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I didn’t want to go to my two-o’clock class, stay here in my room,
or go out either. I didn’t want to stay sober, didn’t want to get
drunk; and I’d already seen both movies in town. I might have
called up a girl, but I was broke. I walked out, and down the
fraternity-house hall toward Brick’s room; I was looking for
something—trouble, maybe.

I was nineteen, a junior at a small Illinois college; and even
though it was early June, it might as well have been February.
It was drizzling outside as it had been for days, and I'd been
indoors too much for too long. I was in perfect health, weighed
a hundred and sixty, with a kind of black-haired average good
looks; and I was stir-crazy. I wanted to do something, I didn’t
know what; preferably something no one had ever done before.

Guy Cruikshank was in Brick’s room, slouched in one of
Brick’s leather chairs, staring at the fireplace and the half-dead
fire. “Al,” he said by way of greeting, glancing up at me; he’s
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a short, stout, good-humored boy with a coal-black crew cut.

“Hi,” I answered; I could see he was bored as I was. As
usual Guy looked a little sloppy; white rumpled shirt, baggy
old pants, and those worn-out slippers that somebody nailed to
the ceiling once.

“You going to class?” he said.

“I don’t know.” I walked over to the windows, and stared out
at the lifeless drizzle. “No.”

“What’re you going to do?”

I shrugged. “Kill myself.”

“Move over,” Guy murmured, then said disgustedly, “What
the hell is there to do?”

“Swallow goldfish. Steal panties from the girls’ dormitory.
Hoax the nation. Write a book. Get married, killed, drunk, or all
three.”

“Slower; I'm making notes.”

I didn’t bother answering.

Guy said, “A kid told me about some school; the whole
campus went nuts over a mythical country they invented. They
were all citizens, they had a king, made laws, wrote a history,
and published a newspaper. Even made up a language. Finally,
they actually printed money, and it was good ; among themselves,
that is. Had themselves a hell of a time.”

I nodded without turning around. “Probably happened just
about this time of year.”

“You suppose we could start something like that?”

I shrugged, and we were quiet for a minute or so.
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Chapter 1

Then Jerry Weiner wandered in; he’s eighteen, a sophomore,
a tall, slender, very graceful kid, as fair as I'm dark, and a
bright quick-witted boy. He was wearing tailored green slacks
and a matching wool shirt, always smart-looking. Jerry took one
look at our faces, then shrugged and walked over to the other
big chair; he felt the same way.

“Think of something,” Guy said desperately, “or I’ll have to
go up and study.”

From Brick’s windows you can see clear across the campus to
Church Street, three blocks away; an armored car was just start-
ing up from a traffic light. “There goes a Brink’s truck,” I said.
“Let’s rob it; they’re always good for a million or so.” I was
kidding Jerry, half-heartedly. He’s a true-crime fan; owns a lot
of books on famous murders and crimes of all kinds.

He smiled, knowing what I was doing. ““Suits me,” he said.
“You guys ever hear about the armored-car robbery in Brooklyn,
fifteen, twenty years ago? A classic case.” We shook our heads,
and Jerry said, “I've read several accounts of it, and it’s the
most beautifully planned thing I ever heard of.”

There are worse ways than a bull session for killing time on
a lousy afternoon, so I wandered over, took a log from the wood
basket, and laid it on the smoldering fire, hoping it would catch,
then sat down on the floor by the fireplace.

“Every afternoon,” Jerry began, “this armored car unloaded
in a paved courtyard beside their Brooklyn office. The guard up
in the cab would open his door, pistol in hand, slide out, slam-
ming the door, then stand at one side, on guard. That took
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maybe three seconds. Then the driver’d get out, they’d walk to
the back door, rap on it, then stand off, pistols ready. The
man in the truck would open up, and carry the money sacks out.

“One day a man showed up at the public tennis courts across
the street, and lay on the grass watching the players all after-
noon; he just lay there, chewing a blade of grass now and then,
lighting a cigarette. For weeks he did that, day after days, till he
became part of the neighborhood scenery; just a guy with time
on his hands.”

Sitting on the floor, arms on my knees, I stared down at
my old blue pants and sweater, my everyday going-to-class
outfit.

“A man began coming around with one of those little white
pushcarts,” Jerry said, “selling ice-cream bars. Had a perfectly
legitimate ice-cream cart with a bonafide city vendor’s license,
and did a fair business among neighborhood kids.”

“I love this,” Guy said. “I want to be the guy who lies on the
grass.”

