The silence seemed to thunder in its place. Durell stood up slowly beside Jasmine and looked at the girl in the shadow box. Linda had stopped dancing. Her arms were still extended, her head was thrown back, her long pale hair streamed down behind her back, almost to her hips. Her eyes opened. She looked dazed and confused. She brought her head forward and turned slightly, and her gaze met Durell's on the wide, empty floor below. He did not know if she could see him or not. But she took a single step toward him, as if to move out of the giant picture frame
The bolts of electricity sparked and crackled, making a barrier between them. Durell called out her name, and felt blinded by the blue-white glare. He saw Linda slump, as if boneless, to the tiny platform where she had been dancing, and then more light made a curtain that shut her from sight. He stepped back and looked around the wide, empty floor of the pagoda. With his back to the electric display, he could see that he was alone. He moved a Uttle, to the right and left, remembering the dart that had paralyzed him the last time he stood here. He did not want to be a standing target again. But Madame Hung was not an ordinary master of stagecraft. The bolts of electric arcs stopped as suddenly as they had begun. When he turned, he saw that Linda had vanished from the picture frame.
In her place was Madame Hung.
He felt as if he had watched a magician's trick—a puff of smoke, and presto! the scene had changed. He felt sUghtly encouraged by his enemy's need for such theatricality.
"You wished to see me face to face, Mr. Durell," the woman said. "And so I have arranged it."
"It's a bit too much," Durell said.
The woman's voice was normal now, without the electronic hum of transmitters. It was low, clear in diction, with a self-satisfied sound that matched the smile on her thin mouth. She sat in a tall-backed chair, facing him, her tall body held erect in a mandarin robe of peach and gold. The color of the robe did not become her long, sallow face. Her brows were winged upward, her eyes, slanting slightly, were pools of intense darkness as she leaned forward now, holding the arms of her carved, throne-like chair with thin hands that ended in enormous silver fingernails.
"Did you really think," she said softly, "that you were escaping me, Mr. Durell?" She laughed in her throat. "To watch you was like watching an old Chinese gentleman performing fai chi, our formal shadowboxing. Ludicrous, indeed. As for the two men you killed, I hope you do not think it troubles me. As we say, one must sacrifice a finger to save an arm. Between you and me, there will be a death tonight. As the revered Mao has said, 'There cannot be two suns in the same sky.' "
"Don't class me with your crimes," Durell said. "Why did you torture your girl Jasmine?"
The woman laughed. "Is she not beautiful? Ah, but you cannot kiss her behind her mask. Who will ever kiss the poor creature again? On the other hand, to whom will she whisper things she should not speak about?"
"She told me nothing," Durell said.
"Am I to believe you? She was with you too long. That was enough to warrant her punishment. How sad it is to be a woman, as we say. Nothing on earth is held so cheap." Madame Hung laughed again. "Do you know our sage, Hsiian Tzu, Mr. Durell?"
"He believed that all men were naturally evil. But his two pupils, especially Han Fei, rejected his teachings." Durell paused. He looked down at Jasmine. "For one cup of tea, Madame Hung, you have given away the game." He paused again and looked at the woman seated above him. "You have no //, to use Confucius' word. You do not know how to do right. When you lose, Peking will renounce you. Heaven will withdraw its mandate. You try to intimidate and frighten me; now you seek to put me at ease with philosophy. Why?"
The woman did not smile now. "Between you and me there is much to settle, Durell. Today in Peking we repeat a phrase to our allies from the Sung dynasty, seven hundred years old. 'We are as close to you as the lips to the teeth. If the lips are gone, our teeth must chatter with cold.' So, Mr. Durell, am I to you. We are bound together. But when you are gone, I shall laugh, and I shall drink much Pei-Kan wine, and when the cups are empty, I shall shout 'Kan pei!' and ask for more. For you shall not win. You stand naked and helpless before me."
"Then why don't you kill me now?" he asked. "It's because you're still afraid. I have something you want."
There was a moment's hesitation. One long silver fingernail flyicked up and down. "Yes."
"And what's that?"
"I think you are an honest man, in some respects, with clean wind in your sleeves. I will not offer you the lives of these two girls, Jasmine and Miss Riddle, as squeeze or tea money. Nor am I afraid of the friends you must be depending upon. True, with friends, even water is sweeter than wine. But no one will help you here. When will you realize it? Do you know how I can punish you for trou-bUng me? I could have both your kneecaps and elbows broken, your nose cut off, your feet and hands removed. I could smoke your head in a bronze cylinder, or slowly burn off your skin; I could have you flogged, tortured with bamboo rods, or subject you to the death of a thousand cuts."
"Go ahead," Durell said.
"You are not afraid?"
"Sure, I'm afraid."
There was puzzlement in Madame Hung's bottomless black eyes, and she leaned forward sUghtly in her high-backed chair, gripping the arms with her thin hands. Under the elaborate robe she wore, her breasts lifted and fell, just once; otherwise, she did not seem to be breathing. Durell had told the truth. He knew fear, when he looked at her. She was the epitome of all the monomania-cal, power-mad, intransigent rulers in the world who sought to dominate for the end result of a drab, subdued slave world, subject to themselves only. Nothing could stop them, nothing could eventually persuade them; no accommodation was acceptable, in human terms. And so you could not surrender to them.
In the brief pause, Durell had to stifle the urge to leap up into the picture frame at the Chinese woman; but the lethal barrier of lightning bolts dissuaded him. He heard a faint moan from Jasmine Jones, at his feet. The steel skewers gleamed in an unnatural, monstrous mask before her face. The girl's eyes were fluttering, and she moved a little, rolling on her back. If she came to, he thought, she would pass right out again as the tragic pain engulfed her. He looked up again.
"What do you want to know?" he asked Madame Hung. "You must want something from me, or you'd have killed me by now."
"Precisely. I wish to know how you found out about my private shipping route to Singapore."
"Oh, that." He hoped he sounded casual.
"Yes. It is only a nuisance, but I do not like to be disturbed by it."
"Can we make a deal?" he bluffed.
"Possibly."
"That's a switch, for you."
"I am a pragmatist, Mr. Durell. Tell me how you sidetracked the painting, where it is now, and perhaps I may even let you go free."
"And the girls," he said promptly. His pulse thudded. He did not know if Madame Hung was toying with him or not. She had given away, almost casually, information he hadn't hoped to get. On the other hand, if the painting were missing, she had nothing much to lose, either, by being frank about it. If she thought he knew where it might be Madame Hung waved a negligent, sliver-taloned claw. "You may have the girls. They are worthless to me."
"It will be difficult to arrange," he said cautiously.
The woman leaned forward in her chair. "But it can be done? Promptly?"
"In twenty-four hours."
"Very well."
"As an earnest token," he said glibly, "I'd like my clothing back."
"Of course." She rang a little silver bell, and he turned and watched the wide pagoda floor, and presently a door opened and another of Madame Hung's pig-tailed giants placed a packet containing Durell's trousers, shirt, and tennis shoes on the floor. He went to it and dressed after the man vanished. He noticed his hands were shaking slightly, and he hoped the woman couldn't see it. When he walked back to the picture frame, she still leaned forward in an attitude of intense interest.
"My gun," he said. "I want that back, too."
"No. Tell me where to get the painting."
"It's not as easy as that. I'll have to think of what I can do. It's tantamount to my defection, turning the Deakin formula over to you. I'll have to arrange to cover myself on it."
"You're a clever man," the woman said. Her breath hissed with impatience. "I will not tolerate delay."
"Just what do you think I know?" he parried.
"You have interfered with me. I will not tolerate it. I have—there has been some confusion, some mix-up. You are at the bottom of it, of course. You stand there much too confidently to fool me. So you will tell me where to find my plane and its cargo. You will tell me at once, without further delay. After all, I have the means to clarify the matter without you."
"Why don't you, then?"
"Peking is impatient," she admitted.
"Old potato-face Mao putting the heat under you?"
"You will speak of him with respect," she hissed.
Durell said, "I don't think I'm going to talk at all." He had been watching the painted backdrop behind her, the one that was only a crude, daubed copy of the original painting that had been stolen in faraway Key West. There was a door in the paneling, the one by which she had entered the picture frame, of course. He watched it open now.
He still held the bloodied broadsword. It was not much of a weapon against Madame Hung's devices here. But it would have to do.
Without change of expression or warning, he suddenly threw the heavy steel blade at the seated woman.
At the same moment, Madame Hung was aware of someone having entered the picture frame behind her.
She got to her feet out of her thronelike chair just as Durell's blade arced through the shadow box frame.
She saw what was behind her, and screamed, and stepped backward—toward the frame, too.
The sword triggered the electric bolts. There was a hissing crackle, and ribbons of furious blue sparks engulfed the steel blade, making it seem incandescent.
Durell's throw missed its target.
But Madame Hung fell through the opening and, for an instant, seemed to be suspended in a webbing of lightning bolts. Her hair caught on fire, and her face looked inhuman as she fell to the floor, a little to the right of Jasmine Jones.
She looked dead.
Durell spoke wryly to the apparition in a frogman's UDT outfit who had come, dripping, through the back door of the shadow box.
"Hello, Denis," he said. "What took you so long?"
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Deakin was a dripping apparition from the bottom of the sea, wearing a black underwater suit, with fins dangling from a wrist strap, his goggles and face mask pushed up on top of his head. The young man grinned shyly.
"Li Yon told me you came here," he said. "When Linda disappeared and then Anna-Lise came back and said you were at this place, I thought I'd better check. I wasn't worried about you, but Linda—well . . ." He paused, his voice trailing off as he looked over the edge of the shadow box and saw the steel-masked face of Jasmine Jones. Denis gulped visibly. "What "
"Never mind. Did you see Linda back there?" Durell rasped.
"Yes, she's all right. She's waiting for us." Denis kept staring at the Chinese girl and then he saw Madame Hung's crumpled body. "Good God. Are they both dead? What kind of place is this, anyway?"
Durell tested the electric screen carefully. There was no reaction, and he climbed up on the shadow box. Evidently the steel sword he had thrown to trigger the lethal bolts had short-circuited the diabolical device. Denis looked as if he were going to be ill. He explained haltingly how he had found the boatman, Charlie, and prevailed on the sampan owner to ferry him back to the Seven Isles; he had then used his underwater gear to reach the inner islet and the pagoda, and had stumbled by luck upon the scene with Madame Hung.
"Was Pan with Li Yon when you left?" Durell asked.
"Yes. I think so. No, I'm not sure."
"Make up your mind."
Denis said helplessly, "I didn't see her. I hope I didn't interrupt something important for you "
"You did. You saved my life, I think," Durell told him. "You weren't fooling when you said you were good at underwater swimming."
"It's the one thing Linda likes about me," the young man said shyly.
"All right. Come on."
Durell jumped down from the improvised, life-size reproduction of the "Nuclear Nude" painting and gently lifted Jasmine Jones in his arms. He spared only a glance for Madame Hung. The woman looked dead, and he was tempted to make sure of it with his sword, but then Jasmine moaned again, through her steel-skewered mouth, and he handed her up to Denis, being very careful with her, and then took her from the thin young scientist and followed Deakin through the door out of the shadow box.
