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Howard Fast

One of America’s most popular and ver-
satile literary figures vaults the ordinary
time-space fences of storytelling to cre-
ate two stimulating, even unnerving, ex-
amples of speculative fiction.

With that sure narrative skill for
which he is so justly famed, Howard Fast
provokes compassion, curiosity, and hor-
ror in THE HUNTER, the story of Andrew
Bell, an American writer whose reputa-
tion and love life have Hemingwayesque
proportions. Returning from an African
safari, Bell throws one of those parties for
friends and would-be friends which de-
light columnists and provoke cafe society.
But when the party is over, Bell realizes
that now he is no longer the hunter but
the quarry—thcr--celébfity hunted. In a
vivid, frightening portrait of the proud
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Of course | went out to Kennedy to greet Andrew
Bell. He had sent me a wire that he was coming in on the
two o’clock plane, and he had also sent a wire to Jane
Pierce, his public relations girl; so practically everyone in
the world knew that he was coming into Kennedy at two
o’clock. My going out there was of a particular nature,
because sometimes I thought that I was his friend. Other-
wise, why would he have sent me a wire?

I called my wife to tell her about it, and she asked me
when I thought I might see her again.

“Well, tonight,” I said. “You know that.”

“Do I?”

“Come off it,” I said. “Andy Bell is my friend. What
else do you want me to do?”

“He has ten thousand friends. He has friends in
Istanbul and friends in Paris and friends in Madrid and
friends in London and of course in New York. I'll bet he
has friends in Albuquerque.”
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“All right.”

“All right,” she repeated, and maybe she was sorry and
had pushed it too far.

“It’s just a funny damn thing about friends,” I told her.

“I know. And you’re the only real friend Andy Bell
has or ever had.”

“Maybe not even me,” I said. “I don't know.”

2

I drove out to Kennedy, and the traffic was bad, so
by the time we got there, the plane had already landed.
You could not miss Andrew Bell, but neither could you
get very near to him, and from the number of reporters,
cameras and microphones you would have guessed an
ambassador, a king or a prime minister had just landed. It
was that kind of a crowd. There were civilians, perhaps
twenty or thirty, but for the most part the crowd was pro-
fessional and the object of the crowd was news. Andy was
news. He was always news.

Jane Pierce spotted me, broke out of the crowd to
grab my arm, and told me to please go to him and let him
see my face. She was a tall, competent blond, middle-
thirties, polite, neutral and successful, and attractive in
a hard way; and I was flattered that she felt that I should
be with Andy. She had that manner of authority that
brings importance wherever it is directed.
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“He needs a hard friend,” she said in my ear. “Get
over to him.”

If there was a distinction between hard and soft
friends, there were enough in the second category. I saw
Joe Jacobs, the columnist—tomorrow he would do an entire
column on Andy Bell, possibly a second one the day after
that; and Frank Farrell from the News; and Linda Hawley,
the society protocol boss and party expert, who already
would be contracting for Andy’s delivery here and there;
and pushing hard to break through, Lucy Praise, the actress,
whom he had dated half a dozen times between two wives;
and just behind her, Max Golden, the millionaire, who was
content to be seen within shouting distance and to pick up
any check that had no other takers—Andy took most
of them; and Jack Minola, the punchy, ex-heavyweight
fighter, who acted as a sort of Newfoundland dog to Andy
when Andy was on base in New York, and who liked to
think of himself as a bodyguard, self-appointed and tol-
erated because Andy never got over the fact that celebrities
attached themselves to him—and never really comprehended
what a celebrity he himself was.

But Jane got me through, and there Andy was, big
and healthy and sunburned, his massive shoulders and six
feet three inches of height topped by that graying mane
of hair. His blue eyes crinkled with pleasure. His face was
the face of a kid, and not the face of a fifty-three-year-old
who had been married four times and had won the Pulitzer
Prize—the face of a kid being fussed over and praised when
he might have gotten a hiding instead.
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The CBS man had taken the lead in the questioning,
and he had just asked Andy where the safari had been this
time.

“Kenya mostly. Then we flew into Somaliland.”