Jerry smiled, and wrapped his arms around his long legs, his
chin on his knees. “Next door to this courtyard was a little ice
company; people’d come around to buy a chunk of ice; and
pretty soon a new man got a job there. Between customers some-
times, it was perfectly natural that he’d jump down off his plat-
form and stroll around the little courtyard, smoking a cigarette.
Sometimes he’d be there when the armored car turned in, and
he’d nod casually, and they’d nod back. They got used to him,

29

too.
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Chapter 1

There’s a little handful of moments scattered through your
life that stick in your mind forever. This moment, Jerry quietly
talking, is one of them for me. A windowpane rattled, rain slash-
ing against it, and then, on cue, like a radio drama, the log in
the fireplace caught with the little snap and crackle of new flame.
The room was warm and felt good, the long rainy-day leisure
stretching ahead. Then the door opened and Brick walked in,
and now our circle was complete. Fraternity means brotherhood,
the framed charter down in the living room said, but we had our
share of jerks and phonies, and Brick, Guy, and Jerry were the
three guys I really gave a damn about.

Brick said, “Hi,” smiling in the way he had that made you
feel he’d bheen hoping you might be there. We answered, and
taking off his leather jacket, Brick said, “What’s the topic for
today?”

“We’re going to rob Brink’s,” I said. “If it ever stops rain-
ing.”

“Fine.” He nodded toward the windows and the rain outside
—“It’s a good silly-season project.”” He turned toward the fire-
place, and Guy got up, gave him his chair, and sat down on the
other side of the fire from me.

The atmosphere of the room had subtly changed. Guy said,
“Bring him up to date, Jerr.” Then he nodded vigorously up at
Brick—*“It’s a good story; you’ll like it.”

Jerry resumed talking, repeating the beginning of his story,
but I noticed he was choosing his phrases more carefully, a little
extra anxious to interest Brick.
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And I found myself, too, looking up at Brick instead of Jerry,
to see if I could tell whether this interested him.

Brick was older than us—twenty-two. He’d dropped out of
school for a couple years, then come back, was a senior now, and
a sort of living legend on the campus. He’d been part of the
school’s greatest football team, the only member of it still in
school, though he no longer played. Now he sat unfastening his
cuffs and listening; a big muscular, very hairy man who made
the rest of us still seem like boys. He was no taller than Jerry,
but he weighed two hundred and five, and now, as he began
rolling up his sleeves, you couldn’t see his forearms for the
copper-wire hair that covered them. It was his shade of hair, and
rough pinkish skin, that gave him his nickname, of course. In
five more years he’d be fat, I suspected; already he had a half-
dollar bald spot showing. Now, though, intent on Jerry, his face
had a kind of ugly handsomeness and strength; thick pink
brows on a bony ridge, his jaw massive and absolutely square.
His red-brown eyes were extra large, and alive now, as they
so often were, with a friendly-mocking intelligence.

Jerry was saying, “All this time these three guys were doing
something else. When the tennis-court man would leave each
day, he’d stroll across the street, and on past the courtyard en-
trance. Looking bored, he was mentally timing himself; getting
the exact feeling of precisely how long it took him to reach that
entrance. The iceman, jumping off his platform and wandering
over to where the truck always stopped, was doing the same.

“Until one day, when the truck turned in, the tennis-court man
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Chapter 1

was wandering absently across the street, the ice-cream man was
standing with his cart beside the courtyard entrance, as he some-
times did, and the iceman, a cigarette in his mouth, just hap-
pened to be hopping down into the courtyard.”

Jerry grinned delightedly. “He nodded, and they nodded
back, but the guard wasn’t paying much attention to him. Gun
in hand, he was ready instead for the stranger who’d never yet
showed up. He opened the door, swinging his legs around to
slide out, his eyes searching the courtyard on past the iceman.
And in just that moment, the two or three seconds when that door
was open, the iceman was beside the guard, shoving a pistol,
hard, into his stomach.”

Hugging his knees, Jerry actually rocked back and forth in
his chair with pleasure. “He took the guard’s pistol, and there
stood the tennis-court man, his pistol aimed at the driver. There
was nothing they could do but climb down, hands clasped on
their heads, around to the back of the truck, and the iceman
rapped on the door, as he’d so often seen the driver do. The ice-
cream vendor had lifted a sub-machine gun from the bottom of
his cart, ready for anyone else who might come along.