There was no sound of alarm anywhere. Behind the shadow box was a large Chinese-furnished bedroom, with a huge black and red mandarin bed in the center of the room. Linda lay on the bed. Her face was pale and marked with the exhaustion she had suffered from the long hypnotic dance she had endured. From somewhere she had found a robe, however, to hide her nakedness. Her eyes were still dulled by the drug, and she spoke haltingly, but her words were coherent and she made sense.
"Where is Charlie now?" Durell asked Deakin.
The young man took his eyes reluctantly from the girl he loved so hopelessly. "Waiting for me. I told him to move in closer, because I figured if Linda was here, I couldn't swim underwater with her "
"Denis," the girl whispered. "I never thought—I guess I never expected to—to see you again."
"It's all right, baby," Deakin said. "We're going home now. Everything is fine."
Durell did not think everything was fine, or that they were home free at all, but he said nothing, and picked up Jasmine Jones's limp form again and followed Denis and Linda out of the room. .. .
Deakin seemed to have charmed away all danger, perhaps through his bland and naive ignorance of what they were walking through. He carried Linda tenderly and gently ahead of Durell, who supported Jasmine Jones's grotesquely masked figure, and within ten minutes, he watched Denis signal with a small underwater flashlight, and then Charlie's sampan drifted into sight onto the beach. Durell asked Deakin the time, since his watch had not been returned, and learned, somewhat to his surprise, that it was only two o'clock in the morning. So much had happened to him since he first arrived here that it was difficult to believe it had all been compressed into the space of only a few hours. Watching Deakin, his opinion of the young scientist underwent a sharp change. Denis was firm, confident, even aggressive in his water element, taking command of Linda in a way that would have
seemed impossible only a few days ago. And the girl, who had despised him then, was meek and submissive as Denis gave the orders and they quietly left the lights and distant crowds that thronged Madame Hung's "pleasure isles."
Once they were away and reasonably safe, Durell felt a reaction that left him momentarily indecisive. The aura of Madame Hung's hatred and power faded as the islands were left behind them. He wished he had checked the woman more carefully. The sword he had thrown that short-circuited the lethal electrical barrier might also have saved Hung's life. He wasn't sure if she was still alive. He hoped not. He wanted her dead. He wanted to be sure of it. But it was too late to go back and find out for certain now.
Linda was still groggy. At the waterfront, which was quiet and dark, Durell sent the boatman for a taxi, and a battered old Chevrolet soon nosed its way down to the pier. Linda and Deakin tried not to look at Jasmine's grotesque mask. The Chinese girl was in a bad way. Her breathing went in slow and irregular patterns through her nose. She had started to bleed again from the multiple wounds from the skewers, and Durell wished he could remove them, but did not dare.
He told the cab driver to get them to the Halsey Clinic as fast as possible without being stopped by a cop.
Singapore's night life had already taken itself off the streets and tucked itself into bed—^whose bed was a question that often did not matter. At the clinic door, a sleepy night watchman went shambling off for the resident in charge, who came within half a minute and turned out to be the same Indian doctor Durell had tangled with over Levy Liscomb. The doctor's name finally came through. It was Ghindura.
"So it is you again," he said through a pursed mouth of disapproval as he eyed Durell. Then he eyed Jasmine Jones, dangling in Durell's arms, and he sucked in a hissing breath. "You seem to go in for exotic violence, sir."
"Can you do anything for this girl?"
"I'll open the surgery."
"I want to talk to her as soon as possible."
"It's not likely she will be able to talk. Contusion and edema from these wounds "
"And I want to see Levy Liscomb."
"He is asleep."
Durell said patiently, "Dr. Ghindura, you don't get the picture. Mr. Liscomb pays half your salary, out of good old U.S. funds, whether you realize it or not."
"Mr. Liscomb is sedated."
"Then give him a shot to get him talking. And stop wasting time, Doctor."
Ghindura looked at the sleepy-eyed, drawn face of Linda Riddle. "This other young lady ?"
"She's just tired. Been up all night dancing," Durell said. "These flower children just don't know when to stop. She stays with me."
Dr. Ghindura next turned to Denis, who still wore his frogman's outfit. He opened and closed his mouth on the questions he wanted to ask, looked at Dui'ell, started to speak again, noticed the look in Durell's dark blue eyes, and went off to prepare the surgery for Jasmine Jones. Durell turned the Chinese girl over to two sleepy-eyed attendants who showed up with a wheeled stretcher, and went to Levy Liscomb's room.
Levy's leg was in traction, hanging in its cast from a pipe contraption rigged over the hospital bed. There was tape over his broken nose, and bandages here and there from the multiple wounds and contusions he had suffered in the Great China Bazaar fire. His short, stout body seemed to have shrunk in the twenty-four hours he had been in the clinic. His singed eyebrows and some of his hair had been shaved away.
But the K Section Control man soon looked awake and intelligent as he regarded Durell in the small cubicle of his hospital room.
"I'd about given you up, Cajun," Levy whispered.
"This opposition is hard to beat. I was figuring how to cut our losses and get out of the game."
"We don't have to cash in yet, Levy."
"You—you saw Madame Hung?"
"I saw her. She had me, for a time. Denis, here, pulled me out of it." Durell gestured to the freckle-faced young man, who was sitting protectively with Linda. The girl was shivering slightly. "I'm not sure about Hung. I got away, and maybe it's a draw."
"She's alive, too?" Liscomb asked.
"Maybe. I just don't know. But we have a chance to beat her yet. How much of your operation is still running, Levy? Is anything left of it at all?"
The injured man sighed. "I can't help you, Cajun."
"All right. Don't worry about it."
"I was a jerk, letting them fire-bomb me like this."
"Listen, can I still send some coded stuff to our people in Bombay, Rangoon, and maybe Kuala Lumpur?"
"Oh, sure. But that's not Uke you, yelling for help, Sam."
"Any port in a storm, to coin a phrase. Tell me what you've got left of the apparatus, and then you can sleep some more on government time. Levy."
"I understand the office is still intact. So is the safe." Levy Liscomb whispered the combination. "The telephone has been rigged up again, too."
"I take it back," Durell said, relieved. "You haven't been loafing on the taxpayer's time."
Durell's money had not been returned to him along with his clothing at the Seven Isles. But Levy had a few hundred in cash, and after some difficulty with the clinic attendant at that hour, it was produced from the office where it had been deposited for safekeeping. Durell peeled off some bills for Denis Deakin and gave them to the young man.
"You're going to run some errands for me," he said.
"I'm not leaving Linda again," Deakin protested.
Durell looked at the girl. She seemed to be half asleep,
lost in exhaustion. "Linda? Linda, answer me carefully. Where did you get the medallions you girls wore?"
"What?"
He was patient. "Your medallions."
"Oh. We had them made," she murmured drowsily.
"Who suggested the design?"
"I don't—I don't know."
"Yes you do. It was one of you."
"They're just flower symbols, Sam."
"No, they mean more than that."
"Not to me."
Deakin said, "Don't bully her now, please."
"Shut up." Durell took Linda's chin in his hand and forced her to look up at him; she seemed too comfortable in Deakin's arms. "Who ordered them and had them made and distributed them to you and Anna-Lise and Pan and Ryana?"
"Pan, I think," Linda whispered.
"Are you sure?"
"Y-yes. I'm sure. Please, I'm so tired . .."
"You're doing fine," Durell said. He looked at Deakin. "Go round up a cab. Not just any one. Find a taxi stand at one of the tourist hotels and pick the second from the front. They'll argue, but you'd better insist on it. Bring the cab around here. And don't waste time."
Deakin hesitated, then nodded. "Whatever you say, sir."
Looking at his young, fresh face, Durell suddenly felt old and more than tired. "And thanks for swimming after me, Denis," he said.
Deakin grinned. "It's one of my few accomplishments."
Dr. Ghindura came out of the small surgery a few minutes later. Durell was waiting in the corridor for him. The Indian medic stripped off his rubber gloves and shook his head. "Beastly thing, really. All the skewers are out, and I have given the young woman antibiotics against infection, of course. Incredible wounds. There will be a great deal of—ah—swelling."
"Will she be able to talk to me?" Durell asked.
Dr. Ghindura shook his head. "The purpose of the skewers, as I understand it, was to render her mute. The poor child has suffered enormously. She will be conscious soon—I could not give her too much anesthetic." The Indian hesitated and looked pained. "Ordinarily, I would refuse to let you trouble her. But I think—yes, you may talk to her soon. After that, she will be kept immobile for a number of days. Breathing tubes, and all that, to bypass the wounds in her mouth. Without plastic surgery, I fear her face "
"Thank you, Doctor," Durell said.
The attendants wheeled Jasmine Jones out of the surgery and down the corridor to a room next to Levy's. It was almost four o'clock in the morning now. The clinic was hushed, with only night lights glowing along the wall baseboards. Durell motioned the nurse out of the small hospital room and went to Jasmine's bedside. The screened window was open, and a breath of perfumed air from a small garden behind the building came through. He looked down at the silent figure of the Chinese girl. Jasmine's face was almost entirely swathed in bandages, but there was a small aperture for the mouth; her eyes were closed, and her long lashes seemed to tremble infin-itesimally.
"Jasmine?" he said in a normal voice.
He spoke to her twice, waiting a minute or two in between, before her eyes opened. They were clouded instantly with terror, with a look of death in them, a confusion that made him feel both pity and rage, all at once.
"It's all right. Jasmine," he said quickly. "You're safe now. I'm Durell. Sam Durell. Do you remember?"
The chocolate-brown slanted eyes turned to him in the white-bandaged face. "Y-yes. But w-what oh, dear God !" Clouds of fear swirled again in her eyes as she remembered. Her voice was muffled, difficult to distinguish as she tried to articulate around the wounds in her mouth. She tried to sit up in panic, and Durell held her, seating himself on the bed beside her. Her black hair was still traced with her perfume. He took her in his arms, trying to comfort her, and she moaned, "I never thought— mmm—one by one— she watched—and l-laughed— mmmm!"
"It's been fixed now," he said quietly. "You're in a hospital in Singapore, and safe. I got you out. I think Madame Hung is dead. Don't be afraid. Jasmine."

Her eyes did not believe him.
"You're safe," he said again.
"W-what do you want?"
"Finish telling me what you started to say on the island, Jasmine. Take it easy. But tell me."
"I'm—mmm—afraid . . ."
"Madame Hung is dead," he said.
"Y-you're not sure "
"She can't hurt you anymore. When you're better, and feeling up to it, I'll arrange for you to go back to the States. Anywhere you like. Free passage. She won't be able to touch you again. But if you keep quiet now, and don't talk to me, than she wins, don't you understand? You'll be doing exactly what she wanted when she hurt you like this."
The brown almond eyes suddenly swam, and tears jeweled the girl's long lashes. She nodded slightly, her jet-black hair fanned over the white hospital pillow. Durell heard murmuring voices down the corridor and looked at the door, but he didn't leave Jasmine's side.
"I want to know more about the route by which you were brought to Madame Hung. The part about elephants, and the private plane, with the 'Sun in the East' insignia on it, like the emblem you were given to wear tonight."
"It's her—mmm—private airline."
"How many planes?"
"Three. And—mmm—herricom " She wept.
"Helicopter?"