“Did you pilot the plane?”

“Like always.”

“What kind of a plane?”

“An old Piper Cub.”

“And 1s 1t true you shot a lion from the plane?”

“No. Hell, no. I'm a hunter, not a circus performer.”

“But you did go after lion?”

“I never hunt in Africa without thinking of lion. He’s
number one. Ikilled three lions—all male. One was a black-
maned giant—the biggest lion I ever saw, possibly the big-
gest ever recorded there.”

“Did you shoot elephant?”

“We had a kill in elephant. We had a kill in leopard
too. It was a good hunt and we had a good lkill.”

“And are you pleased to be back in New York?”

“I am. I like New York. I like London and Paris and
Madrid and Lisbon. I liked Havana once and maybe some-
day I'll like Havana again. And I'm glad to be in New
York.”

He spoke the way he wrote, and [ did not know
whether to laugh or to cry. He had his entourage with him,
Jose Peretz and Diva. Peretz was a small, dark, tight-
muscled little man with polished hair and button eyes. He
carried two knives and he had been known to use them.
No one knew anything about him. Some said that he had
been a bad matador and others said he had been a run-of-
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the-mill male whore, but no one really knew anything about
him except that he spoke Spanish with a Portuguese accent—
when he spoke, which was not often. That was about as
much as Diva spoke. She was a tall, beautiful, black-haired
woman of thirty or so, and nothing at all was known about
her—that is, just a little less than was known about Peretz.
That was the entourage. Somehow, they made arrange-
ments and looked after the baggage and cleared away
obstacles. Now and then a pretty and young stenographer
joined them: this one, that one, the girl changed. But this
time there were only two.

Andy saw me. “Hey, Monte!” he boomed. “Hey,
Monte, goddamn you!” And then almost without pause,
he was answering a question, and he said that No, he had
never killed a Rocky Mountain bighorn sheep. Then he
embraced me, and I could feel the iron-hard muscles of his
arms biting into me. No fat and no soft. “But I will,” he
added, referring to the bighorn.

Some young kid who worked for one of the TV net-
works asked another who I was, and the reply came, “That’s
Monte Case, his friend.”

3

[ drove him back to New York in my car, just the two
of us. In the time since he had last been here, the airport
had changed; the roads had changed. I think it was before
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the Fair, and now the Fair was over; and I was not even
sure that the new stadium for the Mets had been here. But
he didn’t notice such things, or maybe he could not admit
that anything had changed since his last visit. He closed his
eyes, stretched his long length, and said, oh, my God, he
was tired and beat up and felt every one of his fifty-three
years.

“You’re young,” I said inanely. I never made good or
sharp conversation with him, and I was always conscious
of the awkwardness of my comments.

“Balls, Monte. I am old as the hills and goddamn tired
of it. Why do I keep chasing my tail?”

“That’s your problem, Andy.”

“Another hunt. The chase and the kill. That’s it.
That’s really it. That’s the one sweet taste. I could give up
the rest of it, the booze and the girls and all the status and
celebrity horse-shit, but not that. Where are we going?”

“Where did your luggage go?”

“The hell with the luggage. That’s at the Carlyle.”

“The Carlyle?”

“That’s right. Jane got me the suite there. It’s the
place, 1sn’t it?”

“I suppose so. It’s the place.”

“I mean—since Jack’s time. My God, I can’t believe
he’s dead. I haven’t been back since then. But the hotel is
still 1n, 1sn’t 1t?”

“Very much.”

“But Jack is dead.” _

He had only met Kennedy once and briefly, but he was
not name-dropping or trying to impress me. All the “great”
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names that flashed in and out of the press were his peers.
If he was not intimate with them, it was only because time
and circumstances had prevented such intimacy from
developing.

“You don’t want to go there?” I asked him.

“No.”

“You said you were tired.’

“The hell with that! I'm always tired.”

“Then where?”

“Pete’s—Christ Almighty, that’s sull there, 1sn’t 1t?
Pete didn’t die or anything like that, did he? Or go broke?”