“The back door opened, and the man inside found a pistol
aimed at his nose; he raised his hands without anyone having to
explain things. They made him open the vault in the truck, the
ice-cream man covered all three guards, his partners climbed
into the truck, and shoved half a million dollars’ worth of baled-
up currency down into the ice-cream cart. They wheeled the cart
to the street, and lifted the whole works into a parked car. They
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honked the horn, the ice-cream man backed out of the yard, then
turned, ran to the car, and away they went.

“Within sixty seconds an alarm was out, with half the patrol
cars in Brooklyn heading for the district. And the district was on
a point of land; there were only two bridges and a few streets
they could get out on, and police were already guarding them,
checking every car that could possibly be them. But they didn’t
use those bridges or streets. A few blocks away, they were in a
power boat and off into a mist they’d been waiting for, for nearly
ten days. They got across to New York, into a car, and were lost
in traffic, with no description of the car out, before it occurred to
anyone that they might have escaped by water.”

Jerry frowned. “But they had bad luck. They had a shotgun
in the boat, somebody tripped over it, and it went off and nearly
tore the leg off one of them. Even at that, they got safely into
hiding, but getting medical help, and later trying to get rid of
his body when he died, as I recall, provided the clues that even-
tually caught them. Except for that one bad break, there’s not
much doubt that they’d’ve gotten away with it.”

We all sat there for a dozen seconds or so; I could hear my
wrist watch ticking. Then I smiled up at Jerry, and nodded; I
thought it was a wonderful story. Brick murmured, “Good story;
damn good.”” Then Guy sat up suddenly, and said, “I love it; I'm
nuts about it. Hand me down my gun and slide rule, boys; let’s
get to work on the crime of the century!” And that did it.

We wanted to do it! It burst in our brains! We were suddenly
red-hot to plan some spectacular crime in every beautiful detail,
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Chapter 1

just like the guys in Jerry’s story! I don’t mean actually do it.
But the planning, the working it out, sounded like wonderful
fun; something new, fresh, and exciting to do; and we were all
up on our feet, wandering the room in excitement.

I think all of us, lost in sudden thought, had a set of pictures
in our minds, like a handful of snapshots. We could all see our-
selves—standing casually on a street corner, secretly studying
the arrival and departure of an armored car; or following a
guard or someone down a street; walking into a bank-like build-
ing and unobtrusively memorizing the floor plan; then assigning
tasks and duties to each of us.

It was nothing but glorified cops-and-robbers, if we’d stopped
to think about it. But it sounded like fun, it answered some kind
of bottled-up need in us, and—maybe you don’t understand, or
remember, how it could catch our imaginations, there in the rest-
lessness of a dreary spring. But “college boy,” “college man,”
neither one is quite right. One minute he’s a full-fledged adult
with an adult’s mind and capabilities; but in the snap of a finger
he can revert to the child he was only a short time before. And
for us the very pointlessness of this notion was what gave it a
point, like the college and its mythical kingdom that Guy had
talked about. Or maybe it was rebellion against adult authority;
I don’t know. Anyway, it was something to do.

So when Guy turned from Brick’s desk, where he’d been ab-
sently fiddling with some pencils, and said, “What do you say?”
we all knew what he meant, and looked at each other, grinning,
our eyes bright with excitement, even Brick’s.

17



And now the room wasn’t big enough. We wanted action,
wanted to get out and move, and Jerry said, “Where’s the Brink’s
office; anybody know?”

Guy and I spoke together—*“Out on Fleckman Street,” and
grinned at the coincidence; then Guy added, “Across from the
old horse-auction barns.”

Slowly, and smiling—Ilike an adult who finds himself in a
kid’s game, enjoying it more than he’d have thought—Brick
said, “We can take my car.”

2

Within minutes we were all downstairs and in Brick’s car, a
green '52 Ford convertible, parked in front of the house. Brick
had his leather jacket on, Jerry had a forest-green cashmere
sweater pulled over his wool shirt, I'd put on my navy-surplus
jacket, and Guy came along last, managing, as usual, to look
ridiculous, in a long green slicker, plaid cap, and a wide grin.