"Mmm."
"Stops at Kuala Lumpur? Last stop before Singapore?"
"Mmm."
"Did you hear anything about the last shipment that's due in today or tomorrow?"
"Today."
"You know about it?"
She nodded.
"Tell me," he said urgently.
Her tears stopped. Anger glittered in her almond eyes, then hatred. It was not directed at him; she was thinking about Madame Hung.
"Plane missing," she whispered. "Hung thinks you— mmm—did it."
"Where is the plane missing, Jasmine?"
"Here and—mm—Malaysia."
"This side of Kuala Lumpur?"
"Yes. She—mm—looks."
"For the plane?"
"Yes."
"Do you know ?" he began, but then he saw her eyes cloud again, and the pain in them suddenly became insupportable. He stood up quickly and went to the door and called in the nurse, who had a hypodermic ready.
"She will not be able to speak again for many days," said the nurse coldly.
Durell nodded. "She said enough."
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Denis Deakin had a taxi waiting. Linda had rested enough to be able to walk out of the clinic with them. Durell went in to see Levy Liscomb and learned of the code books in Levy's safe and the recognition signals to the man in Malaysia's Control at Kuala Lumpur, and then walked down the hospital steps to the waiting taxi. The night air was cool, breathing of an imminent dawn. The driver was a middle-aged, sedate Malayan. Durell gave the address of the Great China Bazaar, and Deakin said he thought they were going to get Pan.
"Afterward."
"I thought you were in a hurry."
'I am," Durell said.
Linda was silent and subdued during the drive through Singapore's deserted streets. Now and then she turned her head and stared at Denis in wonderment, and sighed, and then compressed her lips in firm reluctance to speak. At the site of the Bazaar, where the fire had been, there had been a great amount of work already accomplished in clearing out the debris. Durell told the driver to wait and went into the smoke-smelling, charred interior of the store. A few heaps of charred, wet rubbish still remained, and he picked his way through the dim darkness to the stairway, which was still intact, and went up to the second floor and Levy Liscomb's bombed-out office. The wreckage here was more complete, the darkness more absolute. He wondered at the lack of a watchman, but then reflected that everything of value that had survived the incendiary blast had already been carted away or stolen. He hoped the safe was still there. And it was.
He knelt and struck a match and considered the dial for a moment, remembering the combination Levy had given him, and a few moments later he had the safe open. The code books were still there, and intact. He wondered if Kuala Lumpur would have switched codes, hearing about the fire here; but he had to chance it. It took only five minutes for him to absorb the transpositions needed to get his message across. But then, although the telephone on the windowsill was still operative, he had to wait a long time for the switchboard to get him through from the island to the Malaysian mainland, and then to the capital far up the peninsula. There was an even longer wait while the telephone rang at the Control station up there, and he looked down at the street below, watchmg the taxi where Deakin and Linda waited. Two men walked by on the opposite side of the street, but their gait was purposeful and they did not hesitate or pause until they vanished around the comer. The glass in the window was broken, and the cool dawn air brushed Durell's face. He was consumed by impatience. Then at last he heard a sleepy voice announce that he was awake, and that the radio station was off the air. K Section's cover was a small transmitting outfit for commerical weather reports out of Kuala Lumpur. The Control man's name was Hank Sweeney.
Durell used the code, identifying himself as Broker Two, and foimd that none of his precautions were necessary.
"Hell, Cajun, Washington's been ringing bells all over the place, looking for you."
"Instructions?"
"They still stand. Just worried about you, is all. What can I do?"
"Identify a missing flight that may have left your town, destination Singapore, any time in the last twenty-four hours." Durell described the emblem used by Hung's private cargo carriers, and Sweeney thought about it for a moment and said, "I've seen the ships. Converted World War Two Mitchells, believe it or not, old bombers sold off years and years ago. Sure, I know 'em. But none are ever flight-scheduled for Singapore."
"You're sure of that?"
"They come from the west—India, sometimes Burma— and then they take off for a place called Duphonong, down the line."
"How far down the line?"
"It's a former rubber plantation. Maybe eighty miles from your bridge to the mainland." There was a pause. "Hold on, I'll check."
"I'm in a hurry," Durell warned.
"Doing the best I can, Cajun."
There was another wait. It was definitely growing lighter down on the street. In a few more minutes, the dawn would come up. It might complicate things, Durell thought. He felt a squirm of impatience and worry in the pit of his stomach, and he thought of Pan and wondered if he had given this matter the wrong priority, and then he told himself nothing could be done about it and he couldn't be in two places at once and to hell with it. Sweeney came back, the telephone line crackling and uncertain from Kuala Lumpur.
"Got it. One of the Mitchells filed a flight plan for Duphonong at seventeen hundred hours yesterday afternoon."
"Did it arrive?"
"The field doesn't know."
"Any way to find out?"
"Doubtful. But I'll try. I'll call you back. Where can I reach you, Cajun?"
"Duphonong," Durell said.
He found a crumpled, detailed aerial map of the southern penmsula of Malaya among the charred debris that cluttered the wrecked oflBce. There was enough daylight seeping through the shattered windows for him to find his objective on the sodden, smoke-stained sheet. South of the island of Singapore were the Strait of Malacca and the beginning of the long chain of the Indonesian archipelago. Directly north, however, was the much narrower strait of Johore and the mainland of Malaya. The Bukit Timah road led almost due north out of the municipal area of Singapore, paralleling the railroad, to the causeway across the Johore Straits and the town of Johore Bahru. From there, the roads fanned out, good and bad, north and west, and after a few moments of search, Durell found Duphonong. The airstrip indicated there might or might not be able to land a Mitphell. But it was the only possible place that could, short of the International at Singapore.
He closed the safe, closed the sagging door to Levy Liscomb's oflBce, and went down the shaky stairway and across the debris of the fire to the street.
"I was getting worried," Deakin said from the back of the taxi. He was making progress. Linda was asleep in his arms.
"Let's find Pan," Durell said. "Time is wasting."
Even at this hour, the courtyard tenements surrounding Li Yon's rabbit-warren apartment were astir with the noise and smells of Ufe. Old men stood in the first shafts of sunlight that slanted into the courtyard; children bawled and yelled; women with unkempt hair hurried about their breakfast errands. Everything seemed normal. There was nothing suspicious.
Durell told the taxi driver to wait. Linda was asleep in the back, and Deakin looked content to hold her in his arms for eternity. He went into the courtyard, turned up the concrete stairs, and went down the hallway that smelled of cooking and human garbage and saw that Li Yon's dark-brown apartment door stood partly ajar.
He paused and listened and touched the door with his fingertips and pushed it farther open and then he Ustened again. Nothing. He stepped in, moving sideways, and flattened against the wall to the right. The inner hallway stretched into shadows that the dawn light had not yet penetrated. An ornamental chair stood askew on the threadbare hall-runner, as if someone had passed it in a hurry and bumped into it. He looked into the first room, which was the kitchen. Everything had been thrown about in a mess of pots and pans and hnen and broken china. It would have made some noise, Durell thought, but the neighbors would have minded their own business. He went down the hallway, checking the room where he and Deakin had slept and then the one where the girls had bunked. There was no sound of movement except for the sudden screech of a parrot in a cage and then the twittering of another cageful of Java sparrows.
There was a dead cat, its throat cut, on the straw rug of the common room where a hi-fi stereo set had been Li Yon's pride and joy. Durell could not think of any reason for anyone to kill the cat that way. He halted.
"Pan?" he called softly.
His voice seemed very loud in the inner stillness. And he caUed, "Li Yon?"
She came at him from the outer gallery that overlooked the courtyard—a small, gray-haired Chinese woman with madness in her eyes, a kitchen knife in her hand. Her neat white jacket was stained with blood and dust, and her face was misshapen by bruises that almost closed one eye. The knife was bloody, too.
Durell just had time to step aside as she drove the blade at him. Her breathing was a sob and a hiss. He caught her wrist and twisted, not wanting to hurt her, but her years as a wash-amah had given her a tough and stringy muscularity.
"You kill her, you kill me, Durell!" she sobbed.
He forced her wrist up and behind her back and spoke quietly. "Take it easy, Li Yon,"
She struggled like a tired little cat herself in his grip. He squeezed the wrist bones and the knife clattered to the floor, and when she heard it fall, she went limp and sagged to her knees, small and hunched, her gray hair loose of its normally neat gray bun, her head bowed and her hands covering her face. Durell drew a long, tired breath.
"Where is everyone, Li Yon?"
"They come. They take. They beat me. I no care."
"Who came, Li Yon?"
"Gangsters. Bad mens. Your friends!" she wept.
"They took Pan?"
"My darling Pan, yes."
"And Anna-Lise?"
"She gone long time ahead."
"Why did they beat you, Li Yon?"
"Why?" She lifted her seamed and crampled old face to stare at him with amazement. "Because I fight for my darling Pan, that why. I want to kill those bad mens."
"Did they hurt her?"
"No. I no see that."
"Did Pan fight with them, to get away?"
"No chance."
"But did she struggle? Think about it, Li Yon. I know you're upset, and you were frightened when they came in here. Try to remember exactly how it was. Did Pan struggle with the men who took her away?"
Li Yon whispered, "No, she just a child, my little darling, what can she do against mean and killing men?"
"She didn't fight at all, or try to run?"
"No chance."
"But you tried to fight them," Durell pointed out. "Why didn't she?"
"Pan just a child "
"She's not a child, Li Yon."
" she innocent and she afraid "
"She's not innocent," Durell said. "She went over to Madame Hung long ago. She's been the cause of most of my troubles."
Li Yon had a telephone in the ramshackle apartment, and somehow the predators who had torn the place apart had overlooked pulling it out by the wires. The wash-amah stopped her moaning and angry denials of Pan's guilt long enough to give him the telephone number of the suburban villa where Han Uved. Durell looked at the battered wall clock as he waited for his ring to be answered. It was just after six in the morning. He felt as if the night had been an eternity.
A servant's voice sleepily answered and argued about waking his master, and Durell gave his name and waited for more minutes than he cared to before the careful enunciation of Mr. Han's Oxonian English came on the receiver.
"Mr. Durell?"
He wasted no time. "Is your daughter there, Mr. Han?"
"No, sir."
"Madame Hung's got her," Durell said. "You haven't been very sharp, Mr. Han. You thought you'd let matters take their course, and probably take me out of the picture. But I'm still very much alive, you see. And I believe I know where to pick up the painting we're all looking for."
The elderly Chinese said in a strange voice: "I truly thought you were dead, sir."
"So much for Five Ruby loyalty."
"There was nothing we could do, if you persist in putting your head in the tiger's jaws."
"You don't seem to be disturbed by what I said about your daughter."
"Because I think you lie, Mr. Durell. There have been many rumors of a disaster at the Seven Isles."
"That was me," Durell said. "Is Riddle still with you?"
"Yes. But Mr. Fazil flew home."
"And von Golz?"
"Here. With his daughter."
"Good. Now do we make a deal, or do we go our separate ways?"
"I am anxious to compromise with you, sir."
"No compromise. Your daughter for the painting. That's the deal. Nothing else. No ifs, ands or buts."
The Chinese spoke very softly. "But you need my help in what you intend to do?"