“It’s still there, and he didn’t go broke.”

“Monte, let me tell you one thing—one small, crowded
fact of life. Suppose I needed twenty grand. Now. This
damn bloody minute. No collateral—-nothing except my
marker. Where would I go?”

“Make it a smaller price and come to me.”

“Balls. You know goddamn well that there’s only one
person in the world I can go to. There’s only one person
in the world that will write me a check for twenty grand
and never ask why or how.”

“Pete?”

“That’s right.”

“Did you ever try it?”

“You're a cynical bastard, Monte.”

“Good, we'll go to Pete’s.”

“You don’t mind?” he asked, concerned suddenly that
he might have hurt my feelings.

“Mind? My word, Andy, this is your day, your place,
and it seems to me that it is maybe your city too.”
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The doorman at Pete’s had only been there a year and
a half or so, and he didn’t recognize Andy. Afterwards, he
was filled with remorse; he had the attitude of a man who
wants nothing so much as to throw himself under a truck,
and he pleaded for Andy’s forgiveness. “You got to under-
stand, Mr. Bell, that I’'m new here. That’s no excuse. But
that’s the way it is, that’s the way the cookie crumbles, that’s
the way it1s.” Andy gave him five dollars, and the doorman
swore up and down that he would never forget him again,
and I suppose he didn’t.

But if his welcome from the doorman was less than
effusive, Pete made up for it, engulfing Andy in his three
hundred pounds of fat and soft muscle and kissing him. Pete
was the one man in town who could kiss another man and
get away with it. They embraced and hugged each other,
and then Pete yelled to the bartender:

“Mike, get the hell down to the cellar and bring up that
keg of black rum that has Mr. Bell’s name on it. Do it your-
self. I don’t want any lousy, grimy busboy hands touching
that keg of rum.”

“You son of a bitch,” Andy said, and grinned. “You
kept that keg.”

“They can take away my place. Not that keg.”

“You fat bastard, I love you,” Andy said.

“Ha! The only thing you love, Andy, are those guns
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of yours, which my friend Doc Schwartz holds are phallic
symbols.”

“Where is he? I'll put something up his ass for him to
think about. Phallic symbols, huh? You've become god-
damn classy for a saloon keeper.”

“And how do you like this new saloon of mine—about
two million dollars worth of it visible from where you
stand?”

At this time of the afternoon—it was just past four
o’clock now—the restaurant at Pete’s place was practically
empty, but there were a dozen or so people at the bar and
the serious drinkers were beginning to drift in. There were
two men from the Associated Press who recognized Andy
and gathered around. Bernie Watts, the press agent, was
drinking in a dark corner with Norma Smith, the red-
headed belly dancer, who was just one inch under six feet
tall and was making a sensation doing what she did best,
which was belly dancing. She led him over, and Watts
apologized decently for the intrusion.

“I got this broad with me and she says she’ll take me
apart if she doesn’t meet you, Mr. Bell, and she’s big enough
to do ir. The only claim I got on you is that Jane Pierce
and I once shared an office.”

Andy had an eight-ounce glass of black rum in his
hand. He shook hands with Watts and grinned with pleas-
ure at the redhead.

“My name’s Norma,” the redhead said. “You’re my
hero. Ian Fleming was my hero for a while but he’s a lousy
writer. You're the best writer in the world.”
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“God bless you! You ever tasted black rum?”

“No,” the redhead said, licking her lips. “You pour it
and I'll taste it. 1 don’t mean that Ian Fleming couldn’t tell
a story. He’s got something you can’t knock, but no class.
I mean he’s gauche. You know what I mean?”

“l know one thing,” Andy said. “You and me, we're
going to talk about literature—right?”