We drove out Main, the windshield wipers clacking away,
on past the main business district, and into Fleckman Street,
forking off to the left; it took us ten minutes, maybe, to reach
the Brink’s office. We were all exuberant; Jerry and Brick, in the
front seat, quietly so, not saying anything, but turning to glance
hack every now and then with a grin. In the back seat with me,
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Chapter 2

Guy had that damn plaid cap pulled over his eyes. “The perfect
disguise,” he said, “because who’d ever wear a fool outfit like
this? Nobody, obviously; so I can never be identified.”” Then he
had the cap turned around on his head, the peak at the back.
“Call me Robin Hood,” he said. “I’m giving my share, except
for a few hundred thousand, to the deserving and pitiful poor.
‘Bless you, Guy!” hungry widows and orphans will cry. ‘Bless
you, and your old plaid cap, symbol of mercy and courage!’
Poor but beautiful young girls will fling themselves at me. ‘Take
me, Guy!’ they’ll beg. ‘Please! It’s an honor, for you are our
benefactor!” ”

All the way out, he kept up that chatter, the rest of us smiling,
delighted with him and ourselves. “We’ll impregnate a bunch
of one-dollar bills with a chemical I read about,” he said. “After
a certain length of time it bursts into flames. We deposit them in
the bank in the morning, later on Brink’s picks up the day’s take,
and fire breaks out in the truck. The guard’s strangling from the

smoke, has to open the back door, and we’re following along,

disguised as volunteer firemen. So, naturally

We parked maybe thirty feet south of the Brink’s office, and
across the street. It was a one-story concrete building, with a
little strip of grass on each side. The building just south of it
was a dental-supply place, with a dentist’s chair in the window.
On the other side was some kind of little factory, because we
could hear the sound of machinery, and there was a bunch of
brown cartons stacked in the window. There were no windows in
Brink’s; it was a squat little concrete fortress. But just below
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roof level, a double row of glass blocks ran around the building,
admitting the daylight. The door was wood with a heavy-looking
glass pane; just below the glass, fastened to the door, was a big
bronze shield that said Brink’s.

Brick turned off the ignition, the wipers stopped, and we
could hear the drizzle on the canvas top. We lit cigarettes, and
slouched down to watch. Nothing happened. Cars passed, the
tires humming on the wet street, but nobody came in or out of
that office, and after a while I was aware that my feet were get-
ting cold.

Finally Guy said, “Right now, or at any time in the next fifty
years, I could draw you an exact picture of the outside of Brink’s
office. For whatever good that will do.”

Jerry nodded slowly, and said, “Yeah.”” No one else had any-
thing to say, and I think we all began to feel ridiculous. Then
Jerry said, “All right; we haven’t learned a thing of any use
here. So what? Patience is the big thing. Let’s go find out what
that truck does.”

That pepped us right up again, and Brick started the car,
U-turned, and headed back for the heart of town. Then we toured
the business streets, up and down, looking for the armored car,
for maybe forty minutes. Just as we were getting fed up with
that, Guy spotted the car parked a block off Main, angled in at
the curb in front of the supermarket. “Call me Ahmed Kah, the
mysterious Arab!” he yelled, and Brick swung into the street,
and we parked half a block behind the truck, the motor running.

Within a minute a uniformed Brink’s man came out, carrying
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Chapter 2

a canvas sack, another Brink’s man a few paces behind him, gun
in hand. The store manager, in his apron, carrying a broom, fol-
lowed them out, and said something, and the man with the sack
smiled and nodded, unlocking the back door of the truck with a
key; the other man stayed on the sidewalk, watching. The first
man climbed into the truck, closing the door behind him. Then
he came out, slammed the door, and both men got back into the
cab of the truck. The truck backed out, then lumbered away
down the street.

We followed. They turned right, right again at the next cor-
ner, and down to Main. On Main, they parked at the Burkee
Building; the two men went inside, the driver staying in the
truck, and we parked half-a-dozen cars behind. In ten minutes
they were out, this time with two canvas sacks, and they put them
into the truck in the same way as before, then they were off
again.

They stopped at the savings-and-loan, Stragle’s Restaurant,
a jewelry store, the Follett Hotel, then at O. W. Johnson &
Son, neon-sign manufacturers, on Colonial Street. Each time we
trailed along, keeping several cars between us whenever we
could, and parking when they did, half a block or so behind. In
a way it was monotonous, and at the same time quietly exciting.
I felt we were learning something, slowly assembling facts that,
useless at the moment, would gradually shape up into a plan. I
felt like the men in Jerry’s story; careful, watchful, infinitely
patient. And T discovered, slowly trailing that armored car
through the drizzle, that spying on people who don’t know you’re
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there has a quiet tingling excitement of its own; it was fun like
nothing I’d ever done before, and I felt tough, hard, and compe-
tent. We weren’t talking; no one had said much ever since we’d
first spotted the armored truck.

Both doors of our car were yanked open simultaneously, and
two black metal rods were shoved inside—my mind was abso-
lutely confused, I couldn’t make myself get hold of what was
happening. “Stay just like you are. Don’t move, and you won’t
get hurt,” a slow tense voice said. The metal rods turned them-
selves into shotgun barrels, with two men holding them, and now
I saw their brass buttons and blue uniforms; police.