"I need some Five Ruby men you can trust. Who work for you, and not the Hung organization. Are there any left?"
"Quite a few." Han could not hide the satisfaction in his reply. "How many men do you wish to command as a Tiger General for us?"
"Is Red Rod still safe?"
"Ah. You remember him? Yes, he is loyal."
"Let him pick half a dozen. And I'll need some big cars. And weapons." Durell paused. "On second thought, make it two dozen men, as many cars as you need. All armed. We'll meet across the causeway in one hour. Is that possible?"
"Red Rod can do it, yes. If I command him to do so. But I am not anxious to have the Five Rubies torn apart to suit your personal aims."
"You've lost the game already, Mr. Han. All you can save is your daughter. If you don't already know it, she sold out sometime in the last few months to Madame Hung. I don't know what motivated her. Maybe she's playing her own game. But we haven't much time. Meet me at the Willow City in twenty minutes." 
"Alone?"
"Bring Von Golz and Riddle with you." "You give orders quite casually, Mr. Durell." "If you don't help, I'll take command anyway. Red Rod will listen to me, not to you. Then your whole presence in the Five Rubies goes up in joss smoke." 
"I see. It will be arranged." "The Willow City. Twenty minutes," Durell said again.
He hung up. There was a Hght film of sweat on his hands as he turned away from the telephone.
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There were no windows in the Five Rubies lodge room. A red dragon lantern over the altar shed a glow over the polished benches and high, carved chairs of the Tiger Generals. Stale incense cloyed the air. The sounds of hawkers and passersby in the street outside the Cathay Cinema were abruptly shut off as Durell closed the door behind him. Deakin and Linda were safely in a taxi parked in an alley nearby.
A light suddenly bloomed directly over him, spotting him on the dusty carpet of the gloomy room. Then another light showed a skeletal figure seated in the headman's chair.
"Sam Durell, my Tiger friend, it has been many years."
Durell stood still. "Many years. Red Rod."
"We did many good things together, once. With good men. But we were younger then." Red Rod spoke gently. "Gold is plentiful, compared to gray-haired friends. I remember the Twenty-four gang, subsidized from Peking, in the Malay jungle."
"You saved my life then," said Durell.
"And you saved mine. The parang that cut me left its mark on my face and soul."
Red Rod stood up. He unfolded himself in a two-dimensional manner, his thin frame towering, his shaved head turned to show the scar on his cheek that he had mentioned. Durell moved to meet him, and they shook hands. Red Rod's fingers were like wood, hard and calloused. His eyes, slanted and sunken in his yellow face, were fathomless, except for small red glitterings reflected from the dragon lamp.
"You are still in your business, Durell?"
"Yes."
"I am no longer active. But Mr. Han asked me to meet you. Old friends are rare. Debts must be paid. I will pay mine, since you need help. There are cars and boats ready, as you requested, and twenty men, selected by myself."
"Do you know Madame Hung?"
"I have heard things of her, and wish never to hear more." Red Rod smiled and showed long, carnivorous teeth. The red glow deepened in his eye sockets. "I understand we may go into the jungle against Five Ruby traitors."
"And Madame Hung."
Red Rod nodded his shaven head. "We will do as you wish. My 'snakes'—my informers—are asking many questions. In time, we shall have the answers. Be seated and drink tea."
"There isn't all that much tune. Red Rod."
"Be at ease."
A woman came in on wooden clogs that made no sound on the dull carpet in the lodge room. She handed Durell a fragile teacup, using both hands as a gesture of courtesy. Red Rod waved her away, rejectmg his cup. He was, or had been, in command of a special "killer squad" of the Five Rubies, holding a position as military affairs officer in the days of Communist penetration into Malaya. The five Tiger Generals had been under him, each with a squad of killers; but that had been many years ago, Durell reflected. He did not know what was left inside the gaunt Chinese with the hollow eyes today.
Other men drifted into the room, one by one, as he sipped the fragrant tea. Red Rod smiled sadly. Obviously, with only two of the Tiger General's chairs taken, the others had defected to Madame Hung.
"We have the usual arms," Red Rod said quietly. "Bicycle pumps, parangs, some pistols, motorcycle chains trimmed with razor blades—you remember, Durell?"
"Good only for street fighting, not the jungle."
"We have acid bombs made by puncturing light bulbs and filling them with hydrochloric acid."
"Not enough."
"Four Israeli Uzi nine-millimeter submachine guns, two Swedish K's, five Madson PPS-forty-ones, the Russian assault weapons. Better?" Red Rod made his smile a grimace. "And here is Mr. Han."
Durell had not heard the wispy old Chinese enter. Han wore fine English jodhpurs and riding boots and carried a short crop, which he twitched in his delicate hands. He might have been off for a casual canter along the bridle paths. Durell noted the trembling of the thin mandarin beard again.
"Red Rod, are these men all we have?" Han asked.
"Others are getting boats and cars to cross the strait."
"Are they armed?"
"Yes."
Han turned to Durell in the reddish gloom. "And you know where to get the painting?"
"It will be a race for it."
"I have telephoned to Kuala Lumpur. It is rumored that a plane crashed only a few miles from Duphonong, in a bad rainstorm. I have the coordinates on a chart."
"Let me have them," Durell said. But Han hesitated.
Red Rod spoke in his gentle voice. "Do give them to Mr. Durell."
The old man looked at the thin scattering of silent gunmen in the lodge room, then took an envelope containing a U.S. Air Force chart from his riding jacket and handed it to DurelL "A diflacnlt place to reach. Mountains, you know."
"Can you get jeeps, a command car?" Durell asked Red Rod.
"It has been attended to.'*
Mr. Han sat down and stared at the dragon lamp. He looked shrunken and defeated, and he whispered carefully: "Can you tell me for certain if Sunflower is dead?"
"Who?"
"The woman you know as Madame Hung."
"Is that her name?"
"It is a name I gave her. She was—she is my last love, you see. The last ember in a bed of burned charcoal." Han briefly lifted a fragile hand. "But she is in league with devils. She will never die. Is she truly dead?"
"I don't know, truly."
Han shivered. "And what you said about my daughter— m league with her?"
"Perhaps she was misled, youthful, idealistic "
"Or do the girls still have their own plans?"
"I'm not sure," Durell said.
The old man stared. "You trust no one, do you?"
Durell looked at the tall, skeletal Red Rod. "I trust him. My life is his. His life is mine." He paused again. "Where is Riddle, Von Golz, and the German girl?"
"They wait for us, at the assembly point."
Durell nodded. "Then let's not waste more time here."
The heat was much heavier on the mainland across the causeway into Malaysia than on the island of Singapore. Only a short distance from the tempering sea wind, the air turned humid and oppressive. Durell felt the sweat start out of him. It was nine o'clock before the little convoy assembled under the silent rows of trees on an abandoned coconut plantation. The shadows were gloomy under the motionless palms, and a grayness seemed to fill the air. There had been no problems in avoiding the border checkpoints on the beach where the boats crossed, and the cars used by others on the causeway had been given only a routine scanning. The two jeeps and command car, with all the weapons hsted by Red Rod, were waiting for them.
Durell chose an Israeli Uzi for himself, admiring its clean simplicity. Near the command car was a famiUar trio—Riddle, Von Golz, and Anna-Lise. They, too, were dressed in tough jungle clothes for the occasion.
Von Golz began heavily: "So. It seems you work for us after all, Herr Durell. We are very pleased."
"Think again. None of you gets the painting. My deal with Riddle was off when he allegedly fired me."
Von Golz coughed. "Surely we can come to agreement. We must be alUes." He dropped his voice to a hoarse whisper. "So many of us have selfish motives, nein? Can you trust the Chinese? And they are so divided. Can you trust this—this Red Rod? He makes me shake, he looks so dangerous. And our daughters—Anna-Lise and her friends—I think they have their own plans yet, if we recover the painting. And Riddle "
"You walk in a quicksand of suspicion, Herr Von Golz."
"Truly, it is the way the world goes. Your own motives are not above reaching an honorable arrangement "
"With you? No."
The stout German waved helplessly. There were dark sweatstains under his arms. "All will be lost, when— when ?"
"When thieves fall out?" Durell asked, imsmiling.
"You are amused? You have the map now. You seem to have the loyalty of these—these gangsters. But do you think you will ever get out of this outlandish jungle aUve?"
"I aim to." Durell looked at the tall Anna-Lise and remembered her full Valkyrie's body on the sampan, offered to him without inhibition. He felt a pang of regret.
The blonde smiled at him coldly. "Hadn't you better join Denis and Linda?" Durell suggested. "You can cook up your last plans with them."
She remembered the sampan, too. It was in her eyes. "You are a heartless man," she said. "I hope you die today."
Mr. Han rode in the- scout car with Durell. He was nervous, and spoke of his daughter. He felt he was deserting Pan while she was in danger in the hands of Madame Hung.
"I think we'll see her soon," Durell said calmly.
"Why do you expect that, sir?"
"Young people can be remarkably stubborn. They don't give up easily."
The old man looked thoughtful. "Yes, it is this modern world. Children rebel against authority. Perhaps it was always so, but everything moves faster, too fast for my tired eyes to see anything but confusion. And confusion is the father of foolish fears."
Durell glanced at Red Rod, who drove the heavy command car. He had never known the cadaverous Chinese by any other name. The gaunt face told him nothing. But plainly, after this day, Mr. Han would no longer control the myriad tentacles of power embodied in the Five Rubies. The Triads would despise him for his failure to prevent the desertions induced by Madame Hung. Durell wondered if Han was aware of this; but he could tell nothing from the old man's face, either.
They headed north by devious jungle trails, some of them so overgrown that the Triads had to get out and hack away the vines in their path. There had been much rain, confirming the report from Kuala Lumpur, and now and then they splashed and fought through bogs where the mosquitoes whined about them in voracious clouds, where the sun could not penetrate the leafy overhead, and where it seemed they were totally lost in a primeval jungle of a tropical world long past.
Durell held the compass, and occasionally guided Red Rod when they came to a fork in the trail. Progress was slow. He was aware of precious hours passing, and the heat mounted until the men were somnolent and exhausted.
Von Golz and Riddle sat in the middle row of seats in the scout car. Behind them were crowded three Triads, armed with their submachine guns. In the jeeps behind them were the other men, with Deakin, Linda, and Anna-Lise grouped immediately behind the scout car. Now and then Durell turned to catch them in animated conversation, their heads close together.
At noon, he estimated they had gone only halfway to Duphonong, according to Han's chart. Several times they skirted working plantations or small villages hacked out of the jungle. Twice they forded small streams whose swollen waters attested to the recent jungle storm. There were windfalls where the men had to haul away trees that blocked their way. And once they came to a mile-long valley devoted to rice paddies, where Malay women worked knee-deep in the water, their colorful skirts tucked up between their knees and knotted over their bellies, making them all look pregnant. The brown faces stared at them from under wide conical straw hats. Water buffalo snorted uneasily at the groaning engines of the little convoy.
The men hid their weapons when they passed such settlements, but it was plain that the villagers knew who and what they were. Their faces became closed and hostile; the liquid brown eyes, ordinarily friendly and laughing, were blank.
