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It was about 9 in the morning when the mysterious man arrived
at my practice. I was a dentist with a modest practice and even
though the economy was good, my business was struggling. He asked
me about my business, we chatted for a while before I cleaned his
teeth. He may have came for a regular tooth cleaning at first but
it looked like he was after something else.



“To who should I thank for cleaning my teeth?,” inquired the
man.



I replied, “Daniel-son Li, but my regular customers call me
Dan.”



“And I am Ricardo Phillipiano or Phil  for short,” said the
now identified man.



“So, your practice is struggling, how about joining me in the
exciting world of mysteries, as a detective’s assistant. The pay is
good and if you are up for using your mind and fighting crime, come
to my office on 22nd Street. Tomorrow. 2 o’clock.”, suggested the
man.



“I will be there, here is my phone number if you need to reach me
beforehand,” said I.



I didn’t know what to think of this man, coming to ME for a job, it
almost seemed to good to be true.





I woke up in a daze, from a loud ringing noise down stairs. My
first thoughts were, Ugh, a politician is asking for
donations.



A voice came from the receiver: “牙科醫生(Yá kē yī shēng) Lee you need
to come earlier than scheduled. There is a crisis in the making,
bigger than the both of us. I would give you the details now but
the phone lines might be watched. Come over right now to my place
on 22nd Street.”



My brain kicked in. Whoa, even before starting my job as detective
assistant a monstrous case pops up. I wonder if Mr. Ricardo is up
to task, and especially I consider if I am ready to face crime. I
gathered a quick bag with a 9mm Glock pistol, a light meal, and a
few inconsequential items and ran out the door to my vehicle, the
envy of the whole town, an heavy creaky old bicycle.



It only took a short while to find the offices of Mr. Phillipiano,
I mean how often do you walk down the street and meet a man named
Phillipiano. After knocking on the door, Mr Ricardo escorted me
inside and offered me some coffee. I declined and we sat down at a
small dinner table. On the black table was a few lines of code
inscribed onto the back of a small booklet like a passport: A
forradalmi magyar miniszterelnök rendelkezik lett függesztve.
Проникнуть в Америке и имеют мести против американского
президента.



My detective friend translated, “ ‘The new Prime Minister of
Hungary has been hung. Infiltrate into America and have revenge
against the American President.’ ”, and he further said,” The
current President is Mr. Eisenhower. He elected to stay out of war
with the Soviets when the Hungarians rebelled against them. Imre
Nagy became Prime Minister of the new government.  Then the
Russian government sent in tanks and thousands of men to quash the
rebellion, and succeeded in quashing the uprising and the Communist
regime was reestablished.The military police found this first
letter after busting a drug ring at Fort Dix and they happily
turned it over to me.”



I intrigued him,”There must be more, or else we would have to go
off of nothing.”



“Good observation,” said Phil humoring me,” The second document is
sent back to Hungary where the first document was recieved from.
The second document’s writer is the conspirator of the
assasination. This code is written inside a phone book sent to
Hungary. The code is basic, a mix of Hungarian and Russian. However
it was checked and translated by the FBI, and they will not release
it to me except for a small excerpt ”



“The translation goes as follows,’We have our eyes set on the
President at his speech at Fort D-I-X. I will be attending the
event, our enemy’s last event.”



“I heard about that speech on the radio, President Eisenhower is
going to talk with military leaders about implementing tactics to
prevent the fall of capitalist nations.”, informed I.



“The only problem is,” said Mr. Phillipiano, “The President will
arrive at noon tomorrow,  giving us little time to prepare for
the attempted assassin considering we have a four hour drive. Also,
we have no idea how the man will attempt to kill our President: by
poisonous gas, shooting, explosives, or a trap.”












Mr. Ricardo though slightly disorganized, got together his things
for the ride. Luckily, I brought a wallet, because after our
departure we realized he forgot his. We hopped in his stylish ‘54
Thunderbird and we drove towards Jersey. It was about 6 am when we
got there.