“You at the wheel”—a cop’s face appeared at Brick’s side,
red and tough, looking in through the open window over his gun
barrel, eyes hard—*turn off that motor, and do it slow.” Brick’s
hand reached carefully out to the ignition key, turned it, and the
motor died. “Now, get out, and keep your hands in sight.” Very
carefully, slowly as an old man, Brick slid out, then stood in the
street, beside the cop.

“Now you,” the cop on the other side said to Jerry, and Jerr
got out, and stood on the sidewalk.

Guy and I were next, and we stumbled out, stooping under
the canvas roof, our hands up at our shoulders, palms out.
Brick’s cop brought him around with us, then we all stood
huddled together on the corner of Colonial, a cop on each side,
their gun barrels, now, aimed down at the walk. I saw their
patrol car parked half a dozen car lengths behind us, a cop at the
wheel, his face blurred behind the moving windshield wiper.
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Chapter 2

The armored-car man, the one who’d carried the sacks, was com-
ing toward us, walking quickly.

“Now, what the hell do you think you’re doing?”’—Brick’s
cop spoke to all of us, but turned to Brick for an answer.

Brick’s face had gone sullen. “Not a thing,” he said, looking
squarely back at the cop; the cop was just about his size and
build, I noticed.

“Don’t give me that, god damn you’—he sounded dangerous.
“You’ve been following that car around for an hour.”

“What car?” Brick said, and I thought the cop might actually
hit him, but now the uniformed Brink’s man stopped beside us,
glancing back at his truck.

“These the guys?” the other cop said quietly; he was taller
and younger than the other, but not as broad.

“Yeah,” the Brink’s man said, and nodded firmly. “Been trail-
ing us for half an hour.”

The young cop’s eyes flicked over us; I saw him glance at
Guy’s cap, and he shook his head in mock admiration. “I’ll bet
he’s got a record as long as your arm”—he nodded at Guy. “He
looks plenty tough.”” Then, quietly contemptuous, he said, “You
college boys?”

Before Brick could answer, I said, “Yes, sir,”” and I said it
meekly.

“All right,” the first cop cut in. “Now, what the hell you been
doing, and if you feel like getting smart about it, it’s all right
with us. We’ll take care of you, college jerks or not”—he glanced

at Brick.
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Again I answered fast—*It was just a gag. A joke. Something
to do. We followed them around just pretending we were going
to hold them up.” I’d never in my life said anything more ridicu-
lous; a few yards up and down the street, three or four people
had stopped in store doorways, watching.

“Hold them up, hah?”—he sounded grimly pleased.

“Not really,” Jerry said anxiously. “We weren’t really going
to do it or anything like that. We were just fooling around.”

“That’s right,” said plump little Guy, in his long green slicker,
nodding earnestly, that damn plaid cap bobbing up and down;
he was laying it on thick, being college-boy as hell. “Honest, mis-
ter.”” He quickly corrected himself—*“Officer.” He did fine.

The looks in their eyes grudgingly relaxed, and I knew they’d
had to believe us. “College boys,” the big one said. “You guys
had to get out and work for a living, you’d quit acting like a
bunch of goddamn babies.” I could see he was sorry there wasn’t
going to be trouble, and he glanced at Brick, and as though mak-
ing a last effort to stir something up, sneered, “You a college
boy, too?”” But then he just turned away and said to the Brink’s
man, “Well, what about it, Phil? You want to do anything?”

“I don’t know”—the man shrugged a shoulder. “I guess not.
I’ll have to make a report, though; I don’t know what the com-
pany’ll want to do.”

“You got some identification?” the young cop said. They were
bored and contemptuous now, their gun butts resting on the

walk.
We dragged out wallets, and showed them enough—Student
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Chapter 2

Athletic Association cards, chemistry-lab fee receipts, and the
like—to prove we were bona fide students at the college.

“All right”—the young cop lifted his gun, ready to turn away
—“I guess we can find you if we need you. Now, get the hell out
of here.”

“Yeah”—the other cop picked up his gun, too. “Go on back
to your school and play with the daisy chain.” T don’t know just
what he thought he meant by that, but the sneer in his voice was
plain enough.

We got back into the car; Brick started the motor, and pulled
away from the curb. I glanced through the back window, and
the tough cop was shaking his head disgustedly, the Brink’s man
and the other cop laughing at something the cop was saying.