"It is an old trail we follow," Red Rod said, "when the Communists guerrillas terrorized the plantations here. Of course, the Singapore miUtary ran sweeps through this country, but no one ever knew when there would be an ambush. In those days, every man walked about with a gun in his hand, always." The Chinese paused. "I have not been here since you and I fought in this place, many years ago, Durell. It is changed."
Duphonong lay in a valley between ranges of hills that ran north and south. There was a small river, rice paddies, a wide and flowered kampong, a narrow airstrip with a tin-roofed shack, and the inevitable Coca-Cola signs on rusting metal. A Buddhist temple thrust its tower against a metallic noon sky. The river had overflowed its dikes and washed into the rice fields.
The main street of the town, a dusty extension of the road that came through, was empty.
Not a human being was in sight. Not a water buffalo, not a child, not a dog. There was no sound except the distant chittering and clucking and rustling of the jungle trail they had just left.
Duphonong looked as if it had just died.
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The brakes of the command car squealed gently as Red Rod brought them to a halt. The other jeeps parked behind them on the grassy edge of the road. A hot wind blew dust devils between the wooden houses with their thatched roofs and long eaves that looked like the prows of ships. Under a banyan tree on the kampong, there was a food shack, and wisps of steam came from the rice kettles and bowls on the counter. The wind made the Coca-Cola sign creak dismally.
"We are too late," Red Rod whispered. His sunken eyes glittered, and he put on sunglasses against the open glare. "The others have come before us. See the tire tracks?"
"I see them," Durell said. "I also see that the food stand was busy only minutes ago. We're not far behind."
"Yes, but which is the true way to go?"
"Let's try the airstrip."
"I think the temple would be best," said Red Rod. "I wonder if the caves are still used up there?" He pointed to the left, where a saddle slot in the high, green hills made a natural route for any planes landing here beside the rice paddies. "The Communists used the caves, you remember, when they terrorized the countryside here. Here, you need sunglasses, too, Durell."
Durell took the pair that Red Rod handed him. He still couldn't see any caves up there in the jungled cleft between the hills. But through the green lenses he saw artificially straight lines cut into the mountainside, and he pointed them out. "What's all that?"
"An old pagoda ruin."
"All right. Go on, slowly." Durell kept his Uzi on his lap, his finger on the trigger.
If there had been any law in Duphonong, it had had the good sense to melt into the jungle when the other Triads approached. The command car's engine sounded abnormally loud when Red Rod started it. Behind them, the other jeeps jolted down the dusty main street. Mr. Han stirred, as if he were about to speak; but he tugged at his thin beard and was silent.
Von Golz, however, broke the silence with a harsh curse. "Are you mad? It is a trap! We ride as if on parade "
"Shut up," Durell said.
Riddle spoke up. His cropped head turned from left to right, surveying the empty shops of the town. "Golzie is right, you know. Maybe we ought to give it up." »
"That doesn't sound like you." 
"A smart man knows when he's in too deep, or when he's in unfamiliar and enemy territory."
"That's where we are, all right. Now keep quiet."
Red Rod stopped the car in front of the gleaming Buddhist temple off the kampong. The broad steps were worn and old, and the tinkle of wind bells came from somewhere. Durell got out, cradling the Uzi at the ready. Red Rod took the car keys with him before joining him at the temple door. The Chinese was almost seven feet tall, and he cast a long shadow in step-pattern as they paused before the open doors. Durell smelled incense and paused to adjust to the gilded gloom inside. The wind bells suddenly clashed and he raised the Uzi with a jerk. Then he saw the priest.
The priest was a stout man in the usual saffron robe, moon-faced, with a shaven head. He came forward in silence, ignoring their weapons, and his almond eyes shifted from the Chinese to Durell, and he spoke in passable nglish.
"There is no one here, sirs, but myself."
"Why has everyone gone away?"
"Because they are afraid, sir, when the others come, your companions. Some of us remember the bad days, the old days, so the villagers fled."
"Where?"
The priest shrugged. "Into the paddies, the jungle."
"What happened here?" Red Rod asked hollowly.
"Nothing, sir. I recognize you. Your men came and asked questions, rather brutally, of the mayor and some others, about a plane crash, which we had heard about. We know you and fear your kind, sir. So the people ran away."
"When did the other men come through?"
Again a shrug of saffron shoulders. The Buddhist was not afraid. "Three, four hours ago, perhaps earlier."
"Which way did they go?"
"North, where they were told the plane had crashed. They were told the truth. Why not? If we lied, they would come back and kill us and bum the village. It was not of importance to us, so we did not lie."
"Did they say when they were coming back?"
"I have been praying that no one in Duphonong will see them again. Do you intend to kill me, sirs?"
"We're not with them," Red Rod said curtly. "We will do no harm. If you remember me, from the old days and bad days, then you will remember that those I fought were your enemies."
"But that was before you lost your ideals and your sense of God and became a criminal," said the priest calmly. "I am ready to die, if you insist on eliminating; me.
"You seem anxious for it," Red Rod whispered. The bloody lights in his cavernous eyes brightened, and he lifted his gun restlessly. "Durell, show him your map. Priest, where did the plane crash?"
The Buddhist's ifingers roved over the folds of paper and picked the same coordinates that Mr. Han had indicated. "There, sir. The people in the plane were killed, we heard. We had a violent storm then. It is a desolate area, but your friends will have reached the place by now. They will be returning here. There is no other way south. That is why the villagers are still hiding."
Durell nodded. "All right. Let's go." ;
The airstrip was small and dilapidated, baking and shimmering in the heat and dust. The wind sock lifted and a fell in the gusts of hot wind. Durell wondered if they were : not too late after all. The priest's words might not be I counted on. He got out of the command car in front of the tin-roofed operations shack. To the left was a canal that stretched north to the saddle in the hills. On either hand were the rice paddies, empty of the usual bent figures of peasants. The door to the operations shack was open.
Tied down in front of a hangar shed was a Piper Comanche four-seater and the hulk of an old DC-3 that still carried traces of its World War Two camouflage on the fuselage, but the props were gone and it looked as if it hadn't been moved for years. In the hangar was a workbench, engine parts, drums of oil and fuel, another Piper, newer. Durell walked carefully into the gloom and circled the second Piper and saw the sunburst symbol on its wings, identical to the jewelry worn by the girls as their flower device.



"Be careful," he said to Red Rod. 
"Can you fly this plane?" 
Durell opened the cabin door and peered inside. "The instrument panel is smashed. Ignition key's gone." Then he heard a sound and lifted his head and the gun. "Let's find out why."
He stepped through an open door into the adjacent operations office. The sound he'd heard was the groaning of an injured man. There was a window facing the airstrip and a door in the back. On the wall was a dusty chart of the area, a photo group shot of old Flying Tiger pilots, a small flag of Malaya, a Union Jack. The man sprawled behind a wide wooden desk. All Durell could see of him were heavy work shoes and khaki trouser cuffs. The right shoe looked bloody, and twitched. With a gesture, he sent Red Rod out to check the back door, then stared at the new radio transceiver on a metal stand nearby. It was humming softly. He felt better.
Red Rod returned, ducking his head under the doorway. "There is a Jeep out there. No keys, though."
"Find them," Durell said. "We'll need it."
"What about this man?"
Durell shrugged. He guessed the injured man was European, a redheaded Englishman, from the cockney curses he muttered now. He had been shot in the groin, and there was a large puddle of blood between his legs. He looked half dead, and would probably die in a few minutes, having been lying here unattended for a couple of hours.
Durell knelt beside the man. "It's all right," he said in English. "Who did this to you?"
"Bloody—bastard—Chicoms " the man gasped.
"Chinese? Was a woman with them?"
"Coo—a witch—bitch—oh God, I hurt, I hurt!" The cockney accent spiraled into a suppressed scream. Durell held the man's hand tight enough for his grip to get through.
"How old was this witch—the woman who shot you?"
"Who? Oh—young—blimey, a youngster—"
Red Rod drew a hissing breath. "Why did they shoot you?" he asked the man.
"Wanted to use—me radio—then she—she shot me, anyway " The wounded man jacked himself up on his elbows, looked down at the bloody mess of his body, then at Durell. His snub, freckled face twisted with horror. "For God's sake—"
He died.
As he fell backward, suddenly boneless, Durell turned. Red Rod stood with his PPS-41 pointed at his head.
Durell's Uzi was flat on the floor under his hand. He did not pick it up. He looked into the reddish, almond-shaped eyes of the Chinese and spoke quietly.
"Something worrying you, old friend?"
"Everything about this worries me."
"Point your gun somewhere else. We're through here."
"Not yet." Red Rod did not move. "Tell me what I'm doing here, please. Tell me why I was called back into this. Han is my superior, but the Five Rubies are in civil war. Which is my side, Durell?"
"Neither. You're with me, as in the old days."
"And afterward? If we live through this?"
"You go back to your wife and kids."
"And the police? And M.I.6?"
"No trouble," said Durell. "I'm going to pick up my gun now and you're going to start that Jeep somehow, right?"
"Why should I trust you?"
"Because you and I are alone in this."
"For old time's sake?" Red Rod asked. "For money?"
"You name it, old friend."
Red Rod lowered his gun. His grin was corpselike. "For old time's sake, yes. Frankly, I enjoy being with you."
He went out through the back door like a ghost.
Durell put his Uzi on the table next to the radio transmitter. He stared at the dials for half a minute, his hand on the metal top, feeling its warmth. There came clanking noises from outside the back door. There came other noises from the airstrip, where the little convoy was parked and waiting in the hot noonday sun.
When he was sure he could operate the radio set, he put on the earphones and began to broadcast on the wavelength he had memorized back in Singapore.
"Broker Two, Broker Two, red signal, red signal, over.**
There were only cracklings in reply. He turned the dials very gently. "Broker Two, Broker Two, reply, please."
Loud and clear came the answer from Kuala Lumpur. "I hear you, come in, Broker Two."
'T need the train schedule through Duphonong," Durell said. He was told to wait, and he heard shouting out on the airstrip, the sound of argument, a man's yell. Then a shot.
"Here it is," said the radio. "Four-forty. It's a plantation freight, Broker Two, narrow gauge."
"Afternoon? Four-forty? Daily?"
"Right, Broker Two. What else can I do?"
"Any more word on the plane wreck?"
"Rumors only. Pilot killed. Rescue squad not there yet. No word on the cargo, either."
"Can you get on the train?" Durell asked.
"No time, sir. But I could fly in. How many men can you use?"
"All you can get. Wait at the airstrip in Duphonong for me if I'm not there. Out."
Durell switched off. The vicious rattle of rapid-fire w^eapons came from the sunlit field outside. The window suddenly shattered as bullets tore through it and showered glass over the desk and the dead man and made the faded flags on the oflfice wall jump with puffs of dust. Durell grabbed the Uzi and crawled across the floor to the back door. The hot sunlight blinded him. He took his sunglasses from his shirt pocket and put them on with his left hand and kept his finger on the Uzi's trigger. Red Rod had vanished. The Jeep he had mentioned stood in the shade under the overhanging roof. Durell edged past it and looked around the comer to the airstrip. Distantly, to the north over the rice paddies, glass winked from^ a windshield, and there was a long curl of dust hovering over the airfield.