Lieutenant O’Brian, who was the head of the detective
squad at the local precinct, came in then, and he was intro-
duced, and then two Hollywood male stars and their direc-
tor turned up, and then a photographer who climbed onto
the bar to get a few pictures. The crowd got thicker, but
Norma Smith, the big belly dancer, held her place. Andy
was telling Pete about the big black-maned lion, and the
hubbub died down, because when Andy told a story that
way, straight and clean and simple, you didn’t compete or
interrupt. He had laid down the background with a few
plain strokes. He had been alone at the time, quite delib-
erately. He had wanted to do it alone. He was in a big
meadow, much of it covered with waist-high grass, with
here and there an open spot. He had watched the motion
of the grass defining the lion’s path. It was late afternoon,
and the lion had not yet made its kill; and then the lion came
out of the grass and the beast stood there facing Andy.

“I was in no danger from the lion,” Andy said. “There
are very few animals that will go for man unprovoked.
A man-eating lion has the habit, but he’s old and cantan-
kerous and incapable of running down game. This lion was
young and vigorous. He was about thirty yards from me,
and he regarded me with small interest and less concern,
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and I knew that in a moment he would step back into the
grass and disappear. That was when I decided to make the
kill, and everything I thought about I had to think through
in a fraction of a second.”

He tasted his rum and then explained that the lion had
been in the wrong position.

“Head on—and all 1 could see was his face and that
great mane and his front legs. Maybe a slice of shoulder,
but that kind of shot is no good. The best shot is from
a parallel position, with the lion a bit ahead of you. Then
you can reach the heart, and then you have time for a second
shot—or your bearer has. I was alone. Only one shot and
that one had to be in the brain—through the eye or the skull,
and the skull can be bad. I was scared as hell. If the first
shot did not kill immediately, then even a mortal wound
wouldn’t save my life. The lion would come in like an
express train—well, I did it. It was a good kill.”

“Son of a bitch,” Pete said.

“You'’re too much,” the belly dancer said. The crowd
got bigger, and I recalled that it was like the old days in
Pete’s old place.

S

By six o’clock, Andy had put down over a pint of biack
rum, and he decided to throw a party at the suite at the
Carlyle. I had no opinions on this subject, because I knew
Andy a little. He had probably begun to drink when he
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boarded the plane in Africa; his capacity was enormous and
his body’s ability to deal with alcohol was little short of
miraculous; and by now, underneath his controlled exterior,
there was something wild and irresistible.

“All of you,” he said, including a crowd of about
twenty people clustered around us and the belly dancer.
“And I want the mayor,” he said to me. “I want the mayor
and the mayor’s wife and the governor and 1 want Mon-
signor Sheen—"

“You’re out of your mind. And you're behind times.
[ think he’s a bishop now, and he sure as hell doesn’t go
to parues.”

“Maybe he would,” Lieutenant O’Brian put in. “You
don’t know, Monte. You're not even a Catholic.”

“And this 1s not even a religious matter, you will for-
give me.”

“And who the hell are you to say what is a religious
matter?”’

“Oh, wait one damn cotton-picking minute,” Andy
said. “You know, I met him once maybe fifteen years ago,
but we were like brothers. There was good blood between
us. We knew each other. We broke bread and we drank
wine. He said to me, ‘Andy, if you need me, call me and
I'll come.”” He turned to Pete. “Look, Pete—am I stepping
on anyone’s toes? A man’s religion is a piece of his gut.
I don’t have that gut. I'm one-quarter Presbyterian, one-
quarter Methodist, one-quarter Episcopalian and I think
one-quarter Jewish and one-quarter Mormon—"

“That’s five quarters,” someone snorted.

“So 1t’s five quarters,” Pete said. “And if he isn’t enti-
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tled to five quarters, who the hell is?> No, you’re not out
of line, Andy. You were never out of line.”

“You’re too much,” the belly dancer said. “I’'m a Cath-
olic. I'm a rotten Catholic, but I am a Catholic and you’re
not stepping on anyone’s toes.”

“And 1 want Marc Connolly and Bette Davis there,
and Eva Gabor and what’s-his-name, that marvelous kid
who conducts the Philharmonic?”

“Bernstein, and he’s not a kid any more.”

“Well, | want him to come with his wife and all his
friends—"

“Andy, people like that have unlisted numbers and
[ don’t have them.”

“Pete has them. Pete has the phone number of every-
one on earth who matters. Even what’s-his-name in the
Soviet Union. You got a number for the Kremlin, Pete?”

