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BOOK ONE

JUNE 24

James L. Northcutt settled his big frame into a
lounge chair aboard his private Boeing 727/100. = Al-
though there were other passengers, he had indicated
that he wanted to be alone for a while and, since they
were all his employees, they deferred io his wishes.

Northcutt’s rough-hewn features; permanently
weathered to a mahogany hue by the sun and wind,
reflected an inner elation. He grinned with satisfac-
tion as he looked out through the window next to
him. A large number of Chinese Government digni-
taries had come to Peking airport to see him off and
to once again emphasize the magnitude of the success
that had been achieved.

“Would you care for anything, Mr. North-
cutt?” asked one of the four stewardesses who
served as cabin attendants aboard the Boeing.

“The usual,” he replied.

“A double Jack Daniel’s?”

¥ epi?

The stewardess beamed a smile, but hesitated.

“Mr. Northcutt.”

“Yes?” A thick eyebrow rose.

“] — that is, may 1 offer my congratulations ?”

“You may —and I thank you for them.”

Northcutt’s gray eyes followed the girl as she
went off toward the well-stocked bar at the forward
end of the plane’s lounge compartment. She return-
ed with his drink, placed it on the table in front of
him.
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The Boeing’s Rolls-Royce engines were whining
into life.

What he achieved in Peking would be the caps-
tone of his spectacular career in the oil industry. He
had successfully concluded the last difficult round
of negotiations with Chinese Government officials.
He was carrying off a prize that represented an eight-
billion-dollar potential for his company. Now he
was eager to return home and impatient to imple-
ment the vast sweeping projects he had undertaken.

The plane had begun to taxi.

The Boeing with the words Northcutt Interna-
tional Petroleurn Company emblazoned in blue on
its white fuselage touched down at Orly Airport
outside Paris a little before one p.m. local time. It
remained on the ground only long enough to disem-
bark the specialists and technicians who accompanied
James Northcutt to Peking. Northcutt shook hands
with each of them and once again expressed his
appreciation for their contributions to the final
success of his dealings with the Chinese. - The plane
received runway priority and taxied to the head of
a long queue of commercial airliners and took off for
Nice, where it landed less than three quarters of an
hour later.

At Nice, James Northcutt transferred directly
to a waiting — and also private — Alouette helicop-
ter, He ignored immigration and customs formali-
ties. Many years before, he had given ailing French
shipyards a $55 million transfusion in contracts for
tanker construction. A grateful President Charles
de Gaulle rewarded the expatriate American oil bil-
lionaire by appointing him an officer of the Légion
d’Honneur. De Gaulle also ordered that he be per-
manently accorded Freedom of the Port at all French
ports of entry.

Northcutt was especially glad for the privilege



this day. If his presence at the Nice airport became
generally known, he was certain to be mobbed by
members of the French press. Despite his pride and
jubilation over what he had achieved in China,
Northcutt preferred to avoid journalists. For more
than two months, the world had been sliding deeper
into what the media labeled ‘“The Second Global
Energy Crisis”, a situation worsened by another
oil embargo imposed on Western nations by the Arab
oil-producing countries.

The reporters would not be content to ask about
the outcome of the already highly publicized venture
in China. They would bombard him with questions
regarding the energy crisis and Arab embargo. North-
cutt had no desire to make public statements on
those matters. Appropriate answers could be given
out later in his name by vice-presidents or public
relations men on his payrolls.

“Let’s get on our way home — tout de suite,”
Northcutt told the helicopter pilot, his deep baritone
voice easily carrying above the sound of the idling
engines and clack of the slowly revolving blades. He
hoisted himself aboard with remarkable agility and
insisted on occupying the copilot’s seat.

The copter lifted off and headed southwest
along the Céte d’Azur. The trip was short. Very
soon, the Alouette was settling down on the helipad
at Bonheur, James Northcutt’s huge estate near Cap
d’Antibes, his favorite among the homes he owned
in both hemispheres.

The main structure, a seventy-four-room man-
sion, was elegantly splendid in its Mediterranean-villa
style and surrounded by lesser buildings, all designed
and sited to maintain esthetic harmony. One of
these buildings contained offices for a corps of aides
and secretaries, Bonheur was more than a re-
sidence for its owner. It was the headquarters from
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which James L. Northcutt: exercised final authority
and control over his worldwide network of business
enterprises.

L . -

“Mr. Schlechter arrived shortly after noon,”
Medding, the English butler, announced. ‘‘He was
given his usual suite in the west wing.”

“Where is he now?” Northcutt asked.

“In your study, sir. Shall I tell him you’ve
arrived ?”’

“No, I’ll join him there.”

Northcutt turned and, still greatly exhilarated,
walked with jaunty, long-legged strides down a
corridor that led off to the right. Bowls of fresh-cut
flowers from the gardens of the estate stood on tables.
Paintings from his superb collection of Impressionists
and post-Impressionists hung on the walls.

James Northcutt’s study was spacious and high-
ceilinged. Large windows looked out over acres of
gardens and lawns that sloped gently down to a
broad, whitesanded beach beyond which lay
the Mediterranean. Inside the study, recessed
bookshelves flanked a great fireplace. Furniture
in the room achieved an ideal balance between
utilitarian efficiency and luxurious comfort.