The command car and the two jeeps were gone. Three Triads who had foolishly resisted the betrayal were sprawled in front of the open hangar doors.
Durell watched the dust drift away in the hot wind that blew across the valley. The sound of laboring engines racketed in diminishing echoes from the surrounding hills.
"Red Rod?" he called softly.
He walked around the shack into the open. No one was in sight except the three dead gangsters. There hadn't been time for Red Rod to join the defectors. He thought of Han and Von Golz and Riddle and swore at the avarice of mankind.
"Yo, Durell."
Red Rod came out from behind a row of oil drums. He held his Madson PPS-41 loosely in his left hand, unfolding himself to his gaunt height. There was blood on his cheek and the sleeve of his right elbow was torn. Durell looked at the oil drums and said, "Not a good place to hide from bullets. You could've gone up in smoke."
"They are empty." Red Rod spoke flatly. "Everyone has gone. It seems that Mr. Riddle and the others have crossed you." He waved a thin, flapping arm toward the dust trails.
Durell smiled. "I half expected it. They'll only do some of our work for us."
"But your young Mr. Deakin was taken with them, too. Is he not of some value?"
"Everything is relative. Denis doing his job, like the others."
"I don't understand."
"No need. Did you get the jeep started?"
"It can be done in ten minutes."
"Make it five," DureU said. "I'll find some water."
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A rough trail paralleled the narrow-gauge rail tracks that came down out of the northern hills, and Durell did the driving, the Uzi down on the floorboards at his left side. The convoy of defecting Triads had a twenty-minute start, but he did not push the jeep too fast. The rail tracks looked rusty, and he hoped Kuala Lumpur's information on the 4:40 was correct. It left him three hours and some minutes. Quite possibly, he wouldn't make it. But he had to. There was no other choice.
Red Rod had found sandwiches in the operation shack's refrigerator, and they ate these while they drove. The valley narrowed, the rice paddies became terraced along the converging hillsides, and then they gave way to jungly growth, a few patches of teak forest, a small tea plantation that showed no signs of life.
The saddle in the hills ahead seemed as far away by two o'clock as when they had started. But the outlines of the ruined pagoda became sharper, and as the jeep labored up the roughenmg road. Red Rod pointed out a dark cavity in the cliffs and said, "That is one of the caves where the Communist terrorists hid out. They are all linked, remember?"
"I also remember," said Durell, "that it's a bad trail up there. One man could hold off a hundred if he liked."
"It will not be easy. We might kill ourselves."
"Nothing like trying," Durell said.
Presently the rough road diverged from the railroad and took to the top of a narrow, jungled gorge above the tracks. Below, there was a trestle bridge at the upper end of the gorge where only the tracks had room to go through. Durell stopped the jeep a hundred feet from the spot and frowned.
"We could use some plastic explosives."
"Why should we destroy the bridge?" Red Rod asked. "You are interested in the train that comes through here?"
Durell said: "I never hked to run for the 4:40 express. It would be fine if we could make it wait for us."
"There are trees, and an ax on the back seat. Do they not complement each other, if we have the time?"
"We'll make the time," Durell said. "I hate being rushed."
In moments, they clambered down the side of the gorge. A white-spumed stream came down the mountain here, and the air was cooler than in the valley that now stretched far below them. Durell looked up at the vine-covered escarpments that hid the old guerrilla caves. Wild monkeys chattered at him, and parrots made brilliant streaks of color as they flickered through the foliage. Above the little river, there was an ineffable sense of calm and peace and beauty.
Then, again, they heard the sound of shooting.
From not more than a mile up the notch came three regularly spaced shots. Then a quick fusillade of more. Then silence again.
Red Rod lifted his cadaverous face toward the sound.
"Are you not disturbed by that, Durell?"
"A little. Let's fell a few trees across these tracks. Then we'll see who's having afternoon tea up there."
"I am getting nervous," Red Rod said, "and you keep making jokes."
"I'm not nervous," Durell said. "I'm just scared. You whistle in the dark when you're scared."
"I never learned to whistle," said the Chinese. "It must be a great comfort to you."
The ax echoed and clanged in the high ravine. They dropped two trees just above the trestle bridge, and then another for good measure, and all this took twenty minutes that Durell could not afford. He listened for more shots up the valley, but there were none. Sweating, wiping his face and sunglasses, he returned to the jeep with Red Rod.
They did not have to drive far.
The trail started to dip down again toward the tracks, and from this height in the notch between the hills, they could see the matted jungle ahead, bisected by the gash of the railroad right-of-way snaking north. It was at this highest point that they found one of the jeeps, wrecked, hanging precariously over the lip of the cliff.
Durell braked at once. He heard only the squawking of the parrots and the rush and tumble of the river behind them.
"See anything?" he asked softly.
"The other cars will be parked half a mile ahead," whispered Red Rod. He picked up his gun. "The trail to the caves and over the mountain begins there."
"Look again," Durell said.
He pointed to three bodies in the road.
"Three shots," he said grimly. "Remember?"
They got out and walked carefully along the trail. Sunlight hit the side of the ravine and splashed the road where the trees did not cast any shade.
"It's Mr. Han," Red Rod said flatly.
"And the German. And Riddle." Durell paused. "What you see, friend, is about twenty billion dollars' worth of bodies."
"It is an awesome sum," murmured the Chinese.
Little Mr. Han had been shot in the back of the head; he lay sprawled on his side in the middle of the road like a forgotten heap of rags. A white-necked crow lifted itself, flapping, reluctant, from the body. About four feet to the left was Von Golz. The fat German looked surprised. His round face bulged from the bullet that had burst his brain. His pudgy nose was swollen and his mouth hung open. His heavy paunch was deflated, like a burst balloon.
"Sic transit," Durell said. "When thieves fall out, somebody gets it in the neck."
Then a voice shouted: "Hold it just like that, you two! .. . Lise! Come get 'em, Anna-Lise!"
C. C. B. Riddle was far from dead. His blunt face and cropped gray head lifted from the tall weeds beside the jeep trail. There was blood on his neck and shoulder where a bullet meant for his spinal cord had only grazed him. His eyes were bitter. He rolled over on his stomach and pointed his submachine gun at Durell and Red Rod; he looked like a tough, old, and irritatingly wounded bear.
"What happened here?" Durell asked quietly.
"Those two so-called Tiger Generals." Riddle spat. "They went over to the other side, not liking the odds."
"Did you meet the others?"
"No, but I reckon they're not far off."
Durell said accusingly: "But you left us at the airstrip. You had it fixed between you and Mr. Han? Tried to make the play without us? But it didn't work out, right?"
"Just drop your gun and don't try anything."
Durell kept the Uzi in hand. "Don't be a fool. Riddle. You need us. You won't be so lucky again. One of us can kill you, whatever you do."
Riddle laughed and chmbed to his feet. "Anna-Lise is quite a gal. And she's right behind you."
Durell did not doubt it. Red Rod started to turn, and Anna-Lise's voice rapped: "Stand still or I'll blow your heads off. Believe me, I'd like to."
"You're a true angel," Durell said.
The blond girl swung wide around them and halted about five feet from Riddle. She had a Russian PPS-41, too, and seemed anxious to use it. Her blue Valkyrie eyes were glacial, and her mouth was crooked with a small smile.
"Where are Deakin and Linda?" Durell asked.
"The gooks took them up the cliff, as hostages."
"But you got away?"
"I'm smart. I saw it coming. They thought I fell down the ravine when I jumped, but it was just a loose log I kicked over and down into the river."
Durell sighed. He saw Red Rod move his feet slightly apart and said quietly: "Hold it, Red Rod. We can use them."
"Maybe they killed Mr. Han, Durell," said the Chinese.
"You owe no loyalty to a dead man." Durell looked at Riddle. "Just what do you propose to do?"
"I'm getting what's mine," Riddle grated. He looked insane. "I paid for the painting and the formula, didn't I?"
"How do you propose to get them back? Hung's plane that was carrying the stuff crashed north of here. That doesn't bother me, because her people reached it and are on their way back with it, over the old guerrilla trails. So there's no need to find the crashed plane now. Hung did that work for us, and she's bringing what we want straight at us. But how do you propose to get it away from them?"
Riddle squinted at him. "Can I hire you again?"
"No."
"Anna-Lise, what do you think?" Riddle asked.
"Kill them. You can't trust them," she said.
"Yes, you're a sweet girl," Durell told her.
She stepped forward and lifted her gun in fury, as if to smash it across his face. Durell moved smoothly, aware of Red Rod moving in the same split second to take advantage of her mistake. Durell came in under the girl's swinging gun, caught it and twisted it down, and she staggered, went off balance, and started to fall. He went down with her, since she still clung to the weapon, and they rolled over and he felt the edge of the road at the cliff. She gasped and made a spitting sound. She was strong, writhing under him, then over him. Her skirt tore wildly. At the same time, he heard Riddle's gun chatter, releasing six slugs before it was cut off. He had no time to look. The girl's long hair swung acrdss his face and they rolled over once more and gravity then took over. They were falling. Durell wrenched the gun free, felt a jolt against his ribs as he came up against a tree, and twined his fingers in the girl's thick hair with a quick, instinctive grip. Anna-Lise screamed. She fell, and he held her by her long hair, dangling from his grip, while he whipped his free arm around the trunk of the tree that had saved him. Her weight almost wrenched his arm from its socket. Pain hit him all the way down to the ribs and the base of his spine. But he did not let go. It hurt her, he thought savagely, a lot more than it hurt him.
For some seconds, Anna-Lise dangled like a life-size doll, hanging by the long hair of her scalp above the ravine.
Then, slowly, Durell pulled back, braced his boot against the tree, and hauled the girl upward. Her arms flailed, and he got his other foot against the tree, braced himself, hunkered back a few inches, then a few inches more, dragging Anna-Lise with him. He noted with passing satisfaction that she had dropped her gun. Sweat bathed his body. He pushed himself up and back once more, still seated on the sharply tilted ground, and now his legs were straight out before him, pushing against the tree trunk.
"Grab at something," he said quietly.
Her face was dead white. Her eyes rolled up to look at him. "Oh, you son of a bitch! Why don't you drop me?"
"Don't tempt me. Are you going to help, or not?"
She wrapped one arm around the tree bole and he was able to ease the pull on her long hair. A moment later he Caught her free hand and heaved himself back up on the road again. The girl fell flat beside him and put both hands on the top of her head and wept with pain.
"Red Rod?" Durell said.
"All is well," said the Chinese. "But you should have dropped her."
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Riddle stood disarmed, rubbing the side of his square face. Durell walked slowly, aware of a trembling in him. He saw Anna-Lise look at the dead Mr. Han and her father, but the girl's face was an emotionless mask.

"I think we'd better be friends," Durell said. "We're hardly home free, yet."
Riddle spoke slowly. "We haven't got a chance."
Durell tossed a gun back to him. "Oh, yes, we have. Depending on whether we have some rope, and if you can climb mountains."
There was a coil of nylon in the back of the wrecked jeep. Durell wound it around his waist and shoulder and led Riddle and the girl off the narrow road to the steep slope soaring overhead. Red Rod moved down the way a bit before he, too, started to climb on their flank.