“I got,” Pete grinned, and everyone else was grinning
now because they knew that the party was in the making,
and that it would be a great, fabulous party that the town
would remember and talk about for years to come.

“And I want the mayor and his wife.”

“Andy, 1t’s not like old umes. This is a different kind
of a mayor, and he’s a Republican—"

“I don’t care if he’s a Single-Taxer,” Andy said.
“Invite him. All he can do is say no.” And then, to show
that even if he had been away, he was as cool as any of the
snotty young kids around town, Andy said to O’Brian,
“Who’s the lieutenant of the Nineteenth Squad? Is it still
Rothschild?”

“It 1s.”
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“And how are his ulcers?”

“Rotten.”

“Will you call him, lieutenant, and tell him that we
will be having a drink or two with friends at the Carlyle,
and that Andy Bell begs him to exhibit the quality of mercy
if there i1s a complaint?”

Pete brought me the phone then, and I got City Hall.
Everyone lapsed into a careful silence as [ worked my way
up to the mayor; and finally I got him and told him that
Andy Bell was in town. Which he knew. And then I told
him that Andy was giving a party at the Carlyle tonight and
it was short notice, but would he come and bring his wife?

“I'd be delighted to come,” he said. “I can’t promise
because it is short notice—but I'll try.”

Andy and Pete hugged each other.

6

There are all kinds of parties around town. There are
wild parties and lush parties, and sometimes people plan all
year for a party they are going to give, and with some of the
rich ones [ know, a party is to be put together only by
a professional party manager, like the late Elsa Maxwell.
There are other parties that bear the stamp of a personality,
and when Andy Bell threw a party, it grew around him,
like a vine around a tree. There are parties where the host
sets out to corner a few personalities and to build a certain
amount of status; but if people in New York were in and
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important, it was up to them to know that Andy Bell was
giving a party and to turn up there. It was a good thing
that the suite Jane Pierce had rented at the Carlyle was a big
one, because most of them turned up there.

Jane was waiting for us at the Carlyle, and she said to
me, “I heard that Andy was giving a party. Was that your
idea, Monte?”

“My idea? Anyway, how did you hear?”

“Because the President’s kid telephoned from Texas.
She wants to come, I told her to come. The hell with it.
I’'m going to tell the hotel to set up a bar and a table with
sandwiches and junk. You know what this will cost Andy?
At least two grand. And he’s damn near broke.”

“Why don’t we get that Max what’s-his-name to pick
up the tab?”

‘“Because Andy would blow his stack.”

“How can he be broke? I heard that Life is paying
fifty thousand dollars for the story of how he shot that
lion.”

“He spent the fifty grand before he ever hit Africa.
Take my word for it.”

Andy had gone on into the suite, and now we followed
him inside. Jose Peretz was explaining how he had
unpacked. He had put the guns into a bedroom closet. Diva
was in one corner of the big couch in the living room. She
watched us silently. It was funny how no one ever asked
Andy about her, who she was or what she was to any of
them. Maybe she was Jose’s girl, although I was inclined
to think that Jose was some kind of faggot, not the ordinary
kind but something esoteric; and since Diva had that lean,
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dry, meticulous look of a certain type of dyke about her,
perhaps they matched. But no one asked about Diva, not
even myself. In a way, Andy was very fond of Jane Pierce;
he would embrace her and kiss her in front of Diva, and
there was no reaction in the dark-haired woman that I could
see. But then there was no reaction on her part to any of
the play between Andy and other women—maybe because
she knew that it never went beyond the opening of the game.

Andy wondered about the guns, and whether there
were any new laws to make things difficult.

“You don’t have any pistols?” I asked him.

“Just an old Santé automatic that I use for target
practice.”

“Well, don’t take it out on the street, and I'll call my
lawyer later and see if you need any kind of a license or
whether you check it in downtown or what. I suppose the
rest are rifles and shotguns?”

“That’s right.”

“I don’t think it makes any difference, as long as you
keep them here.”