For a block we didn’t speak, Brick gunning the car straight
ahead, hunched over the wheel. Then Guy said, “Well, fellows;
I'm going straight. Not because crime doesn’t pay, but because
I’d have drilled those cops in another second. If I'd only had a
rod, and knew how to use it. And killing cops is illegal.” Jerry
smiled sadly, I managed a smile, too, and Guy snarled, “I'm a
cop-hater, you hear me? They’ll never know what a close shave
they had, tangling with Greasy-Thumb Cruik .

“Shut up,” Brick said viciously.

For a moment Guy stared at the back of Brick’s head, then
he slouched down and said quietly, “Okay. You’re right. I was
just talking against the way I feel.”

“Brick, let me out,” I said, “I’ll see you guys back at the
house.” Brick just nodded, slowing the car, then he pulled into
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the curb. I got out, muttering, “See you later,” and turned away.

The drizzle wasn’t much more than a mist now, and I walked
off, hands in the pockets of my navy jacket, hearing the car draw
away behind me. I was going nowhere. I just wanted to be alone
with the way I felt, letting my disgust with myself wash over me,
not resisting; just walking through the semi-rain and taking it.
I hadn’t thought it was possible I could act so childish, and I felt
inferior, and diminished. I was physically a grown man, who
hadn’t acted like one, and 1 deserved the contempt I'd gotten
from men who weren’t children. I felt humiliated, felt ashamed.

At Main, I turned right without thinking about it, then I real-
ized where I was going; to The Bowl. The Bowl is a college hang-
out on East Main; a soda-fountain, hamburger-and-sandwich
place with booths along both sides. Every college has a place or
two like it, I guess. And I was going to see Tina Greyleg. I'm no
psychiatrist, and if you told me I wanted to see Tina, just now,
because I was really looking for a mother or something, I
wouldn’t argue it. Or if you said I wanted to regain my man-
hood, that’s okay, too. All I knew now was that I had to see
Tina; I just had to.

3

She was there, just coming on duty, standing in the back room,
her weight on one leg, one hip thrust out, both arms raised to
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Chapter 3

her head, her fingers adjusting her starched cap in her hair.
Esther, a thin, bitter-faced woman in her fifties who hated all
college students, was just going off duty. There was only one
customer, a man at the fountain eating a sandwich.

Tina saw me and smiled, still working on her cap, and I
flicked a hand, greeting her casually, and sat down in a booth.
Then Tina walked in; the man at the counter looked up, stared,
then beckoned, wanting something else, and I sat glaring at the
back of his head. He was just a guy, in his thirties at that, but
I could have knocked him off that stool because he was sitting
there, watching Tina and getting that still, silent look every man
who ever saw her gets on his face, and I could feel his thoughts
reaching out toward her. I sat waiting, and doing exactly the
same thing; while Tina got the guy a piece of pie I knew he
wouldn’t have ordered from Esther.

I'm ashamed of this, I admit it, and I swear I’'m not the guy,
and Tina’s not the girl, this might make you think. But I’d be
lying if I said I could look at Tina, even now in a plain starched
uniform, without being terribly aware of the body underneath it.

She had a beautiful figure—but you can walk down any busy
street and probably pass a girl with a beautiful figure, and for-
get her in a half-dozen steps. But never Tina. She was not quite
slim. At one and the same time, she gave an impression of slim-
ness—her waist was tiny—and buxomness, too. Maybe her figure
wasn’t quite perfect; maybe it was even better. Maybe the un-
broken swell of her hipline was just a breath more pronounced
than beauty-contest standards, and the calf of her leg just the
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hint fuller that could make you think you were losing your mind.
All T know is that Tina could, as she did just now, shift her weight
to one leg, lean forward to write out a check, then straighten,
lifting an arm to tuck a pencil back in her hair, and you couldn’t
think of anything else.

There’s a reason for telling this; I'm not just talking for the
pleasure of baring my soul. Tina was standing, now partly hid-
den by the end of the counter, but I could see an ankle, marvel-
ously fine-boned and slim, flowing up in a gentle curve that
suddenly swelled into the magnificent roundness of her calf. She
reached for a fork, her weight on one foot, and under the sheer
skin of her stocking the calf tensed, hard and firm, the delicate
tendons of her foot springing into relief. She stepped back, the
calf went smooth again, the tendons fading into unbroken silki-
ness and once again, as so often with Tina, there was a blind
instant when I wondered if I could stop myself from standing
up, walking over, and grabbing her.