Anna-Lise proved to be expert at finding the best upward path. She moved on lithe legs, easily and surely. Riddle followed, his square body clumsy, his feet slipping and sending small landsUdes of gravel bouncing down to get in Durell's way. They were all armed again, but it was a vicious kind of truce, he reflected. The world ought to be saved from such fanaticism as the girl's, he thought grimly. But it always seemed that a new crop came along with each generation.
In twenty minutes, the railroad and the trestle with its barricade of fallen trees looked like a small model down in the gorge. The air was hot and lifeless again. It was fifteen minutes after three. Durell called a halt and listened, but only natural sounds filled the gorge. Red Rod lifted an eyebrow and then at Durell's nod he skinned his Ups back over long teeth in a strange grin and cUmbed up ^ead of them. Anna-Lise watched him speculatively.
"Where is that man going?"
"Scouting for the trail to the caves," Durell said. He explained that the area had been used by Communist guerrillas in the early '50's. "We'll meet up with the painting up there, I should think. Does Red Rod bother you?"
"He looks like death. Can you trust him?"
"No. But right now, he has nowhere else to go."
They climbed again. The cliff was steeper, the slope unmanageable without the rope. Red Rod was out of sight, but now and then Durell heard the slight sounds of the Chinese man's progress. They were sweating and suffering muscular tremors from the effort to ascend. They had to use the rope finally, with Anna-Lise scrambling up ahead. He didn't quite trust her when he had to put his own weight on the rope. For an instant, as he swung and dangled in empty air, while she supported him, he saw the strange smile on her face above him. Her eyes were like Alpine glaciers. But she did not let him fall. Riddle came up more slowly and laboriously.
"Now we're even," Anna-Lise said.
"Not quite. Do you know about Pan?" he asked abruptly.
"What about her?"
"Do you know what happened to her?"
"I can't guess. She helped us organize this whole thing, you know."
"Yes, and you fell for it, didn't you? You and poor Ryana and Linda. Three innocents."
"Shut up," the blonde said angrily. "You're confusing me. That's an old trick, and I won't fall for it."
Soon afterward they found a narrow footpath and Red Rod stood waiting for them, his bony face turned outward across the valley. Far down the nether slope, they could see the Jeep trail and the tiny, glinting cars halted there. It was the command car and the two jeeps, and they were guarded by pinpoint figures of Triad men lounging beside them.
"They have climbed up ahead of us, Durell." "It was expected. We've only forty minutes now. Add twenty for the railroad crew to clear the track, and we have it made. Where is the nearest cave entrance?"
"Just ahead."
"We'll need some light."
"There should be lanterns, cached long ago."
Durell went first now. Red Rod took up the rear, and Riddle and the girl walked between. It had been many years since Durell had been here, but memory flooded back easily and accurately. He found the first cave entrance, a narrow cleft between scrubby brush growing in the face of the escarpment. The trail had turned, and they could see the vine-grown, eerie outline of the old Buddhist temple that once had towered above the gorge as a stopping place for pilgrims. He studied the mossy terraces up above and suddenly did not feel as confident as before. Six or seven men stood, armed, on the lowest terrace. They seemed to be waiting for something. He wished he had field glasses, and adjusted his sunglasses to see better, but it was no help.
"Inside," he said.
They ducked into cool, damp shadow. The cave widened at once, and Red Rod dropped to his knees and grunted with satisfaction. He came up with a white nylon parachute bag.
"Right where you left it long ago, Durell."
There were grenades and plastic explosives and fuses in the bag, together with electric lamps and a kerosene lantern and a can of kerosene. The battery lamps were long dead, and Durell lit the oil lantern. Anna-Lise watched him.
"You have been here before," she said accusingly.
"Don't talk so loudly. There's company up ahead. Years ago, during and after the war, I did some work here. Now move on ahead. There's a fork in the passage after about sixty paces. Take the right-hand one. It's a
steep climb. It used to be a water flume for an underground lake just under the top of this mountain." He waved his Uzi, thinking about it. "Now let's move."
He was by no means certain that the painting would arrive at this place by now. But the others had seemed sure, those who had preceded him here and who had killed Han and Von Golz, certain they had success in their grip. His face went grim. They threaded the maze of tunnels and caves quickly, following the erratic glow of the lantern Red Rod held. After some minutes of steady climbing, Durell paused to divide the grenades and explosives between Red Rod and himself. In the lambent flame. Red Rod looked more cadaverous than ever.
The sound of rushing water came to them, louder with each upward step. Red Rod squeezed through a narrow fissure and they found themselves on a ledge with deep black water sliding about their feet.
Red Rod was troubled. "All this rain, from the storm. The underground lake must be spilling over."
"That's fine," Durell said.
The Chinese looked at him and smiled his death's-head smile. "Yes, it could be done. Let us see."
They came to an opening where daylight filtered in lime-green tints through concealing vines. Durell looked out. They were just above the temple, and the daylight came through the pattern of ruined walls and floor of what had been the main hall of the sanctuary. The walls were intact on each side, forming a broad corridor toward the former entrance. Two men crossed the opening, about fifty yards away. Both were armed Triads. Then he saw a small feminine figure stride impatiently across the open slot, after the two men.
"Can we get a higher view?" he asked Red Rod.
But Red Rod had vanished.
"Stay here," he told Anna-Lise and Riddle. Riddle grated, "How can we tackle them, just the four of us? And none of us trusting the other? You're mad." Durell watched the feminine figure on the mossy temple floor. She was watching something up-valley through field glasses, and she spoke briefly to one of the armed men.
"Good. Right on time," Durell said. "Now don't move."
Anna-Lise looked rebellious, but he didn't wait for her explosive reply to his order. He slipped out of the cave and sidled along the vines growing up the back wall of the temple. The enemy on the platform did not turn to look his way. In a moment he was over the left-hand wall and up on the rubble behind a tree to survey the trail that wriggled up the mountain saddle. He looked for long moments before he spotted the little convoy of people climbing up toward the temple ruin. He made a soft, pleased sound and returned.
"Five minutes," he said to Anna-Lise and Riddle.
"For what?" Riddle growled.
"We'll see when Red Rod gets back."
Just then the gaunt Chinese appeared from the cave and said softly, "It is quite natural. The usual flume for the flood waters of the lake goes off to the right, through a big crack inside the mountain. It can be sealed easily. Then the lake will drain this way."
"Did you arrange it?"
"I saw the others coming from the north. I estimated ten minutes, and cut the fuses for that time. I used all the plastic explosive."
"There's one more problem," Durell said.
Anna-Lise spoke curtly. "What's that?"
He looked at her. "We don't want the painting or Denis or Linda to get swept off the mountainside with Madame Hung."
Time stopped. Ten minutes became ten eternities. A hot wind sprang up out of nowhere and howled down the gorge, bending the trees and rattling the vines along the cliffside. Durell sweated. Dust blew from the temple floor and made a screen between him and the restless men on the ledge trail just beyond the temple entrance. At the most, what Red Rod had done would prove a distraction,
and this made him stir and he signed to Riddle to follow him with his gun and they climbed carefully up the northern temple wall again.
The small file of ants he had seen in the mountain pass below now had become people drawing much closer. He though he saw the smoke of a locomotive far off to the north, but he decided it was too soon for that. The approaching climbers would be late, and he felt an agony of impatience. He wished he had cut the plastic bomb fuses himself.
"Are you a good shot, Riddle?" he asked.
"Not with this gun. I'm not familiar with it."
"You just spray it like a hose."
Riddle sweated. "I'm not a mass murderer."
"I thought you were anxious to get back Denis's formula. Here it comes."
"God, we'll be killed," Riddle whispered.
And Durell knew the tycoon was afraid. He wanted to laugh, but he was afraid too.
The oncoming line of climbers was only a few hundred yards away now. He saw young Pan run down the path from the temple ruins to greet them, and a small figure in a coolie hat detached itself from the toiUng, armed men, and stepped out to meet the young Chinese girl. There was a brief greeting. Durell lifted his Uzi.
"You did all sorts of work out West, Mr. Riddle, when you were a young man working on your first million. Ever do any cattle punching?"
"What? Yes, some."
"Cutting out dogies from the herd?"
"Certainly. It was tough work."
"Let's cut out those two women."
Riddle lifted his shaggy brows. "Is one of them this fabulous Madame Hung?"
"I could think of other words to describe her."
"Does she have the painting?"
"It's wrapped under her cooUe shirt. The bitch won't stay dead," Durell said.
Then he threw one of the grenades he had taken from
the parachute pack in the cave. It was a hundred feet down the slope, and he threw the grenade low, aiming to the left behind the two women and between their armed followers. At the next moment, he fired the Uzi in a preUminary burst over the heads of the men. The grenade burst with a shattering roar that shook the hills. The horizon danced. Smoke burst against the green brush cUnging to the side of the cliff. There was an eruption of human figures, none of them hit, as Durell had planned, and each group divided, separating, jumping in opposite directions.
"Fire over their heads!" Durell shouted.
Riddle's gun hammered wildly. The armed Chinese scrambled back down the trail, while the two women, separated from their escort by the grenade explosion, ran hip-swaying and awkward up the slope to the temple. Durell threw another grenade as two of the Chinese paused and started to follow the women. He aimed a little closer this time. One of the Triads spun around and fell off the cliff. The other sprawled flat. The two women vanished behind the crumbled ruins.
Durell got to his feet and scrambled part of the way down. Riddle did not follow. He cursed, and the nape of his neck prickled as he thought of Riddle's gun behind him. He fired bullets into the dust of the trail, widening the gulf between the two women and their escort. From above and to the right, he heard Red Rod's gun begin hammering.
He looked back and saw Riddle finally following him.
When he was fifty feet above the trail, he threw his third grenade toward the Triads scrambling on the ledge. Turning, he felt a bullet scratch the air beside his ear, and saw Madame Hung, her face contorted with a lust for his death; she had a gun in her hand. Beside her was Pan, a younger but equally virulent version of the older woman, transformed as if darkened by the other woman's presence.
A second and third grenade exploded from Red Rod's position as he dropped for cover. There were yells and screams. Above him, the ruins of the temple wept its vines and mossy tears, soaring high over the trail he lay on. He looked for Deakin and Linda, worried about them. How much time was left? Five minutes, maybe less. He ran forward, firing the Uzi deliberately high, and turned a comer of the trail where Hung and the girl had disappeared.
Red Rod shouted dimly. He couldn't see the Chinese because of the ruined wall that abutted the narrow path. But he flattened against it and heard the whine of bullets go above him. Smoke drifted in the air, torn by a gust of hot wind. He edged around the comer of the trail.
Another bullet snickered overhead. Chips of stone stung his face. He saw some of the Triads who had murdered Han and Von Golz clotted at the temple entrance. Madame Hung and Pan hadn't joined them yet. The older woman's hair had come undone, and she'd lost the cooUe hat. Her mouth was open and she screamed something
The mountain shook. The trail heaved under Durell's feet. He fell to his knees as sound roared and screamed about his ears. He thought, Thafs a hell of a charge Red Rod set by the underground lake, and he saw part of the temple wall slowly crumble and fall. Pan screamed. She tentatively moved toward him, looking backward, and there came another vast sound as if a rushing, gurgling water main had burst. As indeed it had, he thought grimly. Mingled with the sound of water came a mmble of falling rock and stone. The path behind him dissolved in an avalanche of rubble and uprooted trees that dropped slowly, sohdly, into the gorge.