The big red-headed belly dancer came in then. She
had changed clothes, from a daytime dress to a long, shim-
mery gown, and she told Andy that while it was a little
early for the party to start, she was hungry, and she did not
want to make a date with anyone else because she was going
to lap on his ass like a hound dog all night.

“Don’t you ever eat alone?” Jane asked her nastily.

“Honey, take a second look at me. Do you think
I have to?”

The hotel waiters began to move in and set up, and
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I went into Andy’s bedroom to call my wife. Andy came
in while I was waiting for my number, and then Jose came
in with Andy’s tuxedo.

“I had it pressed,” Jose said.

He helped Andy dress. Liz, my wife, informed me
that she had heard about the party.

“How could you hear?”

“The six o’clock news. Evidently, Grand Duke Alexis
is flying in from Paris as some sort of publicity stunt. He
expects to make the party. Am I invited?”

“You know you are.”

“Not that earnestly, but it’s nice to hear it from God’s
right-hand man.”

“Will you come?”

“I wouldn’t muss it for the world—if I can fight my way
in. What do you expect, a thousand people?”

When I put down the phone, I told Andy about the
Grand Duke Alexis.

“Who the hell is the Grand Duke Alexis?”

“Don’t you remember? He used to have a restaurant
in Beverly Hills. Now he has a place on the Left Bank.”

“Did I ever eat there, Monte?”

“I guess you must have, because he’s flying in tonight.
That’s a big tab for a party. You should be flattered. Look,

)

do you want me to go home and change?
“What for?”
“I don’t know what for. I just don’t want to drag the
affair down. Look, Andy, are you short of cash?”
“What?” He was provoked now. I had hit a soft spot.
“What in hell ever gave you that notion?”
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“All I am thinking about is this damn party. It’s going
to take a bundle to pay for it.”

“Are you serious, Monte? You're like the oldest friend
[ got. Otherwise, I could get real nasty.”

I let the subject drop, and Andy and I went into the
living room. Two tall, distinguished, white-haired Italians
greeted him with pleasure. Afterwards, I learned that they
were two of the top wheels in the Mafia; Andy had met
them some years before when they had helped him to
arrange a wolf hunt in Sicily.

The party had started early, and now, long before post
time, there were already two dozen people in the room.
The buffet table had been set up, and Norma Smith, the
redhead, was stuffing herself with good, nourishing food,
namely toast and imported caviar.

Jane Pierce whispered to her, icily, “That, darling, is
thirty-six dollars a pound.”

“Thenit’s hardly the best,isit? ’the belly dancer replied.

Max Golden arrived, with two small, blond go-go girls,
one hanging on to each of his arms. Their party dresses
were six inches above the knee. “They’re a present to you,”
Max said to Andy.

“What are their names?”

“Damned if I know.”

Then Max saw Norma Smith, and he dropped the little
go-go girls and made a beeline for the big redhead. The two
kids gravitated to Jose—they thought he was “darling”; and
I steered Andy over to meet the senator. You couldn’t have
a party like this without the senator’s wife, and she had to
have him with her as a door opener. The senator read books

( 20



The Hunter

and he was really excited to meet Andy, but when he tried
to talk about African politics, Andy broke away.

“He won’t talk politics,” I explained to the senator.
“That’s because he won’t think politics.”

“Years ago—""

“Well, that was all years ago. Things have changed.”

The ambassador to the U.N. came in then, and the
senator had someone to talk politics to. The management
had finally produced a record player, and I had them put it
out on the terrace. It was getting hot in the living room
anyway, so we folded back the big double doors to the
terrace and eased the increasing congestion in the living
room. Jock Lewis, the radio disk jockey, was persuaded to
run the phonograph, and Jose tried to teach the go-go girls
some flamenco steps to the beat of rock and roll. Then I saw
my wife, Liz, and I had to push people aside to reach her.
She was with two pugs, one an ex-lightweight and the other
an ex-heavyweight, both of them Negroes, and she yelled
across to me:

“I brought some quality to your crumby party.”

She was lit already. The Negro pugs embraced Andy
and Jacky Minola, and they formed a little circle to talk
about the fight game. The circle grew bigger.

