




























































































































































































































































































96 HARRY PRINCE

I do with the dames who come courtin’ in person?”

Blue said, “I'm your friend, not your father. But in the end
you must throw them away and tell them that they are not
at all satisfactory.”

We checked Loney in at the hotel and left him on the
beach, where he was counting bikinis and trying to make up
his mind if he liked yellow or green.

We stayed in Hollywood, as Blue did not wish to be too
close to the gaff. I asked Sky if niece Bonnie was in the
know about Loney and the scam.

“I don't think so. She did see the ad in our suite, so I
told her we were helping a friend in his search for a mate,
and that is all I told her. I don’t think she would under-
stand this kind of transaction anyway.’ Sky scratched his
head. "Her father, my brother, Phil, was tops in his day—
could sell luggage in Sing Sing's death row. I don’t know
how he ever managed to raise such a four-square daughter.”

The mail started coming in. There were over four hundred
letters the first day. And would you believe it, not even one
applicant was unpleasant, ugly, or greedy. Instead, they were
kind, loving, sympathetic, and very efficient in handling
money, although most admitted they did not have any to
handle at the moment.

Blue and Sky wrote answers to all the letters but did not
mail them. They just chucked them into a closet.

The mail stepped up to twelve hundred a day for a cou-
ple of days and then tapered off. He was so busy answering
letters, Sky didn’t have time to entertain his niece, so I was
elected to take her shopping and lunching, which I found
very pleasant—except that I had to launder my thoughts
and language. She did not stay for dinner anvmore, saying
that she had a new bovfriend who invited her to dine every
night.

One morning there was a knock at the door and Blue
opened it. Two very square-looking joes in grav tweed suits
stood there with unfriendly looks on their faces. One
showed something in a wallet to Blue, like they were FBI
characters. It turned out I was dead wrong. They were USS.









BLUE, SKY, AND THE MARK 99

“Nothing much. We merely thanked them, one and all, for
their concern in Loney’s welfare. Then we told each one
that Loney appreciated their sincerity and to send him more
personal information and a recent photograph—and not to
forget to enclose twentyv dollars to cover costs of handling
the details for Loney.”

“That seems fair to me," 1 said. "I, too, would like to meet
a jill with an estate and twenty-five grand for me to
manage—for onlv a double sawbuck. Even my track advisor
would finance such a project. “But,’ I said, "I noticed that
Loney did not look so chipper anymore. He seemed to have
something on his mind. I expected to find him on the
beach, buried in bikinis.”

“Maybe he misses the chickens and the pig,’ Blue said. "1
once knew this stock broker who walked his pet skunk in
Central Park every night. And you know, never once did this
broker get mugged.”

Personally, 1 think Blue and that broker should mingle
more with psychiatrists, as I never before met guys who pre-
ferred skunks and chickens to bikinied jills, especially play-
ing volley ball, like I saw on the beach.

In a few days, the letters started rushing back in again,
but now they had twenties in them. Some had checks—
which were no problem, as Sky had opened a checking ac-
count in a bank on Hollywood Boulevard. The paper was all
good, as no Simon looking for twenty-five easy “G"s would
queer his play with a rubber check.

I never saw so many twenties since Blue and Sky were in
the money-printing business. That was before inflation. They
went into bonds, which take up less room and are almost
as easy to pass today. So the flight bags began to fill again.

Then Blue got a call from Loney, who said, "My rent here
is about up and I'm ready to go back to Shanty Acres—but
there's a little something I must talk to you about.”

“The gaff paid off like a rigged slot machine,” Blue said.
“Sure, I'll talk to vou, or even your friend, Old Nick himself,
if you like."

We picked Loney up, and on the way back he said, “'I do















front seat of the police car and
let out long breaths. I started
the engine and flipped the air-
conditioner switch up to maxi-
mum, directing the cool flow
onto my face and neck, trving
to stop the itching that alwavs
accompanied a run to an espe-
ciallv dirtv house. Our last one
had made the state university's
insect collection look impover-
ished. I held up mv hand as
Mike lifted the radio mike off
the dashboard clip to mark us
back in service.

“Hold on. Let's get a sand-
wich first.”

Mike shrugged and hung the
mike back up, humming and
tapping out some unidentifiable
tune on the arm rest as we
slipped over to the Dog and
Suds.