There’s a thing Tina did occasionally; deliberately, I'm cer-
tain. She’s the only girl I ever knew who sometimes wore sheer
grey stockings; it’s a shade you almost never see. And somehow
the novelty of those gorgeous legs in sheer grey made an image
you couldn’t forget. She wore them, I know, because her name
was Greyleg, so that when you heard or thought of her name that
image rose up in your mind, until the very sound of Tina Grey-
leg could give you that desperate feeling that makes you think
of wild things like smashing your fist through plate glass.

It made things worse that I liked her. I mean even if Tina had
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Chapter 3

been a homely girl, I'd have liked her personally. She picked up
the pie, glanced over and winked at me, telling me she knew I'd
been watching, knew what I was thinking, and was laughing, and
teasing me about it. But she wasn’t taunting me; there’s the big
difference between Tina and many a girl. She knew she was a
woman, and saw nothing wrong with your knowing it, too.

She came over at last, leaving the guy with his pie and noth-
ing to do but sit and eat it. Tina sat down in the booth, across
from me, said, “Hi,” and smiled. I answered, and then sat
frankly studying her face, realizing as always that it wasn’t
actually pretty, and that it was the most attractive face I’d ever
seen. I think her eyes were the reason; they were big and grey,
the whites very clear, and as she sat smiling at me, they were
friendly and knowing. Her hair was very soft, gently waved, but
an ordinary brown in color. Her complexion was nice, but not
perfect, the flat cheeks slightly marred by faint pockmarks, 1
didn’t know from what. As though by rote, I went through the
same thoughts I had each time I saw her; that Tina’s face made
her real; that if it had been beautiful, she’d have been a movie
star or something else as remote and inaccessible to ordinary
human beings; but that as it was, Tina Greyleg’s face, only ordi-
narily pretty, intelligent, and human, made it possible to think
that sometime, somehow . . .

“When do you get off ?”” I said.

She glanced at her watch. “At eight.”

“I’'m broke,” I said. “I’ve got a quarter and three pennies.

But I’ve got to see you tonight. I mean this isn’t ordinary. I mean
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even if you've got a date; Tina, you have to break it. You don't

29

understand, it’s hard to explain, but

“All right, all right”—she touched my arm to shut me off. “I
haven’t any date; I’ll be glad to see you. I’ll want to eat dinner
when I’'m through, and not here, but I've got money for that.

Enough for you, if -

I shook my head. “T’ll have had dinner.”

“Well, all right then; relax.” She smiled. “We’ll do some-
thing; we’ll find some way to spend your twenty-eight cents.
What’s wrong, Al?”

I shrugged, and said, “Nothing.”” For a moment I sat staring
at her, then I deliberately let my eyes drop, studying her figure,
as far as I could see it. “You know what I’'m thinking?”’

“No,” she said, widening her eyes in exaggerated innocence.
Then she grinned, and leaned forward over the table toward me,
close and provocative. Lowering her voice almost to a whisper,
she said, “But tell me.”

So I did—till she stopped me.

4.

The house was full when I got back; guys home from classes,
jobs, play practice, baseball, track; all sitting around the living
room, waiting for dinner, reading papers or talking, three guys
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jammed into the phone booth in the hall. I greeted them with a
conventional insult, found part of the evening paper on the floor,
and sat down to wait.

Dinner was the usual lousy meal, dried-out meat loaf this
time. We all griped about it as usual, two sophomores began
throwing bread, and the {raternity president, Dick Pulver,
bawled them out in his usual stuffy way; a typical meal among
the brotherhood.

I skipped dessert—bread pudding—and went up to Brick’s
room, and sat there until, one by one, Guy, Jerry, and Brick ar-
rived ; then Brick closed and locked his door. We’d said nothing
about meeting, but we were all of us here.

Brick poked up the fire, got a flame or two, and laid a couple
new logs on. Then he took one of the chairs, Jerry had the other,
and Guy and I stretched out on the floor, backs against the fire-
place.

So far no one had said a word. Now Brick spoke casually,
almost cheerfully. “Some night around town I may run into that
cop alone. And if there’s any trouble, of any kind, for any rea-
”” He told us what he would do to
that cop, and I knew he meant it.

son, I’m going to beat the

“Well”—Jerry shrugged, not trying to talk him out of it, or
even caring; just taking a different view—"“he was only doing
his duty, as the saying goes.”

“I don’t give a damn! 1 don’t care who’s right or wrong, I’ll
beat that bastard half to death if T get the chance!” Brick sat

glaring at us.
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I shrugged. “It’s been a long time,” I said, “since I’ve felt so
stupid. I feel humiliated. Disgusted. I don’t know at who or
what, though. Myself, I guess.”