The soldiers at the gate let us in after they haggled over our ID
being potentially counterfeit (which it wasn’t) at the gate. We
were led to a small podium on a raised stage. Upwards of 100 people
could be seated or standing in the area. Behind the little
ampitheatre-esqe area was a row of barracks, which according to a
corporal had already been checked by the bomb squad. I could tell
that Mr. Ricardo was not pleased with the check.



As the crowd filtered in, Mr. Phillipiano ordered all of the crowd
to be sniffed with bomb squad dogs first and meanwhile the area was
to be investigated for bombs and traps. Ricardo did a quick check
of the crowd with his eyes.  He said,”Luckily, I will gain
more information about the crowd than the dogs will. I realize that
the organization behind this attack may be more cunning than even
the best detective.” I noted to Ricardo the horrible scent. What he
did next was unexpected, Ricardo in his suit and tie dropped to the
ground and jerked his head up from the ground in disgust. He
informed me,”They are covering the scent of the bomb with the scent
of an animal. ” While he was talking, the president ambled over,
surrounded by the Secret Service. We were given seats ten feet
behind the president. The president began his speech and the rest
of the crowd filed in. Mr. Phillipiano noted, “ See that man with
the Captain’s star, he appears to be of European descent and has
the insignia of foreign legion. Also there is a wire that runs
under his seat which is not a microphone cord, but a homemade fuse
connected to an Improvised Explosive Device made expertly out of a
liquid, not unlike a molotov cocktail. ”



The speech was a colorful story of America’s fight against
Communism. The Hungarian man seemed almost pleased after all he was
fighting against the Soviets only a few years back. When Eisenhower
got to the part about the decision to stay out of the Hungarian
Revolution, the rebel pulled out a match, lit the fuse and slipped
out to the back of the crowd. Mr. Phillipini whispered, “Now it’s
our turn.” He stood up and tackled the president off the podium.
 I screamed,”Get that man,” charging with no one behind me.The
crowd erupted in a cry of surprise, which turned to even greater
alarm when the stage exploded.



Finally, a huge mob broke out and charged the poor Hungarian, so
even I felt sympathy for him even if he was an attempted murderer.
He made it as far as the fence topped with sharp-bladed barbed wire
at the edge of the base. Need I say anymore? He climbed a stately
oak tree, with the murderous crowd below looking enraged enough to
push over the tree. The almost-killer jumped from that tree and
landed face-first on the wire. Military Police arrived soon and
took him into custody. You probably could have heard him across the
country cursing in Hungarian,”Baszd meg amerikaiak.”



Afterwards, everyone but the President had calmed down. He was
talking to Mr. Phillipiano, thanking him for saving his life. But
mostly, the Commander-in-Chief had no idea why he wasn’t warned of
the incoming threat. He voiced loudly,”What did I do to deserve to
have no warning of the threat of assassination. I knew it was part
of the job description, but I expected to know about any death
threats.” But this comment was to no reply, because the media swept
him away followed by his medical team.



“You may wonder how I found it out,” inquired Mr. Phillipiano. I
nodded and he continued,”Well, I smelled that horrible smell and
considered it to be that of animals. If you look over there..,” he
pointed to pieces of cooked rat everywhere in the crater where the
podium was. “… The rat meat confirms my point, the dogs were unable
to smell bombs because of the presence of animals”, continued
Ricardo. “As to the time of the explosion?”, I asked. The detective
replied,”The thickness of the wire should attest to that, or else I
would be a poor sleuth.”



I had no further questions for my new employer, and we set out
around five. On the way, Ricardo offered,”How about a movie to
celebrate our victory over the mystery?”. “A Saturday matinee, sure
why not?”, replied I. I knew if anything, watching Mr. Phillipiano
in action, solving mysteries, and just being awesome was worth my
time.
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