I pulled into a slot between
two cars and looked up
through the windshield at the
menu, knowing it hadn’'t
changed for vears, but looking
anyvway. I think I'm going to
have the super chili dog and
fries,” 1 said, wanting to get rid
of the sour taste that alwayvs
seemed to come with the ten-
sion of a busy night. "How
about vou?"

Beginning to feel chilled, 1
flipped down the air-condi-
tioner switch and turned to
Mike, finding him jerking his
evebrows up and down at me
and tilting his head back to-
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ward his window. Looking
around him, I saw four people
in the next car piling half-eaten
sandwiches and half-empty cola
cups back onto the window
trav. A man and woman in the
back seat sat with their faces
turned awav from me, while the
driver had his left hand up cov-
ering his profile, his head
blocking most of my view of the
woman sitting next to him. The
reflection of the car's headlights
blinking on and off flashed in
the windshield of the red Buick
across from them.

Jan, one of the high school
girls who worked the drive-ups
on weekends, her peroxided
hair sticking out in all direc-
tions, sauntered over to the car
and asked the driver if they
were finished. He mumbled
something, keeping his hand up
to his face. Jan had hardly got-
ten the tray off the window be-
fore he dropped the car into
reverse and gunned it, making
her jump back.

Mike twisted around in the
seat as the car pulled away.
“That's them! Come on, let's get
‘em!”

“That's who?"

“The escaped convicts. Come
on!”

“What are you talking about?
That car wasn't blue. It was
green.’

Mike gave me an exasperated
look, eves wide, the skin of his



face drawn back. He snatched
the copy of the teletype off the
clipboard and jabbed his finger
at it. "Look. Two males in their
twenties, one with black hair
and one with brown. Supposed
to have been picked up by a
blonde and a brunette. It all
fits. Didn’t you notice how they
were tryving to keep us from
seeing their faces? Come on,
get this car moving!”

I backed out of the slot as
Jan started toward us. order
pad in hand. She stopped and
slammed her fists to her sides
and said something I was glad |
didn’t hear. After a rolling stop
at the curb, I headed north on
Emerson, glancing over at Mike.
“I'm not even sure that was an
Oldsmobile, and I tell vou it
was green.’

He gave me another drawn-
skin look. "When was the last
time you had a witness give
you a description that was a
hundred percent correct?”
Leaning forward in the seat, he
rubbed his hand across the
dash as we overtook the tail
lights a half-block ahead.

As we pulled up behind the
green Oldsmobile Cutlass, a
young blonde in the rear seat
rubbernecked us several times
until the man sitting next to
her, only the top of his head vis-
ible, reached an arm up and
yanked her down in the seat.

“"Holyv shit,” Mike said when
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we got close enough to read
the plate, “49N6711. 1 told you
so. It's them!”

Waves of icy numbness radi-
ated out from my stomach. “Hit
the dispatcher and have her
send us some assistance.’

Mike looked over at me as if
I'd just said something incredib-
lv stupid. “And let one of the
old farts down here steal the
arrest? No way. Let's stop them
first. We can call for assistance
after we've got them out of the
car and on the ground.”

I gave him the same look
he'd just given me. “You must
be nuts. These two guys killed
a prison guard this morning
and you want us to stop them
by ourselves? Not hardly. Hit for
some help.” I pointed toward
the radio mike.

Sticking out his bottom lip,
Mike moved a hand toward the
dashboard clip just as the Olds-
mobile took a tire-squealing left
onto Aloda Street and into the
first driveway on the south
side, flipping out its lights.

“Theyv're going to bail out!”
Mike yelled, reaching down and
unsnapping the Remington 12-
gauge.

Electricity filled my chest cav-
ity as I pulled into the drive-
wayv. The man in the back seat
leaped out and started across
the front lawn, not running, but
moving fast. He kept his hands
in front of him so that I












machine gun turned with him.
He and the weapon were one.
The gun muzzle looked big
enough to walk through. He
fired once, twice, the deadly
double-tap. The MP-5-A3, with
its sound suppressor, sounded
more like a gallery gun, but I
could hear the thumb-nail-sized
9-millimeter slugs rip past and
thud into the wall a foot to my
right.

Then the muzzle of the most
sophisticated close-range wea-
pon in the world began to
move toward my head. Oddly
enough, it didn't frighten me.