Jane Pierce pulled me aside and demanded, “Monte—
what about this? What do we do?”

“What about what?”

“This crazy party. There are already ninety-one here
by head count, and look at the doorway.”

It was something to think about. They were coming
through the door now in almost a steady stream. I recog-
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nized two movie stars, a member of “What’s My Line?” and
the new parks commissioner. The quality was good.

“It’s quite a party.”

“If you look on it as a competition, I suppose so. I just
hate to think of what the price per minute is at this moment.
I didn’t have time to go out and shop for bulk liquor or
anything like that. It’s all hotel rates, and have you ever
looked at the catering sheet of this hotel?”

“No.”

“You should. And where do we put them?”

“When 1t banks up solid, they can’t get in. That’s all.”

“That’s all?”

“Look, Jane, you can’t do anything and I can’t do
anything. That’s the way it 1s. Let it run its course.”

“The thing that puzzles me,” Jane said, “is this. A few
hours ago, Andy decided to have a party. Now everyone
in the world knows about it. How does that happen?”

“Word of mouth.”

“You’re a help.”

“Well, what do you want me to do?”

“Drop dead,” she said pleasantly. “When I think of
something else, I'll tell you.”

7

I slipped into Jose’s room a little later to see whether
I could make a telephone call to the manager and maybe
find an adjoining suite to open up, or even a room, or maybe
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let the overflow into the grand ballroom or something like
that; and there was Diva, sprawled on the bed and staring
at me.

“Can I use the phone?” I wanted to know.

She nodded silently, and I discovered that the manager
was gone for the day and the assistant manager was some-
where in the hotel—probably at the party.

“Hell with them,” Diva said. I couldn’t remember
when I had heard her say anything else. “Let them crawl
all over each other. What do you care?”

[ was sitting on the edge of the bed, a few inches from
where she lay sprawled out. She reached out an arm and
drew me down to her, and I let myself be drawn; and then
I kissed her, a wide, hot kiss, with her tongue darting in
and out of my mouth like a little snake.

After that, I pulled up and away from her and said,
“Whatever you want, Diva, I probably want double, but
it’s like trying to do it in Grand Central Station. Also, my
wife i1s out there, and she sort of hates me and she’d love
an excuse to cut my heart out.”

“You afraid of her?”

I nodded. “Also, I always figured you were Andy’s
girl.”

“Like hell you did. You are like a stinking little open
book, Monte, and I read you good. You always figured me
for a dyke, and you figured Jose and me, we diddled each
other. Balls. I work for Andy; I'm not his girl, and I don’t
screw Jose backwards either. As for you, just go to hell.”

“I’ll see you later,” I said, and then I went back to the
party, leaving the door to the bedroom open, hoping that
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it might take some pressure off the living room. The living
room was packed almost solid, but if you moved slowly
and had some patience, you could penetrate. I got caught
in a cluster of black men with fezzes and sweeping gowns,
and then I saw Andy, who was trying to talk to them in
Senegalese or Somali or Bantu or something like that; and
he saw me and grinned and boomed:

“What a party, Monte! What a goddamn true, beau-
tiful party!”

I grinned foolishly, and pushed on to Jane Pierce, who
was out on the terrace, talking to a thin, worried-looking
man in dinner clothes.

“I tried,” 1 said. ‘“The manager went home. The
assistant manager is lost or something.”

“This 1s the assistant manager, Monte,’
“This 1s Mr. Bell’s friend, Monte Case.”

“Well, are you responsible, Mr. Case?”

“Andrew Bell is a very responsible man.”

“I know that. How does one find him?”

“He’s right there in that group of Africans,” I said.

“There are a great many people here,” Jane said, smil-
ing her best smile at him, “but I think it’s a very genteel lot,
don’t you? We have two of the hichest dignitaries in the
local diocese—I can’t remember their names but they are
very estimable churchmen. That tall African—you can see
his fez over the crowd—is the Prime Minister of Nigeria or
Ghana or the Congo. Well, it’s that sort of party—"
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