Over the sound of dislodged earth and rock came the heavier rumbling of water, released and free, rushing, chuckling, spouting from its long imprisonment in the mountain's belly.
A foaming jet suddenly spurted from the temple gate as if from a sluiceway, arched high between the two women and the remaining Triads behind them, and suddenly tripled in force, a small Niagara, awesome, irresistible, sweeping everything from its path as it gushed and tumbled and fell in a white glitter of diamond-drops and spume, arching in the air and then curving down, down into the ravine.
Madame Hung stared in dismay at the barrier between herself and the men who might have helped her. Pan shrank back, twisting back and forth like a young trapped animal.
Durell ran forward. He heard Riddle behind him, but he didn't look back. At the last moment, Hung heard him and twisted and fired at him, and something hit his arm and flung him sideways and he stumbled, almost falling from the ledge, with everything a confusion of mud landslides and spouting water, screams and shots. Then he was on the woman, hurling her back against the cliff that abutted the path.
Now at last he grappled with the mistress of Satan. He smelled the evil of her hatred, and her lust for his hfe.
She was abnormally strong, inviolate in her madness. His left arm was numb and slippery with blood, but he got her gun from her, twitching it aside, and it fell from the path. He was aware of Pan, like a miniature harpy, her face congested with hate and frustration, trying to circle him. Riddle caught her and flung her aside. Durell felt something crackle when he threw Madame Hung against the ruined temple wall.
She breathed with a long hissing sound.
"You cannot have it," she whispered.
"Give it to me."
"It is mine! Mine!"
"Not now. Not ever." Durell was shaking. He put out his bloody left hand. "Pass it to me."
Behind him, the water released from the lake roared and thundered in a great gushing stream in the air above the gorge. Nothing could pass through it. He wondered about Linda and Deakin—
Madame Hung suddenly threw herself at him, dodged his arm, fell to one knee. Durell caught the front of her peasant blouse and ripped it open. Around her waist was a long folded sash of canvas. It came free as he caught her and it twisted around her legs and made her stumble. She screamed and fell. Durell dropped flat on the edge of the canvas that unrolled from her frantic body. It sHpped and he caught an elbow on it and Madame Hung was suddenly free of it and plunged over the Up of the trail and vanished.
For a long moment afterwards, he lay in the dust on the ledge and heard the echoes of the falling woman's scream. It was finally drowned in the roar of the water tumbling into space behind him.
"Durell?"
He closed his fingers on the Uzi and sat up. Riddle had his gun pointed at him. Pan lay unconscious on the path, a bruise mottling the side of her young face.
"Give me the painting, Durell," Riddle whispered.
"You'll have to take it from me."
"Don't make me kill you," Riddle pleaded.
"You can try. You'll have to."
"Please, Durell "
Durell stood up. "Put away that gun."
Riddle's blazing eyes faded into apathy as Durell walked toward him. "I don't understand what's happening. I don't know how you did it."
"Come on. Pick up that girl. We have to climb to get back the other way."
Riddle lowered his gun and nodded slowly, then repeatedly, and muttered something to himself. He slung his weapon over his shoulder and knelt to pick up Pan's slight figure in his arms. Durell followed, flicking blood from his fingers.
Red Rod sat with his legs crossed, Buddha fashion, in the center of the mossy temple floor. His PPS-41 lay across his knees. From the fissure behind him in the cliff, the water of the underground lake had almost stopped flowing.
"Hello, Denis," Durell said.
The young scientist sprawled with his head in Linda's lap. He'd gotten a crack on the head somehow, and there was still a Httle blood from a cut on his forehead, but his eyes were bright and angry with the anger that had taken him out of the laboratory into the active world.
"I'm fine, Mr. Durell," said Denis.
"You look it."
Linda smiled and went on comforting. "Denis was marvelous. He saved my life."
"Good for Denis. Where is Anna-Lise?"
"She chose the wrong side at the last moment." Linda sounded disappointed. "She ran away with the other Triads. They must be on the trail to Duphonong by now. I don't know what will happen to her."
"With the Von Golz fortune, she'll take care of herself."
"Mr. Durell " She paused and bit her lip.
Durell spoke gently. "It was all a hoax. I mean, about you girls working for international peace, all of you together against your greedy, imperialist, selfish fathers. Pan arranged it from the start, even to the sunburst necklaces you wore. It was her big mistake. She used the insignia Madame Hung devised for her private airline, which brought international secrets, via art items, for Peking, via Singapore."
"Pan was really working with Madame Hung?"
Durell looked at the young Chinese girl. Pan sat with her back to the temple wall. She looked innocent and lovable again, even to the dust across her doll-like cheek. Her jet hair, as black as night, was arranged in the neat bangs across her forehead. But her almond eyes were fathomless, blank, and only in them did Durell suddenly see a reflection of the woman who had caused it all.
"Was Hung your mother?" he asked Pan quietly.
She nodded. "And someday, I shall do what she failed to do. I shall kill you. Wait. Someday."
"You'll need nine lives. Like your mother."
The sound of a train whistle lifted through the gorge. Durell slowly got to his feet. Nobody had bothered to help him with his wounded arm. He wrapped a handkerchief around it, using his teeth, and gestured everyone to their feet.
"That's the four-forty and we have to catch it," he said. "It won't wait forever, even when it comes to the trees we knocked down across the tracks."
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Jasmine Jones looked like a surgical nurse, with tape and gauze across her mouth like a sterile mask for the operating room. She wore a dark red robe with silver dragons embroidered on it, and black slippers, and she walked with steady confidence back from the wall. She had pinned up the canvas of the "Nuclear Nude" and now she stepped back to survey the painting. Her almond eyes, alive and sane again, were mildly puzzled, even shocked, and although her wounded mouth prohibited speech, she made it plain she didn't like it. Durell said, "What do you think of it. Levy?" "Beautiful," Liscomb said. But he was watching Jasmine.
It was comfortably air-conditioned in the hospital room at the Halsey Clinic in Singapore. Liscomb's leg was still in traction, but he seemed comfortable, almost happy, with Jasmine for company. Levy said he planned to hire her for the new Control office when the wrecked Great China Bazaar was cleaned up.
The painting glowed on the antiseptic white wall. Durell thought it was quite good. The nude, who looked as if Linda Riddle had posed for it, seemed as alive and vibrant as the real thing; but he quickly pushed the memory of Madame Hung's art gallery from his mind.
"What will you do with it, Cajun?" Levy asked.
"It's too big to stuff into the files."
"You've excerpted it?"
"Infrared, ultraviolet, X-ray, and a bit of careful paint remover," Durell said.
"Was Denis's work really on it?"
"Yes. I had everything microphotographed three times and sent by different routes to Number Twenty Annapolis Street. It's home safe." Durell sighed.
"Did it make much sense?"
"Not to me," Durell said. "I don't believe in neutrinos. I don't think Denis does, either."
Young Deakin smiled shyly through his glasses. He had kept Linda from being snatched by the retreating Triads, and he wore his wounds like medals. Linda had obviously revised her entire opinion of him.
"It will take years of research to learn if neutrinos can really give us a new power source," Deakin said.
"Did you get a contract from NSA?" Durell asked.
"They cabled me. I've accepted."
"What about your work for Mr. Riddle?"
"It will have to go to court, I suppose." Denis wasn't really interested. "It's a curious legal tangle. My work belongs to Mr. Riddle, but the government will claim it in the interests of national security. There will have to be some compensation to both of us."
"Spoken like a true future son-in-law of C. C. B. Riddle," Durell said. He smiled when he said it.
Linda looked radiant. "That's right, Cajun. We're going to be married."
Durell looked at them. "I think you'd better."
They burned the painting in the clinic's incinerator. It didn't take long to turn into a pile of useless ashes. Durell was fussed over by the Indian doctor, his wounded arm was stitched and bandaged, and he was told to take two weeks to rest. Afterward, he visited the British M.I.6 oflSce in Singapore. It was a cool afternoon. The M.I.6 officer in charge was remote and disinterested when Durell asked about Pan.
"We couldn't make anything stick, old boy," he said. "What have you done with her?" "Released her, naturally. What else could we do?" Durell looked oyer his shoulder instinctively. "Where is she now?"
The M.I.6 man spread his hands, stroked his thick moustache, then put his hands flat on the desk. He was amused.
"She's just a child. What does she matter?"
"Did anyone find Madame Hung's body?" Durell asked.
"Not yet, old boy. It's a matter of cooperation with Kuala Lumpur authorities. We're more concerned with rounding up the Five Rubies people." M.I.6 sighed. "We're grateful for your help in smashing them. They did a lot of dirty work here. Rather nasty lot, the Five Rubies."
"You're sure she wasn't found?"
"Why worry about it?"
"I'd like to close our files," Durell said. M.I.6 had no air-conditioners, but it was not warm enough to account for the sweat he felt on his hands. "So they've both vanished?"
"Both?"
"The girl and the mother."
"Oh. Quite."
"The girl was responsible for several murders, you know."
"Not in our jurisdiction, sir. You'll have to take that up with the civil authorities. Interpol may help."
"Thanks a lot," Durell said.
He was careful returning to his hotel suite. He took all the usual precautions letting himself in. With his back to the door, he studied the sunlight coming through the slats over the balcony windows that faced the waterfront. He paused for ten seconds in the sitting room, then took his gun from under his coat and walked to the bedroom door. Red Rod unfolded himself from the bed. The Chinese looked very tall and thin and respectable in a seersucker suit. His smile was just as ghastly as ever. He waved away Durell's gun.
"Hello, old friend."
"Is everything all right with you, Red Rod?" "My wife asked where I'd been for two days. My children did not miss me. My clerks in the souvenir shop I own stole most of the receipts. Everything is normal."
"Do you know that Pan has vanished? And that Hung's body wasn't recovered?"
"You seem disturbed by it, Durell. Pan is at the Seven Isles. She is filing a claim as heir to her mother's estate. Meanwhile, she continues to operate the place for the recreation of Singapore's bored businessmen." Durell asked, "Can we pry her out of there?" "No. The police are raiding it tonight and closing it down."
"Can we go along?"
"We had best not," said Red Rod. "My wife would be very angry." "Why?"
"I have told her so much about you and the old days, and she suspects I've been with you recently. You are invited to dinner, and you would honor my humble house if you accepted."
Durell's plane tickets were for the morning flight. All his reports had been filed, encoded, and cabled to General McFee in Washington. He thought of how nothing was ever tied up in pink ribbons, neatly and completely, in his business. He sighed. His wounded arm ached. He felt tired.
Red Rod watched him. "It is no use wondering about Pan or Madame Hung, Durell. Whatever happens, they will not be within your reach or mine. It was a pleasant vacation, going into the jungle with you, but now we must each return to where we came from. I shall remember my little trip with you for a long time."
Durell knew he was right.
"Moreover," said Red Rod, and he smiled his ghastly smile again, "I have invited a charming friend, a young woman, to join us. I am sure you will like her."
"It is I," said Durell formally, "who will be honored to have dinner with your family. I accept with pleasure."
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