I won't say it was comforting
to look into that gun muzzle,
but I trusted the man in the
black hood. I knew even before
I sat in the shooting chair that
the operator had sat there, too.
Not once, but many times. And
I was counting on the fact that
the FBI wouldn’t want to ruin
their own version of carefully
staged guerrilla theater by
blowing my brains out.

Whap-whap! The double tap
again, this time a foot to my
left, ripping through the paper
figure of Carlos Fernandez, in-
ternational terrorist. By now the
room seemed swarming with
Kabuki-like men in black. I
heard more gunfire, another ex-
plosion as a wall in another
part of the Shooting House was
breached, shouts and orders.

“Come on, move!"' the opera-

tor in front of me commanded.
“Keep your head down. Move!
Move!" His manner was rough,
forceful.

I wouldn't have been tempted
to argue, even if I had been a
real ambassador being held
captive by real terrorists. I was
out of the door of the People’s
Prison and to safety in some-
thing under ten seconds from
the instant the door had
exploded.

As soon as I was out, my
only regret was that I couldn't
join the rest of my journalistic
colleagues in the tower beside
the roofless Shooting House. I
couldn’t watch as the operators
of the FBI's Hostage Rescue
Team cleared the other rooms
of the Shooting House with the
lethal efficiency of a black tidal
wave.

But I couldn’t complain, real-
ly. I had just gotten the closest
view a civilian had ever re-
ceived of the methods that will
be used to combat the most
serious criminal threat of the
modern age. Terrorism. Even
without the blood and gore that
would result from real life,
there was a savagery to the ex-
perience, a frightening and un-
settling power.

I came to be in the Shooting
House as part of what can only
be described as a calculated ef-
fort on the part of the civilized
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world to inspire fear in the
men and women called
terrorists.

The Federal Bureau of Investi-
gation, which has the prime re-
sponsibility for combatting ter-
rorism in the United States, had
invited 50 members of the na-
tional press to a carefully chore-
ographed demonstration of that
agency's newest law-enforce-
ment tool, the HRT (Hostage
Rescue Team). It was an auda-
cious ploy for the normally stol-
id FBI. For one thing, no simi-
lar special-weapons team in the
world had ever put its capabili-
ties and tools on such public
display.

“There were some very im-
portant people inside the Bu-
reau who thought we shouldn't
do it,” said Bill Baker, the newly
appointed assistant FBI director
in charge of public affairs. “We
even consulted our behavioral
sciences people to make sure it
was a sound idea.’

What finally tipped the scales
for FBI director William Web-
ster, who oversaw the demon-
stration on the open ranges of
the FBI's National Academy at
Quantico, Virginia, was the be-
lief that such a demonstration
might give pause to the average
armed political zealot. Con-
trary to popular perception, ter-
rorism experts say that most
terrorists are rational. They are
not suicidal, and they will not

take on well-defended targets.
Terrorism is the tactic of the
weak, and a genuine show of
strength is a rational method of
defeating it.

“We wanted the demonstra-
tion to carry a message to
terrorists—to let them know
that they could try whatever
they wanted, but they would
pay a price for it,” said one of
the strongest advocates of the
demonstration, Ed Best. For-
merly a senior FBI official, Best
now is chief of security for a
Los Angeles corporation which
has a deeply vested interest in
preventing terrorism, the Los
Angeles Olympic Organizing
Committee. At the demonstra-
tion, FBI director Webster said
that the 50-member Hostage
Rescue Team'’s first full-scale
mobilization will be for the
Summer Games in Los Angeles.

The two-hour demonstration
was also based on a fundamen-
tal, if unexpressed, appreciation
of the fact that terrorism is thea-
ter, conceived and produced for
the international media network
of print and television journal-
ism. While none of the dozens
of senior federal law enforce-
ment officials who attended
would say so, it was clear from
the outset that the HRT show
was intended to be theater
every bit as good, every bit as
compelling, as was the Munich
massacre or the Teheran em-
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thousands of 9-millimenter
slugs during live-fire practice of
the sort that is continual for
HRT operators. Because the
place has no roof, spectators
and instructors can look down
from an overhead tower and
observe the action inside. It's a
sweaty-palms kind of place, not
only for spectators, but even for
some of the HRT operators in
training.