Guy glanced at me from across the fireplace, arms folded on
his chest, and nodded in agreement.

Brick was irritated. “Sure,” he answered me. “That’s right;
that’s what I'm talking about. But what I’ve been wondering ever
since is: are we really that stupid? Is it true we can’t even fool
around with something like that, without being picked up like a
bunch of kids on Halloween?”’

“Looks like it,” Guy said.

Brick studied him appraisingly. Then he did an odd thing.
Turning sideways in his chair, his back against one arm, legs
over the other, he clasped his hands behind his head, and gazing
at the ceiling, smiling reminiscently, he said, “Reno. Good old
Reno.”

We nodded then, each of us, smiling a little, too; we’d all
been in Reno the summer before, and remembered it with pleas-
ure. Guy and I have to work each summer; and Brick and Jerry
decided to work, too, so we could all spend the summer together.
I think it was Guy who thought of Reno, and it seemed like a
wonderful idea. We were all going to get jobs at the gambling
casinos; as blackjack dealers, roulette croupiers, stick-men at
the crap tables, or whatever. It was a way to make money, a way
that would be fun, and a wonderfully romantic thing to come
back to school having done. It would put all the boys who’d
worked on road crews, and the like, completely in the shade,
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and the day school closed we drove off for Reno in Brick’s
car.

Of course we didn’t get the jobs we’d wanted, except Brick.
All the places had long since hired their summer help, and they’d
never have taken us on anyway. But Brick came from Chicago,
and had hung around some, we discovered, in Chicago gambling
joints. He actually had dealt poker and blackjack, and even
worked at a crap table, a little. Not as a regular job; but after
he’d gotten to know the dealers, they let him relieve them once
in a while, during off hours, just for the fun of it. He hadn’t even
done much of that, but it was enough to talk himself into a
morning-hour relief job at Harold’s Club. Jerry and I ended up
as bus boys in a cafeteria, and Guy pumped gas at a filling sta-
tion. We’d all had a wonderful time, though. Reno’s a gaudy,
exciting place, a perpetual carnival during the summer, espe-
cially around rodeo time, and we were all going back there to
work this next summer, as soon as school ended.

“Remember Ida?” Brick said, and we all grinned, and Guy
looked embarrassed and pleased. Ida was in the floor show at
the Riverside Hotel; a very nice, almost beautiful girl, who
liked Guy. He liked her, too, and they might have had a good
summer together, except that she was—actually—about a foot
taller than he was. Guy did take her out a couple times, for
drinks, getting them seated as quickly as possible. But as he said,
“You can’t date a girl sitting down all the time,” and he quit
seeing her.

“Remember Harold’s Club?”’ Brick said. We all nodded, and
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I could picture it again in my mind; the most incredible sight
I’d ever seen. It must be the biggest gambling establishment in
the world; two immense floors and a smaller third floor,
crammed with more gambling equipment than you ever before
saw in your life. There’s row after row, acres, of slot machines,
a lot of them made for silver dollars, and I've actually seen
people waiting in line to play them. And there must be scores of
roulette, crap, poker, and blackjack tables, and at least three
bars.

“Those bars,” Jerry said, and shook his head in amazement.
One of them has real whisky trickling over a waterfall in a
painted scene over the back bar, and another has over ten thou-
sand silver dollars sunk into the top of the bar. The whole place
just sparkles with color, chrome, and immense paintings of the
West on glass, lighted up from behind, and it’s alive with sound
—the gaudiest, busiest place you could imagine.

“I say we’re not that stupid,” Brick burst out, and we stared
at him, surprised. “But I’ll tell you why we went wrong. Not
because we’re stupid or childish, but because we just didn’t have
the feel of the thing.”

We waited, and Brick said angrily, “What do we know about
Brink’s? Nothing! We’ve seen the armored truck around town,
and that’s all.” He shook his head—*You want to plan a thing
like that, it’s got to be something you’ve lived with. Something
you’re intimate with, and know, and really have the feel of. Why,
hell, figuring out how to rob Brink’s was impossible—for us.

Because for us it just wasn’t real.”
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I understood that, all right—now. But I wondered what his
point was.

He sat there, hands clasped behind his head, waiting till he
had our attention completely, the room silent except for the little
murmur of chimney draft and crackle of flame. Then he said
very softly, “But who says it has to be Brink’s?”

In chemistry, using a Bunsen burner, you turn the gas on
full and a flame instantly rises from nothing at all to a sudden
spike of blue-hot flame. That’s how the emotion shot up in me
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