Samuel Schlechter sat in an armchair, reading
a book. When Northcutt entered, he rose to his feet
and advanced a step. The two men shook hands,
smiling at each other. Their manner of greeting gave
evidence of long intimacy and complete mutual trust
and confidence.

Their physical appearances were in sharp con-
trast, Tall, wide-shouldered and still hard-muscled,
Northecutt towered over Samuel Schlechter, who
was several inches shorter, no more than five-nine in
height. Lithe and dapper, Schlechter’s features were
smooth and more than slightly saturnine in their cast.
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_ Officially, Samuel Schlechter was James L.
Northcutt’s attorney. In operative fact, he was the
oil billionaire’s American-based alter ego. North-
cutt had lived in France for many years. But the
Northcutt International Petroleum Company —
NIPCO — and its principal subsidiaries were U.S.
corporations. Their home offices were in New York
City, where Schlechter resided, had his law firm and
served as James Northcutt’s first deputy and right
arm,
Northcutt formulated the grand strategies. Sam
Schlechter strained the concepts through legal sieves,
transmuted them into viable plans, saw to their ex-
ecution and held the reins on Board members and
six-figure-salaried executives. Together, Northcutt
and Schlechter had built an empire. Together,
they were continuing to expand it.

“You didn’t tell me much on the phone, Sam,”
Northcutt said when they were seated. Schlechter
had called him in Peking and stated only that he
was coming to Bonheur to discuss urgent matters.

“Any idea how many eavesdroppers there must
be on a New York-to-Peking hookup?”” Schlechter
grimaced.

Northcutt’s gray eyes expressed curiosity. ‘“So
you're here. Should I be glad to see you?”

“Hardly. My news isn’t good, Jim.”

“Mine i8.” The oilman evidently chose to ig-
nore Schlechter’s reply, for he was bursting with en-
thusiasm. “It’s the best. I got everything wrapped
up — but of course, you’ve heard. All sorts of an-
nouncements and communiques were given out to
correspondents. We’ve taken a giant step, Sam.”

Northcutt made several trips to Peking, con-
ducted negotiations on a personal level, conferring
with Chinese Cabinet ministers. During this last
two-week stay in the People’s Republic of China, he
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had reached agreement with the Chinese on specific
projects and contract terms. NIPCO was to receive
oil exploration and drilling concessions in vast areas
of China, with the American company to have a con-
siderable share of all the oil produced.

In addition, NIPCO was to build — and for ten
years operate —a number of refineries, pipelines,
petrochemical and fertilizer plants in China. Experts
estimated the agreements represented a staggering
trade potential of over eight billion dollars for the
United States — and for NIPCO.

Naturally, U.S. Government approval would be
needed before the agreements became effective.
However, considering the new fuel shortage and
energy crisis in America, Northcutt was certain the
necessary approvals would be granted very quickly.

“Yep, we’ve taken a real giant step,” Northcutt
repeated, rubbing his large, powerful hands.

“That’s the trouble, Jim,” Samuel Schlechter
said dourly. ‘““Youand NIPCO have taken too many
big steps.”

“Now wait a minute. I thought everybody
was cheering.” Northcutt’s brow seamed and his
jawline hardened.

“Almost everybody,” Schlechter said. “The
media are calling you ‘the one-man answer to the
fuel shortage’ and ‘the oil tycoon who'll close the
trade deficit gap single-handed.” Read the papers
and news magazines and listen to the television
commentators — and you’re practically a national
hero.”

“Then who’s making waves all of a sudden?”
Northcutt demanded.

“Who? The Majors, of course. NIPCO has
always broken every rule of their club. Now it’s
about to shut the club members out of China. That,
my friend, has them in one hell of an uproar.”
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James Northcutt’s frown deepened.

Northcutt International Petroleum was an in-
dependent company that had frequently defied and
opposed the “Majors”, the handful of supercorpora-
tions that shared a monopoly of over 80 percent
of the Western world’s oil reserves and refining and
distribution facilities. Ostensibly in competition
with each other, major oil companies worked in
close concert to maintain their supremacy. They had
many grievances against NIPCO, which was the
largest of the independents and had never been their
docile collaborator.

NIPCO joined in no price-fixing agreements.
its NIPpy brand gasoline sold for two to four:cents
less per gallon than Major brands. Worse, NIPCO
played no part in the manipulations that created
largely artificial global “energy crisis” out of basically
manageable shortages of crude oil. During the
entire previous ‘“‘oil famine,” NIPCO had delivered
normal allocations of all fuels to its dealers and
distributors. This did grave damage to the public
image of the giants who pleaded acute scarcity and
slashed their allocations of gasoline, fuel and heating
oils by as much as half.

Northcutt International even managed to avoid
being affected by either the first or the most recent
Arab oil embargo. Its fields in Qantara, a Persian
Gulf islandemirate, continued to produce at full
capacity.

Now, NIPCO seemed on the verge of success in
its negotiations with Peking.

*“China’s the last great undeveloped source of
oil on earth,” Schlechter continued. “No limits
to the possibilities — or the profits — there. The
Majors want the Chinese concessions and plant
construction and operation contracts for themselves.
Three of them have already joined up to prevent
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