Assistant team leader John
Simeone said that the Shooting
House is designed for more
than target practice and tactical
training. Live "hostages” are reg-
ularly placed in the rooms to

accustom the operators to firing-

in close proximity to human
beings. The philosophy is that
operators ought to be condi-
tioned to avoiding human hos-
tages in practice before they are
asked to do so for real.

Usually, the ““hostages’ are
other team members. “We have
a rule: if you're going to shoot,
you also have to sit,” Simeone
said. “We've never had anyone
leave the team because he was
unwilling to sit, but we have
had several operators who just
could not get used to the idea
of firing live rounds a few feet
away from living bodies”

Coulson said no operators
have ever been hit accidentally
during live-fire demonstrations,
but I went around and checked
the Shooting House props,

especially the chairs, for
bulletholes—just to be sure. I
couldn’'t help remembering a
comment from a friend of mine,
a Special Forces reservist who
said that he knew a number of
Delta Team operators.

““Counterterrorism types
aren't overly fond of the interna-
tional press,” my friend once
told me. “In fact, one of their
Shooting House setups involves
a hostage who is supposed to
be a well-known liberal journal-
ist. That sorry son-of-a-bitch is
the only hostage who ever dies
in the Shooting House.” And
then he laughed.

I could find no holes in the
props, no obvious sanguinary
signs of mishap. I figured I was
in no real danger of accidental
assassination, what with the
press corps of the Free World
looking on, so I approached the
Ambassador’s chair. There was
a bit of “good-news, bad-news”
when Simeone gave me my cos-
tume: ear protectors, a pair of
goggles, and a bulletproof vest,
just in case. The goggles clearly
weren't bulletproof, but I took
some comfort from the fact that
the vest was Simeone’s own.

““Now stay in the chair, no
matter what happens, until a
member of the rescue team
tells you otherwise,” Coulson
said firmly. "'If you move
around, you'll be taken down.
Hard. Do not move. Am I
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specific. He tells his factual
story in narrative style, which
enhances its impact. Morrow,
$15.95.

John Minaham brings back
detective “Little John" Rawlings
in The Great Diamond Robbery.
There is another massive heist,
this time by an unexpected
starter who makes off with a
pile. An elaborate stakeout fails
to foil the thief, who flees to
England with Rawlings in pur-
suit. The story then becomes
unexpectedly exotic; the last
part could have been plotted by
Sax Rohmer. This is an escapist
thriller that goes from the very
realistic toward the opposite
end of the spectrum. If you are
willing to suspend disbelief a
little, you will probably enjoy it
very much. Norton, $13.95.

R. B. Dominic is a by-line
used by two professional wo-
men who apparently aren’t
afraid to take on anyone. They
gave it to the medical profes-
sion right between the eyes in
The Attending Physician. Now
the Pentagon is on the receiv-
ing end in Unexpected Develop-
ments. When an advanced
fighter plane for the Air Force
crashes, the surviving test pilot
seeks out investigative Congress-
man Ben Stafford, who appears
regularly in the Dominic books.
When a second crash at the
Paris Air Show takes place,
cover-ups begin to evaporate,

and Stafford goes into action.
The whole book moves swiftly
and with impact as yet another
Washington scandal rapidly un-
folds. The authors won a recent
major award from the Mystery
Writers of America which, unfor-
tunately, they were not able to
accept in person. St. Martin’s,
$11.95.

Anthea Cohen, who has had
wide professional experience in
British hospitals, debuts as a
novelist with Angel Without
Mercy. The setting, not surpris-
ingly, is a British hospital. Miss
Cohen is well known as a short-
story writer. In this new work,
she spends considerable time
building her background and
people before she begins to re-
veal her plot. It is well done
and very readable, but most of
what she has to tell us comes
in the last quarter of the book.
In revealing her criminal, she
uses a fresh device that may be
new to the literature. Double-
day Crime Club, $11.95.

Paperback notes: The long-
running series about superspy
Sidney Reilly on public televi-
sion’'s ‘‘Mystery’’ has a tie-in
book, Robin Bruce Lockhart’s
Reilly: Ace of Spies. Penguin
offers it at $3.95...The impres-
sive Walker British Mystery ser-
ies is continuing to offer uni-
form paperback volumes of
some excellent material. Among
the authors represented in the
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